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THE COMING OF THE GREEN. 

Wow the spirit of the flood is awake. 
And me spirit of the wood is stirred. 

And the spirit of the air is beautiful and 
fair. 

And so Is the sons of the bird. 

And there cometh a whisper of spring. 
And its footfall is light on the sea, 

And It cometh from the south, with a Jewel 
in Its mouth. 

And It brlngeth a blessing to me.' 

And the bare bough is rustling with leaves, 
And the dark eajth is glistening with 

gold. 
And the land Is all sheen with the coming 

o' the green. 
And a nejp world is born of the old. 

And the hawthorn Is snowy In the brake. 
And the dear lark Is springing up on 

high, 
And the young things are sprouting, the 

young children shouting, 
îâjjd the old tears awake In the eye: 

For earth was a paradise once. 
And life all a jubilee then, 

Eut the glory once seen In the coming o" 
the green 

Depart« when we come to be men: 

For sweet is the lily in .the bed. 
And sweet Is the flower on the wall. 

But sweeter the tear and the pity of the' 
dead— 

For the old things were sweetest of all. 
—The Spectator. , 

£ The Cnuiaess of Jacob SloB&smitb ?» 

L By Gulielma Zollinger. ? 

I T T  H E  N Mr. Jacob Monasmith took 
YY the helm of the Dwigans fam

ily as huBband to the widow and step
father of her children, various opin
ions in regard to the matter were ex
pressed by the citizens of Ganabrant. 
The town had taken note of the out
goings and incomings, the uprisings 
and downsittings of the Dwigans 
family for two years, and felt com
petent to express itself. And with 
very few exceptions its comment was 
unfavorable. 

It was two years since Mr. Dwig
ans died, and for many months it had 
been felt in the town that the man 
who succeeded him as head of the 
family would take a hazardous posi
tion. For although Dr. Dwigans had 
left them a decent provision, they 
"were now destitute, afiud none of the 
family seemed, to have any intention 

,-of menc^L-tf their circumstances if 
wu/i tfcas a conditionvgrecedent. 

"There's five of them, counting the 
Widow," remarked old Peter Havens, 
on the wedding morning. "And for 
two years they've bçeu wanting all 
they saw and buying all they want
ed. It's surprising they ain't desti-
tnter than they be, and it's my belief 
that Jacob Monasmith is plumb 
•crazy!" 

"Oh, well," responded Mr. Havens' 
sister, "Jacob's got sense, but hé has 
no power of observation. That's what 
ails him. Powers of observation were 
denied him, and he hasn't noticed the 
children nor how thtey act." 

"Now, there's that 17-year-old Sam
mle—undersized little runt that's 
smoking cigarettes continually!" re
sumed Mr. Havens. "Is he going to 
call Jacob 'father,' and act respect
fully? Not much he ain't! He calls 
him Old Monasmith already.: Jacob 
won't be the one to make a man out 
of Sammie. Looks kind of conceited 
in him to be trying It, to my no
tion." 

The elderly sister now moved hur
riedly to the window, and looked out 
upon a short figure she had caught 
a glimpse of coming up the street. 
Yes, there came Sammie, his air one 
of bravado, which he thought manly, 
his hat on the back of his head, and 
a cigarette in his mouth. His pale 
and sallow skin seemed only a differ-

, ent shade from his taffy-colored hair, 
ftiyt Sis iianrf#Ss,s3fi.Jhru8t into his 
trousers pockets. Atf^tifias Havens 
looked, her expression changed from 
curiosity to indignation. 

"That's Sammie!" she said to her 
brother. "He said he wasn't going to 
be to the wedding, and he ain't." 

"If he'd said he wasn't going to be 
to the house after the wedding, it 
would have been more to the point," 
responded Mr. Havens. "That's what 
I should have wanted him to say if 
I'd have been Jacob, which I thank 
goodness I ain't." 

Now, the Widow Dwigans was ex
tremely comely, and Miss Havens sud
denly turned an enlightened gaze 
upon her brother. "I believe you wish 
you were Jacob," she observed. 

