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A  l» o g 's  Sense o f  G u ilt.

Tli« rai l which Larkins’ dog made 
upon our camp was amusing rather than 
annoying. Ho was a very friendly and 
Intelligent shepherd dog, probably a collie. 
Hardly had wo sat down to our first lunch 
In camp beforo ho called on us. But as 
bo was disposed to bo too friendly, and to 
claim too largo a share of tho lunch, wo 
rather gave him tho cold shoulder. Ho 
did not eomo again; but a few evenings 
afterward, as wo sauntered over to the 
honso on somo trifling errand, tho dog 
suddenly conceived a bright littlo project. 
IIo seemed to say to himself, on seeing 
us: “ There como both of them now, just 
as I havo been hoping they would; now 
while they aro away I will run quickly 
aver and know what they have got that a 
dog can eat "

My companion saw tho dog get up on 
our arrival, and go quickly iu tho direc
tion of our camp, and ho said that some
thing in tho cur’s manner suggested to 
him tho object of his hurried departure. 
Ho callc ' my attention to tho fact and wo 
hastened back. On cautiously nearing 
camp tho dog was seen amidst the pails 
in t ho shallow water of tho creek, investi
gating them. Ho had uncovered tho but
te r and was about to tasto it when wo 
shouted, and ho mado quick steps for 
home, with a very ' ‘kill sheep” look. 
When wo again met him at tho houso 
next day ho could not look us in the face, 
hut sneaked off, utterly crestfallen. This 
was a clear caso of reasoning on tho part 
of the dog, and afterward a  clear case of 
tho sense of guilt from wrong doing. The 
dog will probably bo a m an  beforo an y  
other animal is.—John Burroughs in The 
Century.

C reatures o f  tlao D eep  Sea.

A scientific examination of many of tho 
animals that livo near tho bottom is not 
practicable yet, however, for the reason 
that when they aro brought to tho sur
face they fall to pieces, or nearly so. They 
aro so organized as to withstand the enor
mous pressure of tho water at great 
depths, and when brought up where they 
aro relieved of this pressure they collapse. 
This is especially noticeable in tho caso of 
fish with soft tissues; they aro reduced to 
a spongy state on coming to the surface.

No satisfactory conclusion has been 
reached as to tho effect of tho darkness of 
tho ocean depths on tho inhabitants of 
those spaces. Many deep dwelling creat
ures were brought up that had well de
veloped eyes, but it is thought that they 
wero only migratory specimens, since tho 
odder ones wer »all blind. It is also found 
that a great many of them were phosphor
escent, thus cairying their own light 
with them. This might warn off their 
natural prey, or, on tho contrary, attract 
it to them, and tho latter is supposed to 
ho the fact, because tho phosphorescent 
fish and animals survive, and nature 
always adapts her creatures to their sur
roundings.

Tho creatures that inhabit tho depths 
of tho ocean aro tho reverse of beautiful, 
and they all havo teeth and claws and 
suckers and what not, designed to rip 
and tear and kill. Their domain is tho 
eceno of constant warfare and struggle, 
for nature has ordained that they should 
livo by eating each other.—Philadelphia
T in u M i

Tho E ffects of N ovel H eading.

Tho mischief of voracious novel read 
Jng is really much more liko tho mischief 
of dram drinking than appears at first 
sight. It tends to make all other literary 
nourishment intolerable, just as dram 
drinking tends to mako all true food in
tolerable, and to supersede food by drink. 
Tho voracious novel reader of today, as 
wo have said, rejects Scott, bocanso Scott’s 
novels contain so much good food that it 
is not mere story telling. The genuine 
novel reader detests what ho calls tamo 
stories, stories in which tho interest is 
not exaggerated and piled up ten times as 
high as tho interests of ordinary life. Ho 
wants always to be feeling a thrill of ex
citement running through his nerves, al
ways to bo living in imagination through 
tho concentrated essence of the perils of a 
hundred adventurous lives, instead of 
toiling calmly through tho ordinary hopes 
and fears of one.

