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World 
®-; . hassuoh a record for ab~ 

solutely curing female Mis 
*nd kidney troubles as 

' has Lydia £• Pinkham's 
^Vegetable Compound. 
* * Medicines that are ad' 

vertlsed to euro every
thing oannot be specifics 
for anything* 

Lydia Em Pinkham's 
Vegetable Compound will 
not oure every kind of III-
nose that may affHot men, 
women and children, but 
proof is monumental that 
it will and does oure all 
thoilispeeuliarto women. 

This Is a faot Indisput
able and can be verified 
by more than a million 
women, 

'• if you are slok don't ex* 
perlment, take the modi-
olne that has the record 
of the largest number of 

'• ouresm 
IorOi» E. PlnMi*m MeO. Co., Lynn, Mas*. v:' 

7 " W a r  P r e f e r r e d .  » • '  •  
"Uoafl; you love me well ehrmgli 

to light for the Boers?" 
"I do, little one." 

: 'Then go to Marie du Volx and tell 
lier that I nni the nc«t beautiful 
woman you ever saw." 

"Pardon me, little one, I will go to 
^the war 1 nstead."—I'ickk-M e-Up.^ 

. . Do Tour Fmt Ache anil BaroT 

Shp.fee Into your shoes Allen's Foot-
Base, a powder for the feet. It makes 
tight or New Shoes feel Easy. Cures 
Corns, Bunidns, Swollen, Hot and 
Sweating Feet. At all Druggists and 
Shoe Stores, 25o. Sample sent FREB. 
Address Allen S. Olmsted, Lettoy, N. t. 

1 CIk Dap Star or tiK 

Orkjiep's. 
A Romance—By Hannah B. McKcnzic. 

Isii' 
• Hot So l<*nlr an'It I.ook*. 

„ 'A. Topeka woman ha1? asked the 
governor of Kansas to have a law 

M. passed that will force lier husband to 
utay at home three nights in the 
tteek." • v 

h ' "That seems fair."' 
"It does to any man who isn't ac

quainted with Kan8a$>vQ.men."—Cleve^ 
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A .  H I N T  F O R  S P R I N Q .  

WHn Hnntekeepers Are Brightening the 
Interiors of Their Dornm. 

^ Now that the backbone of this re
markably winter is broken, housekeep
ers are remarking the dingy look of 
the home interior. The question of 
new wall coverings is up. Paper is 
dear and. short lived; kalsomities are 
dirty and scaly;- paint isv costly. The 

il&ls- ~""TJw-of•' such -aeesaent as Alabastlne, 
^q^lssteacer^tH-^salfa- the-prOMem.^ 
This admirable wall coating is clean, 

% pure'-and wholesome. ~ It can be pat 
On with no trouble by anyone; there 

rtft P^tww nt twwnv wutjfui,tints;: and 
.It is long lasting. ' 

V* '• 

If Yon ViMt » Mackt utn»li 
ifiLsk your local denier to show you 

j^jraphsS-«£- »SOjtG-SBAir!i. MAOKJN. 
ICOSHEHS.- If fee has n<m« he can gel 

rpBferar Jrotn Goodyear Rubber.- Co., St._ 
Paul. A Mackintosh that bears a 
Goia Seal" label is guaranteed. 

CHAPTER VII.—(Continued.) 
"Strangers?" repeated Evan Mon

teith, His tone was one of mingled 
astonishment and reproach. He stood 
still in the middle of the road and 
faced her; but Day did not raise her 
eyes to his face. She felt she could 
not. "Strangers, Day?" he repeated, 
In a low volte that thrilled with some 
deep feeling. "After all that has been 
between us, do you still count us stran
gers? Is this your love or your prom
ised trust?" Day's face was pale as 
death. She put her hand to her throat 
before she answered. Then she spoke 
at last, very slowly, as if she \yere 
trying to weigh her words well. r , 

"Mr. Monteith, we know almost 
nothing of each other. Our acquain
tanceship, even now, only extends to 
three weeks. We Orcadians do not 
leap Into friendship so suddenly as the 
Southrons. It takes years to make our 
friendship strong and true. You know 
little of us; we know nothing at all 
of you. Though it so happened that 
accident brought you to our door, you 
must not feel under any obligation to 
us. We only did what common hu
manity required of us. Then let us 
not speak of trust and friendship. If— 
if we thought of it before, it was IwJ-
cause w^-atece-foollshly. lnjnulsir*." .. 

