
E T ST -.....
"NCA ROHere SbaIlthq, Press~ahe ope's Rihs "~a Gan. fi.,:: Y 

:'• • •'""O"LUS8 LA:t bfl uee a• Une byij ; Gain. O{ OLRPRYA

VOL. X -NO411 -1% ,A. SATUR•DAY,J J -I 14; $
~~~~~i .- ._. ,.

_ m. ,i i , . i u umm unnuu • nm mm: nn m n n n nu unmm n i n | r'' lu , , '" m n n nun reai |'• •''m ''iu .... •' I '•...... i =' ..... •''"...."" • ""-•' r" ••"1" n
m m

mm m • mn | mm m mu u m m

THE MEETING TIME.

Oh, bitter is the sorrow
When here we part in tears,

And heavy is the burden
Of long and lonely years!

But what will be the meeting
When life's sad journey's past,

Within the Father's keeping
We find our own at last!

As mists that cloud the morning-
As shadows of the night-

Forgotten in the glory
Of noontide's radiant light,

The weary years of waiting
As nothing then shall seem,

The pain, the loss, the sorrow-
Remembered as a dream.

Oh, what will be the meeting!
No words its joy may frame!

When face to face we see them,
Immortal-yet the same;

When dear, long-silent voices
Shall speak our names once more,

And smiles of welcome greet us
As fondly as of yore!

Oh, blessed thought of comfort,
When those we love have gone

To seek a better country,
And we are left alone!

Shall we not wait in patience
A little longer here,

As those who know that daily
The meeting time draws near?

-Mrs. J. E. Lyman, in N. Y. Observer.

SPARADISE
By Eloise Jane Hufft.

(From the New Orleans Times-Democrat,
by Permission.)T ILE young mother had been into the

dim shadows where Death and
Life struggle, and win or lose, just at
the happiest, sweetest, fullest hour
which had been hers, when love took
on a new and tender unselfishness,

':'when its lilting, dancing measures
broke into the deep melody of an an-
them, and, as she drifted back into the
light again, thus it was that she half
wished and half prayed in her still
childish way that Death would never
take this woman-child of hers as long
as Life held Happiness-that love of
Life should be a talisman to stay the
hand of Death..
-Thrice in the woman's :threescore

years Death had come to woo her from
his brother Life out into the far be-
yond, that unknown land, that here-
after which he called Paradise, and of
which he spoke with a wondrous elo-
quence and a great witchery.

When first he came it was just at the
dawn of day, just as the east was flush-
ing in the faint rays of the rising sun
and the birds twittered in the trees;
shod with silence he glided through the
quiet halls and still hushed household,
among the watchers with wet faces and
terror-touched eyes. All unseen,
though they looked for his coming, he
went in the gray of the spring morn-
ing into the sweet sanctity of the girl's
chamber. Pausing on the threshold,
as if loth to enter an unbidden guest,
he noted all its w iteness and its dainty
simplicity; not , too, on the muslin-
draped dressin table a tiny silver
frame, with t pictured face of a
youth, an earnest, grave face; and
Death smiled at the story it told. But
he went to the bed where she lay as one
asleep, until she seemed to be already
Death's own. He stood beside her and
looked with sad eyes and cold, impas-
sive brow at the child who was his for
the taking, and it was in tenderness
and with a love and pity surpassing the
human that he gazed on the fair young
face, like an untouched lily leaf, the
unwritten brow, the sweet childish
mouth, upon which the kisses of love
had left neither song nor sigh, the slen-
der little hands, so weak and fragile,
and beh stoopeda4dA.ouched her with
his pulseless fingerstas he said: "My
child, you are ready, you are willing to
come with me? for I am your friend,
and will give you eternal calm and
peace, a gift which human love and care
cannot bestow. I will take you to a
land where you will never lose your
youth; I will saveyou from Life. Look
into the faces dof the aged, my little

maid, and read there of all that Life
writes upon faces once as fresh and fair
as yours; all that love entails; all that
lengthened years give to those who
wait too long for me; the fever that is
ambition; the delirium that is love; the
chill that is regret; the ceaseless an-
guish of sorrow and disappointment
that dims the eyes fixed upon the things
of this world."

HIis voice had almost the wooing and
the pleadipg of a lover, as he saw in her
awakened eyes the, cloudless, un-
troubled soul of a child.

"From all this I will save you. Come
with me now before Life has taught
you to yearn for me, for-I come not at
your call, however sorrowing and
loud."

The girl gazed upon him with a great
wonder in her gentle, dove-like eyes;
she quietly unclasped his hold and laid
her fingers caressingly upon some faded
roses on the bed beside her, nid 'she
said, as one repeats words of a foreign
tongue, all unlearned in their meaning:
"Regret, sorrow, disappointment-
what are these?"

