
Sp4 IN TH E 4
SUPREME COURT

'VERYTHING conspired. It would
not have happened if poor little

obie's first discipline had not taken
place early on that morning, and if
Frances Wylie had not been "on the
rampage" again when school opened.
Bobbie was the principal's only and
idolized son, and still in kilts. Fran-
ces Wylie was the mischief brewer of
Miss Virginia Trapp's room, No. 7.

"It was awful!" groaned the princi-
pal, under his breath. He spread his
hands out on the green baize of his
table and regarded them with horror,
as if there were blood on them. Could
it be they had punished Bobbie-Bob-
bie? He had looked so bewitchingly
and inky and naughty! His little crisp,
sun-yellow curls had stood up round
his reproachful face so becomingly!

"Awful! awful!" the principal
groaned. He was in no mood to begin
the day's work in his "supreme court"
on the ground floor of the Maltbie
high school. There would be punish-
ing to do, of course, and to think he
had punished Bobbie - little sunny-
haired Bobbie!

"It's going to be a bad day. I see it
in France Wylie's eyes!" groaned little
Miss Trapp, inwardly. Frances from
her back seat gazed about with
studied, innocent wonder. She was
almost as big as little Miss Trapp.

Frances was "on probation." She
had 'been warned that one more mis-
demeanor would send her to the su-
preme court.

"I'm not afraid," she thought, se-
renely. "She's so little! I could put
her in my pocket and run away with
her."

But tiny, gentle-faced Virginia
Trapp came of Puritan stock, and was
endowed with courage. She might
twist her small fingers nervously, but
shbe would not draw back. Let Frances
[Wylie beware!

So the day began in the Maltbie high
achool, with a sore-hearted, self-re-
Iproachful father in the supreme court,
and in room No. 7 a mischief-loving
girl and a tiny, troubled teacher. So
the day went forward until the Vergil
class was called. Then-

"Miss Wylie!"
The voice was ringing and firm, and

the. little teacher took an impetuous
step forward. She had seen the
placard, "Rooms to Let," pinned on
the collar of the Tilly Slowboy of the
class, and Frances' solemn face, set
among so many laughing ones, was
enough to fix the culprit.

"Miss Wylie, you will accompany me
to ,the principal's room," the little
teacher said, quietly. "The class may
go to the board and write out the scan-
sion of the first six lines of the lesson
while I am absent. I am sure I need
not ask the young ladies to remember
that it is study hour. I am ready, Miss
Wylie."

There was gentle emphasis on the
word ladies. Miss Trapp and the tall
girl crossed the open space to the door,
ride by side. Frances Wylie held her
fair head high. There might have been
two pages in her wake, holding up
trailing robes. At the door she cast a
'haughty backward glance into the
room and suddenly dimpled with
laughter at the legend she read upon
the blackboard:
"Our friend-has gone-un to the su-preme

court.
Alas-who en-ters there-leaves hope-

behind!"
Frances' laugh sounded softly in her

,throat. The little teacher was already
in the hall, waiting. and failed to see
the words provoking her mirth.

The two walked down the long hall
silently, both remembering that this
'was .the first public disgrace of Frances
T~ylie's school life. For one moment,
midway down the hall, the girl caught
her breath in a sob of pity for the in-
valid mother at home-not for herself.

"We're in for it, as sure as there's
avenging justice at the end of the
hall!" breathed Frances to herself.
She showed no signs of sarrow. Little
Virginia Trapp glanced up sidewise
into the cold, impassive face and sighed
gently.

In the supreme court sat the princi-
pal, still thinking of Bobbie. HIe was
measuring time until the noon hlour.
when he could go home again. TIe had
not been able to decide to his entire
earnmfort that Bobbie would be at the
half-way place to-day, as usual, and
the doubt was making him nervous and
distressed.

There was a low knock at the door.
"Come in!" the principal called. IHe

had left his spectacles at home in the
inquisitorial chamber with Bobbie. and
the two figures that entered-one tall,
the other short-were unfamiliar and
hazy to hrm. He was very dependent
upon his spertacles.

