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MY, BUT your mornin' glories do 
look nice. Miss Phemey! Wish 

you'd save me some seed often that 
white one." It was Mrs. Ridley com-
iaf up the walk. 

"I will, Mis' Ridley. Come in and 
set down. There's a pa'm leaf on-the 
lounge, an* mebbe youll take a glass 
of cool water. It's a scorchin* morn
ing," said Miss Phemey. 

"I would like a drink, thank you," 
responded Mrs. Ridley. ''Seems like 
when anybody's fat as I am, they just 
get het 'up like a coal store. My, that 
tastes pood. You got a grand well. 
Hiss Phemey." 

The hostess smiled a flattered smile, 
but before she could speak Mrs. Ridley 
went on: "I brought over three of 
Mr. Ridley's rests, Miss Phemey, to get 
you TO mend 'em. He's bu'sted 'em 
ever" one right down the back, f'r all 
the world like a seven-year locust, I 
tell 'am. an't seemsrlike I"got no time 
to fix 'em, with Emma May gittin' 
married next week. We're just livin' 
in a regular whirlwind, an' sorry as 
I'll be. to see Emma May go—not that 
1 don't like Charlie Foote, but you 
know what 1 mean—I cert'ney shall be 
glad when all this fuss is over." 

"I expect it is trying," sympathized 
Miss Phemey. "But Emma May's al
ways been a good daughter, an' she 
deserves a fine weddin'." 

** 'Tain't that I don't want her to 
have it," said Mrs. Ridley, hastily. 
"But I'm just dog-tired this mornin'— 
for the land sakes, it's half-past ten 
o'clock already; I got to go. You 
bring them vests over when tHey're 
done, Miss Phemey, an' I'll pay you 
f'r 'em. I'd sepd one o' the boys over, 
but Emma May wants you to come per-
tickler an' see her presents, so'll be 
killm' two birds with one stone." She 
chuckled comfortably as she stepped 
outside the door. 

Miss. Phemey looked after her de
parting form with resentful stare. 
V Yes," she muttered, "she can get Miss 
Maxwell to make Emma May's weddin' 
clothes, but I'm good enough to mend 
up Jim Ridley's old vests. I'll charge 
her .35 cents apiece, see'f I don't; 
that'll be 45 cents. Does seem a good 
bit to charge f'r mendin' three vests." 

"Ennna May wants you to come per-
tickler to see her presents! 'Tain't 
no hint; oh, no! Sally Ridley needn't 
'a'troubled herself to say that. I got 
a present for Emma May, an' I'm going 
to give it to her. I'd like to get even 
with them, the whole kid band of 'em. 
Jest as if I couldn't 'a'rilade Emma 
May's weddin' clo's! They tell me-
Miss Maxwell uses a chain-stitch ma
chine. I always did say chain-stitch 
machines was made for the careless, 
an' 1 don't see no reason to change my 
mind. Well, 'pon word, this vest ain't 
on'y bu'sted, but frayed int' the bar
gain." Miss Phemey fell briskly to 
sewing. 

The next day, despite the threaten
ing rumble of a distant storm, Miss 
Phemey dressed in her best and start
ed toward the Ridleys, carefully car
rying two packages. She was gra
ciously received by Emma May, a fat, 
fair girl of pleasant mien and placid 
disposition. / , 

"I brought home them vests," ex
plained Miss Phen^ey;. '"and here, 
Emma May, is a little present 1 
brought for you. It'll be nice f'r your 
dining-room table, I thought." She 
held out a small white pasteboard 
box. with an expression of the heap-
ingjcoals-of-firc kind. 
^ "Mr." called Emma May, "come here; 
Mi ss l'hemey's brought me a butter 
knife! Wisht you'd look! That cer
t'ney is beautiful." 

