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. AInmHim happy household camp* 
.Vrmcti dwelt among uh, as irGod 

i' Had spread liis tender hand, above 
Our heads, nnd touched us with the rod 
' bis divine und human law. 

From out the fur sweet depths of air, 
- 1 heard an untransluteii eoug 

Float softly and in cadence rare 
The branches of the trees nraong. 

Whence comcst thou, O psalm of cheer? 
I soraetirai'H think it must hiive been 

" A message from the street, the elenr 
Soft soundiiifcharp's chord of llim, 

Who led Judea's martyrod hosts 
Unto the veiled promised laud, 

' Where angels of the I'cntccost 
Stood holding God hy liis right hand. 

I could have sat forever there 
Amid the stillness ami my books, 

With such sweet music in the air, 
Half like the hour of babbling brooks; 

Anil yet more sweet than uny note 
E'er chanted b.v a mortal's lips. 

Or murmured from a human throat. 
My senses seemed in brief eciipso. 

And .vet. I know it must have been 
God's music drifted unto me, 

Or else the song of Serapliiins 
Or softe lost soul's Inst threnody. 

I felt a better life wilhin. 
My heart, drew nearer unto God. 

. 1 thought that I eoulil love life's sin 
And travel where liis evangel trod. 

Ah, sweet ni^hthonr. I woo you long; 
1 sit. ami watch the full moon rise, 

And think perhaps that selfsame song 
Will float airiiin from yonder skies; 

And yet it is enough to know 
God's music once hatl i  kissed m.v ears,  

And taught m.v jrruti imle to How 
Stanvard in rear o holy tears.  

Louis Mugiuine. —St 
.« 

THE BOBLEirS CROSS. 

#=i 
HEY call Spain the 
land of adventure," 
m u t t e r e d  l l a r r v  

that nice man, Pedro Gonsalves, the 
brigand captain, who seems to be ter
rorizing the whole country at this 
time." 

The speaker was no other than our 
friend, Harry White, now grown into 
a tall young inan, and revisiting, af
ter afi ve yen rs'n fosenco beyond the At
lantic, his former haunts'in southern 
Spain. 

lie had certainly good cause to feel 
uncomfortable just then. To lose 
one's way in a gloomy forest among 
the Spanish mountains, withnightat 
hand and a storm coming on, is not 
a pleasant experience in any cuse; 
but when to all this is added a very 
strong probability of falling in with 
a band of robbers, whose usual mode 
of demanding ransom for a captive is 
to mail his ears or noso to his anx
ious friends as a hint that "speedy 
payment is requested," he must in
deed lie a bravo man who can face the 
situation without flinching. 

What Harry feared came only too 
soon. A hoar.su shout was suddenly 
heard among the hushes, nnd before 
he could draw his revolver he was 
surrounded bv a gang of fierce look
ing men, whose grim, ruffianly faces 
and scowling eyes boded him no 
good. 

A smart stroke from the butt of 
llarr.y White's heavy whip felled the 
foremost man, but the rest at once 
dragged him from liis horse, and, in 
spits of his furious struggles, bound 
him hand and foot. 

"l.et me kill the dog!" roared the 
injured robber, whose head was bleed
ing freely. "'He shall never strike a 
Spaniard again!" 

"Not hq fast. Brother .Juan," said 
another. "He Iboks like an English
man, and the English are all rich. 

A\ hite, as he strolled i We'll make him pay a fat ransom." 
befo re brea k fas t 
around the outskirts j 
of a small Spanish ; 
town on the southern 
slope of the Sierra ; 

Morena; "and I'vi* been in it three j 
weeks, and not had one adventure' 
yet. A man £ots no show at all in 
traveling nowadays. Hello! here 
comes somebody in a hurry!" j 

Very much in a, hurry, certainly,, 
seemed the sturdy Spanish peasant 
who had just .appeared on the top of :  

the steep ridge above the boy's head j 
for he was leaping from crag to crag ! 
as recklessly as a wild cat, and 

"And if he don't pay it quickly,"put 
in a, third, with a defiant whisk of 
his knile close to the prisoner's ear, 
"his friends won't find him quite so 
handsome the next time thev see 
him." 

Harry's blood ran cold at the hor
rible threat and the roar of brutal | 
laughtet that followed it. He was 
now completely disenchanted, for the 
brilliant and chivalrous bandits of. 
his boyish dreams were utterly dif- : 
ferent from these ragged, hang-dog ! 
ruffians, who almost choked him 
with the stilling odor ol garlic and ' 
bad tobacco. j 

Then his horror turned to rage at j 
the thought of being plundered and j 

at ; insulted by these brutal rascals, and 

A young man with a baby in his 
arms stood on the southwest corner 
of Fourteenth street and Sixth 
avenue the other evening, says the 
New York Evening Sun. The baby 
was at peace with itself, the young 
man who held it, and the world in 
general. The young man didn't ap
pear so well satisfied. He looked 
quite anxious and ill at ease. He 
had been standing there with tlio 
baby in his arms for almost an hour 
when two young men standing on 
the opposite corner enjoying the 
situation, crossed the 'Street and 
walked up to him. 