"Death wept on: "Come, my child;
come with kme to Paradise, to the land
where all is serenity, all is joy and con-
lent; where the days are all one as an-
other in their changeless, tranquil hap-
piness." And then, as Death became
the more imperative, as he again
touched her with his icy fingers, she
looked across the room until she met
the 'pictured face, and something like
firmness gatheredand se~tled upon he_
childish featuies.I

• "That is not Pa 'a-
dise tof which you tell me." Then she
besitated, but, looking straight and
direct into the close, stern face -of

TDeath, a little faint flush creeping into
her 4ieeks and a sweet, pnafraid wom-
:anlibss growing upoin her as she-
-spok. "That is not Paradise. Para-
dise is here, because John is here."

And Death went his way with emrpty
arms, and when she waked the watch-
ers said that she wandered, still she
was feveriahb d,~dstraught, although

tier eyes were! aid clehr and her

voice even and sweet, for she said: "No,
I will not go with you; Paradise is
here."

It was noon, a still summer noon
when Death came again, meeting, as
he glided through the solemn quiet of
the waiting, praying, desolate home, a
man whose face was as pale aid set as
Death's own; whose eyes were heavy
with unshed! tears; children with a
strange grief upon their hearts. But
heedless, unpitying Death passed them
by, and went once again for the one
who was brought into the shadow of
his wing. But It was a different scene
that met his eyes as he paused for an
instant at the door; it was a mother's
room now, wide and spacious. Over the
mantel the pictured face of a man, a
scholarly face, pure of outline and di-
rect and firm of expression, seemed to
dominatgthe room, .and the groups of
children's portraits, little shoes upon
the floor, little stockings in the great,
wide workbasket, schoolbooks and
slates on the desk by the window, all
typified her life, with its broad, un-
selfish, womanly interests, its loves
and its cares, its duties and its pleas-
ures. Once again she listened to
Death's' pleadings, and as he looked
upon her, he almost envied Life-the
beauty he had written upon her face.
Youth and freshness were gone, spent
as a generous giver does mere gold, in
loving service, glad to be the poorer;
but there was grace and loveliness'pass-
ing that of form or color in the quiet,
Madonna-like eyes, the thoughtful
brow, the mouth kept sweet and mel-
low by sunshine and rain, the words
of love and the crooning of cradle
songs; all was there, all the Life from
which he had warned her-tears and
laughter, moments of joy, hours of
sorrow and grief, years of sweet, calm,
even-paced content, hope, patience,
anxiety, realization-the story was all
written there, and it was gain, not loss;
beauty, strength and all lovesome wom-
anliness, but Death despaired not, even
though he saw more of happiness than
of sorrow.

"Now you are ready to come with me
to Paradise; you who have known grief
and loss, for I have'taken your children
from your arms, and they bloom there.
Y~ou have seen all that Life imposes;
you have known weariness; you have
felt the thorns and briars along the
path. Life has not spared you labor or
care. To you, and such as you, I come
as a deliverer; one who bestows rest
after long toil. All Life's Jdens will
be lifted, and you will forever fold your
hands in eternal peace. Come with me,
you who should greet the coming of a
friend who will give you Paradise."

But she looked up into his face, into
the passion-pure, marble-like features
of Death, and, as the glow of the
Northern Lights flushes into roseate
hue even fields of ice and snow, so the
face of Death became illumined with
all but human beauty and expression,
as she said, her voice not the timid,
faltering tones of the blushful maid
who had once answered his plea, but
the full-rounded, melodious accents of
a woman: "Go your way, Death. I
know all that life means, all that love
gives and takes, and again will I say,
after all these years. Paradise is not
with you. Paradise is here, happiners
is here, for John is here!"

And Death trailed his ghostly ga.'-
mnents. through the house and went
a.lone,with almost a bitterness against
his bother Life, who could so hold
out and so charm. When she waked
she said, as one who had routed and
conquered a foe: "What does he know
of Paradise? Paradise is here, for
you, my beloved, are here."

Evening shadbws were gathering
when Death came again. The room
was all in half lights; a mother's room
still, but no longer that happy mother
of little children. No little shoes
upon the floor, no little stockings in
the work basket; the low rocker
where so many lullabies had been
sung was gone; the little pile of
school books and slates was put away;
the lessons tq be learned in mother's
room were not to be conned from
books, or written upon slates. The
man's face still looked down from the
mantel, but the pictures around it
were no longer of children, but of
men and women. All was changed,
all the childish life was folded away,
but the anxious ones as he passed
them looked with eyes that stirred
his memory, the fathainless, ages-old
memory of Death,. with asecollection
of two other faces--the child and the
woman, neither of whom would go
with him in these buried years.