"It's solid silver," said the donojj, 
pronily. "My niece down to New 
York got it for me." She received the 
thanks, delivered a trifle embarrassed-
ly, of mother and daughter, with po
lite coolness. t 

When the bride-elect invited hejr to 
an inspection of the presents, Miss 
Phemey looked them over and made 
few comments. She turned the set of 
silver spoons, "presented by the 
groom's parents," so that the plate-
mark was visible, and she tapped the 
globe of a gaudy china lamp with the 
remark that they were just two dol
lars and thirty-nine cents down to 
Eeedham's. When she had looked at 
all. she said, cheerfully: ' 

"Now I want to see your clothes, 
Emma May." 

Mr. and Mrs. Ridley exchanged 
glances of annoyance, but the latter 
led the way to the spare room, where, 
on'bed and chair, lay the creations of 
Miss Maxwell, "City Modiste." 

There was the white silk wedding 
dress, the tan traveling dress, some 
odd waists, a black satin, stiff with 
jet, and a "tea gown." No girl in a 
country town marries without these 
last indispensable garments; they 
are the real backbone of the trous
seau. 

Miss Phemey looked at the display, 
felt the quality of the material, and 
examined the despised chain-stitch
ing, without a word. At last she 
said, pleasantly conscious of paying 
old scores: . ,; 

"If I might persoom to criticise, I 
really do think it's a pity you got 
your wedding dress made with a 
p'intcd overskirt. All the latest 
fashion books say they're not worn 
at all this season; and box plaits, too, 
is kind of dropping out. I was read-
in* only yesterday that 'twas just the 
cheapest goods was made up so any 
more. That black satin's real pretty, 
though. Did you see Lena Sullivan's 
black satin? Hers was a beauty— 
finest piece o' satin I ever cut into, 
an' all made up with these plaited 
ruffles. Why, Emma May, seems if 
you'd be most, afraid to leave all 

these fine things in here with 41M 
winder open, this room on the 
ground floor, like'it is. It's been a 
{eal treat to see sueh elegant clothes, 
an' I hope your married life'll be 
happy. The Footes have all got ter
rible onreasonable tempers, they 
say; but I hope you'll be able to man
age Charlie. Good-by, all." 

Miss Phemey walked home slowly. 
Even the thought of the darts she 
had planted in Mrs. Ridley's capa
cious breast brought her no real 
comfort, when the vision of the 
snowy wedding dress rose before her. 

"Things ain't edge even yet," she 
murmured. A low growl of thunder 
startled her, and she hastened into 
the house to shut out the cutting 
flare of the lightning. When the 
kettle boiled she. set her lonely table 
and made tea. The quick thump of 
heavy rain drops on'the roof made 
her start nervously. Night had 
come with the storm, and after her 
supper was over, 'Miss Phemey sat in 
the dark and meditated. About ten 
o'clock the rain ceased, and she flung 
the shutters open. The stars were 
shining now. The air outside was 
cool and damp and fragrant. She 
looked over toward the Ridley house, 
and as she did so their last light went 
out. Miss Phemejv strained her eyes 
to no avail. All was darkness there. 

"I'm a-goin' to do it," she said 
aloud, determinedly. Rumaging over 
the table, she found a pair of scis
sors. She took a match from the 
box beside the window and unlocked 
the door. The moon was creeping up, 
a flat disk of pale yellow. Miss 
Phemey looked down at herself and 
saw that she still wore her best 
dress. "It'll be all drabbled," she 
thought; then, recklessly: "I don't 
care, nohow." 

She brushed against the dripping 
flowers beside the garden path, and 
held her breath as the gate gave a 
whining cr-e-ak. Out on the road, 
walking noiselessly, she went. Once 
she heard a team coming and 
crouched in a corner of the worn 
fence, behind a little gum tree sprout, 
till it was past. She recognized the 
doctor's rig, and her heart came up 
in her throat and beat there with 
great frightened^leaps; but he passed 
by and safely she crept on. 

