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(11 Al'TKK VIII, 
yon that follows at my Hide? 

•The toe that y<- must 1l>rht, my lord, 
, at hirplt'tl swill ii< I cut) ri<le! 

The sli:iii<nv <>l the nivlit. my lord. 
, en wlteeljiny IioI'nc against th foe! 
[«'* rto-.vii nil I overpast mv lord. 

• war atalu>i the suns"! glow; 
fl*' durkiM"^; at Iters fast, my lord. 

The Flu lit of lleriot's Fnn1. 
d l» a choorful life," sriid Dick, some 

Uter. "Torp's away: Bessie hates 
^ir t can't get at t in1 notion of t he Melan-

"'" Maisie's letters are scrappy, and I be-
i have indigestion. What gives a 

I'1"!; >atns across his head and spots before 
r,, OS, Binkie f Shall us take some liver 

" '•I • 
r" It had just gone through a lively scene 

! Bessie. She had for the fiftieth time, 
Attached him for sending Torpenhow 

She explained her enduring hatred 
iCfc, and made it el ear to him that she 

' ' .at for the s :lre of his money. "And 
'orponhow's ten times a bettor man 

I>' ,TOU," she con.-in led. 
. .) |«. That's why he went away. I 

l have staved and made love to you." 
*' '' giii'^sit with her ehm on her hand, 

1 • ing. "Tome! I'd like to catch you! 
U; asn't afraid <»' being hung I'd kill you. 

• !J( 5 what I'd do. l)'you believe mo J" 
It smiled wearily. it is not pleasant to 
I |he company of a notion that will not 
OUt. a fox terrier that cannot, talk, 
ftoman who talks too much. He would 
answered, but at that moment there 
led itself from one corner of the studio 
, aa it were, of the tilmiest gauze, 
rubbod ills eyes, but the gray haze 
i not go 
bill is di-graeeful i&digostion. Binkie, 
ttH go to a medicineman. We can't 
Oiir eyes interfered with, for by those 
WfSt Inroad; also mutton bones for 
#«s" 

as an affable 'ocal pnu'titioner with 
air, and he. said nothing till Dioli 

||o describe the gray film in Vhe studio. 
"H all want a little patching and ro

ll? irom time to time," he chirped 
til ship,y mv dear sir—exactly like a 
JB*met|hies the hull is out of order, 

)•consult the surgeon; sometimes the 
ig, and then I advise; sometimes the 

•68, and we go to the brain specialist; 
:-idles the lookout on the bridge is 
> and then we see an oculist. I should 
' unend you to see an oculist. A 
patching and repairing from time to 

kitoiMS all wo want. An oculist, by all 
l/' 

o|.u '^ sought an oculist—the best in Lon-
|Ie wa-i certain that the local praeti-

-,{• .^did not know anything about his 
i ^ind ni'in' cert iin that. Maisie would 

at him if he had to take to spectacles. 
r<" '0 nee looted the warnings of my 
V*t )!®h too long. Hence these spots bo-
•a i.f wtu eyes. Biukie. 1 can see as well as 

ti„ ,.4,'ould ' 
111 '• "Be entered the hall that led to th© 
li"!iU._|jCg r,^ni ;i man cannoned against 

t)lck saw the face as it hurried into 
'l'}K.r> abet. * 

,ir,,j ,i,J>t's the writer-type. 

.1 
»\r i. 
At r . 
r hix 
.1 
P 'U. 
-r<.k-
\W. ' 

He has the 
modelling of the forehead asTorp. He 

l.il v^i-gieit. Probably heard something he 
pi 11" n. .like." 
[•'nitt'd* 88 he thought, a groat fear came up-

• J, a fear that made him hold his breath 
1 W't walked into the oculist's waiting 
tuctK jwith the heavy carved furniture, the 
lljil t'VKreon paper, and the .sober-hu<nl prints 

< Tuiik^wall. He recognized a reproduction 
,ijOt bis own sketches. 

people were wailing their turn be
ll is eye was caught by a flaming 

[•gold Christinas carol book. Little 
n came to that eye doctor and they 
large-type amusement. 
,t'» idolatrous bad art," he said, 
g the book toward himself. "Prom 

•aim' irtfttomy of the angels, it has been made 
ns j|\n^many." He oj>ened it mechanically, 

• jere leaped to his eves a verse printed 
cve ,Jnk: 
lie next soorl joy that Mary had, 
• ,.,inii» wm the joy of three. 
! we® her S 'ii Jesus riirist 
hat liiSxklOff the b ind to see; 