But now he had scarcely paused by
her side when she said to him as one
who 'greets and welcomes and half
chides a friend who has tarried too
long: "Why have you waited such a
weary time to come for me? I have
been watching and praying for you-
oh, so long! and you let me linger."
And, as he gazed upon her out of the
depths of the past he remembered her.
although it was an old and worn face
that was lifted so wistfully to his,
white and lined, framed in snowy
hair, tired and grief-stricken, but the
voice- was the same, though all its vi-
brant tones were stilled, that voice
that always took on a softer measure
at one name. So it was that when
they found her, the men and woman
who called her Mother, on her face
was a strange, sweet peace, and a
smile almost of triumph and much of
youth; for it came when she placed
her hand in that of Death, and said:
"Yes' I will go with you to Paradise,
for John is there."

Where :he Paint Went.
"I thought you were working on Jay

Krank's new house," said the house-
painter's friend.

"I was going to," replied the house-
painter, "but I had a quarrel with
him, and he said he'd put the paint on
himself."

"And did he do it?"
"Yes, that is where he put most of

it."'--Philadelpbia Press.

ABUSE THE MARKETS.

An the Naked Plea of Overproduction
Disaster Has Been Forced

tpon the People.

The alarmist has a poor.
, 

vocation.
Men, generally speaking, who are en-
gaged in active industries, are much
given to discounting the prosperity
which seems apparent to almost every-
one who is not profoundly thought-
ful on the conditions necessary to
and the interruptions which are a
constant source to the necessary con-
Jitions. Therefore it is that the hon-
est masters of trade are constantly on
the lookout for an interruption of the
essential conditions which insure
prosperity. Were these dependent on
supply and demand it would not be
difficult to gauge the relations be-
tween the producer arnd the cons'um-
er, and if honest principles were in
control between the two forces, pro-
duction and consumption, the crisis
would in most instances be averted, or
certainly controlled within the small-
est space of the business affected.-

A large, intelligent lesson has been
taught in the last few weeks to those
controlling the productive market. It
it a notable fact that prices of stock
in all the actives had sailed into the
skies, and insatiate greed was doing
its full part to keep them to their
flight. The conservative buyers fully
appreciated the situation. They felt
that the speculators had taken a fear-
ful hold on the manufacturing indus-
tries, and the result could not be any-
thing but disastrous. They would not
be losers. They could hold their hold-
ings. They could give warnings and
thus prepare the public for the slump.
They could go still further. They
could punish the vicious elemept
which had assaulted prices without
just cause, and who, it was claimed,
were amenable under the law. With-
in a day the slump came. Thousands
of people were ruined. A great enter-
prise which had involved $100,000,000
to perform a service which only re-
quired 50 per cent., of that amount
($50,000,00)0 was strugglingwith bank-
ruptcy.

There were other means Z.Of disor-
der which could have assailed the
"Steel and Wire trust" other than the
one which did. Either of them would
have been as effective in destroying
the prosperity of the concern. A
strike or a lock-out would have been
highly injurious. Or a combination
of the controlling interest in the stock
and other securities of the "trust"
would have worked deplorable dam-
age. On the naked plea of overpro-
duction this disaster was forced on
the people. It could not have been so
done had not its principal officers
countenanced the movement, and thus
gave the strength of their names to
the reduction of values. It seems
strange that no legislation can be en-
acted which will insure punishment
to those commercial outlaws. That it
is not reflects severely on the class of
people whom the public selects for
the discharge of legislative life. The
lesson taught in the above described
illustration is one which it is wisdom
to heed. The labor, the wage-earners,
are less given to the destruction
of established industries than are
the men who are in possession of the
securities, and who speculate to ille-
gitimate returns on the capital they
have invested, even though it be of a
liquid character.-Cincinnati En-
quirer.

POINTS AND OPINIONS.

-"At the close of the Bryan cam-
paign," shouts a republican, "the gold
in the treasury was only $97,000,000;
now it is $426,000,000." And every dol-
lar was taken out of taxpayers' pockets
-half of them democratic taxpayers.
--Chicago Chrotiole.

- As the trusts are already for-
warding contribution' to the repub-
lican campaign fund, it is not a violent
presumption that they are entirely sat-
isfied with the anti-trust resolutions of
the republican conventions.-Helena
(Mont.) Independent.

-The political situation in the far
west may make it necessary for Mr.
McKinley to again journey toward the
setting sun before the summer is over.
The republican campaign managers
are hearing unpleasant news from the
region beyond the Mississippi.-Boston
Traveler.

