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! CHAPTER XX.
. “YABROWN PAUL—ALITTLE COPPER."
Such aa they were, the troubles of the an-
. cient and his erony Luigi could not have
. ended soon, for, although at first they were
: surrounded by a jeering crowd, fresh things
caught the min s of the people after a lit-
tle time, oud they were left to themselves.
As the following day was a holiday in Todi,
Lhe innkeeper probably let them lie bound
until he had more leisure on his hands,
which were in truth full enough, as the al-
bergo“hummed with custom. I never heard
or saw anything more of either of the vil-
lains again. We had time yvet at our dis-
posal; but, after an early supper, the horses
boing .rested, we started, and, going slowly,
with a halt on the right bank of the Paglia,
we crossed the Tiber near San Fortunito,
and Perugia lay before us, bright in the sun-
shine. In order to throw any pursuit off the
scent, for if by chance inquiries were made
about us, they would be at the southern
gutes, we made a turn east, then struck

- north, and, getting over the nuberless

trenches lying between us and our poin,
eventually entered the city by the Porta del
Carmine. Here Jacopoe, under my secret in-
structions, let the guard handle his wine-
skin, buzzing out as if in the confidence of
the cup that we had come from Fabriano in
the Marches and then gave them the day.
We rode on, leaving the ward at the gate
to finish the skin, and found very comforta-
ble house-room in the Rubicon, an hotel
kept by Messer Passaro, which lay behind
the house of the Piccinino family, “close to
the Duomo, the citadel, and the gallows,™
us the landlord, who thought himself a
merry wag, informed me whilst he received
us at his door. 1 took the best room availa-
ble for myself, and saw to the wants of my
followers and the horses, who were as well
as when they started. I left them in com-
fort, bidding Dande Nere make ready to
accompany me out at noontide. Dinner I
ordered at 12, inviting the landlord to
crack a flask of his best thereafter with me.
He accepted with effusion; my object in
doing this being to try and get as much
information out of him as possible, as I
saw he had & loose tongue and a gossiping
heart, and 1 was resolved to leave no stone
unturned in my search for Angiola. It want-
ed two hours or more for dinner, and, hav-
ing bathed and changed my attire, I sank
me down in an armchair to enjoy an hour
or so of repose,

After dinner mine host appeared, bear-
ing with him a cobwebbed tlask.

“It is a wine of France, excellency—Bur-
gundy—aund all my customers do not taste
this, I can tell you.”

“1 am favored, indeed, Messer Passaro;
take a seat, and help yvourseli.”

“The condescension of your excelleney!”
and with a bow he settled himsolf com-
fortably on the extreme edge of a chair.

We poured out our measwres, and, on
teating the wine, 1 found it most excellent;
aa for Pessavo, he pushed himself back ingo
his seat and let the higuid dewn his throat
i drope, his eves elosad in an  eostasy.
When he opened them, which he did after
& tane, he gaspad oute

“ls not that glovious, signore?  Have you
ever hpped the brand¥™

U contess it i@ wine for the gods™ I
sand, s theve much in your cellar ™™

“Sore of it, excellency: I was not but-
lr W his eminctice of Strigonia for ten
years for nothwg”

i eminence is a fine judpe of wines™

“Compitte!  And your lenmex™s fore
givenes: for swearing. MWe is the finest |
Jadee w the world, There is no brand he
could not mame, may, tell you the wear of
vintage, were he blindiold and a drop but
touched hms palate. Qorpo Ji Bacco! But
he i & twe prince of the church.”

“Ah! yop are a sly dog, Messer Passaro,”
and 1 :m«f him his glass; 1 warrant me
vou can tell many a tale of the cardinal.
But come, now, has not the Baglioni as fine
A taste in wines, and a better one for a neat
ankle?”

“Hush!” he said, looking around him as
he pat down his empty glass, “in vour ear,
excellency—the Count Carlo has big teeth
and bites hard. Let your tongue be still
when his name comes up in Perugia.”

“Thanks, friend, but Count Carlo owes
ﬁmo no grudge, or else I should not be

ere.”

“Your worship has come to join him
then?”

“As you sce, Messer Passaro,” and I
filled his glass again, “I am a soldier and
love to serve a soldier. Besides things will
be on foot soon, for what with the French
?t Passaignano, war cannot be delayed
ong.

“True, and a light bas been put to the
torch, too.”

“Hurrah! Another glass, man; we sol-
diers are sick of this truce. Our purses
run dry in peace. But tell me.”

“You must know, signore, that all the
country east of Castiglione to the Tiber,
and lying between the Nestore and Casale,

“in a fief of the Castellani, and the count—

ha! ha! It was glorious!” and he slapped
his thigh—*“ha! ha!”

Nothing irritates me s0 much as to hear
a man laughing aimlessly, and it was in

sharp tone that [said: “Go on!”

