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MX FIRST KISS.

BY SJUfUXXi HIHTUBN PXOX.

The tender smile of porting day
"Was waning in the west ;

Soft Bhadows climbed the eastern way .
Where morning's feet had prest.

We lingered on, my IiOve and I,
Amid the fragrant dew,

And though our hearts were beating high
Our words were low and few.

The little stars laughed down in scorn-Wh- ere

had my courage fled?
At last, with strength of paHsion born,

The fateful words were said.
She could not speak she could not see-- So

thick the teardrops shone.
But drooping eyelids told to me

What lips were shy to own.

I've toiled and won an honored name,
And now I'm growing old ;

I've touched the shining hem of Fame,
And found its touch was cold ;

But still from out the shadowy past
One memory brings me bliss,

Fori shall keep while life shall last
Our first, betrothal kiss.

--New Orleans Times-Democr-

THE GREEN-EYE- D MONSTER.

BY W. D. S. ATKINSON.

I.
Outside a large and comfortable resi-

dence on the outskirts of a great city, a
wild storm raged. Inside, a woman sat
lost in thought.

It would be hard, even for me with so
much imaginative license as a story-write-r,

to say what thoughts held this woman al-

most spell-boun-d before the cheerful log-fir- e,

but the opportunity may be taken to
gather something of her history.

May Worthington is no child; no one
would ever think of her as aught but a
good, thoughtful and experienced woman.
She is only 23 years old, but her life has
not been all sunshine. Indeed, herpathway
has mostly led her along that side of the
road where the shadows fall thickly.

May Worthington was loft with a brother
only two years older than herself, before
she was 15 years old, to fight her way un
aided through the world.

May was clever, and by close application
soon fitted herself for teaching some
special branches of study. She and her
brother were well liked by all with whom
they came in contact and never lacked
friends.

When May was 20 she lost her brother.
No, he did not die. Sometimes she al-

most wished that he had, for then, at least,
she could have spoken of him to sympa-
thetic friends. As it was, she knew not
whether he was alive or dead, and if that
were the only uncertainty! Not that what
folks said influenced May in her loyalty to
her brother. He was still her brother,
whatever the world might say. But then,
she could not close her ears to what it did
say, and it hurt her, oh, so much.

After he was gone May found a home in
the household of Mr. Paul Lawrence, as
companion and governess to that gentle-
man's young step-siste- r.

Mr. Lawrence and his young sister had
also lost both father and mother. But the
Lawrences were lich and-kne- very little
about the losing side in the battle of life.
Yet they cherished kindly and sympathetic
feelings toward lonely Slay Worthington,
and both Maude Lawrence and her brother
tried in many ways to make their home a
pleasant one for May. May knew this and
appreciated their kindness.

For three years she had been with the
Lawrences, dnnng all of which time she
had been Maude's constant companion and
warm friend. But Paul, kind as he was to
her in many ways, had never attempted to
closely cultivate her acquaintance.

Paul Lawrence was a very proud man
very cold and reserved; a man who did not
invite confidence and who would not force
his acquaintance or friendship upon any.
But one felt sure that his friendship once
secured, would be worth retaining. He
was one of those men with a calm ex'erior
whose passions are none the less intense
because hidden far out of sight.

May Worthington had plenty to think
about on this wintry night. Yet, some-
how, they were stay-at-ho- thoughts,
and after starting upon a short trip they
always came back and stopped at Paul
Lawrence.

Ah, well! May Worthington was only a
woman, no more and no less, and shall we
say that she was foolish or unwomanly in
that she (almost unconsciously, perhaps),
loved unasked? She was not the first wo-

man who has apparently wasted her love,
nor will she be the last, and, somehow, it
seems us though they are of the best
of women who love where love is unsought.
May Worthington had never dissected her
feelings or cross-question- ed her heart and
would, therefore, never have admitted
that she loved Paul Lawrence. But she
did.

And just as her thoughts emerged from
their day-dream-s, and just when the least
little tear of loneliness trickled adown her
pretty face, there came a rap at the door.
When it opened it admitted Paul Law-
rence.

Paul was twelve years older than May,
but he hardly looked it, and there was al
most a boyish shyness in his manner as he
said:

aMiss Worthington, I wish you would
take pity on my loneliness this evening and
let me sit with you awhile. I don't know
how you feel but 1 am particularly
"blue" the more so, perhaps, as I am all
the time thinking about Maude, who is so
soon to leave us."