Mo state of mind can bo more unwhole
some, because nono is more calculated to 
divert tho energies from tho sort of quiet 
tasks to which they should bo habitually 
applied, and to keep them stretched on 
the tenter hooks of expectation, waiting 
for a sort of strain which Is never likely 
to occur, and if it did occur, would cer
tainly not find a man’s energies any tho 
better prepared for it  for having been 
ttom out previously with a long scries of 
imaginary excitements. Tho habit of 
dram drinking, it is said, leads to fatty 
degeneration of tho heart, i. e., excessive 
fattening round tho heart, and weals 
action of tho heart in consequence, 
bo, too, tho habit of exciting novel 
reading leads to fatty degenera
tion of the literary mind, i. c., to on 
Unhealthy and spasmodic action of tho 
imagination, and a general weakening of 
the power of entering thoroughly into tho 
solid interests of real life. So far as wo 

only effective cure for this 
cabit of literary drain drinking—a euro 

ot always forthcoming—is a moral shock
some lund which exposes tho hollow- 

uess of all these unreal interests, and 
nahes them appear as artificial and melo
dramatic as they actually ere. That, 
however, is a curawhkh is an extremely 
pamful one, almost cruel in its disiUusion- 
«lag power.—London Spectator.

W atching; th o P a le  F aced T raveler  

Ili*  M eal—R em arks o f  th e  A lm on d  

E j* d  B ystanders—B o te ls  a n i  E ating  

n o u se s—B ed s and F u rn iture,

I called them good humored, but a 
stranger would not think so, if he saw 
them for the first time. On the contrary, 
the state of things seems to be bordering 
on a riot. The amount of energy that 
lies latent in a Chinaman, waiting to bo 
developed and manifested by a discussion 
of cash, is simply incalculable. As wa 
coolly regard this throng of half dressed, 
yellow colored people, wo see chance ac
quaintances who have run against one 
another for half an hour, screaming their 
loudest, with distorted countenances and 
violent gesticulations, apparently threat
ening immediate death to those who differ 
from them. It seems incredible that tho 
subject is of no more importance than 
whether a sack of potatoes or basket of 
fish shall bo half a farthing more or less.

Imagine our coming suddenly into such 
a crowd in a short serge jacket and big 
sun hat, under which is a pale face and 
beard. If the place is one where foreign
ers aro occasionally seen, they will look 
up, say “Ilwan-kui” (foreign ghost), and 
after a few moments resume their em
ployment as though we were not there. 
If, however, foreigners aro almost un
known in thoso parts, wo know perfectly 
weil that we shall have no peace except 
such as wo can secure by means of a littlo 
maneuvering. Sometimes the landlord 
appears pleased to receive us, but now 
nud then ho seems to think wo take up 
too much room, with tho crowd who stand 
round to look at us. It is very entertain
ing to observe liow excited such a crowd 
often becomes by the advent of a for
eigner, and how rapidly the news spreads 
to neighboring houses that a “foreign 
ghost” has arrived. Mino host etands 
and threatens terrible things, which ho 
has not the smallest intention of carrying 
into execution. For half an hour ho will 
shout and gesticulate, entreating the un
tutored herd to remember the proprieties 
and not crowd in so much upon the for
eign gentleman.

A FOREIGNER AT HIS SI EAR.
Tho point of greatest interest is always 

reached when tho traveler begins his meal, 
lie lias carried with him all he wants with 
tho exception of rice, potatoes, hot water 
and one or two other things. The laying 
out of plates, knives and forks is a great 
mystery. Much questioning goes on as 
to tho way of using them. They beg to 
know tho reason why wo prefer to employ 
a man to carry all our apparatus for din
ner, instead of using their bowls and 
chop sticks. Tho spoon and fork, appar
ently mado of solid silver, greatly aston
ishes them, and the traveler is ready 
enough to own that they are not silver at 
all. When wo lift our food to our mouth, 
many hands move in a similar way, as 
they say quietly to one another, ‘‘Lookl 
IIo is doing liko this!” Standing so 
closely around our small table that wo 
feel inconvenienced, we entreat them to 
gi vo us breathing room while we dine, and 
afterward wo will talk to them. Many 
voices break forth with pleasure at our 
speaking to them. “The foreigner 
speaks our words,” says one; “ Yes, let 
him eat,” says another; “ Stand back, you 
man without propriety,” says a third, 
whoso zeal for good manners is evidently 
due only to his desire to secure a front 
place.

