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! OmaPTER IV—(Continued.)

‘@0 long a time since
~the extreme pleasure of
Jou, Lady Jones, that for the
bnt, 1 hardly knew you,” she

1. “It seemed so stupid, but,
tunately, I left my spectacles on
2 seat below the magnolia,
eettl .t'hem I am nearly blind;

R
e
: e

My 7o fail me, too, Miss Mitford,

40 Bkry to say I don’t wear
POCtatigs’ but “these awkward pinch-
hich my girls prefer, though
fall from my nose as often as 1
08 them there.”
t I notice th?lt your—nhem—youlx\'
AR 8 are suspended from your neck
‘&Y & chain, which is 8o very convenient.
iy mpectacles . frequently get mislaid.
¢Xt 18 impossible.” with a gentle sigh,
&ttach apectacles.”
T, Jones,l 'g» do him j“?tlclf'rd was
aving wi tact; he looked as
though he was in the habit of paying
tmoon calls with his mother, and
ired quite at home on the tiny
Beir in the cormer, where he had re-
dreated on his arrival, and from
‘Whence, for the first few moments, he
tched the scene in silence.
. AB soon as the elder ladies were fair-
4y engaged in conversation, Helen
“turned and spoke to this unassertive
3t; though she was conscious that
x& rested more persistently upon
or: was quite in accordance with
00d manners, she no longer appeared
80 resemnt it. If she had approved her,
A8 ed, weary, and travel-stained, as
vl Bl fhldt al;gmxt-ﬁd &e pl:;evlous ?uy.l it
Was not p. e that his admiration
‘"wpould lessen on the second sight of the
s who, for some inexplicable rea-
had mended her manner as much
‘she had improved her appearance.
terday he had fancied her gauche,
ned, shy; now she was gracious,
, and smiling, although
lere was something in her ceremonious
elvility which balked his endeavors to
‘arrive at that easy, hail-fellow-well-met
stage of intimacy which he usually
‘adopted with those fortunate girls to
fi wvhom he took a liking; yet he was
bzamot Inclined to quarrel with her demea-
! After all ,it was a change, and
‘yarlety is refreshing.
~* He had come for the purpose of in-
¥iting her to the ball, and he saw
80 reason for concealing his purpose,
@0 he immediately approached the sub-

¢ “My mother's brought you a card,”
‘be sald, and then he urged her to ac-
“eopt the invitation.

Her smiling indifference to the whole

estion was rather astonishing to one
whose desire, opinion or remark usual-

recelved the undivided attention of

honored lady to whom it was di-

valged.

“You don’t care for dancing?’ he
ed. “Perhaps you don't go to
alls ?” :

“I was at a ball iast week,” she re-
plled. “I am very fond of dancing.”

] ‘“Perhaps you have had too much of

. 4t. . One gets sick of anything.”

She smiled at Rim without answering
—a provoking smile,” because it was.
ambiguous. -

He thought those gray eyes of hers,
with which she looked straight into his,
‘were very clear and cold, but wondey-
fully pretty;.he thought she.looked like
S rose herself in Her pink cotton gown
and her hands filled with roses; he
thought he should like to own that

3 a&-’of-gold bud with which she toyed

f absently while she talked. He

wished she would be less unapproach-
able and more responsive.

“Perhaps,”” he began again, still
searching for g cause for her refusal,

© %you don’t care for .a ball out of your
' ewn neighborhood? Do strangers bore
mr" v '

“On the contriry, I like change, and
therefore a change of faces.”

. “Then, why,” doggedly, “won’t you

i eome to us?” -

f  *“I am so sorry,” with that férmal
. wir of politeness that was artificial, he
\ ow, and which annoyed him, “that

‘S am unable to accept your kind in-

vitation.”’