May bade her visitor welcome, and Paul
drew a chair up to the fire. Mr. Lawrence
did not permit the awkward silence to last
very long, for, drawing his chair yet closer
and with a very earnest look upon his face,
he went on:

"May, I do not know why I never told
you before, perhaps because I was hardly
suro of it myself, out I love you and I want
you to do my wife."

Not a word said May.
"This is a lonely house and will be more

bo when Maude iB gone. Stay and brighten
it for me, will you, dear?"

Silence again.
"You wish for a little time to consider,

perhaps. Take it, if you wish. I am a
quiet man, May, as you well know; I do not
wear my heart upon my sleeve, but I love
yen, dear. Of that J am now quite sure."

Somehow, by this time Paul Lawrence's
lhair was very cIobo to May's. Somehow,
he held May's two small white hands in one
of his own. Somehow, May's pretty head
rested upon Paul's broad shoulder, and,
somehow, a brilliant diamond ring was

lipped upon May's finger.
And the storm outside stormed on un-

seeded.

A year has passed away, yet in that same
cosy sitting-roo- m and before just such an-
other cheery fire are seated Paul Lawrence
and his wife.

They are very happy, as Indeed they have
Oeen all the year.

"You remember one year ago
, tear?" asked Paul.

"Yes, Paul. I shall never forget. You
aaade me very happy then, and you have
been so good to me since. Do you know,
'Paul, I sometimes wonder if our love and
our lives will always run as smoothly at
they now do? And very often I hare asked
myself why you married me, of whom yos
.really knew, and even now know, so little.

Amd for answer Paul twined hie am
road hie wife and kissed her.

MI have yet Hay, and I am satisfied. I
love jm and therefore trust yom. I shall
aIwmb levejoK and ahenya treat ye."

' " .St- -. - 4- - , , , .

Paul Lawrence's love and trust had never
yet been put to the test; he had no means
of knowing the strength or weakness of
either, and he was doubtless sincere when
he said that he would-alway- s love end trust
his wife. Ten minutes later he had
occasion to go up stairs, and in the en-
trance to his wife s room he found a scrap
of paper, dirty and torn, folded carelessly
and addressed to "Mrs. Lawrence. "

Opening it in a listless way, this is what
he read:

"Mat: I wonder If you still care for me? It
seems a lifetime since I saw you. I am so mis-
erable, and I do so long to see you just once.
Give me one of the old-ti- kisses
dear. I dare not Bhow myBelf, so meet me at 8
o'clock (or as soon after as possible) by- your
carriaco-hous- e. Prav do not let anv one see you.
neither give them, in any way, room for sus-
picion. Dick."

If some one had struck Paul Lawrence a
terrible blow he could not have felt more
stunned.

At first he was amazed, then grieved,
and then angry; not with a flaming, furious
anger which would rage for a short time
and then spend itself, but a quietly in-

tense, dangerous anger, which would
smoulder and burn until it reached a white
heat.

A few moments before he had held in
his arms the woman whom he had made
his wife, whom he had loved and honored

his first and only love. Now he began to
hate her, only began, because his hatred
was of that sort which would grow in in-

tensity.
The first effects of the blow havine

passed away, Paul Lawrence did nof lose
his head. He did not propose to act like
nn excited boy and spoil eveiything. He
would wait and see the end wait and
know how unfaithful a trusted wife could
be. And then

Two hours afterward Paul Lawrence had
secreted himself behind some shrubbery
within sight of his own carriage-hons- e.

From his hiding-plac- e he soon saw enough
to persuade him that, although he hnd a

wite, her love was not his. For he beheld
that slender form enclosed in two strong
arms; while, without any appearance of
shyness or fear, his Paul Lawrence's
wife kissed, more than once, the man with
whom she had made this assignment.

A few minnttsB passed away, and May
entered the house by, a door not often used
in winter time. Her husband met her.
his anger very nearly at a white heat.

"Where have you been?" asked he.
"To the carriage-hous- e, Paul."
"And why there?"
May was confused. She had not

counted upon meeting her husband so
soon, and she told a lie.

"I have mislaid my pecket-boo- k, and 1

thought I might possibly have left it in the
carriage this morning."