{ “A moment, excellency,” and he held
wp a fat hand, “ba! ha! I heard it all from
Messer Lambro, my cousin, and groom of
the chambers to Count Carlo. Well, all
dhe fief I spoke of is inherited by the Lady
‘Angiola, the daughter of old Count Adri-
ano. The family is Ghibelline, and have
taken the French side, and, seeing that
Tremouille was between us and Casale, my
lady must needs go down to visit her es-
tates. The count, who is looking for a
wife, buckles on his armor, mounta his
wmare, and with 200 lances at his back,
gallops up the left bank of the Tiber,
fords the stream, swoops down on the dove-
cote at Rossino, ;:d brings bacII: a bride
%0 Perugia; ha! ! It is superb.”

“Ha! ha! Messer Passaro—diavolo! Are
they married yet?”

“Not yet—ah! The wine is wine for the
gods, as your worship says—not married
yet, for my lady is half beside herself, they
say, and the count, receiving a sudden mes-
sage from Cesare, has had to leave Perugia
for a few days.”

“Cospitto! How he must curse the Bor-

for putting off his happiness! And she
handsome, eh ¥’

“For the matter of that, excellency, one
does not squint at a sour face set in a
golden coif. But they do say the lady is
very beautiful.” .

“You have not seen her then?!”

#Corpo di Bacco! She is under lock and
key, and not for the likes of me to look

n, -
“In the citadel, I suppose—a gloomy cage
for a fair bird.” s
“Maybe, but. I bave let "L‘""‘“’,}"‘
-h?sf:ful {;muah wit?d : Me-::i Pas
f me,
. ide—adieu!”

made no further attempt to detain him,
he waddled off with the best part of
now empty flask under his belt. I was
‘but little more, and what [
d not amount to much,
Bagli

s B

his Burgundy with me, but the mere whis-
per of such a thing would excite suspicion
of a further object, and the slightest sus-
picion would ruin the business. Bande
Nere appearing at this time, in accordance
with my orders. 1 resolved to hang about
the Palazzo Publico, and see if I could pick
up any information there. On second
thoughts 1 resolved to go alone, and, dis-
missing Bande Nere, sallied forth by my-
self. 1 went by way of the Piazza del
Duemo, and here [ stopped in an idle man-
ner, and was for a moment struck by the
entrance to the palace, which lies herc.
Over the gate was a splendid bronze of a
lion and a griffin, set above a series of chains
and bars of gates, trophies of an old victory
gained over the Sienmese. A crowd of beg-
gars surrounded me, but I was in no mood
for charity, and drove them off with a
rough oath. One of the number, however,
remained. He was lame in both feet, sup-
ported himself on crutches, and wore a
huge patch over one of his eyes.

“That is right, excellency—drive them off
—the scum, the goats—pestering every noble
gentleman. It is only to the deserving your
excellency will give—a paul, excellency—
a brown copper for the poor cripple—a mil-
lion thanks, excellency—may this copper be
increased to you a thousandfold in gold.”

“Begone, fool!” 1 said, and walked om;
but he hobbled along at a great rate beside
me.

“But a favor, excellency. If your wor-
ship would but come with me, I would
show you a wonderful sight. A bird-cage,
excellency; would your lordship be pleased
to buy a bird—"

I turned round in my anger, and raised
my hand to cuff the rascal’s ears, cripple
though he was, when he suddenly added:
“Or free a bird, excellency—there is some
one coming—a paul, quick—thanks, excel-
lency—may your lordship die a prince.”

As he spoke a couple of gentlemen and
their servants pushed by us, and I gave
them the road, the beggar hopping nimbly
to my side. My heart was beating rapidly,
and all my blood tingling. Was I on the
edge of a discovery?

“No more riddles,” 1 said;

“who are

you?”’
“It is not safe to talk here, signore,” he
answered. “Follow me.” He started off

across the square, hobbling along on his
crutches and wailing out: “A copper for
the poor cripple—a brown paul—a little
copper?”

“By Ged!” I exclaimed to myself as I
followed behind, “what does this mean?’
I had to find out for myself, however, and
followed the man, who stumped along at
a great pace, notwithstanding the ups and
downs of the side streets by which we went.
He never once looked behind him, but kept
up his ery of “a copper for the poor cripple
-—a brown paul—a little copper,” and onve
or twice, when I lost him in the crowd, the
cry served as a signal to me, telling me where
he went. Finally he turned to the left, and
on reaching the Via della Conca, made
straight for the gate. Here a toll was col-
lected, and, paying his paul, he went
straight out of the town. I kept him in
view now easily, and could have caught him
up as I liked, for the speed at which he had
hobbled along had no doubt breathed him.
At last he left the yoad, and, toiling some-
what painfully over the very uneven ground,
vanished behind a spur of the hills on which
Perugia is situated. I now put on my best
walking pace, and in a minute or two turned
the elbow of the spur myself, and found

W onld yoor lordsip be pleased 1o buy & bird?

the mendicant seated on a stone mopping
his brow, his crutches lying beside him. e
stood up with the greatest ease as 1 ap-

proached. - .

“Well, fellow,” I said, “what does all
this mean? Beware if you have attempted
to trick me.”

*“Does not your excellency know mne?”
“Never saw you before.”

“I am Gian, excellency.”