"I say old chappie, where did you 
get that kid?" 

"A young lady asked me to hold 
it for her a lew moments while she 
went into Macy's," answered the 
young man, beginning to look as if 
he wished she hadn't. 

"She did, oh? Well, the besi thing 
you can do is to take the Child up to 
police head-quarters and report the 
case. That mother has deserted the 
baby." 

"I don't believe it," said the holder 
of the baby, hut the expression on 
his face seemed to belie the statement. 

"You don't," exclaimed the second 
young man. "I'll bet you §."» to §1 
that it's a fact." 

"I'll take the bet" and the money 
was put up. 

About five minutes later a very 
trim little lady came out of Stacy's 
with her arms full of bundles. 

"Oh, John, how long I've kept you 
waiting. • lias baby been behaving 
itself? Come to its mother poor lit
tle dear. What, you've got to see a 
friend? All right; hurry up." 

And as the couplo walked off the 
young gents on the corner could hoar 
the fond father say: 

"See. it will just buy baby that car
riage yon want so badlv." 

INTERESTING AND INSTRUCTIVE 
READING FOR THE YOUNG. 

times even swinging himself over 
some deep cleft by the bough of a 
tree, as it in such haste that he had 
no time to think of such a trifle as 
the chance of a broken neck. 

But in thiscase it was "most baste> 
worst speed," iorall at once a large 
stone gave way beneath the Span
iard's feet, and he came tumbling 
headlong down into the road amidst 
4i whirlwind of dust. 

Harry, whose sympathies were al-
• ready enlisted in favor of a man 
capable of such feats of strength and 
daring, flew to the spot feeling as if 
he had really met with something 
like an "adventure" at last. But 
when he reached the fallen man he 
stopped in sheer amazement. 

he inwardly vowed that when he did 
| get free lie would spend all the money 
| he had in hunting them down. But, 
j as we shall see, he never got the 
chance of doing so. 

The robbers laid their prisoner on 
the horse and led him up a steep, 
zigzag path to a kind of rocky plat
form, walled in on three sides by un
scalable cliffs, while on the fourth lay 
a precipice of several hundred feet. 

Here about twenty more brigands 
were encamped; and Harry White, 
suddenly remembering his silver 
cross, looked eagerly to see if the 
man who had given it to him was one 
of the band; he could see no oue in the 
least like him. 

"Has Capt. Gonsalvez come back 
I yet?" asked one of his conductors. 

... . , , "So," was the reply; "but we are 
And well lie might. I he man I expecting him everv moment." 

whom he had seen bounding along j Just then a hastv step was heard 
the ridge had had long gray hair j below, and a tall dark figure, spring-! 
and beard; he was quite sure of that, j ing up the rocks as nimblv as a| 
for he remembered wondering that mountain goat, came bouudin" 
an old man should be so active. The : to the platform. ° 
hair of the man before him was short, 

on i 

thick and black as night, and he had 
no beard at all. 

Meanwhile, the stranger had man
aged to sit up. and was wiping the 
blood from a bad cut on his forehead. 
In doing so he discovered the loss of 
his false hair and beard, and met 
Harry's eye fixed wonderingly upon 
him. 

"Well," asked he, fiercely, answer
ing the boy's glance with a a defiant 
•stare, "do you know me?" 

"No, and I don't want to know 
you," said Harry in broken Spanish, 
rather nettled at the man's imperi
ous tone. "I suppose you're a smug
gler by your disguising yourself that 
way." 

"Yes, I am," replied the other, with 
a strange smile. "Are you going to 
give me up to the police?" 

"Not 1!" cried Harry. "It's not 
the style of us Americans to give 
awav a man who can't stand up for 
himself." 

"Ah, your're an American then?" 
said the smuggler, looking curiously 
at him. "Well, if you are willing to 
help me, I'll tell you how you can do 
it. Give me your arm as far as the 
chapel of St. James, about half a 
mile down the road—for 1 find I've 
sprained my ankle too badly to walk 
alone—and then I'm all rigiit." 

"Come along, then," rejoined Har
ry, offering his arm." 

And the strangely assorted pair 
set forth. 