Paul, of course, knew that his wife lied,
and she saw that Paul suspected the
falsehood. But she did not anticipate her
husband's next woids:

"Liar! I know where you have been
and what you have been doing. See, here
is the note he wrote you; take it, I
do not want it. Let me think you
are my wife. I remember, we
were married, and you are known
as Mrs. Lawrence. Well, Mrs. Lawrence,
you are a ereait to your loo simple hus-
band."

"Oh, Paul," began May, whose tears
were fast flowing.

"Don't address me as 'Pour," shouted
the angry man. "I know I am your hus-
band, but don't speak to me or I may for-
get myself and strike a woman. Listen.
We cannot share the same roof another
hour. You may stay here and I will go
away or you can leave me here. Please
yourself. You will have all the money
you need, but never let me see your cursed,
false face again. Do you understand?
Which way is it to be?"

"Paul, you must listen," sobbed May.
"He said I should say nothing to you,
but"

"Curse you! Dare you tell me what he
said? Great Heaven, if I had not been a
fool or a coward I should have killed you
both, as I saw you together behind the
carriage-hous- e! Mention him again and.
by the living God, I will shoot you right
herel Say, quickly, who leaves this house,
you or I?"

May shivered and tremblingly said:
"Paul, you are unjust; but I will go

away. It is your house, stay here. I
thought I was too happy. Good-by- e,

Paul."
She waited, unconsciously almost, for

him to say a word. But anger, jealousy,
and hatred had changed Paul Lawrence
into a demon. Silent and unmoved he
watched his wife step out alone into the
darkness, alone, to face the cold wintry
night and the cold world.

Yet, about midnight, Paul Lawrence re-

membered that happy night one year be-

fore, and once a sigh escaped him.
in.

A miserable night. Bain and sleet fall-
ing through the darkness; gusts of wind
rattling through the' leafless branches of
the trees.

Outside, a woman a lady well and
warmly dressed, but, oh, so cold at heart,
and so unhappy. Inside a darkened room
and upon a bed a sick man so sick that,
humanly speaking, he cannot live to see
the light of the coming day.

The woman outside crept along by the
wall of the house and timidly peered be-
tween the blinds. She saw the man lying
upon his bed, his life trembling in the bal-
ances, and by his side, closely watching
with professional keenness, she beheld the
physician. Then, as she fancied the doctor
raised his eyes toward the window where
she stood, she shrank away.

Throwing herself upon the low veranda,
near by, she sobbed aloud. "Oh, Paul,
Paul, my love, my husband! Why did you
not trust me, Paul?"

And for answer came nothing but the
moan of the wind and the pitiless driving
sleet.

Poor May, she was heart-broke- n. One
year had changed her from a beautiful wo-

man and a happy wife to a castaway. She
had come to the old house ht, drawn
by an irresistible impulse, just to see the
place wliere her happiest days had been
passed and then to go away and die.

And now the longing was upon her,
stronger than ever, to resume her old posi-
tion as wife and mistress.

Why was she outside? Why was she not
in that sick-roo- m, nursing her husband
doing for him those many things which
strangers, however kind, 'never think of?

Heart-brok- en and sad, she had no pride;
she almost forgot that Paul had sent her
away with a curse, and, to regain her old
place in his heart and nbme, would have
begged his forgiveness on bended knee for
the lie which, in her embarrassment, she
had told him about her purse.

She knew that Paul must be very sick,
hut koto sick she never suspected, or she
might have entered the house unbidden.
As it was she only leaned her head to the
side of the cold wall and sobbed.

She was near the room,
where Paul had asked her to be his wife.
Some one was in there now. She looked
in. It was only Hannah, the Lawrence's
old negro nurse, and she wag down upon
her knees praying.

Poor Hannah, she was a faithful old
servant, good and true as steeL Like
most negroes, she wa religious, even
though her religion was not very intelligent
to herself or others. And the was pray-
ing

"Ob, food -- Lord, briag back de poor
arisen. Left her eosae keaae, dear Lerd,
an eossfort Mare' FsiL De, gee Lord

bring home my poor Mars' Paul's wife, fot
Jesus' sake, Lord. Amen." t

And still, as she 'knelt with her hands
tightly clasped, her eyes turned upward and
her body swaying to and fro, the colored
woman crooned, rather than sang, sweet
old negro hymn:

De masBa ob de sheepfol'
Dat guard de sheepfol' bin,

Look out in der gloomerin' meadows
Where de long night rain begin-- So
he call to de hirelin shepa'd.

