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FIFTEENTH TEAR.

NOTHING NEW.

Tho spider weaves big gauzy web,
Quick each false step retrieving,

He 8 weaving on, and weaving on-F- ast

in and out his swift thread roob
I'Toramorn till night, from night till morn,

And hy bo faHt tho wholo world knows,
That old, old "n eb he's weaving.

The drowsy beo on limber porch
Is all day (ironing, swinging,

And up and down, then down and up.
He sings and hums, and hums and sings,

Ab sipping from it rose-lea- f cup.
He swings nnd sips, and sips and swinge,

That old, old tuno ho'B singing

Two lovers sit beneath tho tree
Oh happy, happy meoting.

What do thov hay? Oh deur my fair,
'lis nothing new, no. nothing nrw.

O, poach-bloo- cheek and golden hair
Just 'I loo you." sweet "I love you,"

The old, old ta-- repeating.
Godoy's.

HAPPY TOM.

In England and Scotland men build
very tall br.ck chimneys which carry
off the smoke from the great factories.
They are so tall that a lot of scaffold-
ing is built round them so that the
men may get up and down to their
work. When the great chimney is
finished the men beg n at the top and
take all the scaffolding down. The
man who has charge of the building
is called the master mason, and he
stays at the top until the last stick
is down, then when he is sure that
all is right he comes down himself by
means of a rope which is fastened to
.a great iron ring at the top ot the
chimney.

Now, it you will remember about
this you will see just how the inci-
dents of this story came about.

Tom Sanders was the son of a
master mason. He was a sturdy
Scotch boy, not a bit handsome, for
he had red hair and freckles and Die

feet and hands acd a snub nose, but
he had a pair of as merry blue eyes as
ever twinkled in a boy's head, and he
was always so good-nature- d that the
other boys called him "Happy Tom."

He never had a chance to get lone-
some, for he had a lot of brothers and
sisters. They lived in a wee little
house, but it was all their own, and
they had a garden where they raised
their vegetable. They had a cow and
a pig, and Tom's mother had a little
corner under the window where she
planted ilowers.

So you see they were a very happy
and busy family.

Tom's father could not always get
work. The winter before this time
I am telling you of he had been idle
lor a long time, and Tom had to
work pretty hard, but he didn't mind
it. He whistled and sang, and his
mother used to say with tears in her
eyes:

"Ah, he's the blithe, bonny lad,
God bless him!"

At last Tom's father got a "job."
It was a good one, too. He was to
superintend the building of one of
the largest chimneys that had been
ouilt for years. Now the children
could have new shoes, and the good
mother could have a gown, and Tom
coula go back to his books.

Day after day the father went to
his work. Tom carried his dinner to
him at noon, and when night came
they were all together, a healthy
group, and far happier than many
who live in palaces.

"I'll tell thee what we'll do,
mother1 said Mr. Sanders, one day.
"The morrow after the chimney is
done we'll ha' a bit of a holiday, and
all go over to the Loch for an out-
ing."

The children heard it and were de-

lighted, and day after day they ques-
tioned their father as to when the
happy day would come.

"Will it be next week, feyther?"
rosy little Kate would ask, and when
he would shake his head wee "Will
would plead.

"Tell us how mony days will be be-

fore we can ha'e our frolic"
But at last the long waiting came

to an end, as all things do, and Mr.
Sanders announced one night to the
delighted children:

"To-morro- w the chimney'll be
done, and then, hey for our frolic!'

The next afternoon Tom and his
mother and the children all went to
see the scaffolding come down and
the father descend the long rope, for
the boys thought that was a great
teat

Slowly the men took down the
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heavy timbers and struck the sides of
the chimney with hammers to see
that there were no weak spots in it
Tom's father, up at the top, was pay-
ing great attention to the move-
ments of the men, for he had taken
great pains with that chimney, and
he wanted to be sure that it was all
right.

At last it was all done, and there
stood the tall chimney in all its
beauty ot workmanship, and the men
gave a great shout

Tom and his mother looked up at
the top. It was so high that the
brawny mason looked like a little
boj And now they looked to see
him come down, but what was the
matter?