At such a time one is almost always 
questioned in tho same way. Tho most 
trivial and ridiculous questions aro asked. 
The inquiries they mako of a foreigner are 
such as they commonly mako among 
themselves. How far is it to your an 
cestral home? Aro your venerablo parents 
living? How many sons havo you? Was 
your linen mado in China or in England? 
How do you get it so white? How aro 
marriages arranged among tho foreign 
children? What is your income?"

A little mild banter is much appreciated 
by tho crowd, but brings out a more rapid 
fusillado of questions. In tho country 
places about Amoy I have been asked very 
frequently, “ Where is tho country where 
tho people have ono l*g?—ono arm?—one 
eye?—and where there aro only women? 
Havo you seen these lands?” What tho 
origin of theso notions is it is hard to  say. 
Perhaps somo Chinese Baron Munchausen 
or Dean Swift wrote a burlesque book of 
travels, which has in tho course of time 
been accepted as authentic by a people 
who havo for so many centuries stayed at 
homo.

IN N S ON T H E  GREAT ROADS.

Iu China every traveler carries his bed
ding with him; in the daytime it helps to 
pack tho cart, or is laid, by way of sad
dle, upon tho ass. Tho traveler may 
count himself fortunate if he can find in 
somo Mutual Prosperity or Heavenly 
Union hostel a tolerable room in which to 
rest. On the great roads, and the recog
nized stages, the inns are pretty sure to 
bo decent, but elsewhere they are often 
wretched.

In those of the better sort there is gen
erally an eating honso or tea shop on ono 
sido of tho largo door leading into tho 
yard. Tho shop faces tho street, and is 
connected with tho cook hor ’O and pri
vate rooms of the landlord. At this end,

W hat Is  th e  A greed Upon Standard?—In
trinsic  L iterary W orth.

What constitutes “literary merit?” 
Each editor thinks he knows. So does 
each literary critic. So do tho people who 
will tell you that the poems or essays or 
books that live are possessed of it. liiere 
is a sort of agreed upon standard, known 
in a vague way by literary people and 
represented by our best periodicals. By 
all means keep this standard high, and 
keep yourselves up to the standard; but 
at the same time, once in a while, let 
your mind, dwell upon the lesson con
tained in the parable of the widow’s mite.

If poems or prose writings had intelli- 
gencé, and could think for themselves, 
there would be one infallible test for in
trinsic value that they might append to 
themselves after they had stood the fur
ther test of time: “Only remembered for 
what I have done. ” For instance, several 
years ago a little poem appeared in one of 
our daily papers from a local author. I 
cannot think lie was paid for it, nor can 
I think any other paper ever thought it 
worth copying for its own columns. I 
well remember glancing over it with a 
little bit of contempt in my mind and a 
good deal of indifference, and feeling sure 
it was quite without “literary merit." It 
was about tho “baby boy,” a very hack
neyed subject, vou will all agree.

Well, the other day my pride of judg
ment received a humiliating blow. A 
woman, good and true, in the humble 
ranks of life, had seen this poem. Her 
own baby boy was only a few weeks old, 
and perhaps she had let creep into her 
heart the thought that ho was something 
of a burden, with poverty and hard work 
pressing upon her each day. Tho littlo 
poem struck a higher, better chord than 
that, and the tune of her thoughts grew 
sweeter. She cut it out of tho paper and 
tucked it into the sewiag machine drawer, 
and learned it, a line at a time, as she sat 
at work. Nor did it stop there; around 
among the neighbors it went, and brought 
many a blessing to the little babies in tho 
poor, crowded houses.

Question: “Did the poem have literary 
merit?” Certainly; its simplo phraseology, 
its humble truth, its honest purpose, 
spoke to tho mind as well as the heart of 
these people as ono of Browning’s sonnets 
could not havo done.

