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NATCHITOCHES, LOI i

SOMEWHERE.

Bnm-where Hip r in d  )■ blowing,
1 Ikontikl «» I loilt-tl Hl.,n«

In tfi© Itirnlriir tan : .if tbo noue tide, 
And tb>’ fsnoy .undo w* ntronij— 

Tw, win ew hfie  the wind la blowing. 
Though here where I gsap and alga 

Not a Lrenih of air la a.lrrlug .
Nut a  cloud in the burning akj.

6«mi:ewher«- the thing we long tor 
Exiai» o» »Ü ,. iwund,

ftoiurw h e i r  th  - ana Is ahluuif 
When * H iw  nlpa tin- ground. 

Bots«-« here ifcv doweraurv nitlngiDg, 
Sotn-.-ulu re t!ie corn la brown 

And lead ! unto the tuirv««t 
To feed the hungry town,

Homewhere the tw ilight gathers,
And w ear; men I») l.y 

The bnrôen çt the daytime 
And, wrapped in  (.lumber, lie;

Bet new bore the day 1« tnoahing.
And gU om and ùurknt sa flee. 

Though storavi our hat h nre 1 
TVrça fÉprâM*

■And thita/TTthOngiht,
In thin mysterious life.

There’s always gladness somewhere 
In spito of its pain sud strife .

And somewhere the sin and sorrow 
Of earth  are known no more, 

Somewhere our weary spirits 
Shall find a peaceful shore.

Somewhere the things th a t try  us 
Shall all have passed away 

And doubt and fear no-longer 
Impede the perfect day.

Oh. brother, though the darkness 
Around thy soul be cast,

The earth  is rolling sunward,
And light shall come a t lastl 
—Alfred Cape] Shaw in Elm ira Facts.

THE APPLE TEEE.

One evening I noticed by Monssia’s 
photograph, which always etood covered 
with a white crape veil on a small ta
ble, three red cheeked apples. These 
plebeian fruits seemed oat of place in 
the aristocratic Parisian drawing room," 
crowded with rare knickknacks and 
works of art. Moussia’s mother, observ
ing my questioning glance, said, point 
ing to a picture at the end of the room,

nccompati 
her fricnr 
iudoors, t 
ncccpt the dresrP 
kind hospitality 

T his was indeed 
these good people, 
for the artist had 
■h ip 's KÿKh. H e  i 

M« hast have i 
peinigt them. The) 
tirei* cut of pro;* .,‘i 
rendered. Their gr*j 
decided to return It 
logue of the sa' » 1 |  
address, and o> o 
the Halles then- sto 
de Villicrs, v  aer 
When they a m  ,ri 

* they thought tb§
' mistake in the j

Tin! m anfiii: was not a
poor artist. /

They rang; ifliveriedservant opened 
the door. Afterdating their bafeies he 
ushered them info a sumptuous di .«wing 
room. Moussia ^as lying on a couch 
wrapped in a lrt.se white plush gown.
She was much oiinncr, very pale Her 
large eyes ebons with a phosphoicscc-ut 
brilliancy. Recognizing her frieujls, she 
uttered a joyful Vxclamatioa, auc rais
ing herself' w id i f f ic u l ty  shoj gave 
them her cmaciate3 band.

“ I am so happy to see you, ” shdsaid,
coughiag almost at every word, f  You i , P |  . .mnu»- g,„i J .  , i  “ ! mense crowd awaited him. The en-m ustnot feel hurt because I difc not ! thusiagJI1 of tho

i.ig’.iwwr».
In China there is no regular standard 

of distance. Standards vary in tho dif
ferent provinces of the empire, the chih, 
or unit of length, varying from 0 to 10 
inches in different provinces. A Chinese 
mile may be from a quarter of an Eng
lish mile to a mile and three quarters, 
according to the province.

It is a small room, only^ahout 18 feet 
long and 12 feet wijjarwith two small 
windows, and is.the place whore tho 
emperor speirir*inost cf his time when 
not officially employed. It is tho room 
in which ho died, some say by poison 
administered by hims6lf in a fit cf mel
ancholy induced by the outcome of the 
Crimean war. Tho room remains just 
as he left it. Near the center is a plain

D ickens In  E vening Dress.