«• blind to sir, nowl Lord, 
Ci U \ •'•'•4n4rappv ni'iy we Ix-, 

Pi'thoi. Son, and Holy Ghost 
>"* lia loall« temit> ! 
[i|a;irte'4 read and reread the verse till 
lil vi* !4q osune, and the doctor was bend-

. Jkjvo him, seated in an arm<-hair. 
|aze of a gas-microscope in his eyes 

ndiOK' him wince. 'J'lie doctor's hand toueheJ 
•d at ion: nr of the sword cut Oil Dick's head, 
rid U'rytei Gxplttin^i briefly bow he had come 

J,5 When the flame was removed Dick 
e )e doctor's face, and the fear came 
lioUTM Jim again. The doctor wrapiwd him-
tllOU^aDw a mist of words. Dick caught al
ls to to "sear," "frontal bone," "optic 
, tof "estrerae caution," and the *4avoid-

^ ' Jf meotil anxiety." 
TliC fdict}*1 he said, faintly. "My busi-

id tUatf painting, and I d tren't waste time. 
^ iiiSuSdo you m ike of it?" 

*n ttie whirl of wortls, hut this time 
|0nveyed a meaning lie 

tisly ^"n yotl give me anything to drink?'' 
of iisklly i®nten<i!s were pronouucetl in that 
.j, a lx)U?OOlA And the prisoners often needed 
' th.v mif.Dick Tound a glass of liqueur 

"jrlnfeis hand. 
Imfjil I can gather," said, cough-

'H^e spirit, "you call it decay of 
e, or-something, and therefore 

That is my time limit, avoiding 
d worry," 
one yea".n 

And if I dou't take card of 

Id not say. One cannot as-
x;u't amount of injury inflicted 
cut. The scar is an old one, 

to the strong light of the 
ju say i—with excessive appli-
work? I really could uot say." 
pardon, but it has come with-
If you will let rue, I'll sit 

lornent, anil then i'll go. Ytwi 
*«ry good to telling me tke truth. 

lie of ̂  

he Cruw 

\V'ithout. any warning—-without any warning. 
Thanks." 

Dick wont into the street, and was rap
turously received by Binkie. "We've got 
it very badly, little doc! Just us badly as 
we can s:el it. We'll go to the Park to think 
it out." 

They h fad el for a certain tree that Dick 
knew well, and they sat down to think, bo-
cause his loirs were trembling under him, 
anil there was old fear at the pit of his 
stomach. 

"How could it come without any warn
ing? It's as sudden as being shot. It's the 
living death, Binkio. We're to bo shut up 
in the dark in one year if we're careful, and 
we shan't see anybody, and we shall never 
have anything we want, not though we live 
to lie a hundred." Binkie wagzed his tail 
joyously. "Binkie, we must think. Liet's 
see how it feels to be blind." Diek.shut his 
eyes, and flaming commas and Catherine 
wheels floated inside the lids. Yet when 
be looked across the park the scope of his 
Vision was not contracted. He could see 
perfectly, until a procession of slow-wheel
ing fireworks defiled across his eyeballs. 

"Little dorglums. we aren't at all well. 
Let's go home. If ouly Torp were back, 
now!" 

But Torpenhow was in the Seu'h of En
gland inspecting dockyards in the company 
of the Nilirhai. His letters were brief and 
full of mystery. 

Dick never asked anybody to help him in 
his joys or his sorrows. He argued, in the. 
loneliness of the studio, henceforth to be 
decorated with a film of gray gauze in one 
corner, that, if his fate were blindness, all 
the Torpenhmvs in the wor\d could not save 
him. "I can't call him off his trip to sit 
down and sympathize with me. I must pull 
through the business alone," he said. He 
was lying on the sofa eating bis moustache 
and wondering what the darkness of the 
night would be like. Then came to his 
mind the memory of a qu iint scene in the 
Soudan. A soldier had been nearly hacked 
in two by a broad-bladed Arab spear. For 
one instant the man felt no pain. looking 
down, he saw that his life blood was going 
from liim. The stupid bewilderment on his 
face was so intensely comic that both Dick 
and Torpcnhow, still panting and unstrung 
from a tight for life, had roared with laugh
ter. in which the man seemed as if he would 
join, but us his lips parted in a sheepish 
grin, the agony of death came upon him, 
and he {'itched gruntim; at their feet, Dick 
laughed again remembering the horror. It 
seemed so exactly like his own case. "But 
I have a little more time allowed me," he 
said. He paced up and down the room, 
quietly at first, but aftcward with the hur
ried foot of fear. It was as though a black 
shadow stood at his el now and urged him to 
go forward; and there were only weaving 
circles and floating pin-dots before his eyes. 