On the way our hero told his new 
friend, who seemed in too much pain 
to talk himself, that he was traveling 
through Spain with his father, that he 
had picked up in Mexico what little 
Spanish he knew, that his tour had 
hitherto been provokingly bare of 
adventures, and that the one thing 
in the world which he most desired 
was to fall in with a gang of real 
Spanish brigands. 

At last they reached the cliapel, 
and then, at a peculiar whistle from 
the smuggler, five wild looking horse
men, with long guns on their should
ers, started out of the encircling 
thickets, one of whom led by the 
bridle a fine black horse, on which 
they at once mounted the crippled 
Spaniard, not without casting more 
than one puzzled and suspicious 
look at the wondering boy. 

"Take this for your good deed," 
said the tall smuggler, taking a small 
silver cross from his neck and giving 
it to Harry. "It may be of use to 
you if we ever meet again. And, as 
yon seem anxious to meet with some 
Spanish brigands, it may please you 
to learn that yoa have seen half a 
dozen of them to-day." 

So saying, be spurred his horse and 
vanished into the forest with his grim 
«ompudes, while Harry turned slowly 
back to the town, hardly knowing 
whether he was awake or only dream-
ing. 
• • • • • . • • 

"I'p with you, comrades!" shouted 
the new comer, who was no other 
than the formidable Pedro Gonsal
vez himself. "We have been betrayed, 
and all the soldiers from La Beilon-
da are upon our trail. We must re
treat at once. Ha! who is this—a 
prisoner?" 

"We took him in the vallev yon
der, and have kept him for ransom," 
replied one of the bandits. 

"There is no time to think of ran
soms now, when our very lives are at 
stake," said the robber chief, stern
ly. "Take what money he has on 
him, and then fling him over the 
precipice." 

Instantly a dozen eager hands were j 
rifling Harry's pockets, and the brave 

: lad, giving himself up for lost, pre-
; pared to die like a. man. But, as his 
' watch was dragged forth by the rob
bers, the silver cross that hung to 
: its chain caught the eye of'Gonsalvez 
j who sprang forward and asked hur
riedly: 

"Where did you get that cross?" 
"It was given to me five years ago 

by a smuggler of these parts, whom 
I helped to escape when he was crip
pled by a fall," replied Harry, look
ing fixedly at him. 

"And I am the man who gave it," 
said Gonsalvez, grasping his hand 
warmly; "and for that good deed 
you shall depart free and unharmed. 
Comrades, give him back all that 
you have taken. Follow that path, 
Senor Americano, which will lead you 
to the village of San Tomas; and 
when you tell this story to your 
friends, tell them also that kindness 
is never thrown awav, even upon a 
brigand."—David Kerr in Golden 
Days. 

No Candles for Them. 
When some one was talking about 

Irish wit, said he: "I knew a couple 
of Irishmen once who went on a lontr 
tour for pleasure. They carried 
small knapsacks containing changes 
of clothing, and they looted the 
whole route they had decided on tak
ing. Wherever night found them or 
inclination ruled they stopped. They 
would put up at an inn or tavern, 
have a carouse and pass the night. 
This was in the old country, gentle
men, and about the time that gas 
was introduced. In those days when 
a man retired to his room he was 
handed a candle in a candlestick, 
which also held an extinguisher and 
some matches. One night they 
struck a hotel where there was gas. 
They had never seen such an illumin
ation betore. 

"'Bedad, Pat.' says Mike, 'that'sa 
darling light!' 

'"Faith an' it is,' says Pat, and 
the pair stood looking at it like a 
couple of moon-gazers. 

"In the morning agreatidea seized 
Pat. He wrenched off the gas fix
ture from the wall of the bedroom 
and hid it under his coat. That 
night they struck another hotel. 
When the time for retiring came, 
each was handed a candlestick with 
the usual equipments. Pat looked 
at the hotel proprietor and at the 
candlesticks and then, hauling out 
of his pocket the gas fixture he had 
unscrewed, he flourished it before the 
astonished Boniface and said: 

"To blazes with your candles. 
Don't y ou see we have the gas?'" 

b • "Jut like my lack! I've lost my 

-

First Grade ̂ t Sixty. 
"What are you doing with those 

books, auntie?" 
The remark was addressed by an 

Atlanta Constitution reporter to an 
aged negress who was climbing the 
hill in the direction of Spellman sem
inary with a slate and a lot of school-
books under her arm. 

"Gwine to school, chile." 
"To school, at your age?" 
"Oh, I ain't quite GO yet," shepaid, 

her eyes twinkling through a pair of 
steel rimmed glasses and her gray 
hair clustering around her wrinkled 
brow in a regular Uncle Remus look
ing manner. 