"Ib my sheep, is dey all come in?"

"Oh, den," says de hirelin' Bhepa'd,
"Dey's some dey's black and thin,

And some dey's po' ol' weddas,
J3ut de res' dey's all brung in."

Den de massa ob de sheepfol'
Dat guard de sheepfol' bin

Goes down in de gloomerin meadows
When de long night rain begin-- So
ho le' down de ba's ob de sheepfol',

Callin' sof, "Come in, come in."

Den up t'ro' de gloomerin' meadows,
T'ro' de col' night rain an' win',

An up t'ro' de gloomerin' rain-p-

Whar de sleet fa' piercin' thin,
De po' los' sheep ob de sheepfol,

Dey all comes gadderin' in.

The quaint words, sung so pathetically,
soothed the poor woman listening outside
in the cold, wet night, and she, too,
prayed:

"Lord, let me 'come in' to Paul. And,
if that is not to be, then take me home to
thyself. Lord: for I am so weary and so
tired of wandering alone in this unkind
world."

May had not noticed footsteps approach-
ing, but as the last word left her lips a
well-kno- voice broke the silence of the
night.

"May! Why, what in the world are you
doing here? You are cold and drenched
through and you are Bick! What does it
mean, May?"

"Oh, Dick, hush! Let us go away take
me to the oity; this is not my home any
more."

But, still standing in the rain, May told
as much of her story as she carea o as
much as seemed to her necessary. And,
under the nearest gas-lam- p, the man took
from his pocket that evening's newspaper
and handed it to May, who read

THE GBAYDON FORGERY CASE.
Last evening Charles Maiden, cashier of the

econd National Bank, committed Buioide by
blowing out his brains with a pistol. The dead
man's affairs are found to be in bad shape,
though just how bad cannot be determined at
present. In his desk was found a letter ad-
dressed to Col. Graydon, one of the bank

and a heavy stockholder. In this letter
Maiden confessed to having forged Col. Gray-don- 's

name to a check for a large amount, five
years ago. At the time that forgery created a
widespread interest, and suspicion fell so
heavily upon Richard Worthington Col. Gray-don- 's

secretary, that a warrant was issued for
hiB arrest, though he was never captured. It iB

needless to add that all suspicion is now re-
moved from Mr. Worthington.

"Oh, Dick! Thank God! lean tell him
all now. He must know this very night,
and you shall go with me when I tell him."

May took her companion's hand and led
him quickly to the door of Paul Lawrence's
house. She did not wait to ring the bell,
but walked right in to where Hannah still
knelt. Hannah did not appear greatly sur-
prised.

"Ah. missus," she said bb tears of joy ran
down her dark but pleasant face, "I
'spected you'd come. I axed de good Lord
to bring you back to Mars' Paul, an' He's
broughten you."

It was not long before May was at Paul's
bedside, forgetting her own weariness in
her gladness at being once more near her
husband. And When, as the gray dawn
of the morning broke, the doctor told them
that Paul Lawrence would live, May was
happy, and only then consented to take
some' much-neede- d rest.

During the day Paul recovered conscious-
ness, and in the afternoon May led her
brother to his bedside.

"I have come back, Paul, and this is
Dick, my brother."

The sick man feebly held out his wan
hand and drew his wife to him, for he was
glad at heart to have her back. And May
bent over and kissed the husband who had
so sadly wronged her.

Then Dick Worthington withdrew, and we
will do likewise, for where better can we
leave husband and wife than locked in
each other's arms? And, as we leave them
so, I remember that somewhere in the
Good Old Book I have read that uJealousy
is cruel as the grave;" but close by I have
also read that "Love is str&ng as death."

Jackson's Duel with Dickinson.
In a paper in the Southern Bivouac

the following conversation between
Gen. Harding and Gen. Andrew Jack-
son, relative to Jackson's duel with
Dickinson, is given:

"In conversation with Gen. Jackson
one day I said : 'General, is a brave
man ever frightened ?'

" 'I don't know that I am competent
to answer that question, said he. I re-
plied : 'The world accords you as much
bravery as is possessed by any man.'