“I em most unlucky,” he returned,
with a smile; “you will accept nothing
of n'i'lne—not' even a lift in my dog-

GArt.
It was the first time he had alluded
%0 their prior acquaintance, and she
© blushed a little when he did so, though
# ' ghe enswered with that calm savoir
faire and self-reliance which seemed to
her at a great distance off and
resed their former position, to his
adwvantage. :
; “Yesterday you were a stranger to
. me,” she said, demurely. 3!
“8o is n cabman a stranger; but yon
drive I his cab all right.”" - . -
* ¥l pay a cabman.” ~ h o
“You could pay me; if you like.”
“I bav2 no morey.” ‘
. *I-would have put it down,” he sald.
“;"I wou'l.d have taken out the fare in

. “You were very kind,” wilh a mis-

- R ous twinkle in her eyes, “to pro-

e driving me, but you could hardly

‘¥ expect me to trespass upon your good-
sess by accepting your offer.”

. *It was no case of trespassing,” he
geturned, answering the twinkle with
@& laugh. “The cart was there and the
smpty seat ready for you. Uron my

“grord, I was mirerable the whole even-
jng at the thought of your walking
bome. I couldn’t forget it; but it was

our own fault.” fir
A very steady and expressive glance
ym his companion disconcerted the

ker. o
“1¢3t wasn't your own fault, I-don’t
ksow. who was to blame.” he added,
witli some deflance. “When it was
Salf way home I nearly turned back
=3 luck again with you; but, re-
om your face as I had last
‘tbought it wiser not to try.”

jicome you would have been

y to#nd me, for I soon met with
rarriage in which I drove J:ome.”
Not really? You don't mean it? I
jnght all the cabs and carts were

' m;,thol: way back before you left

‘| of roses before her and smiling rather

He laughed; they were sailing un-
pleasantly near the wind; he must
change the subject.

“So you came in the guise of a par
cel? What a fortunate carrier! I am
glad you were spared the walk, though
I am inclined to thiak you deserved to
suffer for refusing my escort!” then,
with a sudden happy thought: “You
pass through pretty country on the
way here, don’t you?”

“Exceedingly,” with a disappointing
lack of enthusiasm,

“You do not know the Rivers Meet
Vale, near here?”

“You must see it.”

“Yes; I should like to go there.”

“It's & perfect bit of scenery. It
beats anything I ever saw in any
country, and I have done a tiresome
Lit of knocking about in my life. The
rivers come in contact in a narrow val-
ley between a brace of granite tors.
There i8 such a tumult over the meet-
ing of the waters that you can hear the
splashing and the roar half a mile off.
Bowlders from the cliff have rolled
down into the bed of the river, and the
water lashes at them all day long and
sends up clouds of spray which keeps
the air cool, even in the hottest sum-
mer morning. The Osmunda Regalis
grows eight feet on the banks. Inland
you get a view over the moor, and sea-
ward you can see right away beyond
Morte Point.”

“How beautiful!”

“Indecd, it is beautiful.”

Scenery wus a stimulating and stir-
ring topic. Mr. Jones felt that he had
not hitherto fully appreciated the beau-
ties of North Devon.

“The morning after the ball we are
going to drive up there for a blow,”
he continued. “We are all going. a
largish party. We shzall take lunch
and make a day of it. It's rather a
difficult place to get at; the roads are
execrable. You will come with us,
won’'t you? You would love the Vale,
and my mother would be pleased to
have you.”

Helen’s eyes had sunk to the roses
on her knee; she hesitated, and he
eagerly pressed his advantage.

“I will get the carrier’s cart, if that
is the only conveyance you fancy; and
if I mayn't drive you, at least I may
walk by the horse's head and crack the
whip occasionally ?”

“May I leave it open?%”

“No,” he said, boldly; “that is just
what you may not do. I hate uncer-
tainty worse than misfortune. If you
will come, it will be very kind of you;
but I will make up my min?® to bear
the disappointment.’

“It must deperd upon my aunt,”
with an accession of dignity that the
young wan did not seem to remark.

“I thought it depended on you,” he
said, frankly. “If it depends upon her,
it is easily arranged,” and forthwith
he arose from his chair, quitted his
nonplussed coa:anion, and, turn-
ing his shoulder. upon her, -address-
ed Miss Elizabeth. He had hardly fin-
ished his petition for permission for
Helen to join their Rivers Meet pic-
nic before tt was gratefully accorded.