He had been silent for a few mo
ments when Day ceased speaking. 
Now , his voice sour.ded hard and al
most hoarse. "A man does not need to 
look for much faith among hia fellow-
creatures. After all, why should I 
have asked it from you? And yet I 
thought you meant what you said that 
day. But why recall the past?" he add
ed, as Day involuntarily made a move
ment with her hand. "I am only hurt
ing you." 

"No; do not recall it. Let us rath
er forget it,' said Day, in a hurried 
tone. 
; "Forgive me!" Monteith exclaimed 
the next- moment. "I am a brute to 
speak like that to you, who, whatever 
you may think of me, have been an 
angel of mercy and kindness to me. 
I cannot clear myself in your eyes no*; 
but when I can—when I am free to tell 
all, as please God some day I shall— 
I shall come to you and ask you—well, 
for your friendship then. Now my 
mouth is sealed, and any one who 
trusts me must 'trust me in'all in all, 
or not at all." Well, shall we say good-
by?" 

'•It is better, perhaps," Day Baid, a 
little pantingly. 

"Then good-by. Will you shake, 
hands?" He stretched, out his. Day 
put-hers into it with a strange little 
shrinking motion; but he released it 
Instantly. •£___ 

-"43aod-byp,-Ml!Mi MalcrowT-?:And will 
yqW-WHember this—that whatever you 
may think of me, I hold you now, and 
ever shall hold you, as the sweetest 
and'/truest - and -kindest-" woman, that 
ever 1 have known.: Good-by, and 
may fate giye.you the happiness you 
deserve!" |fC:<V.y 

Day, white and 
trembling, with douW ahd remorse and 
love lighting Within her, stood alone 
on like load. — - - . 

He Believed It. 
J "TftfcJT,say there la arsenic in playing 

uWell j thought I'd been boldtu; 
mighty 'piabu 

d Plain Dealer. 
hands lately."-«Ajv\a 
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Country Pabllihtn tnd nrmn 
and all who need power should get cata
logue of Gasoline Engines issued by J. 
Thompson & Sons, Beloi It, Wis. It *<t sent 
free to anyone. • Tuey also make a fud line 
of farut implements. The firm it thorough
ly reliable and you will make no mistake 
in writtag them. 

Per ha pa tin- gUethen Could, 
Mr. 8tubb (miding)—The seriuon of 

the returned missionary struck a. chord 
in every heart, and many society 
women gave in their diamonds for the 
heathen. 

}' - Mrs. Stubb—They might just as well 
have paste diamonds, John. The 
heathen could never tell the difference. 
•M3hlcago News. 

HAVE IT READY 
Minor accidents are so frequent 
and such hurts so troublesome: 
ao hounehotd should be with 
out a bottle ot 

St Jacobs Oil 
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CHAPTER VIII. 
"Mr. Monteith is coming tonight. 

Miss Troll, so, if you are not engaged 
with Lady Westrisy, you might stay 
in the drawing-room and play to us," 
said Mies Stuart languidly, • 

She reclined in a luxurious easy-
chair, her reddish-auburn head among 
the velvet cushions, one beautiful 
white hand lazily stroking the Persian 
cat in her lap. 1,111th Stuart had a 
strange affection for these animals. 
Could it be, as "Aurora Leigh" says 
the work of woman is, symbolical? 

EJlspeth Troll looked up quickly from 
her seam, taking in at one swift glance 
the attitude of the graceful, einuous 
figure In its pale-green evening-gown, 
trimmed heavily with creamy lace, un
til it looked like that of a Thetis spring
ing from the sea-foam. There were 
times when, even to Elapeth, who had 
known her tor six years, Lilith was a 
m y s t e r y .  .  •  % • « . ^  

"I shall do so if you desire it; Miss 
Stuart," she replied, in her grave, quiet 
tone. ~ 

There was nothing in common be
tween these two young women, and 
silence followed Elepeth's reply. She 
went on quietly with her work, while 
Lilith played with her Persian, alter
nately stroking it and pulling its ears. 
Presently steps sounded on the soft
ly-carpeted corridor outside, and" the 
door was thrown open, the footman 
announcing with ceremony, "Mr. Evan 
Monteith." 