When Charles Dickens was to make 
his first appearance in Boston before an , .
American audience as a reader, an im- I Kllppers complete the furnishings of too

• attio room m the palace. •

j takon place There are tho coma, cata
leptic and other forms of the uncon- 

I scious state, each one bringing in its 
I tread the very simulation of death itself.

“ Happily, a medical man nowadays, ’* 
j said a physician to a reporter, “ espc- 
! ricnces no difficulty iu declaring his pa- 
j tient to be dead, as a general rulo, but 
j it may perhaps happen cueo in his lifo- 
j time that ho may have a doubt, in 

which caso conviction either way fol-
iron bedstead. Some chairs and a few J loW8 upo„ his filîdiug8> whioh aro
cheap pictures adorn tho room, and 
dilapidated, down at tho heel pair of

come to thank you. I am not allowed to 
go out. It seems that I worked too|nird 
on my last picture. I took cpld startling 
in the grass. I am now b^re for tome 
time.”

The horticulturist and (his wife look
ed at her in bewilderment. An expres
sion of deep pity came ojrer their lopes. 
The gardoner no longei knew what to 
do with the package containing the 
silk. He felt that he cent d not return it.

“ We don’t mind it as; rou were sick, ”

people for the most 
popular novelist then living had risen 
to fever heat. One of tlio most ardent 
of l ii3  admirers afjmrward told this lit
tle incident cf th e ' 'ening:

“ With a few gè leinen who wished 
to welcome end show him attention I

T h e  A s h a n tc c s  S ee S!;çlit«.

• The natives of these Jaman villages 
had never seen a whito man before, and 
I noticed a t first with some surprise 
that those of oar actions which inter 
estod them most were tho sim

sorry that you sent us t 
we did for you we did 
did not want a present 
work on onr place. My 
decided to bring the d

“ Oh, you were the 
to bring it back,” iDte: 
band.

“ You are both foolish 
ter,” exclaimed Mouss;

! silk. What 
illingly. We 

for letting you 
husband and I 

Is back.” 
re who wished 

pted the hus-

BY SUBSCRIBING EOK 

A N D  HEADING

“ These fruits were picked on the apple answered tbe wife, “ bui still wo were 
tree which you see in this picture, the 
last one painted by Moussia. ” Then the 
sorrowing woman 'told me the story of 
the apple tree so intimately connected 
with that of the young artist, Marie 
Bashkirtseff, who died when only 24 
years old.

In the spring of 188— Moussia was 
planning to paint a peasant woman in 
the open country for the salon of the
following year. She spent days looking she used to. “  You woull 
in the outskirts of Paris for a suitable I ly by refusing my pr 
landscape in which to place her model, to wear this dress,
One morning she found near Sevres a 
field inclosed by fence palings, beyond 
which a walk overgrown with grass lost 
itself under willows, through whose 
young shoots the sun shone brightly.
Half way up tho walk, on a background 
ct grayish green bashes, with an outline 
almost as soft aa that of smoke, stood a 
xubast «cala
flowery branched. The whole "scet

was iu the little room at the buck of ! commonplace ones. To such matters as
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whole 'scene Wàa
filled with tender, fresh, stirrihg har
mony, with spring itself. Mo«*ia was 
moved. She felt that this was the look
ed for spot. Opening tbe gate, she walk
ed toward the house, which was sepa
rated from tbe orchard by a garden fill
ed with beehives. The proprietor hap
pened to be one cf those half bourgeois, 
half peasant horticulturists who provido 
the Parisian markets with flowers and 
fiuitB. The request made by the enthu
siastic looking young girl with the ex
pressive blue eyes flattered him. Ho 
loved his trees, and the admiration of a 
painter for them pleased him extremely. 
Moussia was readily given permission 
to work in tho iuclcsure, and sko began 
the very next day.