"Good morning," he said, albsenrtly.
The two figures ed~ged a little way

into the room. For an instant there
was embarrassing silence, while the
principal from behind his desk ob-
served vaguely the tall dignity of Fran-
ces and the curly brown head of the
tiny teacher. There was no question
as to identity. Even to unspectacled
eyes it was plain enough which was
which.

Uinder the stress of excitement Vir-
ginia Trapp's tongue sometimes played
her false. N*ow. as she opened her lips
to speak, she found herself incapable
of uttering a syllable. Her tongue
fluttered soundlessly.

"Well?"
The principal gazed dimly at Fran-

ces, waiting. He would give her time.
It was a source of gricf to him that he
was held in such awe by his teachers.
This tall, stately woman must be the
new teacher in room 9.

"Y'ou have brought the young lady
to me? She ha. bien--cr--trans-

gressing, I see," he said, gravely, turn-
ing his near-sighted eyes -with grave
disapproval upon the tongue-tied little
teacher. And before little Miss Trapp
had time to gasp with astonishment he
had waved her peremptorily toward
the "prisoner's dock" and turned back
to Frances.

S"You may leave her wisth me. I pre-
fer to have the story directly from
her," he said, gravely.Id It had all happened in the briefest
le possible time. While the little teacher

n was still flushed and speechless, Fran-
if ces had realized the principal's mis-1e take and the rich possibilities for fun

d. in it. She had ,taken in all the things
ad that conspired-the absence of the all-

n- important spectacles from the princi-

f pal's nose, the presence of the far-

away, preoccupied look in his pleas-
ant gray eyes and the ridiculous con-

is trast between herself and the tiny,
s cropped-haired teacher. Areckless spir-

r, it seized the girl. The end of the world
Id was at hand, in any event; why not

b- make the most of this last opportu-
1
Y pity?

P. Frances drew herself up and bowed
id with dignity.

"I will leave her here, then, with yonal -and her own conscience," she added,
in in little Miss Tra~pp's best manner.

Then she closed the door behind her
xe and sped down the hall, stifling herh- laughter. Straight into room 7 she

se walked, and then she dropped into the
y- chair behind the teacher's desk.

There was dead silence in the room,
it while from one girl to another trav-
le eled a look .of mystification. Thenm ~rances rose to her feet. She had re-

th covered her breath and was quite calm
as and serious.

"Young ladies, our beloved teacherte has unfortunately been arraigned be-

- fore the supreme court, and I haveu- been put in charge of room 7, in her

place," she said, impressively. "I need
e- not ask you to remember that it isLt study hour. The class in Vergil may

th recite."

A ripple of merriment ruffled the
in calm surface of the room, but Fran-
as ces arrested it w'ith a sharp tap of lit-
ht tie Miss Trapp's ruler.
at "Be quiet!" she commanded. "There

es aren't but 15 minutes left before the
noon hour. Don't any of you dare to'h make a disturbance till then! I shall

'e- report every living, breathing soul that"t, does! Now somebody recite."

ag Frances Wylie and little Miss Trapp50 will not soon forget those 15 minutes.

fil In room No. 7 they passed with fearful

slowness. Frances watched the hands
of the great clock in momentary ex-

id pectation of avenging doom. That it
us did not come filled her with amaze-be ment. Where was the scandalized prin-
mn cipal, with Miss Trapp. white andt an-

be gry, at his heels? Why didn't they

et come?as "Call this fun!" thought Frances, in

disgust. "I never enjoyed myself so
,e little in my life! I-I guess I'm get-

le ting scared."ay In the supreme court the 15 minutes

n- dragged their length out monotonous-an ly. The principal had turned back to
ed his desk and resumed his writing quiet-
er ly. It was his way to leave malefactors

ss to their own thoughts for a season.
The thoughts of this particular one,
be sitting still and flushed in 'the pris-

til oner's dock, were gradually straight-
r, ening out from paralyzed bewilder-
er ment and anger into steady reason-