At last, after a seemingly unending 
journey, she reached the Ridley's 
gate. The maples threw deep shad
ows, and, so, sheltered, she reached 
the house. Round to the left wing— 
slowly—slowly—and the window was 
st\ll open! She stopped and looked in 
The moonlight lay in patches on the 
floor, the dresses spread upon the 
bed, and there, within reach, it fell 
full upon the wonderful pearl bead
ing of the wedding dress and made 
scintillating lights. Miss Phemey 
saw all this, and slowly—slowly—her 
hand went out toward those glisten
ing beads. A quick•• jerk, - and the 
Waist of Emma May Ridley's wedding 
dress lay across her knees. She 
sought the seam in the middle of the 
back. She could feel the despised 
chain stitching, and she slipped her 
fingers deftly along toward the col 
lar. What was this? A loose end of 
thread—a little pull—r-i-i-i-i-ip—it 
was done. In a spdsm of fear Miss 
Phemey hustled the waist through 
the window, back into place, and ran 
into the concealing shadow. Out to 
the gate, down the road again—she 
was almost home. Suddenly she 
stopped and gave a little chuckle. 

"Them bastito's'll hold it- together 
so nobody'll s'spect—lucky she left 
'em in. But when Emma May puts it 
on, big an' fat as she is, it'll bu'st 
square up the back like a frog." She 
couldn't help laughing at the idea; it 
tickled her fancy so. She forgot her 
wet feet, her draggled, muddy skirts, 
and went to bed with a smile still 
pulling at the corners of her mouth 

The next morning the , exposure 
had done its work. She was hoarse 
and feverish, arid there was a sharp 
pain that stabbed her at every 
breath. "Threatened with pneu 
monia," the doctqr said, and com' 
manded her not to stir from her bed, 
though she could not have done so 
had she wished. The neighbors were 
very kind, and attended her faithful
ly, and the tenth day found her sit 
ting up, very weak and frail, but with 
life in her eyes and voice. 

Mrs. Emerson, the town gossip, 
came in and brought £* bundle. 

"Jest as soon as you git able, Miss 
Phemey, I want you to make me a 
drdss. It's one Mr. Emerson got me 
over to Bristol, an' he showed real 
good taste for a man, I must say. 
Look-a-there, ain't that fern leaf 
real pretty?" 

"It's just beautiful," assented Miss 
Phemey. "Seems if you'd have Miss 
Maxwell make it up, bein' she's from 
the city an' all." 

"She'll never cut into a piece of 
goods fr me, I c'n tell you," said Mrs. 
Emerson, with emphasis. "Ain't no
body told you how she made Emma 
May Ridley's weddin' dress and never 
sewed up the back, an' Emma Ma£ 
not suspicionin', put it on an' busted 
it clean wide open? 0' course, you 
was sick an' didn't git to the weddin'; 
but I was there, an' the * weddin' 
party was nigh an hour late jest on 
that account. Nothin' but a bastin' 
thread to hold it together; such shif< 
lessness! Course, bein' bad luck, 
Emma May never tried on the dress 
after it come home, like she did the 
others, an' I c'n tell you she was hop-
pin*. People at the church didn't 
know what was the matter. No'n-
deed, Miss Maxwell makes no clo's fr 
me." 

After her visitor was gone, Miss 
Phemey lay back on her pillows and 
looked out of the window a long 
time. 

'"Twas an awful mean trick, 
know," she said, at last. "'Twasn't 
right; but I got this spell o' sickness 
|p pay up fer it, an' that butter knife 
was solid silver and real expensive. 
I'm evened up all 'round—an' some* 
how—I jest can't care." . 
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NEW TYPE OF UEAUTY. 

MEN'S GARB FOR WOMEN. 

9r. Marr Walkler laalili That Pres
ent FealBlae Styles Are 
.. .. healthful and Immoral. 

Dr. Mary W&lker for well-nigh 45 
fears has preached dress reform for 
women. Her ideas, as much as her pe-
:ulia^ adoption of male attire, have 
made of her a national character. She 
is now past 60 years of age, but is 
more than ever committed to her 
ideas. 

In a recent article published by the 
hicago American she advocates the 

adoption by women of male attire for 
the following reasons: 

Did you ever watch Flora MacFlim-
sy stepping on or off a car? Could 
here be anything more grotesque? 

the car approaches she grabs fran
tically a bunch of dry goods which has 
trailed for blocks behind her in the 
mud. Swishing them about her until 
she has bound up her knees as if in a 
rise, she essays to step into the car. 
But the yards of lingerie and dress 
hamper her. It requires the greatest 
effort to mount the step. It is often
times accompanied with the sacrifice 
of her expensive costume. 