- “Whose pfcnic is it, Albert?’ asked
Lady Jones, rising as she spoke, pre-
paratory to taking leave. “I hadn’t
heard a word of it. Dear me! I fancy

you must have made a mistake, for I

do not think we are invited.” .

“It's all right, mother,” he- replied,
calmly. “The girls are going, and all
the people in the house. It is our own
picnic, but it's rather premature to
talk of it, for the waather’s so uncom-
monly unsettled down here in the
west.” :

‘When the visitors had gone, the elder
Mise Mitford waxed eloquent over thelr
charms and flooded her discourse with
their praises. g

“Such genial and friendly people,
love; the young man so handsome and
80 easy! If poor Lady Jones is- not
quite what we are accustomed to in
2311;1;, yet her deﬂclexi;:lel lare conceal-

good nature. People are sadly
unkind about them. Jealousy, love, is
at the root of all unkindness. Between
ourselves, Helen, I think that nice
young man has taken a fancy to you.
You have no idea how he started when
you were bidding his mamma good-
by—it was almost uncivil; but then he
has such me eyes!”

“He is very self-satisfled and con-
ceited,” sald the younger lady, with
cold deliberation. e L s

“Dear, dear, you astonish me, Helen!
From your manner and general air I
qlite thought—well, well, I really could
not tell you what I did think; old maids
are fancifual.”

“I wonder if they ‘are as fanciful as’

young ones,” thought the girl, dipping
her sweet face down in the basket

grimly.

CHAPTER V.,

Upon the afternoon of that duy which
had been fixed for the ball at Newton
Hall the Miss Mitfords, at Helen’s
request, had tea early; after which the
girl, adjusting her big white hat, and,

as a tribute to custom, fetching her

gloves (which she put in her

instead of upon her hands), set off for
her daily walk. She paused a moment
at the gate to wave a farewell to her
aunt, who was bent double over her
carnation bed, the surface soil of which
she wuas loosening with a fork.

“The tide Is out this evening, auntie.
I am going to the rocks—the distant
rocks; it's a long walk. I may be
late.”

"“Don’t get drowned, love.”

“No, auntie.”

“Don't get your feet wet.”

“No, auntie.”

Half an hour later Helen had reached
the shore. She loved the sea, the thou-
sand Hghts and shades that tinged its
surface, the restlessness, the eternal
variety, the mystery of its troubled
life. But that evening she had no
time to watch the waves. She walked
quickly along the sands, skirting the

groups of nurse-maids and childreu, !

with her face turned westward toward
the cliffs, which shelved down into a
jutting peninsula. Here the low rocks

bad forgottq';f the ‘carrier's

vaached far out into the sea. and then

' | sinking below the surface showed, like

FARMER’'S FRIEND,

a black shadow, through the blue wa-
ters. Thither she steered her way.

The bathing woman, who was stand-
ing as sentinel behind a long row of
curious, sand-ingrained, faded garments
which, secured by stones, lay supine
on the yellow sands, addressed her as
she passed:

“Where be 'ee going to, miss?¥”

*To the rocks.”

“Then plaze to mind the tide; her
comes in powerful fast and strong out
yonder. Don’t 'ee go out tu far, miss.
:t[\tx'l” 'sa!e enough if you'll be a bit care-

Helen nodded. “She would be care-
ful,” she eaid, and strode on fast.

She toiled-laboriously over the rough
and broken shingle which intervened
between the eands and those splendid
rocks—her destination. Most girls
would have been daunted by the ob-
stacles of that long and painful walk,
and would soon have turned back to
Join those comrades who were content
with pleasures less difficult of access,
but with Helen it wds altogether other
wise. An impediment in her route was
merely a thing to be surmounted; it
Was no barrier to stop her progress.
‘When once that formidable possession
of hers, her mind, was made up, her
purpose, she had accustomed herself to
consider, was inflexible.