"Oh, yes, I'se gitten de hang er 
dese books right erlong. W'y, w'en I 
started ter de school I didn't know 
nary letter, but now since I been 
gwine ter dat lady up dar I'se done 
got so I can put dese letters tergedder 
des as cnte. But I mus' keep erpod 
gin', ca'se der bell rung and I'll be 
tardy and git er black ma'k I 'specs." 

Saying this the old lady trudged 
on up the hill like any school girl. 
Even at her advanced age she is de
termined to get an education. . 

A Nest of Alligator's Eggs, 
From the American Agriculturist. 

I was walking through some thick 
palmettoes bordering a cyprus 
swamp, and came across a curious, 
conical pile of earth and sticks; it 
was about three feet in height and 
the same in dimeter at the base. 1 
tiug into it at once, believing it to be 
an alligator's nest, and unearthed 
twenty eggs. They were pure white, 
and about the size of goose eggs, 
but: somewhat different in shape, 
both ends being rounded alike. Wish
ing to see it they would hatch out, I 
carried them home and placed them 
in a pile of earth and sticks resem
bling the genuine nest. Around it I 
built a pen of boards, so the young 
could not get away should the eggs 
hatch. Inside the pen a trough, 
containing water was placed, sunk 
level with the ground. 

One morning, about three weeks 
after, I visited the nest and was 
pleased to hear a number of small 
voices; there on the top of the nest, 
and in the trough of water, were sev
eral little 'gators, not over 5 inches 
in length. Nearly all the eargs were 
finely batched out. 

A Logical Mind. 
Employed in the erection of a 

large building in New York last 
Summer was a workman of pro
nounced Milesian type, much Of 
whose time was spent in leaning on 
his hod and making droll comments 
upon everything he saw and heard, 
while the cry of "mort! mortl" rang 
out frequently. 

"Pat" said the foreman sternly, 
"why don't you keep that man 
going?" 

"Aisy, now," answered Pat. "If I 
kept him going he wouldn't have 
anything to say, at all, at all. 
And it he didn't say anything, how 
would I know that he was there? 
And if he wasn't there, fwat would 
he be wanting of morther, sorr?" 

An Absent-Minded Man. 
Belfast Journal. 

A Belfast man has a heifer that is 
a little nervouB at milking time, and 
to perform that operation he has to 
hold the pail with one hand. One 
evening last week, as he was milking, 
the heifer became uneasy and brushed 
oft his hat. He got up, quieted the 
animal, and reached downforhishat, 
but picked up the pail instead and 

Elacea it on his head. He discovered 
is mistake as a pint of the fluid ran 

down the back of his neck. 

A Land of Que9r Customs—One 
Kind of a Temper—Should Girls 
Read the Newspaper—A Word to 
the Oldest Sister 

Some Thlng9 to Remember. 
The sun gives 600,000 times as 

much light as the full moon; 7,000,-
000,000 times as much as the bright
est star in the sky, and 36,000,000 
times as much as all the stars in the 
heavens combined. In size the sun 
equals 1,300,000 earths, but owing 
to its smaller density, its. weight 
equals only 300,000 earths. 

The organs of smell in the turkey 
vulture and carrion crow are so deli
cate that they can scent their food a 
distance of 40 miles. 

The period of "a generation" lias 
been lengthened. It used to be 30 
years, and was later increased to 34. 
Now, a scientist says, the average 
term of human life has increased in 
the last 50 years from 34 to 42years. 

In the photograph of the heavens, 
in course of preparation in the Paris 
observatory, it is calculated that <54,-
000.000 of stars will be represented. 
In the nebiihe of the Lyre, M. Bail-
land took a photograph, 4x5)/, inches, 
which revealed to the naked eye 4,800 
stars. 

An English astronomer states that 
the oldest historical record of a solar 
eclipse is in Homer's Iliad (xvn. 307). 

Should Girls Read The Newspapers? 
That's a question that is short, 

sweet and to the point, and I am in
clined to answer my girls in one word 
—"Yes." And yet after that one 
word I want to add a little warning. 
First, of all read a good newspaper; 
read what is _ going on in the world of 
literature, science,art, nnd,possibly,if 
they interest you, polities. Kent! so 
that you may talk well on the sub
jects most interesting to men and 
women. Don't read descriptions of 
awful murders: don't read descrip
tions of vile int rigues, and don't read 
silly personalities. The girl who reads 
a daily paper properly is very apt to 
be the girl quick of wit and fully in
formed of what the world is doing. 
Qou see we want to know that, be
cause we are in the world and of it. 
There would be no life and no anima
tion in us if we were not. The woman 
whose world is a narrow one makes it 
for herself. She enlarges it when, in
stead of idle gossip, she can talk 
about the last new picture, the criti
cism on the book or the play, the 
wonderful gift that some cnaritable 
man has made to the poor, or the 
advantages to be derived by men and 
women from the passing of a law. I 
said choose a good newspaper, and I 
do not believe in the good newspaper 
there is anything to be avoided by 
the girls, and certainly very much can 
be learned from it. 