The other day as I left a Broadway 
?ar behind a Flora, I inadvertently 
stepped upon her ladyship's train. The 
rip of the sheeny silk brought terror 
;ven to me. She glared at me fero
ciously. 

"I will pardon you," I said, "for tak
ing up so much room; it seems hardly 
necessary that you should have a dry 
goods roll trailing behind you." 

Bind your waists in steel splints and 
what happens? Congestion of the 
stomach and intestines. Congestion 
begets inflammation and the latter ex-
:iteraent of the part inflamed. 

In my common sense attire I can 
travel faster than any other woman. 
VI.v 'form of dress has to overcome a 
lighter atmospheric pressure, less spe-
sific gravity. . 

I can swing in and out of a car in 
less time than it takes Flora MacFlim-
sy to gather her skirts daintily. 

There should be no sex in dress. A 
woman should not be forever pro
claiming as from a sign board: "lam 

AltkMUth Bet Fifteen Years of if*, 
MM Hnblt la Praaoaaeef m 

1;C;-;Y.VS SUA* Avis by Artists. 

Pbiladelphians are raving over a 
new type of American beauty exem
plified in the person of Miss Evelyn 
Florence Nesbit, of that city. She is 
but 15 years old and two years ago 
went to Philadelphia from Pittsburgh 
with her widowed mother. Her fa
ther was the late Winfield Scott Nes
bit, one of the foremost lawyers'of 
Pittsburgh. Her mother, Evelyn 
Florence McKenzie, comes of a dis
tinguished southern family, and she 
was a celebrated belle in her youth. 
It was nqt long after her appearance 
in Philadelphia that the beauty of 
Miss Nebit was remarked by many 

MISS EVELYN NESBIT. 
(Hailed by Artists as a New Type ot 

American Keauty.) 

of the leading artists and sculptors. 
Already her face has been put on 
canvas by such painters as Carl Blen-
ner, Carroll Beckwith, Levy and Irv
ing Wiles Church. 

It is Ryland W. Phillips, the artist 
photographer, who claims the honor 
of having first discovered this new 
beauty. Last October he arranged 

/to have her come to his studio and 
pose for several pictures, which were 
later placed on exhibition at the 
Photographical society and created 
wide discussion. In speaking of Miss 
Nesbit, Mr. Phillips said: 

"Miss Nesbit has a-mobile face, yet 
she can change her personality in 
looks, gesture and effect quicker than 
anyone else I have ever seen. She 
can change her whole expression in 
stantly from sorrow to gladness, 
every feature adding to the total 
transformation. Miss Nesoit is a 
great beauty. She has a splendidly 
developed head and a face showing 
unusual character. About her fore
head there are lines of exceptional 
beauty denoting great intellectual 
power." 

Besides her beauty, Miss Nesbit is 
endowed with a gift of dramatic tal
ent and emotional capacity sufficient 
to warrant her in hoping to attain 
success on the stage, for which she 
is now preparing herself. 

HOW TO BE HEALTHY. 

, DR. MARY WALKER.. 
(Has Preached Dress Reform for Women 

for Nearly 45 Years.) 

x woman!" Why is it necessarj' for 
her constantly to conjure up thoughts 
of sex difference? I think it im
moral. 

To-day we call love a passion. True 
love is a quality of the mind, not of 
the body. Until men love with the 
mind woman will not have her right 
place in the world. .• Passion is brutal; 
love is divine! 

Does the modern form of evening 
dress—undress I call it—appeal to the 
passions or the souls of men? Do the 
yards of dainty laces, the variegated 
hosiery, the thousand and one what
nots of the modern maiden's gown ap
peal to the purer or baser idea? 

There would be fewer crimes 
against women if the suggestive in 
woman's Wardrobe were eliminated. 
Modern forms of dress accentuate 
rather than subdue these evil sug
gestions. "What is most daring?" is 
the quesfion with the modiste, 'not 
'What is purest?" A 

A woman's charms of person and 
mind should be her store of wealth. 
At present her physical charms are 
paraded before the world that all may 
see. She does not so parade her beau
ties of mind. 