"Not much!" protested the elderly 
man, while his face flushed. "I 
wouldn't have the widow, not if she 
was twice as good-lôoking as she is— 
with that there Sammie for a stepson. 
Not much, I wouldn't have him step-
Boning it around me! Haven't I just 
been telling you that Jacob Mona
smith is plumb crazy to do as he's do
ing to-day? And would I be doing 
what I think is crazy in another 
man?" 

"I don't know," returned Miss Ha
vens. Some men do." 

Mr. Havens, knowing from past ex
perience that when he discussed men 
with his sister he was apt to get the 
worst of'it, uö w rose abruptly from 
his chair and 'eft the room. 

"Gracious me!" reflected the spin
ster, after he had gone. "He a step
father and me a stepannt to that Sam
mie!" 

Meanwhile Sammie loafed and 
unoked defiantly. The marriage went 

m and was. done, and the newly wed
ded pair, with the three daughters of 
the bride, sat down to a feast the like 
of which had not been in that house for 
months. 

This marriage took place in the 
spring, and as the summer advanced 
and waned, Sammie grew more moody 
and defiant. For Mr. Monasmith had 
said to his wife: "I do not approve of 
Sammie smoking cigarettes. They're 
bad for him, whichever way you take 
it. And I don't feel it my duty to pro
vide him the money to buy them with." 

Mrs. Monasmith, who was very hap
py with her new husband, submitted to 
his decision, and Sammie, who might 
otherwise have bullied her into fur
nishing him cigarette money, saw that 
she was adamant to all his coaxing 
and scolding. He might have worked 
and earned his money, .but work for 
himself was something of which Sam
mie did not approve. 

The town of Ganabrant had not 
failed to watch with interest Mr. Mona-
smith's career as a stepfather. 

"There's one thing," said old Mr. 
Havens. "He's shut Sammie off on 
cigarettes. I hadn't supposed that 
Jacob would quite get up the nerve to 
do that. I expect he threatened to lick 
him if he didn't quit." 

This was the last day of September, 
and the next day Sammie was observed 
to be smoking again. Somebody had 
given him a quarter for a trifling serv
ice, and the money had at once been 
spent for cigarettes. 

"I thought it was strange if Jacob 
had got him broken so's he'd stay 
broken," observed.Mr. Havens. " 'Twas 
Mr. Janeway gave him the quarter. 
That's a warning to me, now I tell you. 
I don't ever pay a boy a quarter for 
doing anything after this." And Mr. 
Havens looked aB if he had formerly 
been in the habit of scattering quar
ters broadcast among boys, whereas it 
had been a long time since he had given 
one even a penny, for any service. 

Now all the' Dwigaus family, howev
er wasteful and shiftless they might 
have been, had always been regarded 
as strictly honest. And so when the 
next night a store, or I should have 
said the store, which sold cigarettes 
.was broken open and the entire stock' 
of cigarettes stolen, nobody for an in
stant. suspected Sammie. Particularly 
as Sammie tÄe next day, appalled by 
the enormity of his deed, carefully hid 
away the ill-gotten goods and forbore 
to smoke, although cruelly urged to 
do so by the pangs of appetite. 

"Does seem as if luck was on Jacob's 
side," commented Mr. Havens. "Here's 
Sammie sinoked up his quarter's worth, 
and now there won't be any for awhile 
for Sammie to get hold of." 

Meanwhile Jacob Monasmith found 
the peace and happiness of his life 
broken in upon. Although temperate 
himself, he knew the strength of appe
tite, for Miss Havens was mistaken 
whet^said he had no powers of ob-
servatKT,/. He had very great powers 
of observation and a great sympathy 
for the tempted. And he was not long 
in discovering the identity of the 
thief. 

" 'Twas Janeway giving him that 
quarter that started It," he musçd. 
"Sammie hadn't had any for quite a 
spell, and when the quarter's worth 
was gone he got desperate and stole." 
And Jacob sighed as he put on his hat 
and went to seek his stepson. 

He found him, after some search, be
hind the barn, sitting listlessly on an 
old, overturned wagon-bed. Taking a 
seat beside him, Jacob said: "Where 
have you hid them, Sammie?" 