" 'If that be so, sir, said the General,
'I would say I have been badly fright-
ened as a gentleman ought ever to be.'

"Said I, 'I presume that was in some
of your Indian fights?'

" 'No,' said he, 'it was when I went
on the field with Dickinson. I knew
him to be a cool, brave, determined
man, and the best shot I ever saw, and
I never expected to leave the field
alive. I owe my life to the fashion of
the day the full-breast- ed coat. This
and the peculiar conformation of my
much-sunke- n chest were all that saved
me. Dickinson's bullet struck what
appeared to be the center of my body
under the right arm,, and the ball
grazed my breastbone. I had gone
upon the field determined not to fire at
Dickinson, but to discharge my pistol
in the air, having no ground of quarrel
with him, and not wishing to hurt a
hair of his head. My quarrel was with
his father-in-la- w, Ervin; but when I
felt myself shot, under the impression
that I had received a mortal wound, and
smarting under this belief and the
physical pain, I fired the fatal shot,
and no act of my life have I ever re-
gretted so much.

" 'Under the conditions of the meet-
ing we had a right to reserve the fire,
because I knew Dickinson could shoot
so much more quickly than I could. It
has been asserted in the public prints,'
said Old Hickory, that I advanced on
Dickinson to deliver my shot and that
he gave back, both of which statements
are false, sir. I stood in my place
when I fired and Dickinson remained in
his, receiving my shot like a cool, brave
man as he was.'"

General Harding said that at this
same interview, which was the last he
ever had with Gen. Jackson, the latter
said to him:

" The world is greatly mistaken
about my having an ungovernable
temper. I never gave an exhibition of
temper without my judgment approved
it, I sometimes found it neoMsary
even to prevent the shedding of blood.' "

A fool in nlffn autjoayte like s an
inabaUoon. EWbodv littla
to him ar he appears little to t17--
body. ,. ,

XMM MMDIAN MTM.

It has long been ft puzzle to thoaa
who trouble themselves to find a rational
explanation for traditions how 'they
originated the idea of a race of monster
men with one single eye in the center
of the forehead. For this widely-sprea-d

tradition no satisfactory rational ex
planatkm has been offered. It was,
however, passingly alluded to in ft

lecture by Mr. Baldwin Bpenoer, At

the royal institution on "The Pineal
Eye in Lizards," and, though ths al-

lusion cannot readily bo converted into
an explanation, it. affords ground fot
curious speculation. Deeply seated iu
the human brain thero is a blunt "pro-
cess" known as the pineal gland. Un-

like the rest of the brain, it is hardened
by a kind of chalky deposit, and its
significance and function have long
been a puzzle to anatomists. One of
the most celebrated speculations re-

specting it is that of Descartes, who
suggested it might be the seat of the
souL Eecent research, enlarged by
studies in comparative embryology,
have throw fresh light on its signifi-
cance. No vertebrate is without it, and
in different genera there is much differ-

ence in the extent of its development.
Throughout the Lacertilia it is much
prolonged, and in some it ends ex-

ternally in an eye with a well-mark- ed

lens and retina, which lie just within
an aperture of the skull known as the
parietal foramen. Whether in lizards
this is in any way an organ of actual
vision is doubtful. The eye is covered
by a scale, very different, however,
from the surrounding scales ; but even
when this is sufficiently thin to be trans-
lucent, it is improbable the eye is of
any real service. The point of interest,
however, is that structurally the Gye is
there, even if functionally it is value-
less. In many forms lower than the
vertebrates this medium eye is met
with, sometimes as the sole organ of
vision throughout life, sometimes sup-

plemented by paired eyes after pass-

ing from the embryonic to the adult
state, and there are cases in which after
the paired eyes are developed the
medium eye is lost. From the relatively
large size of the parietal foramen in
some of the huge fossil reptilia there is
little doubt they had effective median
eye. In living forms which have been
studied this eye is always at the end of
a prolongation of that part of the brain
which, differing in length in other
vertebrates, is the short and blunt
pineal gland in man. In the language
of embryologists, man has either an
undeveloped or a degenerate gland
which elsewhere is developed into a
median eye with lens and retina, and
the essentials of what we call an ordi-

nary eye. Whether this fact has any
real connection with the old Greek and
still existing oriental traditions or not
can be only a matter of conjecture.
St. James' Gazette.