Sometimes her physical charms are 
counterfeit; they are used as a snare. 
She cannot counterfeit her mental 
qualities. # 

In trousers, waistcoat and frock coat 
woman would find protection that she 
much needs. She would be freer of 
motion and limb, would have better 
health, a cleaner mental condition and 
be man's superior in the things she 
should have most of—of purity of body 
and mind. 

Soner or later my ideas will bear 
full fruit. The wheels of progress 
and intellectuality move slowly. I do 
not expect to live long enough to see 
my ideas of dress the vogue. I shall 
have to die; then the seed that I hare 
sown will ripen and grow and bud and 
bloom—ancf I? Well, perchance I may 
be forgotten. It matters not so long 
as I have been even a meqns to a good 
end. 

Take an Air Dath Every Morning and 
Every Ntcht (or the Benefit of 

Muscles and Lnngs. 

Two batbs, say the newest health 
authorities, should be taken every 
morning. 

For no less important than the tub 
bath for the body is the air bath for 
the lungs. 

Perhaps you have never taken an 
air bath and mistakenly fancy that 
it may be necessary to turn yourself 
inside out to accomplish it. 

On the contrary, the directions are 
extremely simple. 

You need no apparatus and it takes 
but a moment's time and very little 
effort. 

Every night the lungs become filled 
up with impure air and more or less 
poisonous gases. A person may go 
all day without ridding his lungs of 
thirffe impurities. Therefore it is as 
important to bathe the lungs -every 
day as the body. 

Few people know how to breathe 
correctly. The lungs are not/filled by 
merely expanding the upper portions 
of the chest and raising the shoul
ders. The entire front df the chest 
should be forced out as one inhales. 

There are a number of exercises for 
expanding the chest which you can 
practice in your room ss well as in a 
gymnasium. A doorway will serve 
as well as the most complicated gym 
nasium apparatus. A narrow door
way is preferred. Stand directly un
der the frame and place the hands 
flat on the doorcasing, the tips of 
the fingers coming at the height of 
the shoulders. Walk through the 
door without removing the hands un
til you are arms' length away. This 
draws back the shoulders and brings 
the important chest muscles into 
play. Try this for 35 minutes every 
night and morning. It will help to 
wake you up when you rise and help 
you to get to sleep quickly when you 
go to bed. 

Another plan is to expand the chest 
the same way before an open win
dow. Stand about a foot back from 
the window, placing the hands on the 
window frame on either side at the 
height of the shoulders. Without 
moving the. feet, let the body swing 
forward as far as possible and return 
to a perpendicular position^ Prac
tice this about 30 times night and 
morning at intervals of ten seconds. 

Another exercise bath for the arms 
and 1'angs is to stand with the heels 
together and take a deep breath. 
Then stretch one arm backward and 
upward, then the other, meanwhile 
moving the body -backward, forward 
and to the sides while expelling the 
breath slowly.—N. Y. World. 

Buckwheat 'Absorbs Kerosene. 
Kerosene stains in carpets may be 

eradicated by spreading buckwheat 
flour over the spots. 

A HOLIDAY SONG. 
The rreen wood trom the hilltop looks, 

And mvasiti hundred hands to say: 
"Now lay aside your tiresome, books. 

Dear children, come to me dad play. 
And scamper through my shady nooks 

The livelong autamer-day. 

The brook that by the schoolhouse ran 
Now calls you with a merry shout: 

"Come pull my lilies, little man. 
And wade and swim and splash about, 

And catch my fishes, (If you can!) 
For school at last is out!" 

—K. H. Thomas, In Youth's Companion. 

THE TOOTH OF BUDDHA. 

ttraage People In the Far East Wor
ship a Yellow Piece of Ivory 

with Rtraase Rites. 

In Ceylon, the Isle of Flowers, the 
Buddhist religion iB so amalgamated 
with the Hindoo mythology which 
Buddha sought to obliterate that the 
practical result of his teaching has 
been to add one more god—himself— 
and innumerable objects €o those al
ready so nuiperous. The Singhalese 
still place a servile reliance in their 
devil priests and many barbaric prac
tices are indulged in in the name of 
religion. 