Early in the morning she arrived ou 
the tramway, with her model, who 
carried their lunch in a basket. Mous
sia understood her art. She was no 
longer a beginner, for some of her pic
tures had already been much talked cf 
at the salon. Though belonging ta.a 
rich family, which occupied a high po-^ 
sition among the aristocracy of her 
country, she worked not as an ama
teur, but as cn artist anxious to win 
fame. Her work showed the melancholy 
fire and poetry which belong to these 
born in Little Russia. Tho sketch oj 
her painting absorbed her entirely. Shi 
was trying to put cn tbo canvas some 
the effervescent spring about her. 
painted rapidly, as if afraid not 
able to finish the task she had u; 
taken. Every morning she came 
In spito of the April showers 
rawness of the air, which ofl 
her congh. The owners cf the 
mired her pluck, and as theyj 
painting, bareheaded, ßtanc 
dew, with a blouse over her 
they believed her to belong 
tion in life and thought 
ing for her daily

bout the mat
laughing as 

pain modeep- 
t. I wish yon 
added, speak- 

;lje> “ in remcm- 
no longer in

ing to the gardener’s 
brance of me when I 
this world.”

Then they both ass 
she was so young she w iold  soon regain 
her strength and overccfne the disease.

“ No,” answered M 
get Well. The candle ii

her that as

the platform when Dickens entered it. 
He was a rather stout man with a sonn- 
what red faeo, and I saw to my sur
prise, that he was dressed iu an exag
gerated servility to tho extreme fashion.

“ More than this, he wore a bouton
niere in each buttonhole, and two 
watches, tho chains of which were 
strung aggressively across his chest 
There was a gaudy bad taste iu his ap
pearance which his friends regretted, 
knowing how distasteful it would be to 
most of his admirers who appreciated 
his genius and enjoyed his writiugs.

“ No one, of course, could broach the 
subject to him, and he appeared that 
night and every other uig*lrt cf his en
gagement iu the same a ttira  The uni
versal comment was, ‘Why, this is a 
petit maitr©. ’ How cau a man with such 

( tastes be tbe creator of Tiny Tim and 
! Sam Weller!” —Youth’s Companion.

plo and conclusive, and in which ho 
cannot bo mistaken.

“ It is unfortunately trr.o that there 
aro thousands of nervous people now 
walking about iu few of being bnrieil 
alive, this morbid conviction coming 
about through reading of an isolated 
case happening here and there, whero 

i perhaps some one has had a narrow os- 
•ü inter- J  cap0 ̂  subjected to a living burial, 
lple and | “ Tiiese ‘escapes’ greatly outnumber 

_ , , . . those of the actual occurrence itself,
eating and dressing they gave the clos-, 'pjlt3 t-ataleptio usually show signs of

t h a t  c h i l i e n  v f i  
livelong'.” SI 
mist covered her 

“ And the applet 
ruptly changing the’ 
ways beautiful?”

“ Oh, no, indeed, ’J  
“ the blossoms are all 
is beginning to she 
plentiful. You m rj 
some in SeptembJ 
Sevres will restos 
moiselle.’

She shook he 
back on the ct 
ed by having«

When th e /  
departed, 
thought 
good healj 
its roots j 
foliago j 
wind, 
whilei 
tends

ssia, “ I cannot

IH gb Fralae. 

A «t*y tola by John 
‘Pulpit Portraits” ehojj

iu his 
n g i

est attention. Every momin«; when I 
emerged from my tent I found a largo 
audience waiting patiently for the per
formance to begin, and when I took my 
place at tho washstand a crowd closed 
round, forming a large circle. They fol
lowed the whole process with tho great
est enjoyment, discussing and explain
ing to one another the various details 
and now and again raising shouts of 
applause as some peculiarly amusing 
feature of tho performance (such as the 
use of the nailbrush) occurred. When I 
produced my toothbrush and proceeded 
to put it to its natural use, there was 
much anxious discussion, and when I 
brushed my hair up and made it stand 
on end they yelled with delight.