Lilith did not rise, but lay back In 
her chair, her face turned towards the 
door, her dark-blue eyes with that 
de«p, mysterious smile in them which 
had brought so many hearts to her 
feet, her hand half extended—the ac
tion of a queen expecting homage. 
Monteith came forward and bowed 
low; but he did not take the half-
proffered hand, and Lilith allowed it 
to fair by her side. 

"look at my lovely pussy! Is she 
not a queen among Persians?" she 
said, laying her own beautiful mouth 
on th* top of the animal's head. 
"And, do you know, I actually believe 
•be loves me? Is it not strange?" 

Tfcore was hardly coquetry in tbn 

question; it was almost murmured 
over the Persian's head, and might 
have been intended for her as much 
as for Monteith. Monteith took no no
tice of it. He turned to shake hands 
with Elspeth, then, coming back to 
Lilith's side, took a seat beside her. 

"You have sent for me, and, in obe
dience to your request, I am here," 
he said, in a lowered tone. Elspeth 
rose and made a motion as if to leave 
the room. : / £ 

"Oh, don't go, please, Miss Troil" 
cried Lilith. "I wish you to play to 
us. Something low and soft and sweet, 
like this divine evening. And we shall 
sit and dream while you are playing. 
Ask her, Mr. Monteith." 

"I shall play if you Wish me, Miss 
Stuart," said Elspeth again. She came 
back, and going to the piano, opened 
it, and running her fingers over the 
keys, began one of Mendelssohn's 
"Songs Without Words." 

Lilith lay back In her chair, an ex
pression of delight on her changeful 
face. 

"Ah! don't distress nve!" she said, 
when Monteith made a movement as 
if he were about to speak. "Do you 
know what I feel like? A dream—yes; 
and it is of the past—the past that 
comes JisTer again! ! - She sighed -a-
little, and her long dark lashes swept 
her cheek, lying like a shadow upon 
them. Monteith looked at her for a 
moment.. Perhaps no other man in the 
world could have looked at her with
out a thrill of admiration. 

She looked divinely fair and divinely 
sweet at that moment; but Monteith's 
face was strangely cold and stern. 
Elspeth played on and on. She was 
only a paid employe, and, however 
galling it might sometimes be to obey, 
she knew that on Lilith Stuart's favor 
depended her situation; tor Lady 
Westray was not in a position to defy 
the mistress of Crag Castle. 

And Monteith, in spite of himself, 
began to feel strangely softened. His 
mind wandered to the old-fashioned 
garden at Abbot's Head/ and to the 
dainty figure that used to flit among 
the rose-bushes there. He had almost 
forgotten the one beside him, and 
started as a soft hand fell on his. 

"Let us go out." whispered Lilith's 
voice almost in his ear, "to the terrace. 
The evening is so entrancing that it 
seems a shame to remain indoors. And 
do you hear the birds singing in the 
garden? I do even above the music. 
You will come?" Monteith rose with
out a word. As they passed the piano 
Lilith tapped Elspeth lightly on the 
shoulder. 

"Thank you. It is beautiful," she 
said. "But we have demanded too 
much of you. We are going out on 
the terrace." 

Elspeth looked after them as Lilith's 
sea-green robe vanished outside the 
window. 
"Dare I warn him?" ehe said to her
self. "And yet I think he knows her. 
He does not trust her; but there is no 
one in the world I distrust more." 

Lilith had gone to the. edge of the 
balcony and leant upon the balusters. 
From that point the view was one 
which can only be seen in northern 
lands. Although it was long past sun
set, the sunset glory still lingered in 
the western sky in colors so gorgeous 
and vivid ~ that no painter's brush 
would dare reproduce them. 

Monteith had followed Lilith and 
leant his arm on the balustrade. She 
looked up at him, her eyes gleaming 
strangely. 

"You have something to say to me. 
What is it?" 

"Yes; I have something to say to 
you," Monteith answered slowly, as if 
he weighed every word he uttered. "A 
fortnight ago, Lilith Stuart, you and I 
met again under strange circum
stances. You askei^ me then if it waa 
to be war or peace between us. I have 
come now to give you my answer. 