The boy started up in terror, but his 
stepfather laid1 a detaining hand on 
his arm. "Sit still!" he said, kindly 
but firmly. There was silence a mo
ment, during which the strength of 
will that lay behind that detaining 
hand was making itself felt all through 
Sammie's deranged nervous system. 
And when the question was repeated: 
"Where havê you hid them, Sammie?" 
the answer came in a whisper: "Up in 
the loft." 1 

For some time Jacob deliberated. 
Then he said : "Do you love your moth
er, Sammie?" 

"Yes, I do!" came the answer, and 
the boy burst into tears. 

"I love her, too," said Jacob. "Now 
we'll see what can be done. We don't 
want her to find ont about this, Sam
mie." 

The boy listened with bated breath. 
"Do you love her well enough to 

promise me never to steal any more? 
That is what I'm asking you, Sammie. 
Do you love your mother well enough 
to promise me, because you love her, 
never to steal any more?" 

"Yes, sir," he answered, respectfully. 
"Then," said Jacob, removing his 

hand from the boy's arm and rising, 
"I love her well enough to get you 
out of this scrape. But there's one 
thing more I'd like to ask you. Of 
course you don't love me, but do you 
respect me enough to promise me to 
quit smoking those things?" 

"I do!" said Sammie, solemnly. 
"I'm not wanting to ask too much 

of you," said Jacob, "but any time yoy 
should feel it in your heart to call me 
'pa,' I'll be proud to hear you, son." 
And then Jacob walked away. 

Nobody stood by to see the tumult 
in Sammie's small nature that day, and 
nobody saw his spirit burst its bonds 
and stand ready to begin a larger 
growth. For Jacob had gone to right 

things with the burglarized stora* 
keeper, who was a flnn friend of his. 

"You can keep your mouth shut, I 
know," began Jaoob, when the two 
were alone. "Now I've found out who 
took those cigarettes, and- I'm ready 
to pay for them. Least said, soon
est mended. How much were they 
worth to you?" 

The storekeeper named a sum and 
Jacob promptly paid it. "I could have 
brought them back to you," he re
marked, "but I didn't do it because 
I didn't want them to be here tempt
ing boys." 

For a moment his friend, the store
keeper, looked at him. "Jacob," he 
said, with admiration, "you were out 
out for a father if ever a man was." 

Jacob blushed all over his homely 
visage. "I kind of thought Ï was when 
I married Sammie and the three girls," 
he answered, modestly. "The children 
have lots of good in them, if a body 
knows where to find' it." 

And as months passed the town of 
Ganabrant began to see dimly what the 
stepfather had all along seen through 
his large vision. 

Years went by and Sammie was out 
in the world for himself—doing well, 
too, although Jacob thought, with a 
sigh, that he had never said "pa." 
Then Jacob fell sick. The mother, 
frightened and distracted at the 
thought of losing him, was of little 
use. But Sammie, in the full plenitude 
of his small powers, stepped to the 
front. Straight as a grenadier he 
marched into Jacob's sick-room and, 
taking his stepfather's hand' cordially 
in his, he said: "Don't you worry, pa. 
I'm right here, and I'm going to stay." 

Mr. Monasmith smiled and said, 
faintly: "I knew you would be, son." 

"I never see the beat!" declared Misa 
Havens, who was assisting Mrs. Mona
smith, as, indeed, all the town were 
doing, for Jacob had many friends. 
"It's 'pa' this and 'pa' that continually 
and every time that Sammie says 'pa,' 
it seems as good as a dose of medicine 
to Jacob." 

"Well," admitted Mr. Havens, reluc
tantly, when Mr. Monasmith had re
covered, to the great joy of his family, 
"Jacob has made a man out of Sam
mie, but I don't see how he did it."—• 
Youth's Companion. 

Odd V>e for a Balloon. 
Everybody knows that the dust and 

grime of a city put it at a disadvantage 
as a place in which to do laundry work. 
The clear air of the country is missing, 
and the drying linen cannot be satis
factorily bleached. It is reported that 
an enterprising Parisian laundry com
pany has solved the problem of bleach
ing linen in the city as effectually as 
it can be done in the country. It has 
hit on the idea of bleaching linen by 
balloon. A few hundred feet above 
the earth the atmosphere is nearly as 

•pure over the city as in the open counr 
try, and it is in this higher region that 
the linen is dried by the aid of a cap
tive balloon. The .linen is attached to 
bamboo frames and sent up, a consid
erable quantity being taken at each 
ascent. There are about six ascent* 
in a day. An extra charge of from five 
to fifty centimes, or from one to ton 
cents, is charged for each article. 