- Had' the McKinley administra-
tion observed the pledge of congress
and made Cuba free and independent
L-withdrawn the troops and allowed
the Cubans to govern themselves-it
could not be charged with responsibil-
ity for the Havana postal scandals.-
Grand Rapids Democrat.

-- Relief from the trusts through
a republican congress that openly ap-
proves every piece of legislation au-
thorizing these commercial brigands
to put their hands deeper into the peo-
ple's pockets is as hopeless as trying
to bale out the water from the sea
with a sieve.-Kansas City Times.

-The reckless manner in which
money has been squandered in the ad-
ministration of Cuban affairs as well
as stolen by favorites of the white
house and of Hanna does not give en-
couragement to look forward with ap-
proval to the passage of the act turn-
ing the Philippines over to the pres-
ident with a free hand for the next
six months.-Boston Post.
----It is still said that the para-

mount issue of the presidential cam-
paign will be the reelection of Wil-
liam McKinley. Is William still a
saint? Have not some of the expos-
ures of the war with Spain, and'some
of the more recent startling -revela-
tions, done a good deal to dim the
McKinley halo? Or will the people
be satisfied with the assurance that
the cabinet is diurnally considering
the post office frauds with great grav-
ity and that the president is still a
dear, sweet man?-Cincinm•nt Ea-
quirer,

NAIL THE GUILTY ONES.

The Nation Is Reiponsible for the

Looting of the Cuhaue Post
omffie.'

Unless congress shall take in "hand
the Cuban post office frauds and thefts,
whereby the Cuban peoplethisve been
robbed of hundreds Of thousands of dol-
lars by appointees of President McKin-
ley, and the United States has been put'
in the position of an unfaithful-trustee,
the facts of the criae are likely to be
smothered in the interest of McKin-"

Fley's reelection. At present-'the pur-
pose of the administration.seems to be
to make a show of activity in dealing'
with one or two of the culprits, ands
then treat the whole subject as no
longer of public cencern. Then the
plea will be offered that the wrongdo--
ing was liable to oc'ur under any ai3=
ministration, and that, when detected,
it was vigorously prosecuted.

An answer like this, however, does
not cover the case.' There have been
dishonest officials, it is true, under
demdcratic as. well as republican rule,
although it is equally undeniable that
dishonesty on the part of public men
kas been much, more frequent In're-
publican administrations than in dem-
ocratic, and that' the era of flagrant
corruption came in, with the advent
of the republican party to power.
These Cuba{ frauds, however, have a
turpitude all their own. They belong'
to that most odious class, of crimes--
breaches of trust, and-worst of all-
they constitute breaches of trust not
only on the part of those immediately
guilty, but of the national government.
As an employer is responsible for the
acts of his agent, so President McKin-
ley is responsible, and the nation of
which he is the head is responsible, for
the looting of Cuba's post office treas-
ury by knaves whom McKinley selected
and appointed.

It is, in one sense, as if a minister or
ambassador of the United States, ad-
mitted to a foreign court on the
strength of his credentials, 'should
steal the purse or rob the treasury of
the sovereign receiving him.

The only way to clear the honor of
the United States, which has been
marred, and tarnished by McKinley's
Cuban carpet-baggers, is for congress
to make an honest and exhaustive in-
vestigation, and fix the guilt and the
responsibility where they belong, no
matter how high the offenders. The
cry of the democrats in congress should
be that of Gen. Grant, when some of
his trusted, associates proved to be
scoundrels: "Let no guilty man es-
cape!"

THE PEOPLE APPEALED TO.

Envoys of a Nation, Strsggling for
Freedom Ignored by the Re-

publicans. .

A Chicago McKinley organ, the Tri.
une, anxious, lest the Boer envoys fall
into the error of appealing to the peo-
ple directly, instead of through the
government, expresses its fear that in
so doing they are in danger at the
outset of becoming the plaything of a
democratic political gathering.

It is a trifle surprising that the for-
eign envoys of a nation struggling for
freedom are not entitled to receive
the sympathy of the American people
or of that part of them allied to the
democratic party. The suspicion is
excited that if, in the beginning of
the South African war, when the Brit-
ish were being mowed down like grass
with the Boer scythe, an English
deputation had appealed to the sym-
pathy of the republican party- it
would have been granted with a fer-
vor enhanced by large contributions
of money. That indeed was the re-
publican sentiment unconcealed' :by
the republican press and official Anglo-
maniacs..

The real fear of the republidan
managers is not that the Boer envoys
will fall into the hands of the demo-
oratic Philistines, but because the pol-
icy of the McKinley administration
has put itself so far out of line with
free government, whether abroad or
at home, that it sees slipping away
S•rom the party the affections of a
freedom-loving American people, and
cannot avail itself of any expressed
sympathy for a struggling people, to
add to Mr. McKinley's chances of re-
election ......