Again: There is a housekeeping paper 
published in ono of our western cities. 
“Very ordinary,” I have been wont to pro
nounce it, and after a cursory, indifferent 
perusal I have sent away my numbers to 
a little housekeeper on a Virginia farm. 
Sko is a brave littlo woman, left, at tho 
age of 14, by the death of her mother, to 
bring up the three younger children and 
do the housework. Very limited was her 
schooling, of course. For two years, now, 
eho has had this housekeeping journal 
and I have had her occasional letters. And 
how she has grown mentally I It must 
have been tho “literary merit” in that 
paper that I called ordinary, and could not 
waste my time upon.

There is apparent literary valuo and an 
intrinsic one, I feel bound to admit. 
There may be two ways of considering 
whether a poem or a book lives. If it is 
printed over and over again at tho de 
mand of tho people, all tho world knows 
it lives. But it sometimes happens that 
it is printed only once, is caught up by 
some heart, passed on and on in word or 
influence, and the good it does never dies.
Is it not really “literary merit” that make3 
it live—the mode of its expression as well 
as its inherent thought? I am asking; for 
at tho very end of my remarks, with a 
full recognition of the value of high 
standards, with a just respect for editors, 
critics and cultivated readers, but with 
an equally ardent appreciation of compar
ative value, I humbly,confess that Ido 
not know what “literary merit” really is.
—Juniata Stafford in Belford’s Magazine.

THE SULTAN’S KEEPING.

T H E  TU R K ISH  RULER ALW AYS EATS  

EN TIR ELY ALONE.

too, aro the rooms occupied by tho carters 
and others. Passing through tho great 
door, tho visitor finds himself in a largo 
unpaved yard with buildings all round it. 
On ono sido are, perhaps, six or eight 
guest rooms, littlo boxes about twelve 
feet square, with paper in placo of glass 
for windows, doors which do not fit, and 
through tho openings of which wind and 
dust find their way.

A very rickety old chair and an equally 
decrepit table aro tho only furniture, tho 
bed being simply a brick or muda plat
form filling nearly half tho littlo room 
and raised about two feet from tho floor. 
Underneath it is a flue, into whicn, in 
cold weather, dry grass or other fuel is 
pushed and fired, the heat and smoke pass
ing in a zigzag lino just under tho sur
face of tho couch, andr finally escaping up 
a vent in tho wall. Other fireplaco there 
is none; and if, as often happens, the 
chimney should be foul tho warmed bed 
is but a poor compensation for 
eyes and partial suffocation. But there 
are other rooms sometimes at tho top of 
the yard, and it is always a n  object to se- 
cure them. as they ore a trifle largerand 
cleaner and probably in better repair. 
Tho charges* aro moderate,_ from m
200 cash per night—̂abput 25 cents witii 
extras for food and gratuities to servants.

In M exican M arket Square.

Passing on through the market placo I 
emerged suddenly from a side exit into 
the market square. Just iu front of mo 
sat four or five groups surrounding _ 
bunch of smoking faggots, and as I ap
proached them a little girl or boy would 
step forward and offer for sale strings of 
glass beads or baskets of images made by 
Indians from clay. I bought several of 
these images and narrowly escaped being 
cheated in the process, for the little rogues 
who are playing merchants know when 
they have a stranger to deal with, and, 
although they smile at you, showing their 
white, pearly teeth, they will give you 
tho wrong change if they can.

Just beyond these groups I saw other 
groups seated about large, square holes, 
which had been dug in the ground. At 
first I could not understand this, but 
after awhile I found out that they were 
engaged in roasting the century plant. 
Tho holes in the ground were apparently 
three feet deep and perhaps four feet 
across the top. Inside these holes they 
had placed a half dozen stalks of the plant 
over smoking faggots, and from tho 
smoldering fire there issued a volume of 
smoke and the sound of escaping pulque. 
By and by a Mexican strode up, threw 
down a three cent piece, and, without a 
word, ono of tho agile boys jumped into 
the hole, chopped off a bit of the wood 
and delivered it to the purchaser, who 
went away munching on it as though it 
was tho leg of a chicken. The juice of 
tho maguey is sweet and intoxicating, and 
a great many of tho Mexican people are, I 
regret to say, slaves of its power.—“R. 
M. Y.” in St. Louis Republic.