*“Gian! Gian! That throws no light on
the subject.”

“The cavaliere remembers the garden of
St. Michael in Florence?”

1 was not likely to forget the place where
I had reccived Angiola from Luigi, but I
could not connect the man before me with
the circumstance. “l remember perfect-
1y, but I do not know you. Drop this fool-
cry and speak plainly.”

“lI am speaking plainly, signore. 1 was
not sure if it was you myself until now. Iam
Gian, the Lady Angiola’s servant, and his
excell ncy the secretary has sent me to
you.”

“But how did you hear I was in Perugia?
His excallency did not himself know I was
coming here until a half-hour before I
started, and I have ridden hard ¥’

“The pigeon, your worship; it flew to
Florence with a letter to the Lady Marietta.
She sent another one on to the convent of
St. Jerome, and the result is I am here. I
was to seek out your worship, and inform
you where my lady is confined.”

“Basta! It was well conceived by his ex-
cellency. But where is she—in the cita-
del ¥

“No, excellency; but in the Casino Bag-
lioni, behind Santa Agnese.” .

“How did you find out?®”

“I was brought here prisoner, excel-
lency, and was allowed to be in attendance
on her Jadyship, together with Madonna
Laura, her maid. I escaped back to Flor-
ence with a letter from the Lady Angiola
a day or so after. It was by her orders I
went.”

“Then she may not be there now?”

“I have made sure of that, excellency—
but Madonna Laura—" he stopped.

“The maid—what of her—no doubt with

her mistresa?”’

“Alas, no, excellency! She was killed by
Pluto.” -
o P’Iuto' "

“Yes, your worship. A black bear that
the Cavaliere Paolo, who holds the house,
has as a pet.” And he commenced to weep.

I felt for the faithful fellow’s grief, but
said nothing, and after & little he com-
posed himself.

“Come, Gian,” I said, laying my hand on
his shoulder, “be a man, and we will have
an eye for an eye.”

He ground his teeth but made no reply,
and I went on:,

“How far is the house from here?”’

“Close,” he said. “We can reach it by the
Porto San Angelo.”

“Come, then.”

“There is no need for the crutches now,”
he-remarked, as_he tucked them under his
arm. “I will use them when we come to
the gate. Will your excellency follow?”

.As he walked northward over the hills, I
continued my questions:

“Who is the Cavaliere Paoclo?”’

“A cousin of Count Carlo Baglioni, your
worship. A man in"middle life—my age—

d a perfect devil.
m"l.doubt not, the ina bad one. Has
he many men with him?”, :
“About six, and then, of

course, there is the guard at the Porta San
:E .{lm:: h‘ndf” : not have
“Now me, ior we

o o WCheir G, Y e

ave s me 88 We X "

 Rubicon—yon

| Go' to_the ' Albergo of the

the count’s valet to drink a bottle or mo of ]

“It is behind the Palazzo Piccinine: yon
cannot miss it. Go there, and await me o
few steps [rom the doors—you follow ¥’

“Yes, your worship.”

We had now crossed the Viei dell’ Elce,
but passing the gate of that name, went
onwards, and after a stiff climb reached
the Porta San Angelo. Here my companion,
betaking himself once more to his crutches
and keeping ahead of me, turned south-
wards along the road which lined the walls
towards Santa Agnese. Shortly before
reaching the church, we came to a small but
solid-looking building, balf fortress, hul!
dwelling-house, and Gian, stopping dead in
front of it, turned round and began tc
whine:

**A copper for the poor cripple—a brown
copper. 'I'he house, signore,” speaking the
last words under his breath as 1 came up.

“Do you know the room?" 1 asked, pre-
tending to fumble for a coin.

“In the tower behind,” he answered rap-
idly, “may the saints bless your lordship,”
and he limped away,

In order to gain time to look about, I put
back my purse leisurely, and then, with the
sume object, proceeded to rearrange and re-
tie the Lows on my doublet. The face of
the. house. was a little way back from the
wall, which it overlooked. The massive
doorway was shut, and the windows on each
side of it, as well as those set above, heavily
grated. | was too near the house to see
the tower behind, and it looked so deserted
that it was hardly possible for six men to
be on guard there.

“An odd sort of a bower to place one's
lady-love in,” I said, half aloud, to myself;
but then Baglioni’s wooing was a rough one.
There was obviously nothing to be got by
staring at the front of the honse, and 1
turned to my left, pausing between two dead
walls, until 1 obtained a view of the tower
behind. The windows of the topmost room
were all closed and strongly barred, and it
seemed deserted. I glanced lower down, and
to my joy saw that the room below was evi-
dently occupied, and once I caught a glimpse
of a figure moving within. It was a brief
glimpse; but the eyes of love are sharp, and
I knew it was Angiola. 1 made up my mind
at once, and, stepping back quickly to the
front of the house, hammered loudly at the
door with the knocker. After a moment’s
silence I heard the firm tread of a soldier.
A small barrier was let down, a bearded
face looked up, and a rough voice asked:

“Who knocks?”