The Wanderer's Return. 
Twenty-five years ago a boy living 

in a New England village was sent for 
a pint of milk. 

He hid 
The can 

Beneath 
A stone. 

Directed 
His course 

To the 
Nearest wharf, 

Shipped as 
A cabin boy, 

And went to sea. 
Years passed by. In a far-away 

and foreign country lie lived, and by 
well directed energy amassed vast 
wealth, says the Old Colony Gazette. 

The other day he returned. 
He stood again in his native village. 
He found the can where lie had hid 

it. 
He procured a pint of milk. 
He went to his old familiar boy

hood's home, entered, and in a liesi-
tating and trembling voice said: 

"Father and mother, here's vour 
milk." 

He was given a warm welcome, but 
he noticed there was a change in his 
parents' appearance; they had not the 
old familiar look. 

He questioned them; explanations 
followed: 

Shortly after his sudden and mys
terious departure from home his fa
ther died, and his mother married 
again. Then his mother died, and his 
new father married again. 

Thus on his return the wandering boy 
found the dear old home as he had 
left it, the only difference being that ho 
had a new fat her and a new mother. 

Verijy, truth is stranger than fiction. 

A Word to the Oldest Sister. 
The sensitive child shrinks into a 

painful quietness when its little troub
les are talked of in this way, while the 
less sensitive one plucks up sufficient 
courage to answer back, aud then a 
quarrel ensues. For some unknown 
reason this worldly warfare is nearly 
always carried on at the table, and 
unpleasant as it may be to the other 
people, can't you see in what a horri
ble position it puts a visitor? 

Now sister can stop it if she will. 
The word spoken in season at the 
time, the positive putting down and 
quieting the inclination to jeer, and 
the determination not to be drawn 
into any such controversy, will end 
it. Tom's first sweetheart is an ideal 
to him, and you have no right to 
laugh because he is copying poetry 
and writing long letters to her; ne had 
better be doing that than a great 
many other things. The small wom
an's affection for a doll is as intense 
as if it were a tlesh-and-blood baby, 
and you have no right whatever to 
laugh at her for it. In doing this you 
simply take from her the beginning of 
the sweetest and purest feeling in the 
world—motherly love. Of bourse you 
all care for each other; of course, you 
would stand by each other through 
anything, but the stranger within 
your gates knows nothing of the af
fection underlying the thoughtless 
words, and so concludes that you are 
an inharmonious, quarrelsome family. 
Can you blame him? Stop this, my 
dear girl, before the little rift has 
made all the beautiful music of home-
life jarring and harsh.-—Ladies' Home 
Journal. 

One Kind of a Temper. 
Did you ever have an intimate ac

quaintance with a pretty white-haired 

are ratki 
to calling the fluffy-haired dog? H you 
did you must have found out that his 
temper was exactly like his hair—ex
tremely fluffy. He can never be relied 
upon, and is as likely to snap at his 
dearest friend as at his most bitter 
enemy; in fact, more likely, because 
he is with his friend oftener than 
the company of his foe. 

Now, that is what I want ydu girls 
to stop—being fluffy. You might call 
it being snappish, but I like the other 
word better; and so I say have your 
bangs as fluffy as you like, but keep 
your temper smooth and even. The 
fact that somebody was snappish to 
you, that they showed extreme fluffi-
ness doesn't excuse you one particle, 
because the whole affair would have 
ended if you had given a cool, quiet 
answer or else none at all. The in
clination to be very positive and very 
assertive is peculiar to a certain type 
of girl—a girl who is clever, who is in
telligent, and who is a little incisive in 
speech is the one who is apt to fall in
to being Huffy. She is always very 
positive in her knowledge and will .em
phatically tell you that a certain thing 
is so because she knows it. She is ir
ritable when little worries come up, 
and is rapidly making wrinkles round 
her mouth, as well as offending her 
friends by this weakness. You seethe 
worst of it is, flufiiness degenerates in
to ill temper; so just stop it right 
away. Take the hot iron ot common 
sense and, removing all the crinkles, 
make the fluffy answer a straight, 
pleasant one. 

A Land of Queer Customs. 
All things are reversed in Holland. 