in ing.
rp Miss Trapp had not sucbeeded in ut-

a tering a word. As the door snapped be-
le hind Frances she had stepped forward

th and cleared her throat desperately.
,n But the principal waved his hand dep-

recatingly.
ne "Not yet; we will talk later on," he

had said, calmly. In his mind he had
determined to wait until-the beginningr of the afternoon session, and then set-

ly tie this trouble.
ee Miss Trapp consulted her watch. It

was cool and still in the supreme
11 court. and she folded her hands on the

is cover of her Vergil and rested, with aas smile in the corners of her mouth.
it, "A hardened case," reflected the
ht principal, dimly aware of the smile.
n- "Biut we will practice patience--yea,
If. yes, certainly, patience." It was what

's he was sorely afraid he had not prec-c ticed that morning with Bobbie, and
If. his conscience was sensitive on the

lc point.Se "If I tell him about it now, he will
'd dismiss her anyway. What hope would

there he after an escapade like this?"
i- the little teacher mused. "lHe would
is never let her come back-never! Aind

r. that would break her mother's heart.id I don't know but it would break Fran-

re ces'. too. She's rieally ai dear girl. unis-
e chief and all. I cant't do it! I'm gpoirtg

d to give her a chance to take it all ibacnk.'!
Id There was just thle one chance--Fra'n-

ce. should have it.
r. "'You may go now. younxg lady. hIutlc yon will return at the opening of the

xc afternoon se.ssion. XWe will talk then."

Ii Room 7 was emptying itself into the
11. corridor in its usual orderly fashion.

Id Frances stood soberly at the door. The
at little teacher touched her arm and

beckoied her aside. There was a sus.
picion of a laugh in Miss Trapp's eyes,sy but her lips were grave.

re "Judgment is suspended. I am to go
be back this afternoon for it," she said.

b- "I thought I would tell you, and if you
n- cared to go instead-it is a chance."

be "Miss Tra.pp!" cried Frances, brea th-
n lessly, catching at both the small white
sd hands. "Do you mean he doesn't know
as yet? That--,that there is somechanee,

after all, for me? You haven't told?".r- "I haven't 'told,' " the little teacher
d said, gently. "There was a chance to
ps wait, and I did. I thought you might

le want to take my place this afternoon."ac "'I do! I will! 'il goinlg l o!" sobbed
Frances, in a tempest of tears. "I'11
tell every .single .lhing--I'll get downa- on my liknees! Oh, Miss Trapp, I didn't

e. think of mother then, or you, or any-se thing in the living, breathing world

s. but funi!"le iobbie, in hi- little blue kilt, met his

father on th,- way ihome with a glad cryoy of welcome. It aiu"iuredl well for Frau.
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The Theatrical Season
Is Again-Upon Us ~ t
Many Things by Many People Are Being Offered the

Theater-Goers of the Country.

SUMMER is over-though the fash-
ionables say it isn't now until
after October-and back to the

playhouses are flitting the stars,
meteors, nebulae, the whole galaxy
that appear in our theatrical atmos-
phere.

From mountain-top and sea coast,
from Swiss chalet and French con-
vent, from idyllic farms and Cal-
ifornia ranches; from every conceiv-
able place and sort of life man calls
suitable for vacationing, they have
returned. The folk that amuse, in-
struct, make us forget, help us to
remember-as well as those that use
their art, or trade, for our debasing.

And right joyfully we give them
the glad hand. We missed them.
The summer was long without them.
And when we sought the only sub-
stitutes offered us, somehow or oth-
er the jugglers, skirt-dancers, coon-er tae Jugglers, sKirL-cancers, coon- even our 01( trieno uuila wouii
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s song ladies and gentlemen, failed to

substitute to any considerable de-
Sgree. We repeat, we are glad to see
-our friends back again.