"We must, be calm, Binkie; we must be 
culm." He talked aloud for the sake of dis
traction. "This isn't nice at all. What 
shidlwedo? We must do something. Our 
time is short. I shouldn't have believed 
that this morning; but now things are differ
ent. Binkie, \vhere was Moses when the 
light went out;" 

Binkie smiled from ear to ear, ns a well-
bred terrier should but made no suggestion. 

"'Were there but world enough and time, 
this coyness, Binkie were no crime. But at 
my back I always hear "' He wijied his 
forehead, which was unpleasantly damp. 
"What can I do? Wh it can 1 do? I haven't 
any notions left, aud I can't think connect
edly, but 1 must do something or I shall go 
off my head." 

The hurried walk recommenced, Dick 
stopping every now and again to drag forth 
long neglected canvases and old note books; 
for he turned to his wr.k by instinct, as a 
thing that could not fail. "You won't do, 
and you won t do," he said at each in-
speetion. No more soldiers. I couldn't 
paint 'em. Sudden death comes home too 
early, and this is battle and murder both 
for me." 

The day was faHintr. nnd Dick thought for 
a moment that the twilight of the blind had 
come upon him unawares. "Allah Al
mighty !" he cried, despairingly, "help me 
through the time of waiting, and 1 won't 
whine when my punishment comes. What 
can I do now, before the light goes?" 

There was no answer. Dick waited till he 
could regain some sort of control over him
self. His hands were shaking, and he 
prided himself on their steadiness; he could 
feel that his lips were quivering, and the 
sweat was running down his face. He was 
lathed by fear, driven forward by the de
sire to get to work at once and accomplish 
something, .-•.d maddened by the refus; 1 
of his braiu to do more than lvjRiat the 
news th it he was about to go blind. "It's a 
humiliating exhibition," be thought, "and 
I'm glad Torp isn't here to see. The 
doctor said I was to avoid mental worry. 
Come here and let me pet- >Tiu. Binkie.'* 

The little dog yelTH>d because Da k near
ly squeezed the bark out of him. Then be 
heard the mar. speaking in the twilitrht, and, 
doglihr. understood that his trouble stood 
off from him. 

"Allah is good, Binkie. Not quite so gen
tle as we could wish, but we'll discuss that 
later. 1 think I see my way to it now. All 
those studies of Bessie's head were non
sense, and they nearly brought your master 
into a scrape. I hold the notion now aa 
cloar as crystal the Melancoli i that tran
scends all wit.' There shall lie I»Iinsio 
fn that head, because I shall never get 
Maisie; aud Bess, of course, because she 
knows all about Melaneolia, though she 
doesn't know she knows ; and there shall lie 
some drawing in it. and it shall all end up 
with a lausrh. That's for myself. Shall she 
giggle or grin ? No, she shall laugli right 
out of the canvas, and every man and woman 
that ever had a sorrow of their own shall— 
what is it the poem says?— 

"l*iKl»'Pstand the uneeeli and feel n ptlr 
Of fellowship in all disastrous ftirlit. 

'In all disastrous fight'? That's better than 
painting the thing merely to pique Maisie. 
I can do it now because I have it inside me. 
Binlrie, I'm going to hold you up by your 
tail. You're an omen. Come here." 

Binkie swung head dowuward for a mo
ment without speaking. 

"Katlier like holding a guinea pig; but 
you're a brave little dog. and you don't yelp 
when you're maltreated. It is an omen." 

Binkie went to his own chair, and a9 often 
as he looked saw Dick walking up and 
down, rubbiug his hands and chuckling. 
That ui^ht Dick wrote a letter to Maisie 

full of the tenderest regard for her health, 
but saying very little about his own, and 
dreamed of the Melaneolia to be born. Not 
till morning diil he remember that some
thing might happen to him in the future. 

He fell to work, whistling softly, aud was 
swallowed up in the clean, clear joy of 
creation, which does not come to man 
too often, lest he should consider himself 
the equal of his God and so refuse to die at 
the appointed time. He forgot Maisie, Tor
pcnhow, and Binkie at his feet, but remem
bered to stir Bessie, who needed very little 
stirring, into a tremendous rage, that he 
might watch the smouMering lights in her 
eyes. He threw himself without reservation 
into his work, and did not think of the doom 
that was to overtake him, for he was 
possessed with his notion, and the things of 
this world had no power upon him. 