HE GOT MIA MNNElt.
An Irish priest was standing at the

corner of a square about the hour of
dinner, when one of his countrymen,
observing the worthy father in perplex-
ity, thus addressed him :

"Oh, Father O'Leary, how is your
river ence?"

"Mightily put out, Pat, " was the re-

ply-

"Put out ; who'd put out your river-ence- ?"

"Ah, you don't understand; that is
just it. I am invited to dine at one of
ihe houses in this square, and I have
forgotten the name, and I never looked
at the number, and now it is nearly 1

o'clock."
"Oh, is that all," was the reply; just

now be aisy, your riverence, I'll settle
that for you. "

So saying, away flew the good-natur- ed

Irishman around the square,
glancing at the kitchens, and when he
discovered a fire that denoted hospital-
ity, he thundered at the door, and in-

quired :

"Is Father O'Leary here?"
As might be expected, again and

again he was repulsed. At length an
angry footman exclaimed;

"No; bother on Father O'Leary; he
is not here, but he was to dine here to-

day, and the cook is in a rage, and says
the dinner will be spoiled; all is wait-

ing for Father OTJeftTy.n
Paddy, leaping from the door as if

the steps were on fire, rushed up to the
astonished priest, saying:

"All is right, your riverence; you
dine at 43, and a mighty good dinner
you'll get"

"Oh, Pat!" said the grateful pastor,
"the blessings of a hungry man be upon
you."

"Long life and happiness to your riv-
erence I I have got your malady, Ionly
wish I had your cure." The Earth.

Thx British soldiers in South Africa
say that the inhabitants of the Trans-
vaal are "awful Boers."

Texas is to have a new paper, the
Confederate Colonel, which promises
"to be as unbiased in politics as a paper
edited by a life-lon- g Democrat can be in
a State rolling up over 160,000 ma-

jority for the good old Democratic
ticket. The paper is given the name
it bears because more than four-fift- hs

of the men in the late war who dis-

tinguished themselves were colonels.

Olctxb DiunDUL tht
farmer of Dakota, will this spring put
U. on nnn WLt Tw Mimnim'

XT :'www ZT"" TT . 17 ,7
lkote wiU nrt au frnwiHuni

bulk of wheat that wiH surpris tte
wildest fpeealators.

FlOFlT-SMUtPl- ft DC TE1KC1.

Its Qtmrnt Xaflamm om Iadwatrial Bfi
IU Tardea Typ ad What It Prem-1m- s.

Boston Herald TettUr.
Front-snarin- g provides no panacea

for industrial ills. The payment to
workingmen, in addition to the wages
which competition regulates, of a fair
share of the profits earned, will not
miraculously transform their mental or
moral character. Such a transformation
must work from within outward, and
mtwt include other than economical

But profit sharing i a neces-
sary introduction to this fundamental
reform, an indispensable method of es- -
ablisliing equitable and profitabte re-

lations between employer and em- -
ployed, and a foundation for every
other improvement in the con-lifo- n of
workingmen. So the historv of partici- -
wation shows that the 8,atem
lias always, in praccice, oeen as-- s

ciftted with other important reforms.
This is not a suprising result. The
more directly the workingmen are, in-

terested in a business the more clearly
it becomes of importance to the em-

ployer to raise their productive capac-
ity to its highest point. On the other
hand, by arousing their hope3 and am-
bitions, profit-sharin- g stimulates work-
ingmen to make improvements in their
own condition, and to unite cordially
in any such efforts on tho part of their
employers. .

Since its introduction, participation
in France has been closely identified
with the formation of provident .socie-
ties and benefit clubs among laboring
men. Wages are usually adjusted to
the cost of living, and the chief value
to the workman of a share in the gains
is the assurance which it gives for the
future, in the event of illness, disabil-
ity or death.

Most participating firms distinctly
recognize this principle in their method
of assigning to the employes the'r share
of profits. Only five business houses
of importance pay the whole share of
the profits in cash. Some of the most
successful pay noth'ng at all in annual
dividends, but profits are capitalized to
the account of the laborer, accumulate
at compound interest, and are only
payable when he has completed a large
number of years' work for the house
or attained a given age, as 55 or b0
years. Sometimes, even then, he con-

trols only the interest of th's cap tal;
but in case of his death it 's always paid
at once to his surviving relat.ves.