The main entrance to the finest pub-
lie building in the country, The 
Palace, or late town hall, of Amster
dam, is its back door. Bashful 
maidens hire beaux to escort them 
the Kermis, or fair, on festival days. 
Timid citizens are scared in the dead 
of the night by their own watchmen, 
who at every quarter of the hour 
make such a noise with their wooden 
clappers one would suppose the town 
to be on (ire. You will see sleds used 
in summer there. They go bumping 
over the bare cobble-stones, while the 
driver holds a dripping oil rag in ad-

vance of the runners to lessen the 
friction, You will see streets of wa
ter and the country roads paved as 
nicely as Broadway. You will see 
vessels hitchtd, like horses, to their 
owners' door posts, and whole rows 
of square peaked houses leaning over 
the street as if they were getting ready 
to tumble. Instead of solemn striking 
clocks you will hear church chimes 
playing snatches of operatic airs every 
quarter of an hour by way of mark
ing the time. You will see looking-
glasses hanging outside of the dwelling, 
and pin cushions displayed on the street 
doors. The first are called spionnen 
or spionnetjen) and are so arranged 
outside of the window that persons 
sitting inside can, without being seen, 
enjoy a reflection of all that is going 
on in the street. They can learn, too, 
what visitor may be coming and watch 
him rubbing his shoes to a polish before 
entering. The pincushion means that 
a new baby has appeared in the 
household. If white or blue, the new 
comer is a girl; if red.itisa little Dutch
man. Some of these signals are very 
showy affairs; some are not cushions 
at all, but merely shingles trimmed 
with lace; and among the poorest 
class it is not unusual to see merely a 
white string tied to the door latch—fit 
token of the meagre life the poor little 
stranger is destined to lead. 

Sometime?, instead of either pin
cushion or shingle, you will see a large 
placard hung outside of the front door. 
Then you may know that somebody 
in the house is ill, and his or her pres
ent condition is described on the j)la-
card for the benefit of inqniring friends, 
and sometimes when such a placard 
has been taken down, you may meet 
a grim-looking man on the street, 
dressed in black tights, a short cloak, 
and a high hat from which a long, 
black streamer is-Jlying. This is the 
Aanspreker, goinffttonWKouse to house, 
to tell certain •perdpns that their 
friend is dead. Herittends to funerals, 
and bears invitations to all friends 
whose presence mdfcp be desired. A 
strange, weird-looking figure he is.and 
he wears a peculiar, professional cast 
of conntenance that is anything but 
comforting.—St Nicholas. 

. Young Chatterboxes. 
Many boys realize the fact that 

mamma's knee is the realistic whaling 
ground. 

We • always use the nursery for a 
bawl room," said funny Smith, as 

his juvenile was sent up howling. 
"O, mother!" exclaimed a 3-year-

old, on seeing the the new moon for 
the first time, "the moon's broke." 

Boy, to his friend who has fallen 
down a hole! "I say, Tommy, if you 
shouldn't never come out of there 
alive* can I have your bull pup?" 

Mother of spoiled child: "I am 
greatly obliged to you for bringing 
my little boy back." Organ grinder: 

I fraida he teacha raunka bada 
tricks. 

Mrs. Gazzam to Sadie Bloom-
bumper—Where's your mamma, 
Sadie? Sadie—She went over to Mrs. 
Gargoyle's two hours ago to stay five 
minutes. 

The poor umbrella have we with us 
always, while the other is oftentimes 
loaned, and the rain therefore does 
not fall upon the unjust borrower 
thereof. 

A young fellow up town has been so 
very broudly brought up that the 
other night, when he walked on a cat's 
tail, he unconsciously exclaimed, "Oh! 
please excuse me." 

It was a time when the moon may 
be seen faintly during the day that 
little Ted came running into his moth
er with the exclamation: "O mamma, 
God's forgotten to take the moon in!" 

Wouldn't Get Anywhere. 
Minister (to chronic toper, who is 

leaning up against a fence)—Uncle 
John, where do you suppose you will 
go to when you die, if you continue to 
get drunk like this? 

Uncle John hn(thickly) 
'nl am m 

—If I can't go 
anybetter'nl am now, I shan't go 
(lite) anywhere.-J)rakc'8 Magasine. 

1 •»•«< 

MACHO, .. . 

Aoeoiint or the Wondarfid Feast 
Known m» the Chinese Duok 
Trlok, 
"A few years ago I was stopping in 

the city of Allahabad, near the cen
ter of India, on the Indian Peninsula 
railway, giving performances in the 
Railway theater," says a traveler. 
"Every day a party of native jugglers 
were in the habit of visiting our hotel 
and exhibiting their skill on the plaza 
in front of the building. 

"One day I was particularly at
tracted by an old Hindoo, his son and 
daughter, who squatted down on the 
grouni and waited for the crowd of 
sight-seers to gather round. They did 
not have long to wait. When enough 
spectators had come to make the per
formance profitable the old fellow 
drew from the bag that all Indian jug
glers use to convey their 'properties' 
in a small earthenware jar, filled with 
muddy water. He first sprinkled a 
few drops of water on the ground and 
then placed the jar upon three small 
stones, which he also took from the 
bag. 