They saw him start, look wildly
about him and then clasp his hands
about his head in a dazed sort of way.

The men looked at each other and
then up at the chimney, wondering
what could be the matter, when all
at once the truth burst upon them:

They had forgotten the rope.
There it lay in a coil upon the

ground. Tanned and grimy as they
were their faces grew ghastly as they
thought of the awful consequences of
their mistake. What could be done?
It was impossible to get ladders that
would reach to the top of the great
tower, and of course they could not
throw anything up to such a height

It had taken the whole force of
men all day to tear down the scaf-
folding, and it would take ten days
to build it up again. The case seemed
a hopeless one.

The poor mother threw herself on
the ground and cried and groaned as
if she were dying, and all the chil-
dren kept her company, all but Tom.
In that little read head of his the
thoughts were buzzing about like
bees.

"There must be some way," he
kept saying over to himself, and all
the bime he kepi, thinking as hard as
ever he could. At last he sprang up

i with a shout:
"I have it!" he cried.
The men thought that the horror

of the situation had driven him mad,
but they soon knew better.

Mr. Sanders was standing in a hope-
less way looking down at the little
group, when Tom, making a trumpet
of his hands, shouted:

"Can you near me, feyther?"
He nodded his head in reply, and

then Tom screamed up at him with
all the strength of his lungs.

"Tak' off thy stockin', an unravel
it, and let. down the thread wi' a bit
o' mortar. Canst hear me?"

Afiain he nodded, this time
eagerly. He pulled off his boot and
then his stocking, which he looked
at for a moment, as if he did not
know how to go about it Tom's
mother was on her feet now, all
eagerness, and she called up to her
husband:

"Begin at the top, lad!" You see,
she had knit those stockings herself,
and of good honest Scotch wool, and
she knew all apout it

At last he got the thread started
and unraveled row after row. He
took his knife and dug out a bit of
the hard mortar and tied it on the
yarn. It came slowly down the tall
chimney, blown about by the wind,
but it was coming.

As soon as Tom saw that his father
had caught his idea he was off like
the wind. But before the little
thread reached the ground he was
back all out of breath, bringing a big
ball of stout twine. A dozen willing
hands were ready to tie it to the
yarn, and then they shouted:

"Now hold fast to the string, lad,
and pull it up."

When the twine got to the" top the
big rope was fastened on, and almost
without breathing they watched it
slowly uncoil like a great serpent, and
at last that, too, had reached the
top.

The iron was there all right, and
they saw that he was making it fast
And now they wondered if he would
have the nerve to come down. The
last hour had been a terrible strain
upon him, when it seemed that he
must stay,in that little circle until
he died. x

He came to the edge of the chimney
and made a sign of descent Then
he began to come down. He came
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rapidly about half wayr then, clutch-
ing the rope convulsively, he stopped.

His head fell back and a cry of
horror went up when they thought
that, after all, he would be killed.
Again Tom came to the front and
shouted:

"Dinna gi'eit up, feyther; it's but
a bit further noo, dinna gi'e it up!"

And he didn't give it up. Bousing
all his strength be took hold once
more and slid safely to the ground,
where he fell all in a heap, as weak
and helpless as a baby.

How they kissed him and cried over
him and how Tom's mother thanked
God, and how proud Tom was when
his father at last staggered to his
feet, and, laying his hand on his
head, exclaimed:

"My lad, thou'st saved my life."
Do you need to be told that the

holiday was the happiest one that
had ever come to these humble folks?

I shall have to tell you about it,
however, for it was on that day that
a most wonderful thing happened to
Tom; something that made people
change his name from "Happy Tom"
to "Lucky Tom."

The boys had often begged that
their father would allow them to go
into a cave, several miles up the
coast, for they lived in a seaport
town. But the cave was full of water
when the title came in, and it was
not safe for the boys to gojalone, but
on this day Tom's father said to him:

,lNow, lad, ask me what ye will
and I'll grant it if 1 can."

little Ben slipped slyly up and
whispered in Tom's ear:

"The cave; ask him to let us go
in." And as that was the very idea
that Tom had in his own head, he
did ask it, and of ccurse it was
granted.