Since when is it that the American
people are not free to express ssenti-
ments adverse to the policy and prac-
tices, of the party in power?' Is not
that a greater right in the people of
this couAtry than it is the right of the
party in power to adopt a policy in
direct opposition to the people and in-
jurious to their interests?

We might bring on a terrible war.
Perhaps, but would it not be in a bet-
ter cause than bringing on an equally
terrible war at the request of non-
combatants to collect a few paltry
thousand dollars alleged to be due
from Turkey on account of highly
overvalued second-hand wearing ap-
parel?-National-)oemocrsat:. . ..

The Republican Policy. !

It is melancholy in these closing
weeks of a session which promised so
much of solid advantage to the nation
to look back and see how little ha~
really been achieved and how much of
that has been inexcusably bungled. It
is so obvious as to be undeniable that
in this congress the democratic mi-
nority has =thus far surpassed the re-
publican majority in the two ,vital
qualities of skill and "sand." 'We. have
had, not perhaps a wasted, lut certain-
ly far from fruitful, session. The pop-
ular feeling toward republican con-
gressional leadership is one of uncoid-
cealed discontent. It may easily be-
come a feeling of disgust if affairs are
not considerably bettered fblor ,ad-
journment. For five months the re-
publican policy it congress has been in
large part one of temporizing, compro-
mising and surrender.-Boston Jour-

HIS 'FATHER'S SON f
T HE day so long anticipated had ar-

rived' at last, and Noel Sherriff
stood, a fully entered student, on the
steps of St. Paul's hospital. His fath-
er's stories of the life at the old college
had fired the boy's youthful ardor, and'
away in the plains of India he had
vowed to be a doctor, and to win a
place In the I. 1. S.

And now it was as dust in his mouth,
for he was alone. In his father'"s sta-
tion he had been the pride of the Euro-

pean staff, for no one could beat hifn
in any branch of athleties, but at St.

Presently, a man wpm"n 'he. sw at
once wals a-3Ati of India, came and
stood close by his side. Moved by the
urgent need for companionship, Sher-
riff made the frst advances.

"I wonder if you feel as lonely as I
do?" he asked.

The native turned abruptly.,
"I'm from India," he replied, a dark

flush sweeping" over his face as he
-'eard-a- mttered-"Nigge?" spoken by
one student to another.

"So am I!" exclaimed Sherriff. "I'm
from Amritsar, where my father is sta-
tioned. His name is Sherriff, and he is
a colonel in the Indian medical. And

'"I'm .i nioo, and mg uiter pean
name is -Pamphlett. But, surely, you
won't talk to a nigger!" His tone .a s
acrid in its' bitterness, and Sherriff
looked up in surprise.

"0, come, Pamphlett," he said, eager-
ly, "that's not fair. Anyway, let you
and I be friends."

'"Well, Sherriff," hesitatingly an-
swered Pamphlett, "I'm a queer-tem-
pered man; but let it be so."

"Then come and live at'my diggings!
There's a capital front and back room
above my :oor, and we can ,Seed to-
g'gher comfortably.

"Now, look here, youngman," said
Pamphlett three weeks later. "It's time
we began to read at night. Grinning at
the hospital all day won't pass our ex-
ams for us, unless we .work at night,
too. We've seen all the plays, we've
visited most of the halls, and you and I
have got to buckle to!"

Both men were sitting in Sheriff's
rooms smoking land discussing the
events of the day.

"Very well," lazily replied the lad,
knocking out the ashes from his pipe.
"What do you suggest?"

"Well, we ought to grind up our bones
regularly at night before working at
bt. Paul's in the morning. I'm sick of
going out, aren't you?"

"I've got a capital skeleton in a box
upstairs," said Sherriff, laughing. "I
got it-" Then he stopped abruptly, as
he caught sight of his companion's look
of inquiry. "I'll go and" turn the box
out. It'll save you from buying, for we
shan't want two sets."

Box in hand, Pamphlett left the room,
and the door closed behind him. Often
now, as he drives the patient bullocks
in his paddy fields ini India he sees that
lamp-lit room in his fancy, with the'hoy
standing by the door.

Gloomily enough Ihe went.to. his sit-
ting-room and lit a candle, while he
opened the 'box, ' and turned the
bleached bones out with a rattle on the
table.

The skull-relled 4towMd the edgeran d
he hastily placed b h~nd on.it, and,.
raising it up, gazed absently at it. Sud-
denly. his face grew green, 4while his
pupils contracted and expanded as he
watched with ahorrible fascination the
shining bone. There, on the vortex,
were two deep cuts crQosing each
other.