Delaying HI* Progress. 
At one time, within the memory of 

persons now living, the Clyde was 
navigable near Glasgow only for very 
small vessels of a very light draft. A 
skipper stuck in the mud near Ren
frew, and was not sparing in strong 
language at the delay to which he was 
subjected. While waiting for the rise 
of the tide he spied a young girl ap
proaching the river with a pail to 
fetch some water. This was too much 
for the poor skipper, so, leaning over 
the bulwarks of the vessel, he thus ad
dressed the lassie: "Noo, ye limmer, 
gin ye tak' ae drap of water oot o' here 
till I get afloat again, I'll crack ye heid 
wi' a boathook."—Stray Stories. 

Not All Taffy. 
"Can you tell me who Ananias was?" 

asked the old man of the proprietor of 
the book store. 

"Of course I can," was the reply. 
"He was the champion liar of the 
world at one time. Did anyone call 
you Ananias?" 

"Yes, sir. Yes, Pipps called me Ana
nias; and durn my. buttons if I didn't 
think he was giving me a bushel of 
praise. Next man calls me Ananias 
won't know what house fell on him."— 
Washington Post. 

Very Sultry. 
The elder Dumas knew how to say 

one thing while seeming to say an
other. 

Arriving one hot day at his sont 
house, he dropped into a chair in the 
tiny garden, in the hope of catching 
a little breeze. But none came. 

"Alexandre! Alexandre!" he called 
to his son in the house. "Open the 
windows, I beseech you. and let a lit
tle air into the garden!" 

The Spice of Envy. 
Mamma—Why don't you eat your 

apple, Tommy? 
Tommy—I am waiting till Jimmy 

Post comes. It wouldn't taste half us 
good if there was nobody to see me 
eat it.—N. Y. World. 

A Wise Poet. 
Kipling was wise enough, says the 

Chicago Record, to wait until Joubert 
-was dead and Cronje locked up before 
making his latedt verse*. 

DIDN'T LIKE INDIANS. 

» Bi| St. Beraard Dos That Waa Ba 
«lowed with More Thau Coaa-

moi Inatlnot. 

Rev. Egerton R. Young had a dcj 
that was afflicted with race prejudice 
Although a missionary's dog, says Mr 
Young, in the Popular Science Monthly', 
lack had no love for the Indiani 
amongst whom bis master was iivin%, 
and when a new Indian servant girl, 
called1 Mary, was installed in the kitch
en, Jack, who was a fine, big St. Ber
nard, proceeded to act according to hie 
prejudices rather than according t« 
his training. 

He soon discovered that Mary's great
est zeal was displayed over her kitchen 
floor. All her spare, time was spent in 
scrubbing it. Here was his oppor
tunity. He would wait until the floor 
was immaculately clean, and then walk 
in over it with his feet as dirty as 
tramping in the worst places outsid* 
could make them. 

At other times he would plunge inte 
tj^e lake, and instead of shaking him
self dlry on the rocks, which had been 
his custom hitherto, wouldi reserve thai 
operation for the middle of Mary's spot
less floor. 

Sometimes, when his observant eyei 
told him that Mary was about to begin 
scrubbing, he would deliberately 
stretch himself in a prominent place 
on the floor, and doggedly, although 
without growling or biting, resist all 
efforts to make him move. Once 01 
twice, by stratagem, such as the pre
text of feeding the other dogs outside, 
she got him out, but he soon learnt 
the deceptive nature of her efforts, a&d 
paid not the slightest attention tc 
them. 

On one occasion, when she had him 
outside, she fastened1 the door to keej 
him out till her scrubbing was done. 
Now Jack could manipulate that latch 
when the door was not fastened, and 
furiously did he rattle it on this occa
sion. Finding he could not open the 
door in the usual way, this clever dog 
went to the wood' pile, and, seizing a 
large billet in his mouth, brought it foi 
use as a battering-ram. So hard didhe 
pound that Mary feared! the panel would 
give way, and in desperation opened 
the door. 