The Compagnie d'Assurance Gener-ale-s

of Paris has practiced this plan for
thirty-fiv- e years. It assigns only 55
per cent, of profits to its employes, but
from 1840 to 1882 the sum allotted to
labor was over $1,000,000. In four-
teen years $2, !00 were accumuT
lated by a simple book-keepe-r,

$4,000 by another, and $13,000 by a su-

perior official. M. Alfred de Couroy,
managing director of the company, is
one of the warmest advocates of the
system. New insurance companies, in
need of experienced management, he ex-

plains, had often drawn away old em-

ployes by promise of increased pay.
"The savings account," he says, "has
put an end to this. It is so highly
prized that one does not lightly sacrifice
the share of profits to momentary gain.
Even faithful servants have become
more industrious, beoause it is to their
interest that the number of employes
should not be increased." He empha-
sizes the fact that te existence of the
pensioning system facilitates the
prompt dismissal of employes who are
incapacitated by age for profitable
work. "The institution," says M. de
Courcy in 1880, "has now had thirty
years of experience, that is to say, of
unvarying success. Each year, by
augmenting the account of the em-

ploye, makes him feel more strongly
the advantage of the deferred partici-
pation. Each year, too, the company
appreciates better what it gains in
fidelity in return for these sacrifices."

A large number of business houses
combine both plans. They pay a fixed
per cent, annually in money, but re--,
serve a share of profits one-ha- lf or
two-thir- ds to form a pension of retreat.
For instance, the well-know- n house of
Bilonet Isaac, near Geneva, invests
one-ha- lf of the profit assigned to labor
in $20 shares in the company. Some
firms require a small contribution from
the workmen to this provident fund.
The type foundry of Deperny et Cie
and some others provide for small loans
from this fund in cases of immediate
need. The introduction of this savings
reform, one of these employers says, is
the greatest advantage of the profit-sharin- g

regime. Some of these firms
which practice deferred participation
invest the provident funds for the ben-
efit of the employes. Others retain
control of them, paying affixed inter-
est. It is considered preferable if a
firm do not itself control these benefit
funds, but safe investments are hard to
find. Therefore, French participants
greatly desire the creation of a gov-
ernment institution where such funds
may be placed, and to draw a small,
but secure, rate of interest.

txnftU Waste of Bate Material.

"And what does your husband do for
a living?" asked Mrs. Chatterwell dur-

ing her first call on the new neighbor.
"He's a reporter."
"A what?""
"A newspaper reporter; he goes

about everywhere, learns all the news
and takes it to the paper."

"And do they pay for that?" shrieked
Mrs. Chatterwell, rising to her feet in
sheer amazement.

"Yes, $80 a mouth."
"Oh, mercy on me ! I've lost mor'n

$20,000 good money since Fve lived in
Talkertownl" Makes a straight rush
for the office of the Clarion. Bur-dett-e.

in Brooklyn Eagle.

CkfldremHair Prfct,
An Austin gentleman, who had lost

one of his children, was presented with
mil by the doctor.
"I see by your bill that yon charge

$20 for ten visits while you wen treat
ing mj child," he remarked.

"Certainly, $2 is the usual prioe for
visit," responded the doctor.

--Yes, but maa alive, the child was
mader 10 years of age. I eoil& han
got her into ft eras for half priotr
Tss Sifting. . "4 ,

f , ..iJ&S,. MdBMK. .i& ''-- (fsfe ils
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The resistance, active and passive, of
the physical system to destructive
agents is wonderful. Huge wounds
heal up and leave nothing but a scar.
This is true not only of the external
muscular tissue, but of the internal or-

gans, including even the brain.
A large part of a bone may be taken

out, and the bone grow again. Deadly
poisons may be swallowed, and the va-

rious eliminating organs will go to work
to destroy their power, and often fully
succeed. Millions of persons trans-
gress nearly every law of their physical
system, ind still live out half their
days, because of the unceasing strug-
gle of that other law the law of recu-
perationto undo the mischief, or to
reauce saununuia.

I DUUV naa oeen camea in ui.
bram, or m some large bone or muscle,
lor years witnoutappreciaoie narm. xn
such cases nature builds a tough en
closing wall around the intruding ob-

ject, thus preventing either friction or
the solution of the lead and the ab-

sorption of the poison into the circula-
tion.