"By Sivagee!" he murmured in Hin-
dnatase.! " ." h adit or
dead by two such puts.E - sX

") Hb atir i h > a ' $ `'left
arm!"

Then, unwillingly, as if drgged by
an unseen power, he crept round the
table, and laid his hand on one of the
arm bones. With a lo0'w cry of. hdr-
ror he fell half faiting into a chair,

"My father-left us," he moaned, still
in the language of his thoughts, "to
go on a pilgrimage to give thanks for
his recovery. He never returned, and
now this curse Feringhi makes a by-
word and reproach of him. May every
curse light on his head!"

Salaaming almost to the ground be-
fore the ,table,' Pamilet't iathered
ti -V " e `t# ! Ab`tjt"ti t' ther,
so tghatrhmy sver4dt he grim relies,
and t'eiA, 4!ftint g p he, buiden .ev-
erently, he replaced it in the box.
Then, resting his head on his hanids,
he wept sile d;, .au

' mainphlettI % i.ip `a iti cried
Shtetrhiffi'&ru tbl6, anren't you qpm-
ng down,? I've o4wP ii the *-

.fee. 

'me o."

W d' on rtr` a ed

"By the waa, w hre did you' eayour bones. dT4yo{ buy them?'"

`' l Ift~ s P i -- Of ifsp~ a
About three years ago, just liefore~iy
father had deide4 e bike d~ a 4oc-
-tor e , y_ s old enough, I aswi'ling ibar' e gieat trunk road

near Amritsa.•'. Vin.:•• , h# ng
,grass, about 20 yards from the trick,

SsitI a;ea• iii m, dried almost
to a mummy, He might have bLenthere*p;,7ea forfAll kh j ,athe
"underoWth' •was tk an tanled

quiries about jhim. : Then, thinlng
ghat later..on:I should require a 4el-

Ead Sher rj lookedunp at that•o

rt- a oeeap•d tedt 4r_ •o in

4lvd 'eti~ ab -fim.: treioveped m-

~elfand said, 6 guSttifra!Aones: i
-;t;: l_~3?~ _ da~s~i~~~nra

aad' at.leas~ shold -have been respect
ed on that account."

"Yes, you're quite right, and I wish
I hadn't done it," cried the boy, dimly
conscious that,his story had fallen wo-
fu~ly flat. "Tell you whit, you won't"
use the poor old chap at all. Ugh!
You've given me the creeps, Pam-
phlett! I think I'll turn in now."

A month later Noel Sherrif wastoss-
ing restlessly On a bed of silkness. His
pinched face and blue lips told elo-
quently enough of thelseverity;;f his
symptoms, and his pDrse apd his, doc-'
tor shook their! hea despondingly
over his case.

But it was Pamphlett who dat up at
night, and who hovered round: the
sick bed by day, taking his rest_ by
snatches when he could. It was. to
Pamphlett that the sick 'boy turned
for-amuseltient and r i ca s
far the native had not failed him.

One afternoon he heard strange
footsteps ascending the stairs, and he
rose softly and went to the door. A
stout, red-faced man was panting for
breath on theolanding.

"My name is Sumpter, .surgeon to
the hospital for tropical diseases. Dr.
Jones assed me to see young Sherriff,
as he was not at all sure of the cause
of the illness which is killing the lad."

The black eyes and the gray eyes
met in ardent conflict, and the black
gave down before the gray.
"I'll join you in the room below,"

said Sumpter, with a tightening of the
lips, "when"-and he emphasized the
word--"I have #inished my examina-
tion."

"It appears from thetisory that the
lad's symptoms began thr e Weeks ago,
and he seems td.think'than some curry
he ate was the origin of his troubles.
He says that it didn't.agree with hitn,
'and I cah quite believe that." (But
never a word spoke Pamphlett.) "A
curious thing I found out, and that wvao,
by an error on*'the cook's part, only
enough curry for one was sent up. By
a little questioning I found out that
you and he tossed for it,. and curiously
enough, you lost, Mr. Pamphlett. Now,
the only point on which 'I am in the
dark is: Did you give him powdered
glass, finely-cut up, camel's hair' or
bamboo chips, eh?"

The voice wasso cold and yet so mer-
ciless in its directness that sullenly
enough the native surrendered. ,

"Camel's hair!" he' said, between his
teeth.

"And so you've taken up with an Eng-
lish lad who in the goodness. of his
heart, makes a friend of you, which not
one in a thousand would, and you poi-
son him? You live together, work to-
gether, and you poison him. I know
your race thoroughly. Few do, I admit,
but I do; and, by my father's soul, there
isn't another cur like you fr~ganerend
of India to the other!"