M ethod o f  P ress in g  F low ers.

Many years ago I met with Mile. 
d’Angevillo, the first woman to ascend 
Mont Blanc. She possesses the largest and 
best preserved collection of Alpine flowers 
1 have ever seen, and sho assured mo' she 
never used anything but cotton woöl in 
her press, changing it, of course, fre
quently. Her gentians, pedicularias and 
other delicate plants wero perfect in color; 
and having tried her plan myself, al
though with less care, and therefore with 
less success, I still have Alpine flowYrs 
Which have retained their color for twenty 
years.—A. W. Buckland in Nature.

A Vermont horse fancier’s daughter, 
Betsy by name, having reached a mar
riageable age, her father wrote familiarly 
to an old friend, “Bets offered, but no 
takers as yet.”—Burlington Free Press.

A  Sister's R igh t.

She—George, dear, I don’t quite like the 
way you go on with Ethel White. And 
she is as familiar as a sister would be.

He—Yes, darling, that relationship was 
established last June at Saratoga.—New 
York Sun.

F eed in g  th e  A rm y o f  Servants and Offi

cers—T he Su ltan’s B ig  F arm s— W aste  

and E xtravagance in  th e  K itch en —One 

Year's Expenses.

The food for the sultan is cooked by 
one man and his aids, and none others 
touch it. It is cooked in silver vessels, 
and when done each kettle is sealed by a 
slip of paper and a stamp, and this is 
broken in the presence of the sultan by 
the high chamberlain, who takes one 
spoonful of each separate kettle before 
the sultan tastes it. This is to prevent 
the sultan’s being poisoned. The food Is 
almost always served up to tho sultan in 
the same vessels in which it was cooked, 
and theso are often of gold; but when a 
baser metal, the kettle is set into a rich, 
golden bell shaped holder, the handle of 
which is held by a slave while the sultan 
eats. Each kettle is a course, and is 
served with bread and a kind of pancake, 
which is held on a golden tray by another 
slave.

It requires just twice as manv slaves 
as there are courses to serve a dinner to 
him. lie usually sits on a divan near a 
window, which looks out over tho Bos
phorus, and takes his ease and comfort in 
a loose pembazar and gegelik, with his 
sleeves turned up. After ho lias eaten 
all ho wants tho sultan takes his coffee 
and his chilbouk and lies back in an 
ecstasy of enjoyment and quiet reverie, 
which he calls taking his keif. Woe bo 
to the one who comes to disturb it.

Tho food being cooked outside of the 
palace makes it necessary to have bell 
shaped felt covers to clap down tightly 
over each kettle, which has been placed 
on a tray. For the sultan and royal 
family there aro magnificent velvet covers 
which go over the outside of these, em
broidered with gold and silver threads 
and pearl, coral or turquois beads. Those 
for others are not so handsome.

The sultan is served first, and he always 
eats entirely alone, never under any cir
cumstances deigning to eat with any ono, 
and as soon as ho has begun to eat tho 
harem is served. The sultan never uses 
a plate. He takes nil his food direct from 
the littlo kettles, and never uses a tublo 
and rarely a knife or fork. A spoon, liis 
bread or pancake or fingers are far 
handier. The whole household is at lib
erty to take meals where it suits him or 
her best, and thus every ono is served 
with a small tray, with a spoon, a great 
chunk of bread, and the higher ones only 
get tho pancakes.

After the harem the officers of tho im
perial body guard, the eunuchs, the cham
berlains and other high functional -s are 
fed, they usually being seated around a 
table, and tho kettles are offered each one, 
who helps himself to ono or two spoon
fuls of the contents of each. It is not 
etiquette to take more, no matter how 
nice the dish nor how hungry, but as tho 
number of dishes is always so great no 
one need go hungry.

After all the officers and others of high 
degree aro fed the soldiers and servants 
get their food, and at the same timo all 
tho men employed in the imperial stables 
have theirs, and during tho progress of 
tho meals any stranger, w hoever it may 
be, is at liberty to como in and seat him 
self and eat. As a general rule three 
hundred persons aro fed every day who 
havo no earthly right except what tho 
laws of hospitality givo. It is a sort of 
perpetual free lunch, and beggars as well 
as rich men avail themselves of this-royal 
bounty.