She found the distance she had to
traverse was far greater than she had
anticipated, and it was long before she
—tired, hot and footsore—reached the
desired spot and sat down on the first
low rock at hand to rest and look about
her. The air was redolent of the breath
of the sea; a bright breeze was blow-
ing, which put a “sharp head” on the
chopping waves, and cut them up into
bustling, zigzag ridges that splashed
and broke continually against the rocka
and tossed and swayed the heavy lay-
ers of seaweed to and fro.

Save for Helen the place was desert:
ed; the sea would chafe and fret so
foolishly, it seemed to her, so sadly,
too, as though memory would not let
it rest though the sky was cloudless.
Helen leaned back against the rock
and wasched the water, more thought
ful than was her wont. It was very
cool in the shade of the cliff; the sea-
gulls swooped lazily about the bay,
and a flect of fishing smacks, their
tawny sails bright in the sunshine,
were sailing past before the wind.

Presently she emerged from the sha-
dow and began to cross the rocks, steer-
ing her course toward their furthest
ledge, which formed a natural break-
water on the west of the reef. She
was light and agile of limb, possessed
a fairly steady head, and a ready eye,
but the path she trod was a perilous
one, for the seaweed which grew on
the rocks concealed the pools, and was
moreover, both slimy and slippery.

To avoid the catastrophe -of spoiling
her boots and stockings she took them
off and put them upon' an adjacent
rock. Then, with an easy mind, and

‘| happy as a child, she waded through

the tepid pools in which the green rib-
bon and pink-tree seaweed floated,
where vividly green rock fish darted
to and fro, and sea anemones unfolded
their tinted Hmbs until they bloomed
like the blossoms of a chrysanthemum
in the sunshine. Her observant eye
missed none of the beauties at her
feet, but every now and then she re-
membered the dangers of the tide,
and kept an outlook on the sea.

She was enjoying herself after a
childish fashion; the warm, transpar-
ent water was tempting. She rolled
her sleeves up high, and kneeling down
before a pool she plunged her hand and
arm down among the seaweed and the
stones. She was laughing at the awk-
ward flight of a tiny crab when a call—
a clear, loud call—startled her to her
Teet.

She " stood up, raised her dripping,
white hand to shade her eyes, and star-

ed in the Qirection whence the sound |.

had come. A little sailing boat, in
which were seated Mr. Jones and the
gentleman whom Helen had seen he-
fore in the yellow-wheeled dog-cart,
was within twenty. yards of her. It
was the former of these two young men
who had so unceremoniously hailed
her. ‘ '

“Hey, hey! You mustn’t stay there
—don't stay there!” he cried. “The tide
has turned; in two minutes those gullies
behind you will be three feet deep.
If you don’t want a ducking, you had
better hurry up, I can tell yow."”

Helen was dlsmagleld;d:ge s{tuatlon
was exasperating. e not move;
she stood a little, to be sure that those
dreadful feet of hers were concealed,
and then she cast a hurried glance
around. Where was the rock upon
which she had stored her belongings?
Alas! she had not marked the place
and now she could -not find it

(To be Continued.)

Little Farms in Japan.

-Japan, and not France or Belgium,
would appear to be the land of petite
culture. According to a recent Amer-
ican bulletin a couple of acres is con-
sidered a large tract for farming pur-
poses. Most of the farms are smaller,
and.on a little plot a surprising variety
of crops is cultivated —a few feet