Thoughtfully Pamphlett stood aside
to let his master-for such he felt him
already to be-pass in; and still more
thoughtfully, he went to the appointed
place, and waite for long minutes with
what patience he could muster. Pres-
ently the heavy tread warned him that
t.e moment for Biattle had come, and he
braced himself'for the fray.

"Now, :Mr. Pamphlett, the ease up-
stairs is exceedingly interesting to an
old Anglo-Indian surgeon. The boyis,
suffering from what we used to call
'zenana c'holera. "

The native insensibly dtropped into
the attitude of appeal all natives as-
sume when before the European. His
head was bent, and 'e,stood with his
hands crossed on his breast.

"0, my father and my motheri" he
began, in Hindoostanee; dropping at
once the European' metaphor and ad-
suming the picturesque native idiom,
"the words of wisdom have igdced fall-
en from thy lipsi. It is given to the pro-
tector of the poor to know'the introst.
thoughts 'of his servant, :and foolish
would thyy slae be to hide any;thing.

"Thy servant had a father who waa
far above all other parents in his kind-
ness and in his care for his children.
Ten years agoi'e was nearly killed by
wicked men who cit his head with
swords and broke his arm most evilly.
When in time he recovered he left us
with his blessing and went to a holy
shrine~ to return thanks for his recovt
ery.

"On the way Azael touched him, and,
laying himself down in the long grass
at the roadside, he went to his gods in
silence. After seven years the accursed
Feritghl, no* lying upstairs, passed by
and found the poor remains of the holy.
pilgrim.

"Did he pass~by in reverence? No! O
powerful one. He picked up the bones
of my father and made them a byword
nd a scoff. He was of a different faith

from our people; but he did notevenre-
spect our feelings.

"Your high honor would have slain
the infidel on the ~pot; not o your
servant. He administered the'ibisorn to
atisfy the' spirit, ~iandcring now, a

honeless phantom natil the, esacred
rites are fulilled.. It. is fnished!"

Sumpter had said nothin~g, ut the se-
verity hd gbne froim hIs face as hd
listened to tbhe a'iioinatewords.
S'Go!" he said; after a pause- "take

your reIics-ktake yqur bookos nd your
goods and goQ,~t,Jholy Ganges. Burn.
there thy unbur•ied bone, and then re-
turn to your villlge. Doanotattempt to
uome biack, for the arm of'The law is
ong, d• dstrikes eeitafiiftit't slow.

"tle will re~uoer. Of that I agr#ur,
else had not let yo deart. Gof I
aite back what f said; you had ~alse.
You we dhi0ur father' os topG 06. -

PamIphlett calaisned, as~B hi tholest
*hrine, and tuhe pirently'left~the oioom,
while the old doctgr etooaby the ire
wondering.-Londrn Answers.

Corks= S4eepee, tM VsaseJnea
Corks that have ,been, steeped. I

vaseline, are said to be an exceI`nt
-gtMstitutie fbr glass 'i'oppers withbut•
their - disdanta •s~- They are aot
rfiected by aeids or: ehemieal.le es t
nl tey do not eeome fxed b a
low or bw long disuse.

EVERYBODY WANTED TO HELP

Sympathetic Bystanlder -'Do Their
. Iitmost to iRe•I ve•f or.se•e

When the sewing maohine agent
jumped out of his rig..eo Washington
streq pp a•lssed w. w• li out on
the pavement neg his hi's a front
feet he failed to notice that a sewer
opening was only a eyv feet back of
thwpwa psee The~hp s,e s the
Chi•ago Chrfonicle, OV di• •ifbtce it,
,eithesg ae4he dids hit ajt-
tions showed him tq be a very care-
less animal.: ~i dfriver disappeared
into the saloon nrid the, horse, grow-
ing restless, jerked the. weight back
until it slipped into the•aevertwhere
It .hpng, 4uspende 1. the g•~pt-
tacked p/othe, brd ' This was a novel
situa tio i t e t bheai, *it & fot
understand what the strong pull on
the left side of his bit me t. , He
turned and, t-wised, trying to escapo
the. drag ging, weight, ',. with noth-'*
ing to sustain it except sewer, gas. the
weight hauled away at hfI jawi. until
the bystanders interfered.