Thereupon Jack proudly marched 
into the kitchen with tha stick of wood 
in his mouth, walked sedately to the 
wood box and deposited his bürden 
therein, and then coolly stretched him
self out on the floor where he would be 
the biggest nuisance. 

This proved too much for Mary. She 
went into the study, and in her native 
Cree language vigorously described 
Jack's tricks, ending with the declara
tion that she was sure the spirit of evil 
was in the dog. 

While not fully accepting the last 
statement, her master thought it time 
to interfere, and determined! to make 
use of the dog's love for the four-year-
old boy of the house to cure him of his 
ill behavior. 

"Eddie,go and tell that naughty Jack 
he must stop teasing Mary," said Mr. 
Young. "Tell him his place is not in 
the kitchen, and he must keep out 
of it." 

The little fellow trotted off to the 
kitchen, and, seizing the dog by one ol 
his ears, promptly scolded hi'm for mo
lesting Mary, ending with: "Get up 
and come with me, you naughty dog!" 

Jack obeyedl, as he always obeyed 
Eddie, and was led into the study, to 
the great wolfskin mat on which he 
generally slept. 

"Now, Jack, yon keep out of the 
kitchen!" commanded the child; and 
to a remarkable extent the order was 
obeyed. Jack did not like Indians, but 
he did like Eddie, and race prejudice 
had to succumb to his love for a little 
child. 

Lonsrfellow'a Indians. 
Nearly 50 years ago Longfellow vis

ited the Ojibway tribe of Indians, in 
the land of Hiawatha on the shores oi 
Lake Superior, and was the guest ol 
the chief, Bukwujjlnene. One day late
ly Wabunosa, the grandson of the 
chief, and Kabaoosa, his nephew, vis
ited the home of Longfellow in Cam
bridge, Mass., and wore the guests ol 
the poet's daughters, Mrs. Dana, Mrs. 
Thorp and Miss Longfellow. Kabaoosa 
sang two Indian songs for his hostess
es, one a love song and the other a 
war song, which his grandfather had 
composed after the victory which his 
tribe, as allies of the British, gained 
ovêr another tribe allied with the col
onists at the battle of Queenstown 
Heights in the war of 1812. — Utica (N 
Y.) Press. 

A Disreputable Royalty. 
Archduke Otto, of Austria, between 

whom and the succession of the Aus
trian throne only the very precarious 
life of Archduke Franz Ferdinand 
stand's, has been involved in anothei 
disgraceful affair. While drunk he 
tried to kiss a respectable girl at s 
Vienna hall, and had his face slapped 
by the girl's father. The emperor bun
dled him out of Vienna, and then found 
out that he had run up $1,250,000 ol 
debts. 

Honeymoon Discoveriea. 
"Daughter, is your husband amia

ble?" 
"Well, ma, lie's just exactly like pa; 

when he gets his own way about every
thing he's just lovely."- Detroit Free 
?ru^ 

HE BOUGHT THE BRICK. 

A. Confidence Game That Xtamnlti 
and the Intended Victim 

Came Oat Ahead. 

Jeremiah Harding lives em the 
West aide with several hundred thou
sand other people, doesn't pretend to 
be snfart, is law-abiding, but. has 
never been indicted for it, and yet he 
practically sold a confidence man his 
own gold brick, says the Chicago 
Times-Herald. 

Jerry doesn't need any pointers in 
transactions where money is one of 
the active ingredients, for he came by 
them naturally, but the confidence 
man didn't know it. In some way 
the latter learned the dimension» of 
Mr. Harding's deposit at the bank, 
and after careful calculations with a 
range-finder thought the transfer to 
his own depleted hoard as good as 
made. 

When a business-like, although 
clerical-looking, middle-aged man, 
neatly dressed, «»lied upon Jerry at 
his grocery one day recently solicit
ing money for the Society for the 
Propagation of Mendacious Peripa
tetics, Jerry warmed to him at once, 
promised to think it over, had him 
stay to the noon dinner, and trotted 
out the hard cider. 