They took a lot of candles with
them and some old clothes, and a
generous basket of lunch, and away
they went to the cave.

The opening of it was just a great
hole like a cellar, but the boys kept
on, and soon they found an opening
through which they crawled, and
found themselves in a great room
with a crystal roof. They held up
their candles and every part of the
cave glittered as if it were set with
diamonds.

Tom ran back to fetch his father,
but he said he would rather stay out-

side They began to look for another
room, and soon they found it The
only opening into it was a hole big
enough for them to squeeze through.
This led to a smaller room, which
they began to explore.

Ben fell over something, which
proved to be the skull of a man. It
frightened him so that he began to
cry, but Tom was interested and
looked about for more bones, which
he found. It was plain that a man
had died there.

Shading his candle with his hand,
Tom groped slowly round the walL
He found a rude chair made of boughs
from a tree, a table, one or two rusty
pans and an old knif. This room had
been the abode of a man some time,
but when? And who was he?

That was what Tom wanted to
know. He groped on up to the very
darkest corner, and there his foot
struck against something hard. He
stopped and saw that it was a--i small
iron trunk, fastened With a big lock.
Tom tried to lift it, but could not
Evidently it was full of something
heavy.

"I guess feyther will come now,"
he said, and he crawled out to tell
him.

Tom was right His father did
come; eagerly, too; and when he saw
the iron trunk he exclaimed:

"Hoot! lad; it's a money chest
Who knows but ye've found a for-
tune?"

Together they got the heavy box
outside, for the tide had begun to
come in and they dared not stay any
longer. They carried it up on the
cliff, and then with a heavy stone
Tom's father broke the leek and
opened it

It was full of gold, hard, yellow
gold, all in little leather bags, and in
the yery bottom of the trunk was a
letter. They liad to unfold it very
carefully, for it was rotten with age.
It was written in red ink, and this
is what it said:
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"Whosoever shall find this treasure
shall have it for his own, for I have
neither kith nor kin. No friend have
1 in all the world save my bags of
gold. I have lived for them and with
them, and I shall die with them.

"I have not sinned to get this
treasure, unless it be a sin to rob the
forgotten dead, for I have taken most
of it from sunken ships.

'I have risked my life often, but it
paid me to be able to sit and count
over the shiny pieces and know that
they were mine.

"Should ever human eyes seek out
my hiding-plac- e and find my treasure,
perchance they will find my bones be-

side it and I ask that he who is the
! lucky finder will dig for me a grave
in the crystal chamber and mark the
place with a cross. This is all I have
to ask, and I will not even tell my
name Let that die with me."

That was a strange will, was it not?
But it stood the test of the law,
and Tom was rich.

But it did not spoil him. He was
the same Tom as before, only he was
able now to help people, and he did
so.

OIL OF PEPPERMINT.

More Than Half the "World's Product
Comes from Michigan.

'' More than one half of all the oil of
peppermint, spearmint, and tansy
used in the world is said to be pro-
cured and distilled in Michigan, says
the New York Post. The center of
the industry is St. Joseph County.
Peppermint plants to the weight of
15,000 tons when dried are cultivated
every year in the State. From these
the essential oils are distilled. Early
in spring the roots are planted in fur-
rows from two to three feet apart In
a day a good workman will plant an
acre with them. A few weeks later
the rows meet and cover the entire
ground. In September the plants
mature. They are covered with
fragrant purple blossoms and the
time has arrived for mowing.

After lying in the sun to dry they
are raked into heaps and taken to the
distilleries, of which there are about
150 in the State It is estimated
that 350 pounds of dried peppermint
plants produce one pound of oil. The
yield per acre is 1 5 pounds of oiL
Distilled peppermint bring3 from
$1. 25 to 85 per pound in the home
market. The industry was originally
established about 150 years ago.
Early in the present century a begin-
ning was made in this country in
Wayne Cgunty, N. Y., and in St.
Joseph, Mich. To-da- y nine-tent- hs

of the entire product of the world is
made in the United States. The rich
alluvial soil so abundant in Michigan,
together with its desirable climate,
has enabled the State to take prece-
dence over any other State or country
in this industry.