He then produced a small china 
duck and gave it to me for inspection. 
I found nothing noticeable about it. 
He asked me to put it in the water. 
I did so and it immediately sunk to 
the bottom. He next drew from the 
bag a small tomtom, a little musica l 
instrument that emits a drumming 
sound when the handle is turned, and 
began waving it around the jar. 

"Instantly the duck rose to the sur
face. He toldme to touch it. I tried 
to do so, when the bird again disai>-
peared, to reappear again and again 
at the juggler's will. I must confess 
that I was mystified. There was ap
parently no cause for the strange ac
tions of the little bird. It was only 
after the third or fourth visit of the 
conjuror that I discovered the secret 
of the trick." 

"It Was a particularly bright, sunny 
day and 1 had chosen a place among 
the spectators slightly nearer than the 
others were allowed. I was behind 
the scenes, as it were. While attentive
ly watching the trick I noticed in the 
sunshine the sparkle of a long hair 
that extended from the tomtom to 
the bottom of the jar." 

"The moment I saw this I divined 
the juggler's secret, and I afterwards 
found that my theory was correct. 
The jar already contained a china 
duck, precisely similar to theone I had 
examined, save that it was buoyant. 
Attached to the breast of this duck was 
the hair. This hair came through a 
tiny hole in the bottom of the jar. 
The water was sprinkled on the ground 
to conceal any leakage. When the jar 
was placed upon the ground the hair 
was tastened so that the duck could 
not rise to the surface." 

"As the juggler picked up his tom
tom it was an easy matter for him to 
fasten the end of the hair to it by 
means of a bit of wax. After this was 
arranged you can see how easily he 
was able to make this counterfeit 
duck bob up and down at the work of 
command." 

Her Presence of Mind, 
It was 11 o'clock at night and I was 

going to my room in a Florida hotel, 
when a woman came out of her room, 
full dressed, and asked: 

"Do you belong to the hotel?" 
"No, ma'am." 
"Are there many people here to

night?" 
"It is crowded," 
"And it won't do to start a panic. 

Let me say quietly to you that the 
hotel is on fire. I have known it for 
ten minutes, but did not want to 
create an excitement." 

"Are you sure, ma'am?" I asked. 
"Entirelv sure, sir, I smelled the 

smoke while in bed. You go quietly 
down and tell the clerk, and I will 
knock on all the doors on this floor." 

She was wonderfully cool and collect
ed and I never thought of doubting 
her assertion. Going down by the stair
way I beckoned the clerk aside and 
told him of the fire. He went to the 
elevator with me and ascended to the 
third floor, where we found about 
twenty half dressed people in the halls. 
The woman who had given me orders 
came up and said: 

"Come this way, I don't think the 
fire has much of a start yet." 

We followed her to her room and 
began to sniff and snuff. There was 
certainly a strong odor of something 
burning, but the clerk had taken only 
one sniff when he went out and rap
ped on the next door. 

"Hello!" called a voice, 
"Are you smoking?" 
"Yes. 
"Smoking Florida tobacco?" 
"Yes; what of it?" 
"Nothing. Ma'am, you can go back 

to bed. Much obliged to you for your 
sagacity and wit but both were a little 
too keen this time. The stingy old 
cuss in his room is smoking swamp 
tobacco, and it always smells like tire 
eating itB way under a pine floor.— 
From the Detroit Free Press. 

TOURISTS, 
Whether on pleasure bent or business 
should take on every trip a bottle of Syrup 
of Figs, as it acts most pleasantly and effect
ually on the kidneys, liver and bowels, pre
venting fevers, headaches and other forms 
of sickness. For sale in SOc and $1.00 bot
tles by all leading druggists. 

In times 
fail. 

of financial panic even words 

For Coughs and throat troubles use 
"Bbown's BbonchiaiiTboches. ""Theystop 
an attack of my asthma cough very prompt
ly."—C. Falcli, Miamiville, Ohio. 

Tow-path—part in a blonde woman's 
hair. 

Rather a 8tronff Draught. 
Colonel Joskins was a South Caro* 

linian, whose capacity in pints was 
greater than hia ability in dollars. 
For years he had been .in the daily, 
habit of visiting the little village store, 
and of going directly to the jug that 
held the whisky and drinking a liberal \ 
portion without the preliminary of< • 
pouring it into a glass. j 

One day the storekeeper turned just, 
in time to see the Colonel replacing 
the jug, from which he had taken bis' 
customary deep draught. He grew, 
white and stiff, forthe jugs had in some* 
way become displaced, and the on-
which the colonel nad calmly set back 
was the one which held the villain 
supply of sulphuric acid. The Col
onel walked out of the store without 
a remark, and the storekeeper waited 
in terror to hear the news of his hor-
ribledeath. None came and the store
keeper marveled much. 