Mr. Otis Skinner came back to his
.duties early, and though with a play
-chiefly fitted, the critics say, for the

elect that are not in town early,
-found audiences appreciative and

- complimentary in size. Mr. Skinner

I gives us this year a revival of George
H. Boker's tragedy of "Francesca
Sda Rimini." It is foretold that
"Francesca da Rimini" is to be not
only an artistic success, but also aI popular success. Mr. Aubrey Bouni-

cault and Miss Marcia Van Dresser
assist Mr. Skinner in this poetic
drama. Miss Van Dresser makes a
beautiful Francesca. and Mr. Bouci-
cault a handsome Paola.

In "Francesca da Rimini" there are
four chief characters: Lanciotto,
Francesca, Paola and Pepe. Crippled
9 Lanciotto. yearning for love and

capable himself of loving most pas-
sionately, most constantly, is won-
derfully appealing. Mr. Skinner
says it was amongst the "whispering

I pines and hemlocks" of his summer

home he studied and grew to know
the heart of the deformed soldier
Lonciotto. Lanciotto's wife, Fran-
cesca, is false to her husband; false
for the sake of her husband's broth-
er, a brother that from babyhood
had been an object of worship to
Lanciotto. The wrong and the
vengeance meted out by the wronged
man are old, old as the world, but
the vengeance in this case brought
no satisfaction. These heartbroken
utterances tell the story: "Father,
I killed thy son for honor's sake! 0.,
God! 1 cannot cheat my heart with
words. 1 loved him more than honor
-more than life!" The words and
tone ring in one's ears long after the
curtain has fallen separating actor
and audience. "Francesca da Rimi-
ni," as produced by Mr. Skinner, will
doubtless prove to be one of the
strongest plays of the year.

"Ben Hur," which appeared in its
dramatized form two years ago, is
with us again in full force; with its
13 scenes, its six acts and a prelude.
Its stronghold on the people we have
not yet analyzed to our complete
satisfaction; whether it flourishes
because of the old popularity of the
.book, or because of its spectacular
features, or because of both, we are
not prepared to say. Certain it is
the author of the story Ben Hur is
not without honor in his own local-
ity, for delegates from Gen. Lew
Wallace's home town, Crawfordsville,
Ind., have possession for the unight of
October 8 of 500 seats in the body of
the Illinois theater in Chicago, where
S"Ben Hur" is to have a two or three
months' run.

Blanche Bates, who has climbed
steadily, on the whole, since her de-
but a few years ago at Stockwell's
theater, in San Francisco, has al-

ready appeared before this season's
public in two plays; in a dramatiza-
tion of Ouida's "Under Two Flags,"
and in Ibsen's "Hedda Gabler." "Un-
der Two Flags," that old, old tale of
Ouida's, after more than a score of
years of neglected opportunities, has
now fallen into the hands of the dram-
atizer of novels. And it seems several
novel-dramatizers have let slip
through their fingers a good oppor-
tunity, for "Unger Two Flags" has
found favor with New York in the
east, San Francisco in the west, and
Chicago in the middle.

But take Miss Bates' Cigarette out
of "Under Two Flags," substitute
somebody else's. and perhaps there
would be mighty little left to at-
tract the public. Miss Bates makes
the play, puts into the character of
the girl of the army more than
even our old friend Uuida would

quite attempt. An extravagantly
romping, rollicking, rakish vivan-
diere is Cigarette, as portrayed by
Miss Blanche Bates.

The work of that peculiar old gen-
tleman, Mr. Henrik Ibsen, seems
to have a strong fascination for
some of our younger actresses, and
Miss Bates, too, has fallen under the
spell of the Norwegian writer. She
has already appeared as -Nora in his
"A Doll's House," appearing in the
first Ibsen performance ever given
on the Pacific coast. This summer
San Francisco audiences were given
more Ibsen by Miss Bates, when she
played the title role in "Hedda Gob-
ler;" and now Chicago is to have for
the first time an English version of
the same play, and Miss Bates is to
be the interpreter.

Cissie Loftus is no longer Cissie
Loftus, but Miss Cecilia Loftus, Mr. E.
H. Sothern's leading lady. Mr.
Sothern's new play this season is
"Richard Lonelace," written by Law-
rence Irving, son of the famous Sir
Henry Irving. Miss Loftus has for
long been deservedly popular in her
peculiar line, and now that she is
essaying more ambitious work, good
wishes of many friends and admir-
ers go with her. The most distin-
guished artists on the stage predict
for her an enviable future.