"You're pleased to-day,* said Bessie. 
Dick waved his mahlstick in mystic cir

cles and went to the sidelioard for a drink. 
In the evening when the exaltation of the 
day had died down, he went to the side
board again, and after some visits became 
convinced that the eye doctor was a liar, 
since he still could see everything very 
clearly. He was of opinion that he would 
even make a homo for Maisie, and that 
whether she liked it or not she should lie 
his wife. The mood passed next morning, 
but the sidchaord and all upon it remained 
for his comfort. Again he set to work, and 
his eyes troubled him with spots and dashes 
and blurs till he had taken counsel with the 
sideboard, and the Melaneolia both on the 
canvas and in his own mind appeared love-
tier than ever. There was a delightful 
sense of irresponsibility upon him, such as 
vhey feel who walking among their fellow 
men, know that the death sentence of 
disease is upon them, and, since fear is but 
waste of the little time left, are riotously 
happy. The days passed without event, 
Bessie arrived punctually always, and 
though her voice seemed to Dick to conic 
from a distance, her face was always 
very near, and the Melaneolia began to 
flame on the canvas in the likeness of a 
woman who had known all the sorrow in 
the world and was laughing at it. It was 
true that the cornel's of the studio drafted 
themselves in gray film and retired into the 
darkness, that the spots in his eyes and the 
pains across his head were very trouble
some, and that Maisie's letters were hard to 
read and hard "r still to answer. He could 
not tell her of bis trouble, and he could not 
laugh at her accounts of her own Melaneolia, 
which was always going to be finished. 
But the furious days of toil aud the night of 
wild dreams made amends for all, and the 
sideboard was his best friend on earth. 
Bessie was singularly dull. She used to 
shriek with rage when Dick stared "at her 
between half-closed eyes. Now she sulked 
or watched him with disgust, saying very 
little. 

Torpenhow had been absent six weeks 
An incoherent note heralded his return. 
"News ! great news !" he said. "The Nilghai 
knows, and so does the Iveneu. We're all 
back on Thur.-'ay. Get, lunch and cieau 

1 1  s  1  ,  i 1  '  • '  r  £ J  ̂  i  i  
/;//</ 1 '/ , I I 

Tlcxxlr Ux>h>'d through the keyhole. 
your accoutrements." 

Dick showed Bessie the letter, and she 
abusetl him for that he had ever sent Tor
pcnhow away and ruined her life. 

"Well," said Dick, brutally, "you're bet
ter as you are, instead of making love to 
some drunken beast in the street." He felt 
that he had rescued Torpenhow from great 
temptation. 

"I don't know if that's any worse than sit
ting to a drunken beast in a studio. You 
ha\*n't been sotier for three weeks. You'vo 
l>een soaking the whole time; and yet you 
pretend you're better than me!" 

"What d'you mean'" said Dick. 
"Mean! You'll ..eo w hen Mr. Torpenhow 

comes back." 
It was not long to wait. Torpenhow met 

Bessie on the staircase without a sigu of 
feeling. He had news that, was more to 
him than many Bessies, and the Keneu and 
the Nilghai were tramping behind him, call
ing for r>ick, 

"Drinking like a fish." Bessie whispered 
"He's been at it for nearly a month." She 
followed the men stealthily to hear judgment 
done. 

They came into the studio, rejoicing, to be 
welcomed over effusively by a drawn, lined, 
shrunken, haggard wreck—unshaven, blue-
white about the nostrils, stooping in the 
shoulders, and peering under his eyebrows 
nervously. The driuk had been at work as 
steadily as Dick. 

"Is that you?" said Torpenhow. 
"All that's left of me. Sit dovvu. Binkie's 

quite well, and I've been doing some good 
work." He reeled where he stood. 

"You've done some of the worst work 
you've ever done in your life. Man alive, 
you're " 

Torjietihow turned to his companions ap-
pealingly, and they left the room to fiud 
lunch elsewhere. Then he spoke; but. 
since the reproof of a friend is much too 
sacred and intimate A thing to be printed, 
and since Torjieiihow used figures and meta
phors which were unseemly, and contempt 
untranslatable, it will never be known what 
was actually said to Dick, who winked and 
blinked and picked his hands. After a time 
the culprit began to feel the need of a little 
self-respect. He was quite sure that be had 
not in vny way departed from virtue, and 
there were reasons, too, of which Torpen
how knew nothing. He would explain. 