square of wheat, barley, maize and |

millet; a plot of beans perhaps ten
feet wide by twenty feet long, a simi-

_|'lar area of potatoes and peas, and a

patch of onions “about as big as a
grave;” beetroot, lettuce, turnips, sweet
potatoes and other crops occupy the
rest of the area. The farmer. exam-
ines his growing crops every morning,
just as an engineer inspects his ma-
chinery, and if any thing is wrong he
puts it right. If a: weed appears.in
the bean patch he pulls it up; if a hill
of potatoes or anything else fails it is
at once replanted.” When he cuts
down a tree he always plants another.
As soon as one crop is harvested the
soil is worked over, manured, and
forthwith resown to another crop. It
is estimated that nine-tenths of the ag-
ricultural land of Japan is devoted to
rice, and is this is a crop requiring
much water, the paddy fields are
banked up into terraces, one above the
other, and divided off into small plots
twenty-five or thirty feet square, with
ridges of earth between them to pre-
vent the water from flowing away
when they are flooded. All farming
lands are irrigated by a system that
is a thousand years old. Some of the
ditches are walled up with bamboo
wicker work and some with tiles and
stone. Nearly half the total popula-
tion of Japan is engaged In agricul-
ture. SiIk and tea, the two chief ex-
ports of the country, are raised almost
by the work of women,

The brogue In RBelfast is but a weak In-

“dication of what Dubln 2an prod=es.

IJUTTING DOWN THE WAQGES OF

HIS HIRED MEN.
.

+ Oool, Calculating Farmer Kxplains the
Situation to His Wlf\o—lo Thiaks He
Will Galn Nearly 82,000 by the Six-
teen to Une Scheme.

Farmer—I ‘reckon this free silver's
tbout the best friend of us farmers
hat's come our way since the war. Al-
owing Bryan's elected all right this
'‘ear, I calc’late I'll be worth nearly
18,000 more next year than now.

Farmer’'s Wife—Nonsense, Harve! I
lon't believe silver's going to make
blks rich. One’ll have to work for a
iving it Bryan's elected just as hard as
f he isn’t.

F.—I .don't deny but what your
tead’s level there, Jane. Some folks
vill have to work harder, but it won't
o us farmers. We'll come out on top
vith free silver. That's sure’s shooting.

F. W.—What crazy notion's in vour
tead now anyhow? D’you think farm-
Irs are smart enough to make laws
hat’ll take money out of other folks’
)ockets and put it in theirs?

F.—P'r’'aps not, but they’re going to
Ty it. I s’pose you don’t see how free
ilver’ll help us, but I do.

F. W.—If you’ll take my advice,
rou’ll not bother yourself to death try-
ng to get rich by free silver. I'll war-
‘ant it won’t work as you ‘calc'late.

F.—I'll tell you one way it'll help
ne, Jane. You know that if we get
ree coinage we will have silver dollars
worth ’bout 50 cents—same'’s Mexican
lollars now.

F. W.—I thought Bryan said that
lver’d be worth just as much as gold
vhen we get free silver.

F.—Yes, that's what he says in the
1ast so0’s he won'’t scare the millhands
\nd savings bank folks too much. But
ke don’t talk that way out here, be-
tause he knows that ain’t what we're
\fter. We want cheap money s0's prizes
»f wheat, corn and pork’ll be twice as
kigh, same as in Mexico,

F. W.—Supp’s’'n they are. Wouldn't
you have to pay twice as much for
slothes and groceries and everything
slse you'd have to buy? If you got $2
Instead of $1, you’'d have to spend $2
Instead of $1. It’d be as broad as it's
long. If that's the way silver’s going
o make you rich, you'll never get 1ich.

F.—But I wouldn’t have to spend $2
lor every $1 I spend now. You know,
we have at least two hired men the
whole year and three to five more from
April to November, besides the hired
girl for most of the year. Do you
reckon I'm going to raise their »ay
when we get free silver?

F. W.—I s'pose s0o. Why shouldn’t

you?
F.—Just because I wouldn’t have to.
P'raps after a year or so I'd give 'em
}2 or $3 more a month, but nothing
like double what they’re getting now.
[ calc’late I'd save between $800 and
$1,000 in wages—not quite so much cn
John and Dave, because they board with
us, and of course the prices of some
of the things they eat would go up, but
I'd save ’'bout half on my day hands
who live and board at home. That's
how I figger it, and it’s "cording to the
opinion of Governor Boies and other big
silver people. They say farm wages is
too high for profits and that silver’ll
bring ’em down.