We put our patriotism in our
pockets and welcome with warm cor-
diality English talent. whether it be
that of playwright or player, to the
American stage. But as far as Eng-
land is concerned there is no reci-
procity with us in theatrical com-
merce. Look at the way two of our
plays were recently treated in Eng-
land-"The Whirl of the Town," and
the dramatization of "Sherlock
Holmes."

Hoodlums are allowed to work their
own sweet will in London theaters;
their right to hoot and howl goes
unchallenged, is considered one of
the inalienable rights of free-born
British citizens, and they exercise
their right to the finish. When these
two American productions lately
were offered in all good faith to
London theater-goers, hisses and
hoots drowned the actors' voices, and
they were compelled to wait patient-
ly as might be until the mob was
tired out. The next day the English
press, commenting on the outrage,
said it was plain to be seen that
something would have to be done to
keel) Americans from taking posses-
sion of London theaters. Instead of
offering an' amende honorable, the
English papers but added the sus-
picion that the mob was an organ-
ized protest. Rather villainous, cow-
ardly protesting. we call it, but the
motto these days seems to be "All's
fair in love and competition."

THE ASTROLOGER.

Six immense freight ships are be-
ing built in Danzig, Germany.

THE OpDEST NEWSPAPER.

Peking News, Founded 710 A. D.
and Published Continuously

Ever Since.

The oldest newspaper in the world
is the Tsing-Pao, or Peking News,
founded in the year 710 A. D. Until
quite lately it was generally sup-
posed that the Kin Pan, a Chinese
journal published in Peking for the
last 1,000 years, was the oldest news-

s paper in the world. In a very able
work recently published, however,
Imbault Huart, the French consul at
- Canton, shows that this high honor

f belongs to the Tsing-Pao, which has
f been published continuously since
a the year 710 and is even said to have

been founded some 200 years before
I that date, or early in the sixth cen-

p tury, 800 years before a newspaper

was known in Europe.s The Tsing-Pao now appears as a
e book of 24 pages, octavo size, tied in

l a yellow cover by two kinds of rice

paper. Each page has seven char-
t acters, or letters, which read frome top to bottom. The types are made

e of willow wood. This is the "edition

de luxe" officially recognized by thes emperor, and the price of which is

f about 24 cents a month. There isa also a popular edition, got up rough-
I ly on poor paper and printed, or

rather daubed, from a plate of en-
graved wax. This costs 16 cents per
month and is issued an hour before
the other.

It is the official journal of the gov-
ernment-the Times of China. It
gives all the details concerning the
person of the emperor, his move-
ments, his maladies, his remedies,
the imperial decrees and the reports
of the ministers, in the printing of
which every error is punished with
death.

It announces to all the provinces
the date which has been fixed by the
emperor for the people to change
their summer hats for winter ones,
which they are expected to do as one
man. This journal is easy to read.
for it appears in an English transla-
tion in Shanghai.

After the "'Tsing-Pao" the most
important papier in China is of mod-
ern date, the "('hin-P'ao," or Shang-
hai News, founrded in 1~72. It has a
circulalion of some 1.000 co-pies, and
at the c-lose of the Franco-Chinese
war Li Hung Chang mnade use of it-
an innovation till then unknown-to
influence the publli opinion and dem-
onstrate by history the rights of the
Chinese over Anam.

Chinese newspalpers are usually
printed on yellow paper, which is
changed to blue in case of mourning
and red on gala J:ays. One paper has
three editions each day. on yellow
paper in the morning, gray at noon
and lwhite at night, so that the
sellers cannot distribute one edi-
tion for another in serving their
cust onmer. A.\nther journa• has
a title which si-gnifies "the re-
producticn of what is nece-ssary t
kpnow."all riven on a couple of pages,
octavo size. Thle foreign words, as.

e for instance, the word "telephone"
is made to read "to-ilfonung."