The following case, the full details of
which are given in ft recent Lancet,
strikingly illustrates the tolerance
and recuperative power of the system:

A soldier was badly wounded in the
knee by the explosion of a rifle. After
he had lain in the hospital fox five
months, during which time the joint
constantlysuppurated, and was several
times laid open with a knife, the wound
healed up. He became able to do hia
work as a messenger, and suffered no
inconvenience from the injury for elevea
years. 9

Then an abcess formed, which dis-
charged for some eight years, when the
surgeon succeeded in removing a small
portion of the brass heel-plat- e of the
rifle and bits of lead from the knee.
The abcess remained open, occasionally
discharging small portions of brass,
lead, and gritty matter for the next
nine years, or until the summer of 1836.

At "that time, the surgeon of the hos-
pital, who then took charge of the case,
succeeded in tracing the sinus, or open-
ing, back to a hard object in the oppo-
site side of the joint. Laying open the
flesh at this point, he found and re-
moved the offending cause, which was
one-ha- lf of a flattened and misshapen
bullet.

In a few weeks the man was able to
walk with little inconvenience, and re-

turned home with the prospect of per-
fect restoration. Even in this case,
jagged as was the bullet, the cavity,
which was about an inch in diameter,
was lined with a firm capsule.

A Court Trial in India.
The experience of an English official

in India might have been told as that
of a rustic justice of the peace or of a
judge of a police court in our own coun-
try. The gentleman was returning one
afternoon from a tiger-hun- t, and as he
approached his village he met a large
company of people coming out to meet
him, and all eager to report to him
some matter of public interest. In the
din and confusion he could not under-
stand one word that was said to him,
neither could he make them know bj
word or sign tha. he desired silence.
The story goes on :

Under ordinary circumstances I
should have charged among them with
a stick, but this might have led to com-
plications and been a source of annoy-
ance in the future. I looked around
for an inspiration and my eye fell on a
little writing-tabl- e neatly set out with
pens, ink, and various kinds of paper.

I seized this and placed it in front of
the infuriated crowd, took a chair,
seated myself, and, pen in hand, spread
out an imposing clean sheet of foolscap.
By this time I had observed a young
man whom the others seemed to regard
as a leader. On him I fixed my eyes
intently and then pretended to write
down whatever came from his mouth.

"Good gracious," he thought, "this
must be a government reporter." An
in an instand he was as one struck
dumb; not another word would he ut-
ter. The rest of the crowd were even
more cowed, and a dead silence now
succeeded to the late frantic olamor. I
looked judiciously around and said:
"Well, go on."

But no one would go on; all looked
toward the earth, except the brave
young chief, who stared, panic-stricke-n,

across at a white bearded gentleman,
his father, and chief of the settlement,
but whose authority had been usurped
by his son. These two worthies having
looked hard at one another for some
.moments, the younger one of them ex-

claimed; "We are guilty." Youth's
Companion.

Not in Style.
Tt has come at last. Fashion having

exhausted every detail of life has
turned its attention to funerals.

"Poor, dear Mrs. ! Wasn't it
sad?"

"Awfully sad. I was quite shocked."
"So was I terribly shocked. It was

so sudden, you know."
"It wasn't that that shocked me so

much. But she was buried all out of
s'tyle."

"How ? What do you mean ?"
"Its all out of style to have flowers at

a funeral now, and the coffin was com-
pletely covered with them." San
Francisco Chronicle.

The President is preparing for his
summer programme. Could he follow
his own inclinations he would doubtless
go into the Adirondack wilderness and
devote his time to fishing. But Mrs.
Cleveland is anxious to see the great
West and is impressed with the desir-
ability of having her husband cross the
Mississippi Biver, which he has never
done. It is pretty well determined that
he will go to St. Louis, and perhaps
extend his trip across the continent,
returning by way of Iowa and Wfc- -
consin.

Lobd Bakdoltx Gbukokll goof
from Sicily to Italy escaped tea days' ;
quarantine byhirimg ft boatman to take
him across the straits and land him isr ' ,

an ay place where he eeld ' :
escape the notioe of the ooasi giard. .

:

The Lord Randolph had to trftpM- -'
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