"Puff, Puff, Puff!"
Grace Greenwood says of John Hall,

the once famous New Hampshire
Senator, in her "Eeminiscenc"es of
Washington," that he was no re-
specter of oersons. Not even the
'thunder of Webster's solemn periods
nor the lightning flash of Clay's sar-cas- m

could appall him.
One hot afternoon, when I had not

been to the Capitol, he dropped in,
and remarked, wearily:

"Webster made a speech this morn
ing."

"Ah, what have I lost!" I ex-m- e

claimed. "Do tell something
about it"

"Well, the old man was not at his
best exactly. It was something like
this."

He assumed the attitude of the
$reat expounder" when speaking,

and using his characteristic gestures
and even counterfeiting his yoice and
inflections, he gave a really wonder-
ful imitation. Yet he said absolutely
nothing but "Puff! puff! puff!" in
those deep, sonorous tones which
were so familiar and so impressive.

1 laughed, yet I felt that there was
something almost profane in that bit
of burlesque.

The storms of life people talk
about; in half of those that visit their
.wrath upon a man's head, he was his
own rain-make- r.

-
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INGENIOUS BIRDS.

Clever Deception Employed to Keep Eggs
and Nestings Safe.

No prettier examples of mother-
hood and devotion to
the young can be found in nature
than are exhibited by certain among
the birds which we all love so well.
Those that build upon high trees are
not so wary in the matter of nest I

concealment as those that seek the
hedge or ground for the shelter of
their houses. A nest placed upon
the ground is in constant danger,
which fact renders the parent birds
remarkably wary, and their effort to
protect and conceal their eggs and
young are often very ingenious. The
skylark has been kno"wn to carry its
eggs or offspring to a place ol safety
after an exposure of the nest, and it
has been said its long hind claw the
use of which has puzzled many
naturalists is especially adapted by
nature for more easily grasping and
transporting its treasures from the
source of danger. When the young
birds are too bulky to be thus re-

moved the parent carries them on its
back, though this mode of removal is
a somewhat difficult one. Nesting
upon the ground, the partridge is like-
wise

i

likely tb be disturbed. A bird of
this species was once startled by a
plow passing within a yard or so of
its nest Destruction was almost a
certainty, as the plow must pass en-
tirely over it in the next round, and
the laborer wondered how the part-
ridge would act The time necessary
for going around the field was about
twenty minutes, yet in that almost
incredible period the parent birds had
effected the removal of some twenty-on- e

eggs to a safe spot Careful
search led to the discovery of the bird
calmly seated upon her treasures in
the bottom of the hedge, out of reach
of the plow.

The magpie is nothing if not
He always barricades his

bulky nest with thorn branches, so
that to plunder it is by no means an
easy matter; but when circumstances
oblige the "pie" to build in a low
bush or hedge an absence of lofty
trees being a marked feature of some
northern localities he not only in-

terlaces his home, but also the entire
bush in a most formidable manner.
Nor does he stop here. To "make
assurance doubly sure," he fashions a
means of exit as well as entrance to
the castle, so that if disturbed he can
slipput qi hs backdoor aj it wefeT.
A tree sparrow on one occasion Built
its nest in a tall elm, just beneath
the more bulky erection of a crow.
Not only did the large nest screen
the smaller, but it afforded a means
of protection from the vagaries of
the weather. Some time after the
crow's nest was plundered of its con
tents, while thaj) of the tree sparrow
escaped untouched. A greenfinch
once built its nest inside the deserted
home of a missel-thrus- h. This de-

serted nest was well known to the
bird-nestin- g boy as forsaken, it being
several seasons old and much battered
by the storms of past winters, so
none ventured to climb the tree after
it. - '

Young birds practice deceptions for
their ultimate safety, especially those
of the partridge and the lapwing
species. At a given signal from the
parent they squat close to tbe ground,
hoping by such means to escape the
eye3 of the intruder. In such cases
their coloring assists" them, the
feathers of the helpless fledglings
partaking of the --hues of their gen-
eral surroundings. Nestlings taken
by surprise feign helplessness, and en-
courage the notion that they have not
yeo power to use their wings. But no
sooner is the means of escape evident
than away they flutter, awkwardly it
is true, but sufficiently well to ac-
complish their purpose.