Now, Jerry rather smelted; a rat, al
though his conscience hurt ham for 
mistrusting the eloquent missionary, 
but it recovered from the attack when 
the visitor, after handing oat lots of 
information about Cape Nome, where 
arctic oceans come from, said his 
brother had sent him several thou
sand dollars' worth of gold dust, 
which he had transformed into a per-
allelopiped, but, needing cash, de
sired Jeremiah, as a business man, to 
advise him. 

"Sell the thing to a circus," said 
Jerry. 

The stranger threw a pitying 
smile upon his host, and then ex
plained that the gold had been cast 
into a brick-shaped mass, adding: 
"There's $7,500 Worth of gold in it, 
but I'll take $5,200 ready money,'' 
just the magnitude of Jerry's bank 
deposit. It was a strange coinci
dence. 

Jeremiah asked to see the brick, 
but it was down-town; he would not 
care to endanger its safety by lug
ging it around, nor would he ask 
Jerry to buy. Perhaps some bank 
was in need of it. . 

"I can have it tested, I suppose?" 
inquired the groceryman. 

"Certainly," ' responded the mission
ary; "we'll go to the government as
say, office and it will be tried by the 
assayer in your presence." 

So Jeremiah agreed to meet the 
missionary at the bank Thursday 
morning, and both were on time, the 
stranger with a brick in his satchel 
large enough to accommodate a hod-
load. Jerry caught on to this at once, 
said nothing, drew $5,200 in ten $50C 
and two $100 bills, stuffed them care
lessly into his pocket, took a chew oi 
black tobacco, and then left the bank 
with the misionary. 

The brick was tested at a jeweler's, 
and being pronounced pure in heart 
and of good financial standing, Jerry, 
putting it in his pocket, accompanied 
the missionary to a Van Buren street 
hotel to complete the transaction. It 
was evident the good/ man was dis
turbed, and hinted1 two or three 
times regarding the danger of carry
ing so precious a burden in one's 
clothes, but Jerry merely remarked: 
"I'd like to see some one take this 
from me. If he does he can have 
it." 

It was rather queer that the re
ligious man's room smelled of smoke 
and liquor, but Jerry said nothing. 
The missionary stood aside to let Jerry 
enter first, but the latter pushed the 
other ahead, and into the apartment, 
and merely crossing the threshold, 
with the open door at his back, the 
<groceryman drew his money from his 
pocket and thrust the roll into the 
crook's hand. 

"Nit," shouted the confidence man 
quite unclericaliy. "Come here, Jim." 

The missionary, dropping the satch
el, was about to reach for a revolver, 
when he found a glistening barrel 
shoved under his nose. He could see 
all the constellations through it, for 
it was apparently the size of the Yer-
kes telescope. The hand of the man 
behind the gun didn't tremble a 
bit. 

Obedient to call, the confederate 
emerged from behind a curtain in a 
dark corner of the room, and run-
ing forward was about to rush 
Jerry, when the latter coolly re
marked: "I'll kill the missionary if 
you move an inch further, and then 
I'll kill you. I won't even let you 
change bricks on me." 

Jerry locked the brick, which, was 
really worth $7,500, in a safety de
posit vault. 

When the missionary counted over 
the bills Jerry had given him, he 
found they were built of stage money, 
for the groceryman had fixed it with 
the paying teller of the bank. 

Love of Chance. 
Milliner—That hat will last you sev

eral seasons, Miss Flyhigh. 
Miss Flyhigh—Oh, I don't want that 

kind of a hat ; show me one that wont 
be fit to seen in about four weeks.— 
Chicago Record. 

Men who 
start in life | 
—Chicago Democrat. 

Don't get too 
world will move, on 
after you are gone. 
News. 

A Measure of 
lived very long in the 
so very long; only 

-Brooklyn Life. 
"Will yon walk into 

asked the spider. "No 
the reply. "I'm a little too 
you."—Golden Days. 

Mrs. Stuhl»-—"John, I believe 
l* a robber in the eellar." Mir. 

Nonsense, Maria, there is _ 
down there except the gas meter."— 
N. O. Time»-Demotrat. 