"Once upon a time I was your dupe 
and believed in you; but that is long 
ago. Now I know you as you are. I 
am no longer taken in by your smiles, 
your touches, your sweet words. I 
know what these are worth, and 1 
measure my strength, not against 
them, but against yourself. And hav
ing said this, I havp said all. You un
derstand me now?" 

She was still looking at him, but the 
expression in her eyes had slowly 
changed as be was speaking. There-
was something in them now not pleas
ant to see—something cruel, gleaming, 
almost wolfish. She put her hand to 
the lace at her white neck, and her 
little pink nails dug into it fiercely. 

"Then It is to be war?" she whis
pered, almost hissing the words in a 
sibilant undertone. 

"If you like to put it so—yes, Miss 
Stuart," said the young man, very 
gravely. 

She leant over the balustrade again, 
her face growing curiously pale and 
set. Then suddenly she sprang erect, 
turning to him, laid her hand on his 
arm. 

"Evan, remember all the past! Oh, 
is that nothing to you?" 

"Nothing," he answered, in tie same 
cold tone. "The past only causes me 
shame to remember. I am glad to for
get it. Now I have told you the truth 

i —the whole truth. I came to Orkney 
thinking that In some way I could 

spare you or compromise matters; butj 
it is impossible. Right Is right eter
nally; nothing can ever change it. It! 
must be war between us, because ^o' 
compromise will do—no compromise 
would be right. Therefore let me eay 
good-by and leave you. When we meet 
again it will be before all the world as 
foes. 

"As foes?" she whispered. Her voice 
sounded strangely low In her throat; 
it was as if something choked her. 
She suddenly stood erect, and the Jong 
sea-green gown fell in loose folds about 
her sinuous figure. "This is your final 
decision?" 

"It is my final decision," said Evan 
Monteith. "I shall go now, Miss Stu
art, and the day after tomorrow I leave 
for London. Shall we say good-by 
now?" 

"Good-by," said Lilith. Stuart. She 
held out her beautiful white hand—a 
hand that Evan Monteith had kissed 
in the past—to him. Her eyes, which, 
even in the dark, shone like a cat's, 
were curiously luminous. "Good-by, 
Evan." 

"I shall not touch your hand," said 
Monteith gravely. "It would be hy
pocrisy to do so. Good-by once more, 
Miss Stuart." 

He bowed, turned and left her. A 
stair led down from the balcony to the 
gardens. He went down by it, and 
soon vanished from sight. When he 
had gone Lilith turned and stretched 
out her beautiful arms, with their 
foamy yellow lace, towards the direc
tion in which he had gone. 

"The day after tomorrow," she said. 
And a little, low laugh came rippling 
from her red lips. "Oh, fool! fool! 
The day after tomorrow!",, 

THE BOER WOMEN. 

CHAPTER IX. 
"There is nothing else for it. I am 

forced into this unfortunate position!" 
said Evan Monteith to himself, as he 
cycled back to Stromness along the 
cliff-path, which was, however, safe 
enough, for it was strongly protected 
by a wooden barricade. Even now it 
was hardly dark and Monteith had not 
lit his lamp. 

"I wish the work had been commit
ted to any other but to me," he mused 
as he spun onwards. . 

"But I must atone for the past. 
Much of it has been my fault, and on 
me, therefore, lies the responsibility 
of undoing; any evil I have done. Yes, 
I shall go to London and lay the facts 
before the lawyers; then commit all 
into their hands. But am I to go with
out seeing Day?" 

His face changed as the name was 
uttered, a little hesitatingly even to 
himself. The sternness and resolution 
faded out, and a softened expression 
crept over it. • 

"Will she forgive me when she 
knows all?" he thought. "Ah, surely 
she will? And yet, could I be satis
fied with her forgiveness alone? Is 
there not more that I crave for, pure-
souled darling! Surely her parents 
were far-sighted when they gave her 
her name, for she is like the day indeed 
—bringing joy and sunshine and love 
wherever she goes. Surely, if a bad 
woman is the worst creature on earth, 
a good one is God's best gift to man?" 