F. W.—And so that’s why you're for
free silver, Harve Grimes; want to
cheat your poor hired hands out of half
their wages, men who now can hardly
keep their families out of the poor-
house! I thought it was them Wall
street shylocks and goldbugs you're
after with your free silver stick and
that you're trying to square accounts
with them rich fellers, but it seems——

F.—Hold up there, Jane! Free sil-
ver's going to save us ’bout $1,000 on
what I still owe on that $4,000 mort-
gage. Who d’you think’ll lose that?

F. W.—I don’t care who'd lose it.
'Taint right to cheat anybody, but I
wouldn’t say a word so long’s it’s some-
body who could afford .to lose it, but
when it comes to cheating your poor
neighbors it's time to put a stop to it.
I don’t care if you never get that other
farm paid for. I guess we won't starve
on this old farm. I'm going to tell John
and Dave and all the others just how
free silver will hurt them, and I'll get
them all to vote against Bryan. The
idea of such farmers as you tryiag to
elect Bryan to cut down the wages of
your hired men! I’'m ashamed of you, I
am!

An Object Lesson in Silver

There is an AméfMcan silver dollar.
There are two Mexican dollars. There
is more silver in each of them than in
the American dollar. I bought both of
them for that. What is the reason?
The sole reason is that our dollar is a
‘limited coinage, backed by gold. There
is another coin. That is a French 6
franc piece. I paid 95 cents for that.
It carries a little less silver than the
American silver dollar. France and
the United States are both gold stand-
ard countries. They keep in circulation
a thousand millions of silver, and Mex-
ico, China and Japan have not got one
dollar of gold coin in circulation. The
gold standard country can keep silver
in circulation. The silver standard
country can keep no gold. That is the
example of every nation today. Gold
all leaves the free coinage country.
Gold and silver both circulate in the
gold standard countries.—From 3
Speech by Senator Lodge.

“0 to 8”"—Nothing to Ate.

Pat—How do you stand on the silver
question, Moike?

Mike—Me? Sixteen to wan is mol
platform.

Pat—'Tis, is 1t? Well, me laddy-
buck, if you and the long phiskered
cranks win I'm thinking that by next

winter ivrybody’s platform will
“Nothins ta ate.”—Detroit Journsl.

- {BISMARCK'S ADVICE."

Is I8 Unprejudiced, and Caan We Afford
to Follow It?. i

Mr, Brvan appears to set great store
by the letter which Governor Culber-
#son, of Texas, received from Prince
Bismarck. The “people’s triend” is will-
ing to receive advice from the “Man of
Blood and Iron,” and the “champion of
the American farmer” listens to that
famous friend of American agriculture
who shut the German ports to Ameri-
can pork in‘1884 and to American po-
tatoes in 1885, and who would gladly
have united all Europe in a customs
league aimed directly against all Amer-
ican produce. Bismarck’s rather diplo-
matic letter is taken by Mr. Bryan in
his recent speeches to favor the free
coinage of sllver by the United States.
The devotion of Chancellor Bismarck
to the cause of silver may be seen in
the following historical fact, which ap-
bears to have escaped general notice:

Under his guidance as chancellor of
the empire and minister of commerce
for Prussia the equivalent of 1,080,-
000,000 marks (over $270,000,00) in sil-
ver was demonetized between the years
1874 and 1881, and over 160,000,000
worth of the bullion into which these
Wwere melted had been sold by 1879. In
that year, finding that the price of sil-
ver was becoming demoralized, so that
his remaining 109,000,000 was depre-
clating, he stopped sales by a decree
Issued in May, 1879. These points were
frankly stated by his delegates to the
international monetary conference of
1881, when Germany likewise offered to
Buspend sales for a time in order that
the price might not be further de-
pressed. With these assurances before
the monetary powers and with the de-
creo of 1879 still in force, Bismarck saw
an opportunity of dumping some Ger-
man silver on the sly and promptly pro-
ceeded to do so. In 1885 the Egyptian
government decided to change itss 2oin-
age and invited bids for contracts to
coin its silver piasters. The German
mint secured the contract to make the
coin and incidentally furnished $3,189,-
600 of silver bullion to Egypt. The mat-
ter was kept very quiet or escaped gen-
€ral notice. Reference to it will be
found, however, in the London Econo-
mist of Dec. 4, 1886, which saw in it a
proof of Bismarck’s lack of faith in sil-
ver. :
With all his faults, Bismarck is a
sturdy patriot. To help the German
distiller he was willing to see trichinae
in every American pig, and to proatect
the German farmer he smelled bugs on
every American potato. Germany has
to-day $107,000,000 worth of silver
whose value is declining. If the United
States could be induced to follow the
example of Egypt and give Germany a
chance to do some more unloading,
where is the harm, from the ex-chau-
cellor’s point of view, in writing a lct-
ter of not entirely disinterested advic>’