He rose, tried to straighteu his shoulders, 
and spoke to the face he could hardly mm. 

"You are right,'' he said. "But I a:n 
right too. After you went away I had some 
trouble with my eyes. So I went to an 
oculist, and he turned a gasogenc—I mean a 
gas engine—into my eye. That was very 
long ago. He said: 'Scar on the head— 
sword cut and optic nerve.' Make a note of 
that. So I am going blind. I have some 
work to do before I go blind, and I suppose 
that I must do it. I cannot see much now, 
but I can see best when 1 am drmik. I did 
not know 1 was drunk till I was told, but 1 
must, go on with my work. If you want to 
see it, there it is." He pointed to the all 
but completed Melaneolia and looked for 
applause. 

Torpenhow said nothing, and Dick began 
to whimper feebly, for joy at seeing Tor
penhow again, l'or grief at misdeeds—if, m-
di <# 1, they were misdeeds—that made Tor
penhow remote and unsympathetic, and foi 
childish vanity hurt, since Torpenhow had 
uot given a word of praise to his wonderful 
picture, 

Bessie looked through the keyhole after o 
long pause, and saw the two walking up and 
down as usual, Torpenhow's hand on Dick's 
shoulder. Horeat she said something so 
improper that it shocked even BinUie, who 
was dribbiing patiently on the landing with 
the hope of seeing his master again. 

[CONTINUED NEXT WEEK.] 

IIOPK KOK CON'NVMOTIVES. 

Th® Line oi Treat.incut Proposed by Koch 
Making I'rogrcss. 

It is now two years since the Koch 
lymph made such a stir in the world 
as an expected cure for consumption. 
It was in 1882 that Dr. Robert Koch, 
of Berlin made his famous discovery 
of the bacillus of tuberculosis, a 
bacillus which has caused greater 
havoc among mankind than cholera 
or war; and during the ten years 
which have elapsed since his lirst 
announcement of the cause of 
consumption, he, together with a 
host of other bacteriologists and 

incicians, has been engaged in 
devising some means of destroying 
this germ, or rendering it innocuous 
after its entrance into the human 
body. This distingusbed German 
pursued his investigation upon the 
hypothesis that the bacillus itself 
produces during its development, 
either in its own organism or from 
the tissues in which it resides, a 
poison which ultimately destroys it. 
This is much after the fact that the 
yeast plant in a fermenting liquid 
creates alcohol Anally in such 
quantities as to inhibit its growth, 
or that the germs of putrefaction are 
self-limited through the deleterious 
substances to which their activity 
gives rise. 

The lymph which was manu
factured and presented to the pro
fession by Koch in the autumn of 
18i)0was the product of the growth 
and life of the bacillus of consumption, 
and the analysis made of it showed 
that it was composed of a number of 
organic substances, the chief of 
which seems to be an albuminous 
material to which the name albumose 
is given. When the bacillus develop 
in the body this active principle 
ciuse a species of death of surround
ing tissues known as coagulation-
ecrosis, and the necrotic tissue thus 
formed is so unfavorable for the 
existence of the germs that they die. 
After much experimentation the 
lymph was heralded to the world, 
somewhat prematurely it is true, as a 
specific for consumption, and doctor* 
and patients Hocked to Berlin from 
every land, the former to secure some 
of the precious lluid and to learn the 
method of its employment, the latter 
to grasp at the straw which might 
save them from an early grave. 

Since the first few months of 
excitment awakened by the glad 
tidings of the discovery, and 
the subsequent disappointment 
engendered by its apparent failure to 
satisfy the sanguine expectation of 
the medical profession and of the 
unfortunate victims of this awful 
malady, the public has heard little 
or nothing of the vaunted cure. But 
in these two years physicians have 
not been idle, and everywhere the 
lymph has been tried and tested over 
and over again in every species of 
disease of the human organism to 
which the tubercular microbe gives 
rise, in lungs, larynx, brain, bones, 
joints, skin and alimentary cannal, 
and an enormouw_number_(>f patients 
ha(?e been subiiiittecM/oJ.he influence 
of lymph injections: in thc.cases of a 
majority"without much success, but 
in a few with uncioubted~advantage. 