“Diavolo!” | exclaimed. *“You are polite.
Is the Cavaliere Paolo within?”

*‘He is not,” replied the man, shortly.

“Expected soon?”

“Cannot say.”

“If you do not answer more civilly it will
be bad for you. Tell him when he comes
that the Cavaliere di Savelli”—I gave my
proper name—*"has arrived from Rome on
an urgent affair, and will call on him to-
morrow; forget, and it will be worse for
you.”

The man secemed a little surprised, and al-
tered his tone at once.

“I will give your message, signore.”

“Beware how you fail—harkee—is there a
road to the Via Appia behind this house ?”

“Yes, signore, straight on, after taking
the passage.”

I did not even thank him, but turned on
my heel and walked off whistling a catch.

GRACIOUS INVITATIONS.

International Sunday Schoel Lessom
for July 2, 1800—Text, Hosea
1411-B=Memory Verses 4-7,

GOLDEN TEXT.—Come, and let us re-
turn unto the Lord.—Ho. 6:1.

READ the whole book of Hosea.

PLACE IN BIBLE HISTORY.—2 Kings,
Chaps. 15, 16, 17; Chron., Chaps. 26, 27, 28.

CONTEMPORARY PROPHETS.—Amos,
Belonging to Judah, but prophesying In
Israel. lIsalah. Prophesying in Judah.

SECULAR HISTORY.—During Hosea's
ministry authentic history began in Greece
with the Olympiads, B. C. 776. Rome was
founded B. C. 753. Assyria was the doml-
nant, overshadowing power during Hosea's
life, and was the instrument of the execu-
tion of the Divine warnings.

EXPLANATORY,

The Mission of the Prophet Hosea.—
Hosea had fallen upon evil times, and
his mission was to muke them better.
Like Elisha at the bitter fountain of
Jericho, he was to cast the salt of right-
eousness into the polluted social and
religious fountains. of Israel’s life, and
restore the waters to health. The
Prophet Amos preceded Hosea. His
message was one of denunciation of
sin, of “Woe unto you,” of punishment,
of warning. It was of Divine justice.
The Prophet Hosea follows him with
a new motive, the mightiest that can
be brought to bear upon the heart of
man—the love of God, the deepest, ten-
derest, strongest love possible. “To
Amos’ proposition ‘God is Justice,” Ho-
sea adds, ‘God is Love.'”

1. Hosea's Personal Experience Makes
Him a Living, Visible Sermon on the
Power of Love to Conquer Sin.—Chaps.
1-3.

I1. Hosea’s Appeals and Warnings.—
Chaps. 3-14. He shows how the people
are decaying morally, and as a natural
result politically.

1I1. A Vision of the Past.—Chap. 11.
The warnings and woes against sin are
interrupted by two visions; one of the
past, chap. 11, and one of future possi-
bilities, chap. 14.

IV. The Vision of Hope.—14:1-9,

First. The Prophet’s Appeal (vs. 1,3).
V. 1. “Return:” like the prodigal son,
after his bitter experiences, “unto the
Lord thy God:" whose child you are,
to whom you owe allegiance, gratitude,
love, obedience. “For thou hast fallen
by thine iniquity:"” Again like the
prodigal son. They had found “what
an evil and bitter thing” it is to forsake
Jehovah their God (Jer. 2:19). V. 2.
“Take with you words:” Express your
feelings of repentance; make public
confession of sin, so that your penitence
may be known as widely as the sin;
put your vows and promises on record;
as it were, sign a pledge. Such things
are the natural accompaniments of true
repentance. “And turn:™ R. V., re-
turn, to the Lord. This is the new birth

I went down the passage between the two
walls, and after some considerable stum- i
blings up and down the vile roads reached |
the Via Appia and turned southwards to my i
bostel. ! had formed the somewhat dargng |
plan of trying to force the house in broad
daylight, choosing my time an hour or so |
after dinker, and if done boldly this wounld
probably be successiul, as my own force was
nearly ejual to that of the garrison, includ- '
ing Pluro. i

As 1 was approaching the Rubicon I
heard a voice 2t wy side.

“A copper, signore—a brown paul.”

“Excellency.™

“Drop 1he begzar and attend—can you
nde®”

“Yes, escellency.™

“Very well!™

I s2id mo more and went on in slence, bat

[ a hittle distance from the hostel I bade Gian |
| stop, and, entering the vard, sonzht out

Jacopa. ;

~Has the landlord any horses for sale®

“Twa, your excelleney.”

ones?’

“Fairly so, excellency—abont 20 crowns
apiece, with saddle inclnded.™

“Then buy one—and bere—a few steps to
the right of the entrance von will find a
cripple; he is one of my men; do not speak,
but attend—go out quietly—zet him de-
cently clothed, £nd bring him back bere;
the horse will be for him. Yon can get
clothes to fit anywhere, for the shops donot
shut until late; get him a sword, too; there
are soms good and cheap weapons in Pe-

rugia.

“It shall be done, excellency.”

“Then be off at once.”

I went on, and had a look at the horses.
Pande Nere was with them, seated on a
rough wooden bench cleaning his corselet,
which already shone like silver. He rose te
the saluic as I came up.