There is a curious blending of 
faiths supposed to be entirely an
tagonistic one to another. Especially 
is this brought out at the greatest 
annual festival of Kandy,' assumed to 
be a great Buddhist ceremony, where
as it is really all in honor of several 
Hindoo gods and goddesses, the 
Buddhist's part being simply the nom
inal loan of a relic—in truth, the 
loan of an empty shrine. But seeing 
that the relic in question claims to 
be no less a treasure than that of a 
veritable tooth of Guatama Buddha, 
and is the object of unbounded rever 
ence to all the many millions (some
where about 400,000,000) who worship 
him, and a relic for the possession of 
which bloody wars have been fought, 
and incredible sums of money offered, 
it is perhaps not to be wondered at 
that the priests took good care to 
lock it up securely before allowing 
its shrine to join in the procession 
of relics of the Hindoo gods. 

It is said that Kandy, where the 
sacred tooth is preserved, owes its 
very existence as the mountain cap
ital to the fact of this precious bit 
of bone having been taken there for 
safety in the sixteenth 'century. The 
Dalada Maligwa, the Temple of the 
Tooth, has been year by year en
riched by the offerings of the count
less throng of pilgrims who do hom
age to the relic by offering g|ftrpf 
gold and silver ornaments, coins, 
jewels, vestments for the* priests, 
fruit and flowers. The latter are at 
all times a graceful feature of this 
worship, for as none care to appear 
empty-handed before the altar of 
Buddha, there are few in all the 
thrdng of worshipers who have not 
some flowers to offer. Among the 
legendary acts of devotion we are 
told of one who is said to have of
fered 0,000,000 of blossoms in one day 

STORY WITH A LESSON. 

•ow m Old Cat isvci tha Llleef s 
Crael Bay Who Had DatmUsWI 

ta Drawn Her. 

A Baltimore boy who tried to 
drown a cat recently was saved from 
sinking former beneath the rivertl 
waters by his intended victim. Gene* 
vleto was the name of the animal. A 
cat "with such a namfe should have 
been entitled to a pension in her old 
age, especially when she was a grand
mother, great-grandmother and great* 
great-grandmother, and had hundreds 
of nephews and nieces and other rel
atives throughout the city, but Gen
evieve was old ' and scrawny and 
toothless, her once melodious voice 

limuiiutnuiuwiii 

HOW JOHHNY WAS RESCUED. 

had failed her, she was blind in one 
eye and deaf in both ears and she 
had a furrow half an inch wide the 
whole length of her back where a 
bloodthirsty bullet had cut a swath. 

This old grandma cat lived at the 
residence of John Wilczsvarski. All 
previous attempts to get rid of Gen* 
evieve had failed. She always bobbed 
up serenely and sang her ballads on 
the back fence. So Henry Wilczs
varski, ten years old, was especially 
detailed to drown Genevieve in the 
river, all laws and city ordinances to 
the contrary notwithstanding. 

Henry put Genevieve in a sack and 
tied it with a string. By the time he 
reached the foot of Blanche street 
the old cat had goi her good eye to 
the peephole to reconnoiter. Then 
she fought for her life. Henry tried 
to throw the sack in the water; but 
Genevieve's single claw was deep in 
his coat, and a moment later Henry, 
Genevieve, and all went in. 

It was lucky for the boy that the 
string around the sack broke. He 
couldn't swim a stroke, but Gene- . ''b 
vieve hadn't forgotten how. With 
her one claw imbedded in the piling, 
she clung on for life, while Henry • 
seized her tail and yelled for help. p? 
. A policeman from the Rawson 
street station pulled Hepry and Gen* 
evieve out and took them home. 

Let us hope that this proved a les- 'V. 

son to Henry and that in the future^; *, 
he treated all members of the feline jfe-l 
race with more respect and conalder*ft|? 
ation. .4'}.^.: 

BIRDS AS SURGEONS. & 
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THE TOOTH OF BUDDHA. 

to this rapacious tooth. Another 
daily offered, it is said, 100,000 blos
soms all of one sort and a different 
flower each day. 