Tuberculocidin is an albumose 
which Hunter thinks is derived from 
the plasma of the bacilli themselves. 
Klebs also considers it a secretion ol 
the germs. In experiments upon 
animals fully developed tubercles 
were found to be entirely reduced by 
tuberculocidin, while in man over 
18 per cent, of seventy-five cases 
of marked pulmonary tuberculosis 
treated by Klebs were cured. The 
purified lymph causes no fever, and 
treatment with it does not interfere 
with the daily occupation of the 
patient. Tuberculocidin bu been 

for some time in the hands of the 
medical profession, and is therefore 
wit bin the reach of every one who 
applies to his family physician for 
treatment with it, although none of 
the usual precautions as regards diet, 
change of climate, hydrotherapy and 
the employment of other drugs found 
to be valuable in consumption are 
neglected by him. 

Thus it seems that considerable 
progress has been made in the lines 
laid down by Robert Koch in his 
orginal announcement, and the great 
German bacteriologist will deserve 
the blessings of all mankind, every 
bould his discovery result only in 

the amelioration of some cases and a 
small percentage of cures in others. 
It was a splendid and beneficent gift 
to humanity, of which the end is not 
yet, for undoubtedly there will bn 
still greater perfection in the mode 
of treatment of tuberculosis by the 
purified lymph. At the same time it 
must not be forgotten that while the 
cure of a disease is a triumph for the 
medical profession, there are limita
tions that can never be overcome, 
and the prevention of disease is of 
far greater importance to humanity 
than the mere repair of an injured 
organism. 

It is to be hoped, therefore, that 
the public will become thoroughly 
educated in all of the arts of pre
vention, and that particularly as 
regards tuberculosis, all will be care
ful in the disinfection or destruction 
of the excretions of consumptive 
patients, wise in the bringing up of 
weak-lunged children, and, indeed, 
observant of all regulations which 
the family medical autocrat may 
prescribe for the government of his 
patrons. 

WuoUejr » Very tlood tfifle Shot. 

"The fintst rifle shot that ever 
walked the soil of the West was a 
man named 'King' Woolsey, an old 
timer, who lived near Yuma, Arir., 
in the good old stage days of the 
West," said Wallace McLaurin to the 
St. Louis Republic. ''This man 
Woolsey was originally from Ohio. 
He moved to Arizona in his early-
childhood. When he was about the 
age of ten his father and mother were 
killed and scalped by the Apaches. 
He hid in the rocks and escaped. 
Five years later, when he was a mere 
boy, he went on the war path for the 
Apaches, and he never spared one. 
He could not count exactly how many 
he had killed in his life. 

"The last, time I saw him was one 
day while the stage stopped to let the 
horses rest near Texas Hill, on the 
Gila river, iin 1872. His fame as a 
rifle shot had spread all over the 
West, and the mention of his name 
filled the Apaches' heart with fear 
and trembling. The passengers per
suaded him to give an exhibition of 
his marksmanship and he consented. 
He nailed a board up to the side of a 
shanty, and put 100 balls at a distance 
of 100 yards in the same place, with
out the difference of a 16th of an inch 
in 100 shots. He then drove the nails 
far into the board with 10 more shots. 
Everyone applauded. Then he took 
a common bullet, tied it to an infioi-
tesimally small thread, fastened the 
thread to the limb of a tree 20 
feet above the ground,placed a small-
neck bottleon the ground, and started 
the bullet swinging to and fro. He 
walked 50 paces, wheeled suddenly 
around and fired. 

"Well, gentlemen, you may stuff ne 
with sawdust and exhibit me at the 
world's fair as the biggest liar in the 
universe if Woolsey didn't cut that 
string in twain with his rifle ball and 
make the bullet drop in the mouth of 
the bottle." 

WAVhlllK ULKlMMiS. 
Most papers in Germany are owned 

and edited by Hebrews. 
You can't tell by looking at a tur

key's pin feathers how he will taste! 
A railroad with a gauge of hut 84 

inches is now o building in Korth 
Carolina. 

New York has the greatest number 
of newspapers—namely, 1,05*; Nevada 
the least—namely, twenty-five. 

In Bohemia there are 100 socitieft 
and eluns which have for their object 
the advancement of the cause of 
women. 

In Sitka when an Indian wife has 
lost her husband by^death she goes 
into mourning by painting the upper 
half of her face a deep black. 

In Germany aluminium cravats are 
now on sale. They are advertised as 
feather light, silver white wash goods 
that will wear forever. 

The cocoon of a well-fed silkworm, 
it >s said, will often yield a thread 
1,000 yards long, and one has been 
produced which contained 1,L95 
yards. 