As for the opening of u bottle oi  
champagne, which occurred on ore oc
casion after an unusually long march) 
it ßirnply brought down £ho house, al- | 
though the speett 
Iv diepe 
o:

life just in the nick of time to disap
point the undertakers and to relievo sor
rowing friends.

“ Of coursq, much of tho evidence orv 
which the allegation of premature 
burial is based depends on tho fact tb..t 
bodies on exhumation have been occa
sionally found distorted, thereby foster* 

j ing tho notion that this or that occu- 
| pant of tho coffin has died from suffo

cation, a theory which is supported by 
tlio favorable condition of other ex- 

! humed bodies.
j “ But the idea is altogether wrong, in 
, fact and iu principle. It is well known 
i among those who have nmdo it a study 
I that the apparent distortions, instead 
I of demonstrating a living burial, pure- 
I ly depend upon natural causes brought 
j about Ly decomposition, tho iuEueme 

of which is suffi* iently strong enough 
to bulge out, and even burst, leaden 

This phenomenon does not bap- 
bat it decs in a g coat

slovd

ever never 
laugh, but a 

es.
she asked, ab

ject. “ Is it al-

they answered, 
îe ; but the fruit 

|Apples will be 
te out and eat 

fhe good air of 
health, made-

;nd let it fall 
[cd and exhaust- 

iBch.
fist and his wife 

her eyes and 
ree. It was in 
is running from 

It spread its 
ling at rain and 

uoens,
in a room, at- ; 

tris doctors, was 
|y of human life! ; 
11, rich, beloved, 
had so much to

Lyman
tho allotted threescore years and tea.

When about 75. years of age, he spCTrë 
a fortnight in the eastern part of 
Maine. A party of gentlemen at Calais 
went with him some 20 miles up a
series of lakes to Indian territories. • , „ .. . „ „

When about to embark upon a chain ! for™* Rt th« P 0,lu of tbü l % m'' 11
of Jakes in the bircli canoes, tho Indian a dan«c0n 18 fef t £hc? lja
guide, Etienne, rather objected to eo 
old a man attempting the adventure, 
fearing that he would give out.

The doctor paddled with tho best of 
the youngsters; caught more trout than 
all the party together and returned each 
day from the various tramps iu tbe 
lead; ato his fish on a rock, with a sea 
biscuit for a trencher and fingers for 
knives and forks; slept on the ground 
upon hemlock branches under the tent, 
and at length tho Indian guide went 
from the extreme of depreciation to the 
highest expression of admiration ia  Lis 
power, saying:

“ Ah, old man, ail Indian!”

T h e  n ia c l i  H o le  o f  C a lc u tta .

A scientist, writing of the black hole 
of Calcutta and its atmosph- re, says: 

“ On the 20th of June, 175(5, about 8 
o’clock iu tho evening, ldo men were

to
square, xiicy nad 

! been but a few minutes confined in this 
i infernal prison before every one fell 
j into a perspiration so profuse that no 
: idea can be formed of it. This brought 
; on a raging thirst, tbe most difficult 
* respiration and aiAutrageous delirium.
I Such was tho horror of their situation 
■ that every insult that could lio devised 
I agaiust tho guard without and all the 
j opprobrious names tbe vice toy and his 
i officers could be loaded with were ro- 
| peated to provoke tho guard to fire upon 
I them and terminate their sufferings.
I Before 1L o'clock the fame evening one- 
j third of the men were dead, and before 

C next morning only 23 cr.r.io out alive,
I but most cf them in a high putrid fa- 
j ver Ail these dreadful effects were co- 
I casioucd by the want of atmospheric 
I air and by their breathing a saper-

I t  W a s  a  P r e t t y  U a t .

A young Lady of the cast end had just
---------------- - received several proofs of different sty’u8 . -
was so full of j oi photographs cf herself and had kept p e n d an t quantity cf n .trugen enured

! them until the usual semiweekly visit I frolu thcir lu"«s" 
ictober the gar- : of her best gentleman friend. He was 

rceived a letter punctual in arriving that night, but ho 
er telling them never imagined that it was to bo his 

id these good peo- last call for an indefinite poriod.
He had no sooner seated himself in 

the parlor than tbe young lady brought 
in the photographs for his inspection,

ely girl who during 
i the life and bright- 
country dwelling, 

[of largo cities a Lu
kes little more ilu
lling of a dead leaf. 