The Chinese press. like many ofs their other institutions, hasremained
r stationary for 1,0001 years, but it is
I now beginning to wake up and mod-

ernate itself,

EXPENSIVE ANGLING.
1 Fish That Cort Fifteen Dollars a

r Pound and Not Counted a man
Extravagant Outlay.

There is no doubt that one of the
costliest of man's amusements is fish-
ing, and yet your devoted angler wil'
tell you that it is cheap at any price
In fact, he doesn't count the cost
which perhaps is the only feature
of the sport that he never exagger-
altes. le Ibu-ys the finest tackle, he
seeks resorts that are at expensive
distances, he hire's guides and boat-
at exorbitant rutes, and io matteil
what the ouctlax or what the luck lihe
never grumbles.
The othier day the fish and game

commnissioners of SMaine were peti-
tinc;ed by prominent citizens of the
statle, and of Ilostonu and other cit-
ies. who ascked that stringent nleas-
t ures he adopted to protect the fiishing

intercests of the famous lRantgel- lake
and tIhe adjoining waters. In the
-coirsc. of ain llelcn(Iavor to slihow t hat

thIe nuclhcer of trout in the lake was
steadillv decreasing, it was stated that
-tci nulmber ictr klin ly guests of the
luanigely Lake house in 1900 was 3,210.
-while in 19It it has rached only 2,310.,
a falling cff of 30 per cent.

These fishli (trout andc salmon). itI wlas furtlher stated. averulcged four
Spollndis each.i, and tilch pouilnd cost

tile sportscualc $1., whiciih tI ould aver-
age $60 per fish, or $:0.t000 per ton.
This cmay seem just c little extrava-
g ant, and yet is there a true dis-
ieple of the geintlI art who wiill ad-

1 mit that the outlay was foolishly in-
curred?

Continouona Spectra.
Is the spectrunm of a solid or liquidSbody veritably continuous, as is usiual-

Sly declared. or only apparently so?
If we admit that a material molecule
is made up of an assemblage of a
number of particles, each one of
which can emit only radiations of a
single special period, uthe number of
differ tnt radiations containcid in anyii-
spectruim whatevercc is necccssarily
finite and coalseqlllctntly the cionilitinlity
showin experimli-entally ean only be ap-
parent.-N. Y. Sun.

The Modelrn t'hlcd.
alnlcna-:l- Now,. gui t, sleettp or the

Sqcaligcilcc wcll get you.
Tommy--VYill the'y cilnti right in

here '?

"All right. h'll k,'cp awake, "eause 1
- wlanit to s-ee chla-: lKind c "' tllinccs l'hese

Sqlualigobs arc."--l'liladelphia L'ress.

MIRROR ACTS AS A TONIC.

F. ound to Be Better Than Medicine
for Sick Women in Hospital

Wards.

d A woman's vanity not infrequently
, .acts as a health tonic gnd saves her

ii from serious illness l not from

- premature death. A physician with
e long experience in some of the
e principal hospitals of the countryt. declares that a mirror-one of those

e that flatter the user-is sometimes of
more value than an entire medicine

t chest, reports an eastern exchange.
r "I began my career," he said recent-
s ly, "by serving several months as an
e interne in a Pittsburg hospital. It
e was the rule there that no ward pa-
e tient should be allowed to have a

t mirror of any description, and you
r might rake every ward in the hospital

with a fine-tooth comb without find-a ing a piece of looking-glass as big
a as a postage stamp.

e "The management had formulated
and enforced that law with the bestn interests of the patients at heart,

a for they figured that to study one's
a own pallor and sunken cheeks and

e eyes is conducive to depression of
s spirits and consequent physical de-
s terioration. I considered their rea-

s_ oning false, but I was only one
r against many and did not forcibly

_ express my opinion, but discreetly
r watched the women patients fuming
e and fussing away in secret, over their

appearance, of which each tried to
get an idea from the description given

t her by her neighbors.
e "One day I was passing through a

certain ward and stopped beside the
bed of a colored girl, whose face at
s that moment wore the must lugubri-
ous expression I had ever seen on a
h human being. I took alarm instant-

ly and began to study her condition.
S"'Why, Elsie,' I said, 'what in the

e world ails you?'
c "She cried, then in earnest. 'Oh,

doctor,' she said, 'if I could only see

myself I'd get better, I know I would.
I haven't looked in a glass for a
month. The girls try to tell me how
I look. but 1 know they are fooling

t Ime. I'm sure I must look a great
deal worse than they make out. If
1 don't. why won't the matron and
superintendent let me have a glass?'