“How are the horses, Bande Nere?”’

“As well as possible, signore; they are all
in high mettle.” s

With a parting pat to Castor I sought my
chamber, reaching it a little after the sup-
per hour. I kept up an outward composure,
but my mind within me was aflame with ex;
citement. I ordered another flask of the
Burgundy and forced myself to eat and
drink a little. Then I betook myself to the
armchair, and my thoughts. So impatient
was I that the idea came on me to make the
attempt there and then, and it was with dif-
ficulty I persnaded myself to abandon such
a plan, which could have only ended in dis
aster. Finally, 1 was about to retire for
want of something better to do, when Jaco-
po came in, followed by Gian.

The latter was entirely transformedy ex:
cept for the patch which he still wore over
his eye, and I was able to recall him now as
the old servant who had come somewhat
fiercely up to me in the garden of St. Mi-
chael. He had the art which I found so dif-
ficult of completely disguising himself when
he chose. Jacopo had performed his task
well, and, bidding them keep their tongues
closed, I dismissed them with a good night

[To BE CONTINUED.]

Coppre's Unplayed Play.

It was some 25 years after the Com-
mune had reigned in France that Fran-
cois Coppee suffered the greatest disap-
pointment of his life. His play, called
“The Pater,” was submitted to the
readers for the Comedie Francaise, and
accepted; it had suceessfully passed
through the various ordeals through
which a play must go before it finally
appears ab the famous theater, and the
preparation for its production had
been completed, even to the final re
hearsals of the artists, when the gov-
ernment interfered and interdicted it.
The French were still so sensitive on
the. subject of the Commune that the
authorities refused to allow the pro-
duction of a play dealing with an inci-
dent of that time. The managers of the
theater were enraged, the artists in de-
spair, and everyone was in a panic over
the affair except Coppee, who udmitted
that he was thundersiruck, and that
the failure to have his.play produced at
the Comedie Francaise dashed one of
the ambitions of his life. He assumed
@ disdaintul air, however, was sarcastiy
at the expense of a government thal
'was afraid of a one-act drama, and an-
nounced that if the minister, by whose
order the play was forbidden, expected
that the author would plead for'a re:
version of the verdict, he had made ths

greatest mistake of his life,~Datroit.

|'bis lipsand he

of John 3:3, 5. It is, and always has
been, the essential condition of salva-
tion.

Second. The Penitent’s Prayer and
Confession (vs. 2, 3). “Take away all
iniquity.” By free forgiveness, and by
taking away the sinful pature. “So
will we render the calves of our lips:”
The calves, or bullocks, were the larger
sacrifices of their ritwval. Their vows,
their praises, their expressions of love,
their confessions and promises were
their true offerings to God. Compare
Isa.58:5-14. V.3. “Assur, Assvria, shall
not save us:” They will no longer turn

pt0 Assyria for help, as they bad dope

before (5:13; 7:11: $:2). “For ip thee
tke fatherless:” *“Lo-Rubamah™ of!

 chaps. 1 and 2, “findeth merey:™ (Com-

pare Joln 14:18). 1 will not leave Fou |
“comfortless.” Greek, “orphans.™

Thind. The Lond Speaks in Reply (ve.
46). V.5 I will be as the dew:"|
Rather, as the night mist, i. e, the
masses of vapor breught by the damp
wester]ly winds of summer. The baleful
effeets of the siroeeo are often felt in
Palestine during the rainless heat of
summer, but by the beautiful provi-
sion of night-mist all hardy forms of
vegetable life are preserved. — Cam-
bridge Bible. “Grow:" blossom, “as
the lily:™ in glorious beauty and pro-
fusion. V. 6. What a beautiful picture
this is of the kingdom of God on earth:
the ideal which every Christian church
should seek to realize more fully.

Fourth. The Prophet Pictures Israel
Under the Fulfilment of this Promise.
V. 7. “They that dwell under his,
Isveal's, shadow:™ The people of Is-
rael. “Shall return:” Revive as the
bare branches revive in the springtime.
Shall grow, blossom, “as the vine:"
Beautiful and fruitful.

Fifth. Repentant Israel Speaks. V.
8. “What have I to do any more with
idols?" [srael renounces idols forever.

Sixth. The Lord Responds. “I have
heard (answered) him, and observed
him:” and will regard him. The Lord
accepts Israel’s repentance, and will
take him under His care.

Seventh. Repentant Israel rejoicesin
the result. “lam like a green fir tree:"
“tividently thinking of the splendid for-
ests of Lebanon.”—Cheyne.

Eighth. The Lord replies in words of
both hope and warning. “From Meis
thy fruit found:” All these blessings
come from the Lord, as the life and
fruit of a tree comes from the earth
and air. So in John 15, the fruit on the
branch comes from the vine.

None Perfect But Christ.

He who boasts of being perfect is
perfect in folly. I never saw a perfect
man. KEvery rose has its thorns and
every day its night. Even the sun
shows spots, and the skies are darkened
with clouds. And faults of some kind
nestle in every bosom.—Spurgeon.