The sultan has a number of very large 
farms, acme of them covering miles in ex
tent, both in European Turkey and Asiatic 
Turkey, and theso are intended to supply 
all those things which farms can produco 
to tho palace. One of theso farms is near 
Tclmtchaldja, where tho government is 
now about building a fortress, and another 
at Ali-Bey-Keni, both of theso within easy 
ride from Constantinople. There aro two 
others at Kouchoukchickmedje and Bo- 
youkchoukmodje. Theso aro all near 
Constantinople. The others aro in Asia 
Minor. On theso much of tho grain and 
food of tho horses are raised. They aro 
or were tilled by the compulsory labor of 
tho Bulgarians, large numbers of them 
being obliged by conscription to servo so 
many months a year on these farms. They 
were tied together like cattle and brought 
by force and treated liko brutes. This 
was a sort of tax duty which they were 
obliged to pay in labor. It may not be so 
now, but probably is.

The soil of Turkey is very fertile and 
productive, and from these farms annu
ally are brought on donkeys and in boats 
tons upon tons of vegetables of all kinds, 
milk, butter and cheese, mutton, eggs, 
poultry and fruit. Tho amount in tho 
aggregate is suspendous, and yet it is not 
a quarter enough for tho needs of that 
household. Nearly all tho tobacco, how
ever, comes from theso farms, and is of 
the finest quality.
quality. They do not grow rice, and, in 
consequence, buy nearly one ton of rico 
per day for the inevitable pilaff, 600 
pounds of sugar, as much coffee, to say 
nothing» of tho other groceries, fruit, 
vegetables and meat. Rice, mutton and 
bread form tho greater part of food for tho 
majority of Turks; yet, asido from theso 
they get away with one ton of beef and 
half a ton of veal per day, to say noth
ing of the other viands' and fish, sweet
meats, confectionery, nuts and dried and 
fresh fruits. The waste and extrava
gance in the kitchen aro enormous, and 
enough is thrown away every day to 
maintain a hundred families. Much of 
this is gathered up by beggars, and the 
dogs eat the rest.

Tho estimate is that it costs per year to 
supply the food f p r  the sultan’s house
hold, horses and*animals, aside from 
tho value of the product of tho vast 
farms, very nearly if not quite 
$5,000,000; cost of furniture, bedding 
and carpets, $3,000,000; drugs, women’s 
clothes, jewels and cosmetics, $10,000,000; 
caprices of all kinds, $15,000,000; sultan’s 
clothes and bedding, $2,000,000; sundries, 
presents and servants’ wages, $4,000,000; 
plate, gold and silver dishes, $2,500,000; 
carriages, 474 of them, $474,000. Total, 
$41,174,000. That is a  snug littlo sum, 
but it is an under rather than an over
estimate, a3 every one who has lived long 
in Tdrkey and had means of judging and 
seeing the reckless extravaganco of tho 
royal household will concede.— York 
Herald.

DECLINE M INSTRELSY.

T he N egro o f  A n te -B e llu m  D ays Gone  
from  th e  A m u sem en t Stage.

How many readers remember the old 
Christie minstrels, which created such a 
furore during the year succeeding the 
war? If there are many, and of course 
there is no doubt that there are, they will 
remember the old plantation scenes, the 
genuine negro of the south, wise in a 
çyude way, full of humoç and mirth and 
tho quintessence of unalloyed happmess 
in spite of his rags and plain food. They 
gave us the dialect of the southern plan
tation, with all the local coloring and cus
toms. They sang us the negro songs, 
which linger in tho brain as a delightful 
reminiscence of true melody. It is a pity 
that they are no more.