Extremes in the Plant World.
Let us turn from the giants of the

forest ta those plants which can only
be seen with the higher powers of the
microscope. The smallest of these
and at the same time the smallest of
living things are the plants known as
bacteria. They have an average
diameter of of an inch and a
length one to ten times as great
Many of them have a diameter of less

3T

i

& CROOKS, Proprs.

NUMBER 26.

than of an inch, and it fa
probable that there are multitudes oC T
them so small that the highest pow-
ers of the microscope do not render
them visible. Science,

Fast About Sound.
If it were possible to control soundr

waves in such a manner as to prevent
their ascending and losing themselves
in the great sea of ether which sur
rounds the globe, and to compel thea
to "move off at a tangent," we might
get some results of startling interest.

Now that we have considered the
possiblity of guiding sound at will,
let us consider what volume would be
necessary in order to propagate waves
of sufficient magnitude to make
themselves heard and felt to the-netherm-

parts of the earth. With,
the atmosphere in good condition
for transmitting sound, the "great
guns" of modern navies can be heard
for a distance of fifty miles, at least
the the authorities so state. These
guns weigh from 100 to 125 tons and
the charge of powder used each time
is 500 pounds.

Now, in order that the concussion
might break through the. atmosphere
with sufficient violence to make
sound waves that would have the
power to travel around the world, it
would be necessary to make a gun.
500 times larger than the 125 toa.
gun of to-da- y, and to charge it wita-250,00- 0

pounds of powder! The' enor-
mous amount of exp.osives would
load ten freight cars to their utmost
capacity.

Brewer relates an instance when
the human voice was heard for a dis-
tance of three miles, the owner of
the voice' being an English parson,
Eight thousand three hundred and
thirty-thre- e men with lung power
equal to Brewer's stentor could
transmit a message around the'world,
and not overtax themselves, either.
St Louis Eepublic

A School of Shipbuilding.
One of our great universities has

taken a step in the right direction to
foster the maritime growth of the
country by opening a school of naval
architecture and marine engineering.
Cornell University has inaugurated,
a school of this kind.

The leading powers of Europe have
long had such schools. France has
one at Paris, called the Government
School of Naval Architecture; Italy
nas one at Genoa, the German Gov-

ernment has two schools of naval ar-

chitecture, one in Berlin and another
in Kiel, Neither is great Britain
wantlnjj in this respect, having &
large school of naval architecture in
Greenwich, besides a course oT naval
architecture at Glasgow University,
Scotland. The absence of such
schools fn this country has long been
felt and deplored, and has rendered
it very dffficult for ship and marine
engine builders to obtain draughts-
men and designers having any
special acquaintance with the pecu-
liar problems Involved. Tbjs school
at CojjQfili, by flTfriTsBfng"3uch special
framing, will Setve to ameliorate this
condition off affairs '

The school of naval architecture iar
a part of Sibley College, Cornell Uni-
versity. The" college is under the
direction of the well-know- n Dr. "Ro-
bert H. Thurston.

Jjeeches as Weather Prophets.
Many country people In Italy, says

a traveler, fortell the weather af
means of a leech in an open-mouth- ed

bottle partly filled with water. The
water must be changed once a week;
and a spoonful ot blcod poured in it
about as often. When the weather
is good the leech will remain coiled
up at the bottom of the bottle; when-
ever rain is near at hand it will creep
up to the top and stay there until tbe
weather is settled again. If wind is
imminent it will be very restless and
dart about in the water as though is
pain, while before a thunerstorm it
will appear to be in convulsions. It
is so generally trusted that at haying
time and other seasons when flae
weather is important the leech is oae
of the most useful members of tb
household New York Tribune.

AMAjrloses his power whes
loses his temper.