Tnfui astouisb- 
f. Which had 
sia returned 
ires. Alone 
fc on tinned to 
Avenue do

I were quiet

BTpafXWh v:
I came into t o 

hsetl for the oc' a 
'wore hia Sum *y 
br ;shawl on, un .er 
: a hrgo pwkai:
,” faid the gar sa-j 

te are disturbing ; ou, 
let f à *  timo oi th

E y c ß lw ß f’i  a n d  S pectivcle».

“ You say you never wore spectacle:-;?” 
said tho near sighted man. “ Wril, if 
you ever put on a pair you'll never 
wear anything elso. I Vvore eyeglasses
for yeara I thought they looked better in me pnoiograpas ior ms luspeouuu. , ■> . .. „

He looked them over very carefully and «“ aud tbea 1 >^gm ed hat they
finally selected the only one cf the sev- ! aïorô ™DVT  V Ï  , ™
e- .1 pictures showing a hat on the sub- ; take them off and put tin m on more 
j t. It was a nretty big bat and beau- | roadl,y and a11 tbat But aft, r wearing 
Ï ally trimmed The piece cf millinery ; a *f,,r ^ctm ffes ouce for a fc.v day* 

lugbt bis eye at first glance, and he | °,n’ “3 1
.ost innocently remarked: „■ *4*TMiu,  ̂ “ • ■ ’
“ I think Ihffi is tho L o i * j £ - ^  • 1 : *' com,urograph.

Tbe hat is so j rc-tly. ii  nfÉTa very tine 
picture of thu hat. ”

The young man ^ k i  not notice bis 
fataLermr il.iMT, f i n a l e .  His visit was 
J short and uninteresting that evening, 

and now he wishes that tho art of pho
tography had never been discovered.— 
Pittsburg Dispatch.

oplo who 
time, but

ueaier.

lout le" tii,g you k iosé 
the dear y nnjgof

[I thought wto w 
nnielhisg ,

Id

aful of âow- 
”  he contin
u e  trfe she 

tel ter than 
Lord Mile. Ylatw- 
£cw  it we will 

same bl« ssorns 
it Lears. * 

ia in simple 
ail

a n i all the 
ardenerand his 

and th is  it 
is almost al- 

:ais..or 
limslo r.fVVr.

M r. A shurjr P epper« .

“ It,“  said Asr.ury Peppers, "has an 
odd interest attached to i t ”

“ What has?” asked tbe newest board- 
^eriunsuspcctingly 

p, ‘‘A 7 per cent m ortgaga”- 
nati Enquirer.

“ There aro. t Le «urè,1 
do not wear g ; js a!J, t 
only for ren;’ ug or writh an rSfTöli, 
to whom e.« giatîcs may ! n.i>re con
venient, and then I behevo that eyo- 
glasses are made nowadays that have 
more scientifically: adjusted grips, and 
all that son of thing, bat I tell yon 
that tho thing for real comfort is spec 
tac les. "’—New York Ban

-Cincin-

B n n l t i  o f th «  Loan.

Storekeeper — Have you nothing 
; smeller than a |."0 bond?

i  ostomer—Eh? Oh, yes. Hera, 1 for- 
1 got- ip i |p H jÉ  
I where about me.—-Philadelphia North 

American

A Very Rta»!l Pl*c« of It.
She—Haw you forgotten liow you 

once said you would give the world fur 
me?

He—Yfbat if I did?
“ Oh. nothing particularly, bnt it 

seems very Etrange now that you won't 
even m il that little old suburban lot so 
th a t I cau bave a now wheel!” —I d 
dianapolis Journal

London, up to the mayoralty cf Sir Sid- 
I have a couple of twenties seine fcfc/ Waterlow iu 1873, was iiO.OhO an

nually, Lut it v.-aa increased in that 
year to $00,000, a t which turn it has 
ever since remained,

T

burial has tiovc 
taken place, but it bus not occurred kô  
often as is 'hccyht. 1 dare s.iy it may 
occur in times of plagues and pesti
lences, whero the presumed dead are 
buried wit ia a few hours of death. 
That is whero much mischief lies. But 
when panic prevails where does thought 
come iu?