The negro of the south in the ante-war 
days has disappeared from the amuse
ment stage. We have now in negro min
strelsy an entirely different kind of burnt 
cork artist. He is dressed up in garb so 
fantastic os to put to shame the tailor’s 
flights of imagination, if he ever has any. 
Ho talks a jargon which is no more the 
language of the cotton picking slave than 
it is of Greece. He acts boisterously and 
his fun is of the noisy kind; the more 
noise lie can create tho better it seems to 
bo. Wo have our minstrels dressed like 
courtiers in tho time when court cos
tume wa3 carried to tho extreme. We 
havo them dressed in apparel that seems 
to bo a cross between today and yester
day, tho present and tho past. Some
times the cork is unceremoniously left off 
and we havo our negro minstrels in 
white 1

There is hardly a trace in tho present 
minstrelsy of tho good, old fashioned 
negro minstrel of twenty years ago. By 
a process of evolution he lias come out a 
being which Christie and Backus and tho 
rest of the pioneers on tho minstrel stago 
would never recognize. He is a lus us na
tural of minstrelsy. Negro minstrels in 
those days was a study, The negro of 
tho south during tho timo preceding the 
war was a peculiar institution. IIo was 
indigenous to the soil. IIo was a study 
and there was some delight in studying 
him. The present relic of tho minstrel is 
a purely modern invention, brought into 
being to satisfy the everlasting desire on 
the part of tho public for change and 
novelty. We do not criticise tlio man
agers of tho minstrelsy of today for this 
radical innovation. They want to mako 
money and they cater to the prevailing 
tasto to get it.

Another regret that ono feels who looks 
back upon tho minstrelsy of the days of 
Christie is caused by tho music. * The 
present minstrel is a ballad singer. So 
was the minstrel of the past. But now 
ho sings ballads of a lot of mushroom 
composers who exist solely for tho pur
pose of writing ballads to bo sung by tho 
minstrel performers. There is no indi
viduality about the music. It is senti
mental, sometimes sickly sentimental, 
and no more. An infinite variety of ten
der subjects is covered and drawn upon. 
If America ever had a class of music 
which can be strictly called American, it 
is tho music that Stephen G. Foster com
posed. IIo was tho author of “My Old 
Kentucky Home,” “ Ellen Bayne,” “ Way 
Down Upon the Suwanee River,” “Willie, 
Wo Ilavo Missed You,” “ Hard Times,” 
“Oh, Susanna,” “Nancy Till” and hosts 
of others. Foster’s melodies were an il
lustration of slave life. They wero not 
only cast in tho best mold of pure melody, 
but they were, with their words, full of 
pathos and the healthiest kind of senti
ment. Foster’s music ought to bo pre
served because it is so distinctly Ameri
can music. The tunes covered a variety 
of styles. Somo were rollicking in their 
rhythmic effects. Some wero perfect 
idyls. Some were love songs which never 
havo and never can bo excelled. The 
charm of simplicity and innocence hung 
over them all. It is a pity that we havo 
lost tliis music as a feature of our min
strelsy of today.—Detroit Freo Press.

LEGENDS OF INSECTS.
W H A T

SAYS
POPULAR SU P ER STITIO N  

ABOUT T H E  BUSY BEE.

Som o F acts A b ou t C onfectionery.
“The confectioners’ art has reached its 

highest stato of development,” remarked 
a confectioner to tho writer the other day, 
“and the kind of candies most in demand 
at the present aro gum drops, lozenges of 
various flavors, and. the delicious and ever 
popular marshmallow drops. Tho latter 
aro mado chiefly of gum arabic, fine sugar 
and other ingredients, which aro boiled 
(in largo quantities) iu mammoth copper 
kettles, made to evolve on a pivot by tho 
employment of steam power. Theso rap
idly turning kettles are used for mixing 
tho compounds. In the case of the marsh
mallows, they are allowed to cool after 
coming from tho mixing kettle, after 
which tho mixture is poured into molds 
previously prepared for its reception by 
dusting with powdered starch. Gum 
drops are composed principally of pure 
glucose and sugar, mixed and boiled with 
other materials in tho usual manner.