Boston mﬂerlell.

Boston congratulates itself. on a
marked decrease in drunkenness dur-
ing the last three years. In 1896 there
were 20,450 arrests for this offense. In
1897 the number declined to 19,252, and
in 1898 to 16.628. The probation system
is working well.

Not a Good Rule.
Christian people should be slow
about adding to their list of Beatitudes
the modern one which reads: *Blessed
are those who row with the stream,
for they shall get what they want."--
Boston Watehman,

QUEER DIET.

Sick people mrequently have strange
desires for foods. Une man suffered so
from gastralgia that he was on the
verge of death through starvation. Lhe
smallest quantity of food. caused ex-
trenie suffering’ and all methods of
treatment failed. Suddenly be ex-
pressed a desire for onions, which he
detested when' in-good health. He was
finally given a few onions and no bad
results followed. For three weeks

L ;
[Bpecially Adapted from Peloubet's Notes.] |

"chicken back down between your knees

MOTHER’S CHICKEN PIE.

Our ttiilks have jest cleaned up'a chicken
ple,
An' nommynated me to te!l the tale.
Well, first we ketched a hen that hed her
eye
On settin’—when her egg desires got
stale;
Of course, we didn’t do a thing to her,
But chop her head off—she was butter fat,
But sorter aged, if you judge her spur,
But chicken ple, sez I, will settle that.
They cut her up from wing way down to
heart,
The women folks—they soaked her over
night, !
And then they biled her till she fell apart,
An’ so’st the flayor would come out jest
right, |
They biled an onion an' a lemon, too,
Right with that chicken—then the chil-
dren gnawed
The bones tn start our appytite anew.
Ma lined the dish with ple crust, then she
drawed
A cup of cream, an’ beat an egg up white,
With two blg spoons of flour—they laid
the meat
Inside the dish—it made a hungry sight.
Then mixed egg, cream and flour and soup
complete
An’ poured it in—then put a erust on top,
An‘ﬁ}mked it till the smell jest seemed to
1

The kitchen—but I guess I'll have to stop;
My mouth's a-waterin’ so my tongue
stands still,
—Rural New Yorker.

REMEDY FOR GAPES.

It Is Always Effectlve and Can Be
Applied Without Danger to the
Youngest Birds.

There are several remedies for
gapes, but the difficulty is that some-
times the chicks must be handled. The
difficulty occurs mostly on farms upon
which fowls have been kept for years.
It is caused by a collection of small,
threadlike worms in the windpipe of
the chicken. To kill these worms and
not injure the chicken is laborious.
Take a glass tube with a small rubber
bulb (which apothecaries sell for a
“medicine-dropper”), half fill it with
~amphorated oil, and inserting the tip
in the windpipe, discharge the oil. A
small oil ean used for sewing machines
may serve in place of the medicine-
dropper. Operate as follows: Place the

and hold it gently; open the bill and
draw the tongue. Seize the lower man-
dible and tongue thus drawn out be-
tiween the forefinger and thumbnail of
the left hand. This will bring into view
the opening into the windpipe at the
base of the tongue, into which cently
insert the tube and discharge the oil.
asing about one drop. Close the bill
and hold the head still for a few see-
onds. Then let the chicken go, and it
will ecough, spattering some of the oil
out, but enough remains to destroy the
worms, and they will be econghed up
and swallowed. The gapes continue for
some time after the treatment, but the
remedy will be effectual in every case
if properly applied. and it may be read-
ily repeated, if considered worth while,
ax often 2s necessary.  After a litrles
practics it is very easily applied and 21
ways sieceeds. A breaderumb upon
which is one or two drops of a mixture
of camphorated oil and oil of turpen-
tine forced down the throat is soe-
times effectual. but it does not almays
reach the windpipe. Pulling out the
worms with the strip of a2 feather js
painful to the chick.—Farm and Fire-
side.

SITTING-HEN COOLER.

A Deviee Thai Has Weorked Like a
Charm Wherever It Has Been
Given a Trisl

When the “good will” of a sitting hen
is not wanted, she most generally be-
comes a nuisance. Hence the reason
why sitting hens receive so much abuse
at the hands of their owners when at-
tempts are made to “break up” the sit-
ting fever. If rightly handled, the

A BITTING HEN COOLER.

“hottest” hen may be induced in a few
days to go to scratching and give up all
idea of sitting, without being cruel to
her, either. Get a grocery box, or some-
thing similar, and convert it into the
affair shown in cut. It has no bottom,
but one end has a sloping top to throw
off rain and also to protect the hen from
the sun. The remainder of the top is
covered with slats. The two holes at
the side give the hen, or hens, access to
dishes of water and food, which, by the
way, should be light and small in quan-
tity, to reduce “biddy’s” condition.
Oats are about the best substitute for
“bread” when refractory hens thus
have to be placed on “dungeon diet.”—
Fred O. Sibley, in Ohio Farmer.