Just Her Make-up.—"The bearded' 
woman has lost all her mouey.*"" 
"That's too bod. But, then, I'm sure i 

•he will be able to face misfortune 
like a man."—Philadelphia Bulletin. 

Customer—"Give me ten cents,* 
worth of paregoric, please." Drug« 
gist—"Yea, sir." Customer (a 
niindedly)—"How much is it?" 
gist—"A quarter."—Boston Christian 
Register. 

"Single tells me he had two horses 
killed under him in one of the bat
tle» off the civil war." "That's right. 
The railway ear he was riding in 
backed into a drove of them."—Cleve
land Plain Dealer. 

Too Late.—"We want a shorter day, 
sir," said the spokesman of the com
mittee of dissatisfied workmen." "You 
should have spoken sooner," replied 
the proprietor. "The days are getting 
longer now."—Pittsburgh Chronicle-
Telegraph. 

COUNTING THE EARTHQUAKES. 

Scinltato Ave Investigating «he Bin» 
fcary of Earth Movement® in 

Japan and Pern. 

Japan and Peru are two of the great
est earthquake regions, and for some 
yearB past scientific men in those coun
tries have been looking over the book« 
and archives to compile the history oir Jt 

earthquake phenomena within theis 
territories. 

The Japan committee, says the New 
York Sun, began work in 1893 and ha* 
not yet quite completed the large task. 
An earthquake catalogue, recently pub
lished, is the flrst of the report «.issued. 
It was compiled from 427 ancient and 
modern histories and other Japanese 
books and manuscripts andl gives the 
dates, the districts and intensity ol 
l.sas earthquakes that occurred be
tween the years 410 and 1867. Of these 
earthquakes, 220 were of a destructive 
character. The early annals are very 
incomplete, but the data before the 
committee, particularly those since the 
beginning of the seventeenth century, 
justify the inference that one or an
other part of Japan is visited about 
every 2V4 years by a shock or se
ries of shocks of sufficient violence 
to do much damage. Kioto, the 
capital for 1,070 years, has a rec
ord from the years 797 to 1867 of 1,308 
earthquakes of which 34 were destruc
tive. Two of these sometimes occurred 
in one year and there were interval! 
of SO and 100 years without an earth
quake. 

Destructive shocks are most numer
ous in Japan during the months of July, 
and August, while the ordinary shock« 
are least frequent during those months. 
Dividing the destructive earthquake» 
into local and non-local, it appears that 
the provinces of the concave or Japan 
sea side of the group of islands have 
been disturbed almost wholly by local 
shocks, while those on the convex or 
Pacific side have often been disturbed, 
by great non-local shocks, originating 
in the ocean and sometimes accom
panied by fearful sea waves. 

The records thus far compiled of thr 
Peruvian earthquakes enumerate ove» 
2,500 earthquakes between 1513 and 
1878, ot which 215 took place in the 
sixteenth century, 27 in the seven
teenth, 852 in the eighteenth and 1,451 
in the nineteenth- It is quite evidlent 
that no careful effort waa made te 
record these phenomena before the 
beginning of the eighteenth century, 
and Senor Polo, who has compiled the 
catalogue, says that if they have been 
recorded at all they must be sought 
in rare ftnd even in manuscript work* 
on various subjects, such as the chron
icles of religious bodies, the lives ol 
holy men and in theological or literary 
treatises. 

Father Cobo is quoted as saying that 
in the middle of the sixteenth century 
no year passed without an earthquake 
in Peru and Chili, and Dr. Fuentes has-
brought the fact to light that between 
1815 and 1858 there were eight more 
or less violent earthquakes every year 
in Lima. That city and Arequipa ap
pear to be the principal centers of ac
tivity. Lima has a record' of 923 and 
Arequipa of 1,377 shocks. 

Hard Times. 
Physician (presenting his bill)—Let 

me congratulate you, my dear sir, on 
the excellent health your family has 
enjoyed during the past year. Your 
bill is only half as large as usual. 

Husband and Father (rudely)—Huh! 
Hard times. Had to economize some-
when'. Shut down on superfluities.— 
N. Y. World. 