“ Ju plagues, such ns clu h.ra, tbo 
stato of collapse is so profound that it 
may perfectly sim elate death itself, but 
tbe custom of burying the dead on tho 
day of death is fortunately on tho wane, 
oven during advanced epidemics. It is 
probable that in tbo absence of medical 
aid iu panic times iu conutry places 
abroad it has led to living buri.il—in
deed it must have done. But the last 
end of all under such conditions is mor* 
ciful, for it must not tu forgotten that 
if you are ‘unconscious' only wbilo bo- 
ing hermetically scaled iu your coffin 
you will uever agaiu experience volun
tary motion or sensation.

“ However, whero ilio doctor cau ba 
consulted, living burial is impossible 
even in a cholera panic, for there ura 
certain bodily movements which , •
ally occur c 'tcr death from ohoh-ra, in 
the absence of which a medical m:.n 
would hesitate to certify fur burial.

“ In ages gone by and iu uncivilized' 
countries slill it ii possible that unccn- 
sciouscutalcptics, cr persons drugget! to 
nppareut d nth, may bave been nu l 
perhaps still are occasionally bwit 
alive, bnt 1 du not believe that iu o rr 
own couutrv or iu any civilized land 
such eveutä are possible.

“ In Vienna tho custom prevails «f 
taking a body to the mortuary on tf > 
eve of burial, where it is * tested ' 
Thimbles aro placed on the lingers of 
the dead, to v hi-b sro attached wires 
connected w!»b U ■ rtuary teils.

“ Have the tadii i v, rruugr Yes, ooc 
It is imp., .-i :ie fui a ductur to n 

t”ke L'* its varied fc
for death.'

“ dome time ago it wtfc suggested thrfc 
a law shuuld be passed jmaking it com
pulsory for a medical ul m to test bodies 
before giviog a certificate of death. 
Testing by electricity f  as thought o.,. 
bnt it is an upon question yet whether 
electricity kills or ofaly stuns. At all 
events, we in this cqlintry aro not con
vinced that such a fest would bo satis- 

! factory or aaord sufficient evidence o*
’ death, although it hati its value. On tho. 
' other baud, - don’t think legislation of 

this kind fa ncccasuiy It would cei 
tainly reflect ojK-a tho medical profes
sion.

“ Tho Viennese custom is a wise one,
- and 1 should like to see it more goner- 
! ally adopteu.” —Pearson’s Weekly.

Sfiüih PttrioUmn.
Eigga— What made Scrapper go to 

war?
Diggs—He said he wanted to get in a 

fight where he didn't stand a chance of 
being arrested.—Philadelphia Press.

There is au American hotel at Limon.
Porta Rico. If is called the Brand. 1 

j resta on piers set iu tbe coral reef wfcer 
j ceaseless spray from the nearby surf n  
! fleets rainbow tints In the sunlight.

T h e  P oo r L J ito r .

Bill—Did you read about that fellow 
writing a po^m on a $00 b’Jl? '

J ill—No. The oditcr kept it, of 
coursa

“ No. He returned it. ’’
“ What, an editor return a $50 bill?” . 
“ Yes. He didn’t know what it was.” 

—Yonkers Statesmen '

j If it fails to cure go to your merchant
A N D  G E T  Y O U R  M O N E Y  B A C K .

[We will refund to him. Price 50  cts.

One of the tallest stacks in Great 
i Britain is situated at Llanelly. From 
j the Late cf '!»/ foundation to the ex- 
i tremo sumn t is 400 feet high. The 
j cap of the top weighs 27 tons, and 720,- 
I 000 triché were used in its coustruc- 
; tion. /M  is circular iu fc;m, and in a 
1 gale «ends extremely.

u