One of them seized the stiap and.
relieved the horse of the strain'but
the big iron disk would not ebme "ut
of the opening 'ihad so easily slipped
into edgewise: The owieir arrived
when eight.men were offering . e4s-
tions and two were jerking o the
strap trying topull the front ' h
capt.ironisewer cover. •lere was a
counc• war and th•i• ivr knelt
down and 'thrutst his mr f nt6 the
drain, trying to .rach the wighth t nd
turn it edgewis aln. It was too
fari in. Fifty pe •4 9ve gliered
'by this time..anhd the eeitemealt *as
fntense. u-ea denf,-wl qqF 4d ivee re-
turned from ljsheop werg standing
around holding the horse weight,
while others offered; suggestions. At
length some one thought of the Agn-
hole cover. and a doz4n hands tried 'to
pry it loose. It was covered with
mud, and delicate kid gloves were
ruined in 'the attempt. ,It woul&d iot
budge., They, kicked uan4d .duig and
hauled in vain .and Athe street cars
were getting blocked. when ao 4mll
boy camne aut of, a . l~e ept 4,t4 a-
crowbar. With one _eft movement
he raised "the' cover `of the ma~ihole,
,the-driver reached in aqd seized

; the

weight and the'Atrap was allowed to
slip throug- the simall o1r~ie ." The
crowd looked 'ateitself rather foolighly
and moved on. The excitement was
all over.

QUEER ARTICLES OF IMPORT.

Some of the Odd Things That Are De-
manded in theArts and

Induatries.

Not, all of America's -imports are or-
dinary, everytay things. Some are
weird. and wonderful and others, eom-
monplace in thelselves, come from
places that seem to Us 'unusual, says
the Nei York 'Press. We take coal
from New Castle, N. S. W., ragt from
Anitwerp; matehe 4 om, Belgium;
cigars from,. Bomlay; photographic
plates and canned lobsters from tape
Town';' firecrackdrs fr~m "'hnthi', 'the
amount for th'e last quarter of 1899
bhing in "atie $k 6 ,~ 4 'tild-i'schids
from Barranquilla: Colombia, and but-
terflies from Santa.MartahColombia.

Among the queer things that come
in from Canada are bicycle lamps, dia-
monds, steel rails, lumberr-fr6m'*ogs
cut ,in daine` anb take •Yo St,. John,
': B, '6 abe' essedt aiat'le 4 tct'hes,
theatrical scenery, 'gas l1•uor, ottle
tails, jewelers' .weeping., ta ergiCns,
tea siftings, green willow c ttipgsa nd
frogs' legs.

From cairo' we gt rreal t anx
eigarettes, white rosaries come from
Angers, in France. A larg e hinAmt of
papeador photographic I1urpdsaeeomes
from Grenoble, Franceand from Dres-
den, while $500 worth of sn ils got in.
from Havre. Some:one b~r'ought i. a
pair of andironis from •yons. That
city also supplies a good deal of6iac-
aroni. Mistleteeicomes from Nantes,
aind rat' trips` fropi St;Etieiile.
-Berlin sends to us hkma•irw~l nd

ready-nna •i loting. &te Hils
come from CqPurg, old rubber: l
firont Konig4Airg aild fiom ri b k.
We take penef shatffeners aid' Snw-
shoes from Mannheim and alsoltittle
soot. For goose liver pies we are in-
debted to Neustadt. Humanekeletons,
prepared and ready for use, come from
Solingen'.

Brimstone tofb the viatuhi of nearly
$375,000 comes ftomn Gargenti, ItaIy;
and also from Palermo, whenoe webm-
port donkeys and orange peel. From
Japan we get thber national drink, sake,
which causes hedacheses., in~epthol.
to make the head fe'e better. vWe also
get 'toothpicks: irom Jfian t Afbio-m
Portuga3b s wetL Fo ghrawn Uzm.fbm
Stasengfr, Noway;: O ape ed
to be associated; with Sj tla, re,lly
comes in large quantite fri Dnin.

"I'd Leavryei ` "Haipr Home."
It is not often that aia Jrgan-

grinder contributes anything to.lde-
velop the sense of humor which is im-'
planted in a greater or less degree in
all mortals. As a general thing the
organ-grinder awakes . a sentiment
just the opposite, particalarly when
he insists upon-grinding out popular
Airs -we have heard so. ioften that
repetition is positively, painul. ,One
grinder; however, played better thanlie "lifew when' he struck up it' front

of a• hool' No. : the oti er dcly 'The
class in ,GGreek;eistory .•1a 9 oa -the
rgeitatio~ begnch. p•O .pupil ay~ .are-
peating the familiar, story of Relen
and' Pars s In 'all oeri#osnes a she
eIOd thie ellrigof th# tale she said:

j"Aad•a.sh"~ left che hame foe:him."
Just tsepthq, metprg oatsebe-

ga; to~eak fozfth"1d Leve . [

teathei,' 4vaseoipet I aledo abandon
ignity and Jo L f'the ̀mfl. 'tlat

spreak throughl3oubthpacEXoo pp--
Albany r