Monteith had a room at the Gow 
Hotel; but he did not sleep much that 
night. When he did, his sleep was 
haunted by strange, awful dreams, in 
which he felt himself being hurled 
over some frightful precipice; and 
when he looked up to the platform of 
rock from which he had fallen, he saw 
the mocking face of Lilith Stuart gaz
ing down at him, and heard her scorn
ful laughter float above him on the 
air. 

The dream haunted him strangely, 
even after he had r!««n break
fasted. He told himself it was only 
the natural result of yesterday's dis
agreeable-duty; but somehow he could 
not shake off the uncomfortable im
pression it had left 

(To be Continued.) 

OLD KISSING CUSTOM. 

It Dates from Ancient Times and Is 
Still Observe*!. 

Old-fashioned Hungerford Is once 
more celebrating Hocktide with all its 
quaint customs and ancient ceremonies, 
says Notes and Queries. This interest
ing ceremony began with the annual 
"macaroni supper," and will be con
tinued today, when the two managers 
of the rival banks, who have been 
elected "tuttimen" for the ensuing 
year, go round to the houses of the 
tenants in ths town and exercise their 
prerogative of kissing all the ladies in 
each houSe. Hungerford is one of the 
last remaining unreformed boroughs of 
England, and still retains its ancient 
official nomenclature, electing to have 
in place of mayor and corporation, a 
constable, a portreeve, a keeper of the 
coffers, a hayward, two ale tasters and 
a bellman. The tuttimen (who are 
also collectors of the poll tax) have 
from time immemorial called at every 
house in the borough and received 
from each inhabitant, if he be male, a 
penny, and in case of the ladies a kiss, 
the ceremony being announced from 
\the balcony of the town hali by a blast 
from the Hungerford horn blown by 
the bellman. Afterward a dinner is 
held, at which the officers for the en
suing year are elected. 

eccentric Tides. 
Owing to the effects of shore-lines, 

and other influences which are pore 
or less obscure, it is very difficult to 
account for the peculiarities exhibited 
by tidal waves in various parts of th« 
world. Interfering waves cause once-
a-day tides at Tahiti, and -in some 
other places, while on the other hand 
tn the harbors back of th« Isle oi 
Wight, and in. the Tay in Scotland, 
there are three tides In a day. Th« 
latter have recently been ascribed tc 
"overtides," produced by the modifica
tion of tidal waves running ashore, 
and resembling "overtones'* ol 
musical sounds. 

SHARE PERILS OF HUSBANDS. 
BROTHERS AND SONS 

And Spar Them on to Resistance or 

Deatli — Their Heroic Work In the 

Ambulance and Hospital Service—Tlie 
Ureat Trek of 1830. ' A 

None but the elderly women among 
the Transvaal Boers can remember the 
great trek of 1836, when their fathers 
and grandfathers abandoned the 
homes they had made in Natal and 
tolled up the passes to the lofty pla
teau where they founded their repub
lic. Those days were more trying than 
any the Transvaal women ever saw. 
until the present war began. They, 
were still living in their tent wagons 
when the terrible wars with the Mata-
bele branch of the Zulu tribe began, 
and no women could show more won
derful spirit and constancy than those 
wives and mothers of the Boer pion
eers in the midst of appalling dangers 
and hardships which did not end until 
the Matabeles had been driven north 
of the Crocodile River. Not a few of 
these women and their children with 
them, perished by the assegais of sav
ages, but not one of them would have 
dreamed of returning to the peaceful 
homes and gardens in Natal which 
they had left behind. The British had 
proclaimed that country their own, 
their colonists were pouring in and 
the Boers would die before they would 
come again under British rule. • 
- The wives and mothers of the sol
diers who now confront the British are 
the descendants of those stout-hearted 
women who loaded the guns of their 
husbands and boys, while savages 
rushed upon the brush heaps that were 