Externally the famous Temple of 
the Tooth is not conspicuous, being 
within the precincts of the old pal
ace, and partly concealed by the Au-
dicnce hall and the Fattipuwa, but 
the whole is inclosed by a moat, with 
some very ornamental stone. 

Buddha's tooth is the central shrine 
of the great altar "in the temple. 
Upon the altar stands an octagonal 
cupola of solid silver and gold, sup
ported by slender pillars. In front 
of this are three miniature crystal 
dagobas or bell-shaped relic shines, 
each resting on a square base, and 
two golden candlesticks with lighted 
candle:;. In the small dagobas on 
either side are displayed priceless 
jeweled objects—royal gifts. Within 
the central shrine, which is of the 
purest crystal, lies a large golden 

'lotus blossom, from the heart of 
which, upheld by a twist of gold wire, 
is upraised the worshipful piece of 
yellow ivory, which to the- unques
tioning eye of faith actually passes 
for a human tooth. 

The Bible as a Clvlllser. 
When the first missionaries went, 

more than 40 years ago, to the thou
sand islands that constitute Microne
sia there was not in all that region 
a single book. Now hundreds and 
thousands of the natives are intelli
gent church members, owning and 
prizing their Bibles. . 

In the Repairing of All Sorts of Phys- 3^ 
leal Dumnsea the Snipe Is With* 

i, oat an Bqnal. "}7 v / ' » 
. —- n s >, 

Some interesting observations, -\.ib 
made by M. Fatio, on the surgical' ^ 
treatment of wounds by birds, were nlv 
recently brought before the Phys-
ical society of Geneva. In these it 
was established that the snipe had * 
often been observed in repairing ; 
damages. With its beak and feath- ̂  « 
ers it makes a very, creditable dress- «: 
ing, and even has been known to se- . •;>. 
cure a broken limb by means of 'a 
stout ligature. 

On one Occasion M. Fatio killed a ::^v 
snipe which had on the chest a large 
dressing composed of down from 
other ptf^ts.of the body, and securely r 
fixed to the*body by coagulated blood. ; tii 
Twice he had snipe with interwoven 
feathers strapped on to the site of 
a fracture of one or other limb. 

The most interesting example was % 
that of a snipe both of whose legs «; 
he had unfortunately broken by a 
misdirected shot. He only recovered? ^ 
it on the following day, when he 
found that the poor bird had con* 
trived to apply dressings and a sort ' 
of splint to both limbs. In carrying 
out this operation some feathers had 
become entangled around the beak,; .;.'. 
and not being able to use its claws to • : 

get rid of them, it was almost dead A 
from hunger when found. 

In a case recorded by M. Maginn, a ; > 
snipe which was observed to fly away 5 

with a broken leg, was subsequently 
found to have forced the fragments 
into a parallel position—the upper 
fragment reaching to the leg joint— .< 
and they were secured there by -
means of a strong band of feathers : 
and moss intermingled. , 

i  i  . . ."  

Hrave and Fearless Boy. 
Eddie Ryan is a Boston boy who 

possesses a fearless heart. A short 
time ago, while standing near the^ 
foot of Liverpool street, he saw ^ 
runaway horse dashing down, the * 
Street, and knew that in a moment.- . 
it would endanger the lives of two' -
small boys. Without assistance he < 
rushed to where the boys were sit--
ting, near the curb, unconscious of 
danger, and pulled both just out of ;v 
the course of the runaway. The act : 

was bravely done, and none too soon, 
for the vehicle attached to the runa-
way passed over young Ryan's foot.^-'fe 
*rhe injury was slight, however, and^l 
in a short time the young man hadp>£ 
recovered. His action was witnessed^-#•.? 
by only a few people, but those who 
saw it say that Ryan is a young hero. 

neatlav Stoves In Portnsal. 
Owing to the mildness of the ' cli

mate in Portugal, heating stoves 
rarely used in that country. 

w 
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