But the next morning, at his usual 
hour, in walked the Colonel, rosy and 
cheerful as usual. 

"Mornin', Jones,"hesaid, ashemade 
directly for the jug, "this new whisky 
yours has a queer flavor, but I dohi o 
object to it," 

"Has it disagreed with you in any 
way?" asked the amazed Jones. 

"Disagreed with me? Why, no. But 
there is one peculiar thing I've no» 
ticed. Ever since I drank it I've seem
ed to blow holes in my pocket hand
kerchief."—Argonaut. 

Fasting as a Cure-AII, 
The latest craze at the;'; capital is 

fasting for dyspepsia and other dis
eases of the digestive organs. Dr. 
Fisher, the hijjli priest of the starva
tion doctrine, is making more money 
than any other physician in town, 
though his perscriptions are very sim
ple: "Don't eat anything for eight 
days," or ten days or fifteen, as the 
case may be, is the formula. Some of 
the most prominent society people of 
the city have fasted from ten to 
eighteen days, and they claim to have 
received benefit. Mrs. Harrison, who 
has been troubled by gastritis, is try
ing the fasting remedy in a modified 
form.— Washington special Chicago 
Herald. 
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For Internal and External t7«e. 
Stops Pkln, Cramp 

Ulcemoffie. ~ 
era Morbus,Dii 
tack. Stiff Joints and Strains. Fulldart^culars free. Prlct 
Sdcto. post-paid. L 8. JOHNSON® CO., Boston, ilufc 

For a Disordered Liver 
Try BEECHAVS PILLS. 
25cts. a Box. 
OV AT.fi DH.TJGK3-ISTS. 

CONSUMPTION. 
I h*Vt> a pod tire nmedy for thsaboredlMtia; b/lU 

ue thouiuds of euat of tho wont kind and of lone 
MudinghMabMnennd. Indeed so*tron* is m/fsltk 
in it* efficacy, that I will send TWO BOTTLU rBZZ,iritk 
kVAI.UAnLBTBKA.TlSB on tlda diieue toan/sof. 
fenrwho will send me their Express and P.O. address, 
T. A. Slacnu. M. C., 181 P«nvl 8%> N. Y. 
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Hot Springs Fallid. 
Our Uttle girl Jessie, hsd scrota

ls for six yesrs. We tried the 
bestpbysieisnsofNew York and 
Philadelphia; also Hot Springs, 
Ark., without avail. Swift's Spe
cific cured her. 

D. B. VAMU, 
Water Valley,: 

The Swift 

Ss S> Si; 

Frow • Physlelan. 
O. r B. S. Gordon, a leading 

physician of Ht. Csrmel, 111., 
writes: "I cheerfully recommend 
Swift's Specific (S. 8.8.) as atonic 
sad general health restorer; also 
In cases of blood poison it always 

Co., Atlanta, 6a. 
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Like another woman 
—the one who's used Dr. Pierce's 
Favorite Prescription. She's a 
stronger and a happier woman— 
and a healthy one. The scbes, 
pains, and weaknesses, that mad« 
life miserable are gone—the func
tional disturbances or irregularitiei 
that caused them have been cured. 
Face and figure show the change, 
too. Healtn has restored the 
charms that rightfully belong to 
her. For all the weaknesses and 
ailments peculiar to womanhood. 
" Favorite Prescription " is a posi
tive remedy. No other medicine 
for women is guaranteed, as this is. 
to give satisfaction in every casej 
or the money is refunded. It's pro
prietors are willing to take the risk. 
What it has dotfe, warrants them 
in guaranteeing what it will do. 

It's the cheapest medicine yon 
can buy, because it's guaranteed to 
give satisfaction, or your money is 
returned. 

Tou only pay for the good yoo 
get. 

Can yoa ask more? 
That's the peculiar plan all Dr. 

Pierce's medicines are sold on. 
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For Old and Young. f 
Tntt'a liver Pills met mm kindly on tke 
child, the 4«llcat* female or lnriros 
•M age, m apon the vigorous mmn. 

Tutt's Pills 
gtvo ton* to the weak itonscb, bow* 

kidneys and bladder. To these 
•rgana tbelr strengthening qualltlea 
aro wonderfnl, earning them to per* 
farm tbelr f anetlans as la jronth. 

Sold Everywhere. 
Office, 30 & 41 Park Place, X. Y. 
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