Bryan’s Rotten Egg Argumeat.

As a contribution to financial and
economic thought the following utter-
ance of Mr. Bryan, made in Kentucky
on Tuesday, {s the most remarkable yet
offered even by him: t-

“If any man in this community would
offer to buy all the eggs produced at 256
cents a dozen and was able to make
good the offer, nobody would sell eggs
for less, no matter what the cost of
producticn, whether 1 cent or 6 cents a
dozen. So with. gllver. Free coinage
would establish the market price of sii-
ver at $1.29, and nobody would sel] it
for a cent less.” -]

Why limit the price of eggs to 25
cents and of silver to $1.29? If the rea-
soning is sound, the price in each case
might easily be doubled, and the conse-
quent benefit to the human race corre-
spondingly increased. And why etop
with eggs and silver? Why not mark up
‘the price of evrything you wish to
buy—offer to pay double or treble what
ie asked for it and keep on paying that
price to all comers—hold it there?
That’s * all you have to do—hold it
there. “Nobedy would sell it for a cent
less,” says Bryan, so long as you held
it. “So with silver.” And the man
who is putting forth such thought as
this is a candidate for the presidency
of 70,000,000 of people in the closing
year of the nineteenth century!

The Sliverite Strong Man.

Just watch the great
Mr. Bryan, the Silver Sam-
son of the Platte, ag he
performs_ his world re-
nowaed feat of raising the
bullion value of silver trom
67 cents to $1.29 per ounce
with his big “free silver”
hammer. My, ain’t he

The Bargain Counter Candidate,

“Some of the reports say that the
women went wild over Bryan at differ-
ent places along his route,” remarked
the horse editor.

“That’s natural,” replied the snake
editor. “He is the bargain counter
candidate.”

“How s0?” :

“He wants to mark the dollar down

to 53 cents.,”—Pittsburg Chronicle-
Telagranh. :

WILL PROVE DESTRUCTIVE

o

Serial Gun Designed to Drop Shells Bne-

side a Fors or an Enemy's Vessel.

Experiments are now being tried
with a view of combining torpedo boats
ind aerial machines in hostile opera~
tions against ships or forts. A boat
aas been designed to dive under water
ind fire a torpedo into a battle-ship
jull. The proposed aerial gun will
send a shell of explosives through the
iir and drop it on an enemy’s deck or
ato a fort. If the combination of these
‘wo machines should prove successful,
the craft will be the most wonderful en-
gine of destruction in modern warfare.
Che aerial gun is to be placed in the
»ow and to be operated as follows: The
»oat, for instance, is moving along the
rface at a fifteen-knot speed. At the
word of command her petroleum fires
wre put out, the electric engine started,
the smokestack and air-shbaft drawn
nside the vessel and covered over. She
's made to eink by admitting water to
jer tanks. At the same moment two
jorizontal rudders at the stern, and
nclined upward, cause the eighty-five
loot steel cigar-shaped craft to dive
ike a porpoise. She runs, ordinarily,
sither three or thirty feet under the
surface, but she is built to stand the
yressure of a depth of seventy feat.
She has a constant tendency to rise,
but is kept below by the horizontal
rudders on her stern. Should she ac-
sidentally sink, there are automatic
irrangements, governed by the outside
water pressure that empty the water-
anks and compel the vessel to rise to
‘he surface. The effect of the fire of
‘his machine is the more appalling
pecause it can be delivered without giv-
ng the slightest sign to the enemy.
When approaching an enemy the ves-
tel rises to within three feet of the
mrface, and a revolving looking-glass
's raised above the water. This re-
lects down into the boat through a
‘ube all the surroundings. When the
‘ange of a hostile fort is obtained the
bow of the boat is allowed to come on
s level with the surface of the water,
sarely exposing the mouth of the aerial
gun. The body of the gun is inside
the boat. The pneumatic pressure
sends a load of destruction into the air
and down into the fort. The boat
irops back into the depths of the sea,
and the enemy cannot tell whence the
shot comes. There is no smoke; noth-
Ing in sight but a few ripples on the
water.—Pittsburg Dispatch.