Oats for Young Lambs,

A healthy, thrifty lamb will very soon
require more food than the limited
amount which its dam furnishes, and
when not more than a week old will
begin to pick at hay or clover as it sees
its dam doing. This is an indication
that it needs additional food. Clover
hay is excellent, but it should be sup-
plemented by a feed of half a gill of oats
given morning and night. There is no
better nutrition for growing animals
than oats. It will enable them to eat
and digest other food and put them in
the way of being thrifty all the rest of
their lives, until their teeth are too
much worn by use to masticate well.

Feeding Co}ton Seed Meal.

Cotton seed meal is extremely diffi-
cult of digestion, and should never be
given to young animals of those which
from advanced age have a weak diges-
tion. The hull, which is shown by dark
spots in the meal, is almost entirely in-
digestible. Calves and pigs have been
killed by eating small amounts of dark
cotton seed meal.. Ruminant animals
can digest it better, but it is so concen-
trated a food that it ought always to be
fed with some bulky but less uutritious
ration. A small amount of cotton seed
meal in a pailful of bran mash can be
eaten mfely by a cow.—American Cul-

| as shown in the illustration. Taek on |

the present average yield, and when

WHEN TO CUT HAY. -

No Rule Can Be Lald Down Tkat Might
Not Pe Subject to Important
Modifieatlons,

As a general proposition it is best
to cut hay just as it is blooming; but
this rule may be subject to modifica-
tions according as we want the hay for
feéding dairy cows, horses or other
stock. For horses it is probably bet-
ter to have the hay well along toward
maturity. Storer in one of his books
says that “one strong objection that
works against the early cutting of hay
is the tendency of hay made from
immature grasses to loosen the bowels
of animals that feed upon it. This
fact alone precludes the use of such
bay for working horses. All newly-
made hay has a laxative and loosening
effect upon animals. Such hay cannot
be sold to the keeper of a livery stable,
because, as he would say, he has no
wish to soften down his horses. Horse
keepers are of the opinion that this
laxative quality of new hay endures
until the hay has passed through a
process of sweating, which ocecurs in
the mow. No matter how dry the hay
is at the time it is put in the barn, it
is held that it will always sweat some-
what in the mow. By October the
process is completed, so that the hay
is fit for use, provided it was ripe
enough when mown. But in the case
of hay made from young grass, as
rowen, for example, the medicinal
quality persists, and such hay is
thought to be always unfit for horses
that are kept at work, sinece it is apt
to weaken them, to make them sweat
easily, and to render them liable to
stumble.”

Such is the opinon of Storer. How
far it is borne out in the experience of
western farmers is rather difficult to
say.—Farmers’ Review.

UNIQUE FLOUR SCOOP.

Made of an 0ld Tomato Can and Em=
bellished with a Stout Broom-
stick Handle,

Many a unique and serviceable de-
vice for lightening the household work
can be made at home and practically
with no expense at all. This is es-
pecially applicable to the flour scoop

IDEAL FLOUFR S$COOP.

shown in eut, which will delight any
housewife, To make it, simply fake @
tomateo ean, stand it om a hot stove une
til one end (the end that has been
opened) drops off, and then with &
heavy pair of shears ewt oul the sides

with shingle nails & piece of oo |
stick for a handle, and your work is |
done—~Ohio Varmer, I

INTENSIVE FARMIBG, ' |

A Few Aeres Well Cultivated Are
Betiler Than o largs Farm |
Superficially Villed.

As soon as we learn ju this covntry
that fewer acres better cultivated are
bhetter than many aeres carelessly eul-
tivated, the greuter will be the profits
of farming. The great extent and
original eheapness of our farming lands
have been a detriment to us agricul-
turally., Thousands got their furms at
$1.25 an acre, and even less, added 1o the
original clajm as rapidly as possible,
and engaged in farming “all out doors.”
Almost necessarily such farming is
loosely done. When there are but few
acres under cultivation, they must be
made to produce what we need, and
they can be with less expenditure of
time and effort. The English farmer
compels bis few acres to yield as much
of our many acres do, because his sys-
tem is more perfect. The farms of the
future will be smaller. The time will
come—after we are gone—when herds
will not rove over great fields, but will
be soiled; when the wheat and corn
crops will be made to more than double

farming will be less irksome because its
operation will be more contracted in
every respect. If these things will be
profitable and desirable then, why
would they not be profitable and de-
sirable now?—Western Plowman.

FACTS FOR FARMERS.

It is rarely safe to risk going
through the summer without a good
forage crop.

If you like greens, use the young
beets, tops and all, taken out in thin-
ning the crop.

If the clover that is expected to
make seed is being pastured care must
be taken not to graze down too close.

Having the soil fine and mellow and
stirring frequently will aid materially
in retaining the moisture in the soil.

The sugar corn will ear better if not
too much crowded. It needs sun and
air around it to grow it to perfection.

With nearly all crops the later the
seed is planted the deeper it should be
covered, especially if the ground is dry.

All reasonable care should be taken
to have the cultivated crops in the best
condition possible before harvesting
begins.