"I went right down to the office
then and spouted out the piece of
advice 1 had had stored up for so
many weeks. After thinking the
matter over they decided to allow
Elsie to cultivate the acquaint-ance of
her own features once more, and
when she found that she did not re-
ally look so deathly ill as she had
imagined she began to mend and con-
tinned to improve steadily.

"So I give sick people, especially
the women, a mirror when they ask
for it. There may he times when a
person who is very near death's door
lo:es interest in her personal appear-
ance and does not care for a mir-
ror. but the average woman who is
able to lift a hand wants to judge
for herself how she is looking, and
if she may not have the privilege of
finding out her suspense will be more
harmful than positive knowledge.

"There are very few hospitals now
that forbid the use of looking glasses
and it is to be hoped that those few
\will soon rescind their absurd rules
and provide mirrors of their own. I
urge this latter point for the rea-
son that there is a great difference
in glasses. Some lend a ghastly hue
to the freshest countenance, whereas
others throw pink tints on a color-
less skin. A look into one of these
flattering mirrors now and then
would be worth more to a sick per-
son than a dose of medicine, and they
ought to be supplied abundantly."

MILES NOT ALL THE SAME.

They Differ in Length in Various
Oountries and by Land

and Sea.

English-speaking countries have
four different nmiles - the ordinary
mnile of 5.251) feet and ,the geographical
or nautical mile of 6.085, makinga dif-
ference of aboutt onle-revelnth between
theli twun; then there is the Scotch mile
of 5.9l2s feet, and~ the Irish mile of 6,720
feet; four various miles, every one of
wihich is still in uslist,. Then almost
every coulntry has its own standard

mile. IThe Iomlans have their mil pass-
iinlu.1 .000 pIacts. s, \ hich lmust hlave'been
aliotut :1.0100 feet in ihnlgth. unless we
adcribe t, C'aesar's lh-gioanarie.s grealt
siitp)aing ctpacity. The German mile

of tI ,-day is 24.:1is feit iil teng.th. more
th Ian 41/ tims a-s longas'orumile. The
)ut-ch. the Daune. anad the i'russians en-

joy a mile 'that is 1.440 feet long. 3%
i tme thile leingth i of ours; and the Swis.s

r gxt more exercise in valking their

miile than we get in walking tive miiles.
for their mile is 9.153 yards long, while
ours is ocnly 1.70( yards.

The Italian mile is (,only a few fee-t
Slonger thaun ours. the Roman mile is
Sshorter, while the Tuscan and ihe
STurkish milis are 150 yards longer.
The Swedish mile is 7.341 yards long,
and the Vienna postmile is 8,796 yards

1 in length. So here is a list of 12 differ-
ent miles, and besides this there are
s lther meanures of distance, not count-
ing the French kilomet.er, wvhich is
rather less than .t'o-third.s of a mile.
The Brazilians have a milia that is 11/%
times as ing as our mile; the Neapol-
itan miglio is about the same lengt.h;
the Japane.se ri. or mile. is 2A 'times
ours: the Russian verst is five-eightihs
as long as oiur milt. whlile thie Persian
standnard is a fesakh. 41/. mile long,
uwhich is said tot be equal ti the paran-
:nff. -o fnmiiar to tli re4ilders of
Xeiinph,1u's -Anntbasis. The diaiance.
inilintitid by I h i league also earies in
tiiffert-llt countries.

Piqued.
'Ted--\What makes you 'think it'sI easier tio \in her now?

Ned--IHer youinger sister has just
beconle engaged.-Judge.