.thfi_6Qle. .protectJon_..around thei-F -laag--
ers. Perhaps no women in the 
world have changed so little in two 
generations. The women of the Boer 
farmsteads are now just what their 
grandmothers were when the Mata
beles sought their lives. The Bible is 
still their only 'book, they -still prefer 
a quiet, sedentary life and the simple 
duties of their modest homes, and 
they have scarcely risen in any respect 
above the plane of intellectual cul
tivation which their grandmothers oc
cupied ; and they are like their grand
mothers, too, In the courage, constan
cy and sublime devotion In which they 
are facing the awful trials of another 
crucial period.in the history of their 
people. The women are doing every
thing they can to aid the soldiers In 
the field. Hundreds of them are in the 
field, and form the majority of the 
working force in the ambulance and 
hospital service. In their denun2ia-
tion of the British they are far more 
bitter and outspoken than the men 
themselves, but in their mission of 
mercy they know no enemies. All the 
wounded British soldiars who have 
fallen., into their hands have been 
treated as brothers and friends. The 
Boer nurses extend to them the same 
care that they give to their own strick
en soldiers. The women throughout 
the two republics exerted a powerful 
influence in kindling enthusiastic sup
port for the war when it became cer
tain that the conflict could not be 
averted. They Sent many of their sons 
into the commandos or militia organi
zations, even though the striplings had 
not quite reached the age of sixteen, 
when they are liable to military duty. 
One day a crowd at the railroad sta
tion in Pretoria was cheering a com
mando that was going to join Joubert's 
army around Ladysmith. A mother in 
the throng saw her young son with a 
gun over his shoulder and wearing a 
cartridge belt, just as he was entering 
a car. She followed "him to his seat, 
and, laying her hand on his shoulder, 
sa!d:( 

"My boy, why did you not tell me 
of this?" 

"Mother," he answered, "perhaps I 
was wrong, but I could not bear to bid 
you good-by. You were to be told 
just as soon as we left. You see, 
mother, it was my duty to go sooner 
or later, and I thought the sooner the 
better. Forgive me if I have done 
wrong." 

"You are right, my son," the moth
er replied.- "It is your duty to go, and 
I am willing you should go, though 1 
thought it mieht be better to wait a 
few months. Go, you have my bles
sing, but you should' have told me." 
She kissed him farewell, and there 
was a smile on her face as she left the 
car, though tears stood in her eyes. 

Heart the Only Vital Spot. 
A prominent surgeon, discussing the 

character of the woundS received on 
the battlefields in South Africa, has 
pointed out that experience of the 
present campaign would seem to show 
that the only absolutely fatal region is 
the heart. Bullet wounds of the brain 
are not necessarily fatal, judging from 
the records of the last few weeks, and 
this is presumably due to the small 
size of the projectile, the velocity with 
which it travels, and the modern prac
tice of scientific surgery, by which 
dangerous symptoms likely to arise 
from iujuries may be warded off. It 
has therefore been suggested that, the 
heart being the oiily really vital part 
in the body, a steel covering should be 
provided so aB to protect that part 
from bullets. A steel plate might be 
attached to the soldiers' tunics, and 
doubtless the small shield could be so 
fixed as neither to impede movement 
nor cause inconveience. 

Perhaps No Other Chance. 
Her father—You are too young to 

marry. Wait and you will get' over 
this love. Herself—That Is what I am 
afraid of. 

We live no more of our time here 
tban we live well.—Carlyie. 

A N G O R A  C OATS IN AMERICA, 

Profitable Indontry Bctfentljr Inan|n-' 
rated In Several goaf.hora State*. 

The raising of Angura goats is an 
industry which may soon be estab
lished in the nearby sftate of North 
Carolina. A tract of land was recently 
purchased in Cumberland county by a 
northern man who proposes to breed 
and keep' such animals for the fine 
yield of valuable fleece which they an
nually produce. In Texas Angora 
goats have been cultivated for some 
years, and Farm and Ranch, an agri
cultural paper published in the lone 
star state, says there are 75,000 of the 
animals within its borders, while near
ly fifty tons of their fleece, commer
cially known as mohair, were shipped 
last year from Uvalde alone. It now 
sells at prices ranging from 25 to 35% 
cents a pound for average grades,, 
while some of the very finest quality 
not yet marketed is expected to com
mand 40 cents. Not only is the fleece 
of considerable value, but the hides 
and flesh are also said to be in active 
demand. Apparently there is an ex
cellent opportunity for many Ameri
can farmers in the raising of Angora 
goats. It is asserted that these ani
mals can be kept at much less expense 
than sheep, while their fleece is of far 
greater value than wool. It requires 
a dry climate and short grass, while a 
country of broken and hilly nature, 
with scrubby tree growths, is well 
adapted to its requirements. Tho 
statement Is also made that breeding • 
the Angora with the Common goat pro
duces an animal of great size that the 
latter, while the fleece is soon graded 
up to a profit-yielding quality. Mo
hair, as is well known. Is a long and 
silky product which Is employed in the 
manufacture of many costly fabrics. . 
There are at present nearly 250,000 of 
the pure Angoras in the United States, 
lnit^f"theif""value"is~lrerisftef "gener
ally appreciated by agriculturists there 
is no doubt that this number will be 
largely increased. Animals which are 
easier to raise than sheep and which 
at the same time yield greater returns 
a r e  s u r e  t o  b e c o m e  m o r e  n u m e r o u s  o n ,  
our farms wherever climatic and other 
conditions are conducive to their cul- -
ture.—Baltimore Herald. 