Some weeds seem to hold possession
of the land persistently, but when they
are kept down by frequently cutting oft
the tops it is but a matter of time be-
fore they will die, as every cutting
causes exhaustioi.—Western Plowman,

The Value of Warmth.

Both adults and chicks love warmth,
The hens will sclect the sunny spots,
especially if protected against the
winds on damp or cold days, while
cven on the warmest days of July the
chicks will nestle under the hen. Should
a heavy shower suddenly ceme up, and
the chicks uppear dead, place them near
a stove, or in an oven of moderate heat,
and notice how quickly the apparently
dead chicks will come to life again.
Heat is the great life-giving element,
Should disease of any kind appear al-
ways provide a dry and warm- place.
There is no remedy for roup that equals
warmth, not that warmth will cure it,
but warmth invigorates the fowl and

tivatar.

onlons were the only food that passed.

American Gariening.
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TRULY EXASPERATING.

He Hated People Who Were So Pos.
itive Yet He Failed to Look
to Home,

“By George!” said a Hyde Park man who
was riding downtown in an early train, “I
detest people who are so blamed positive
about everything.”

“It is a disagreeable habit,” the pas-
senger who sat next to him admitted, “and
it always pleases me to see such peopi’e con-
fronte
wrong. .

“Yes, it does me, too. My wife’s cousin
has been visiting us for several days, and
he’s one of those know-it-all fellows. You
can’t tell him anything. Yesterday mornin

e was reading about this Dreyfus trial,
and I gave him a pointer on how to pro-
nounce a French word that was used. But
do you suppose he was willing to admit that
I knew more about it than he did ?”’

“I suppose not.”

“No! He sat there, right at my own table,
and argued with me for 20 minutes trying
to show that I didn’t know what I ‘was
talking about. Such people make me
weary.”

“Why don’t you get a French dictionary
and ]ir’rove to him that he was wrong?”’

““Oh, I looked it up yesterday and found
that I was mistaken myself, but what makes
me mad is the fact that he was so blamed
positive about it.”—Chicago Times-Herald.

“Big Four GIft!’—N:ely’s Spanish-Amers-
ean War Panorama.

Contains 160 superb half-tone engravings,
made from photographs taken of our Army
in camp, on transports and in actual service,
Spanish and American Gun-boats, Cuba, Ha-
vana, Manilla, Landscapes, Architecture;
shows the manners and customs of the peo-
ple of our new Islands; Pictures of our He-
roes—Dewey, General Charies mek nown
ag Capt. Charles King, the authorf, heeler,
Hobson, Roosevelt, Sampson, Miles, Schley,
Shaiter, Lee, Brooks, Carroll; Groups of
Officers, Cavallg, Artillery, Infantry, Ships,
Rifle-practice, Spanish Soldiers Insurgents,
Chickamauga, Jacksonville, 'f'ampa, Last
Farewell Letters Home, Hospitals, Clara
Barton, Rough Riders, Santiago, San Juan
Manilla, the Beautiful Women of Caba and
Manilla. )

The Album is 51x8 inches, weighs 1%
ounces, printed on finest eoated paper.

Sent FREE to any address in the United
Btates, Canada or Mexico for 12 cents in
stamps or coin, to cover postage and pack-
m'g. Copy_may be seen at any ticket offica
of the Big Four Route.

Order at onee, as the edition iz limited.

Address WARREN J. LYNCH, General
Passenger and Ticket Sgent, “Fig KFour
Fonte,” Cincinnati, Ohio,

Mark envelope “War Album.”

A& bloodhound is noted for hiz deggad
perzeverence—~L. A W. Bullefin,
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0id She

Poor clothes cannot make
you ook oid, Even pale
wou't o it,

Your bousehold cares may
be hesyy and disappoint-
ments may be deep, but
%f canoot mzke you look

One thing does it and
oever fails.

It is impossible to look
young with the color of
Seventy years in your hair.

2

rmanently postpones the
reell-tale signs of age. Used
according to directions it
gradually brings back the
color of youth. At fifty your
hair may look as it did at
fifteen. It thickens the hair
also; stops it from falling
out; and cleanses the scalp
. from dandruff. Shall we
send you our book on the
Hair and its Diseases?

The Bost Advice Free.

If you do mnot obtain all the bene-
fits you expected from the use of
the 6? or, write the doctor about it.
Prubsgly there 1s some difficuli
with your general system wh
nﬁ easily rem . Address,

'.’fr. C. irzn. Lowell, Mass.
*“After I was Induced to try CASCA-

IRETS, | will never be without them in the house.
My liver was Iina very bad shape and my head
ached and I had stomach trouble. Now. since tak-
iog Cascarets, I feel ine. My wife hasalso used
them with beneficlal results for sour stomach.”
J0s. KRRHLING, 121 Congress 8t.. Bt. Louis, Mo.

te Good.
G000, Nover SIohen B eaae s Grine 0o onk B0

« CURE CONSTIPATION. ...
Sterileg Remedy Company, Chicags, Montreal, New York. SI5

R0-TO-BAC Sold and gusranteed by all drug-

RF.Tobacco Habit.
A.N. E—-G
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