Pay in FullL

Ram’s Horn: There is a great deal
o honest wisdom and helpful sugges-
tion in the following from the Religi-
ous Telescope: Brother, “how about
that preacher of ours? The year is al-
most up; he has toiled and preached
faithfully; his salary is emall enough,
goodness knows, and even of that I an)
told there are $27 unpaid. Now, how
about that? Are we going to let him
go off to conference, losing that much
of his salary, every cent of which he
and his family so badly need? Are

‘we? If we do it, it seems to me.that

the: Lord will trouble us; for he tells
us plainy, “The aborer is worthy of
his hire.”” I am free to admit that
times are hard, and money scarce; but

that only makes him need the $27 that

much more. Why, if a man were to

sneak into my house tonight and steal-

the $30 that I have laid up to psy my
taxes, I would feel that I was almost
bankrupt; and yet I am sure that I
sould stand that loss a good deal easier
than our preacher can go to conference
without the remainder of his salary.
Then, too, we can raiee it for him it
we will. Come, take hold with me. I

will give a dollar, you give a dollar,"

snd then let us go around and see
the brethren, talk to them as I have
talked to you, and I know we can raise
. Will you? You will! Good for you,
Oh, how much better we can sleep
when our preacher goes off to confer-
ence happy because his salary is paid
up in full!

To Make Darioles.
‘Savory darioles are suitable eithe
for luncheon or supper and may be
made with boiled or roast beef, veal or
chicken. Mince the meat, season it
with ealt, pepper and a little nutmeg;

add a small quantity of grated ham .

(potted ham will answer the purpose)
and a few shreds of red pickled cab-
bage chopped up and moistened sufi-
siently to form into a paste with some
liquid aspicadelly. Fill some individual
molds with the mixture, and when set
turn out and place each on a rather
thick slice of tomato; serve around a
pile of finely shredded lettuce dressed
with mayonnaise. Almost any kind of
laky fish can be used in the same way
lor filling dariole molds, but when this
Is done a hard boiled egg should be

tdded in place of the ham and the aspic -

should be whisked until frothy with a
small quantity of mayonnaise, before
being mixed with the fish.—Philadel-
phia Public Ledger.

Nansen Not Divorced.

Mr. H. Werner writes as follows to
‘he London Spectator: “Allow me
through the medium of your estéemed
)aper to contradict the statement
nade by the Paris correspondent of the
Daily Mail about Dr. Nansen’s remar-
rlage. I know for .certain that Dr,
Nansen, before starting on his polar
ixpedition, did not obtain a legal gep-
wration from his wife in order to per-
nit her to marry again in the event
it his disappearance or death, with-
it being put to the trouble of proving
ais decease.”

All the Comforts of Home.

A Parisian lawyer has ordered of one
3t the makers of horseless vehicles a
tonveyance to contain a dining room,
:wo bedrooms, dressing room and
citchen, The cost is over $500, and the
ywner’s intention is to make excursions

through all the most picturesque parts
o France.—Exchanze

{

=T L)

P TSR allss © e

e e