N A T U R A L  G A S  

Haft Paused Out of General Use In Pitts- . 
burs: Home*. 

A, V. Sterling of Pittsburg said at' 
the Hotel Manhatten: "The day of 
natural gas with us is practically over, 
and our city is dirtier than ever. I 
went to Pittsburg to live in 1886, and, 
stayed at first with a friend of mine at 
Roup, one of the suburbs. At that 
time natural gas was everywhere in 
use, and there were open fires in every 
room. My friend warned me to be 
careful in using it, and always to lay 
a lighted match on the bricks before 
turning on the natural gas. I was used 
to ordinary gas fires, and so when I 
had reason to use my fire, and the ga3 
blew the first match out without ignlt- ; 
ing, I leisurely scratched another and • 
touched her off. The next instant 
found me stretched out on the othe. 
side of the room in a stunned condi
tion, amid the wreck of the washstand., 
against which I had been hurled. 
Luckily I escaped with a few bruises, 
but I ever afterward treated natural; 

g a s  w i t h  p r o f o u n d  r e s p e c t .  T h e r e  a r e ;  
a lot of people in my town who would 
like to know what takes the place of 
the gas in the bowels of the earth 
when we extract it. The way it rushes 
out when once tapped shows that it is 
pent up In some place at enormous 
pressure, which grows gradually less 
and finally ends altogether. Now, 
what takes its place Is what I want to ; 
know, and why there isn't danger 
that, this support having been with- : 
drawn, cave-ins may occur? Billions 
and trillions of cubic feet of natural 
gas have been taken from the earth 
since its first discovery, and, I for one, 
would like to know what Mother Na
ture has put in its place."—New York ! 
Tribune. 

The Most Awful Explosion. 
What is said to have been the mos; • 

terrific explosion ever known occurred 
Feb. 19, 1896, near Johannesburg, on 
the Netherlands South Africa railway. 
A train with some fifty-five tons of 
blasting gelatin and ninety cases ot 
detonators was standing on a siding 
when it was inadvertently run Into by 
another train. The fearful energy of 
the liberated gases tore a huge trench 
300 feet long, 30 feet deep and 65 feet 
wide in the stiff clay soil; pieces of 
the1 engine were blown more than a 
mile away; upward of fifty people were 
known to have been killed, while the 
ghastly heap of mangled limbs, which 
filled upward of twenty sacks, proba
bly accounted for many others who 
were passing strangers and could not, 
therefore, be Identified at the time. 
Needless to say, perhaps, all the. ad
joining home property was reduced to 
matchwood and some 600 people were 
rendered homeless. 

English as She l< Pronono«>ed. 
Speaking of the vulgar pronuncia

tion," an English journal expresses a 
wonder whether the pronunciation of 
some of the ignorant classes or some 
of the cultivated classes is the worse. 
For instance, the groom says: "'Arry, 
old my 'oss." But the curate says: "He 
that hath yaws to yaw, let him yaw." 
And the doctors wife says: "Jawge, 
please, go to Awthah and awdah the 
hawse, and don't forget to look at the 
flah." And the vicar says: "If owafc 
gwacious sovering lady wur-ah to 
d i e ! " .  

Forethought. 
"I always believe in putting some

thing by for a rainy day," remarked 
the absent-minded man, as he swiped 
his neighbor's umbrella.—Philadelphia 
Record. 
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