“Lozenges,” further explained tho pro
prietor, “aro first mado in a paste, which 
is rolled out in a flat sheet and cut by a 
stamping machine to tho desired shape 
and size. Tho most steadily popular con
fection is tho caramel. They aro made 
chiefly of tho inevitable boiled sugar and 
glucose, mado into a syrup and flavored 
with tho essences of lemon, orange, 
vanilla, etc. This syrup is allowed to 
cocil and harden, and is then cut into littlo 
cubes, which aro deftly enveloped in small 
squares of perfumed paraffine paper by 
expert young girls.

“Tho uses of tho ‘pulling hook’ and tho 
process of ‘pulling’ or kneading certain 
kinds of candy is too well known to need 
any description. Tho familiar ‘stick’ 
candy is made by first being pulled. What 
is known as ‘oid fashioned molasses taffy’ 
is^ilso mado in this fashion. Thin, trans
parent candy is not subjected to the pull
ing process.”—New York Evening Sun.

A  M is ta k e  O f te n  M a d e .

Men often conceive that they have sur
mounted an obstacle or overcome an evil 
when in fact they have merely got used 
or accustomed to it. “How aro you now
adays?” asked a retired physician* of a 
friend who had been suffering from an 
ominous complaint. “Oh, I am better!” 
was tho answer, “unless it is that I am 
only getting used, to this ono thing."— 
PhiladelohU Sunday School Times.

A  Casa o f  N ecessity .

A  H in doo Trail it ion —S tolen  B ees  In H o l

lan d —F lics  and F lea s—G nats. A n ts and  

C rick ets—T he D ain ty  Lady B ird —D iv i

nation.

No members of the animal kingdom are 
regarded by most persons with greater 
aversion than certain insects and reptiles, 
The folk lore of these branches of that 
kingdom is therefore a very extensivo 
one. It frequently assigns to tho min 
utest members of the insect tribe consid 
erable power for good or evil, and popu 
lar tradition even anticipated scientific 
discovery in the matter of insect intelli 
gence.

Popular superstition has concerned 
itself much about th^t busy little insect 
the bee. A Welsh tradition says bees 
came from paradise, leaving tho garden 
when man fell, but with God’s blessing, 
so that wax is necessary in the célébra 
tion of the mass. Tho ancients gener
ally maintained that there was a close 
connection between bees and tho soul 
Porphyry speaks of “thoso souls which 
tho ancients called bees.”

There is a Hindoo superstition that tho 
Rakshas or demons keep their souls in 
the bodies of bees. Many persons accord 
unusual intelligence to bees. They aro 
said in parts of England and FranceJ to 
revere tho consecrated wafer. They aro 
also said to sing a Christmas hymn, be 
ginning at midnight. They are said never 
to thrive in a quarrelsome family, nor 
will they stay with you if you quarrel 
about them or in their presence. It is 
custom in many parts of England and the 
continent to announce to the bees a death 
in the family, especially that of the mas 
ter. It is said iu many parts of England 
and Germany that if a swarm of bees set 
tie on tho dead branch of a live tree 
death will occur in the family within 
year. Stolen bees aro said in Holland 
never to thrive. In somo places in Eng 
land it is thought unlucky to sell them, 
They are given away for another gift.

Flies aro sometimes regarded as fur
nishing prognostications of tho weather, 
and even of other events. Wilsford, an 
old naturalist, who writes much of popu 
lar import, says: “If they aro busier or 
blinder than ordinary, sporting in tlie 
sun or showing themselves in warm 
places, it may be taken as a sign of hail 
cold showers of rain or wet weather.”

Fleas are not too small to enter into 
popular lore. An abundance of them in 
dicates rain, here and in England. Their 
eager biting also prognosticates wet wea 
ther. These tormenting insects aro no 
without their benefits, according to the 
English fishermen, for they consider that 
an abundance of them indicates good 
hauls of fish.

Gnats are regarded by many as accurate 
weather indicators. Fair weather is said 
to bo coming when they fly about in 
clouds in the sun’s beams; heat follows 
unusual friskiness, and rain is indicated 
by their seeking the shade and biting 
fiercely. An abundance of these insects 
in the spring foretells a warm autumn.

Since the days of Solomon tho ant ha« 
enjoyed quite a reputation as a worker. 
Mohammedans recognize its industry, and 
accord it a place among the ten animals 
that alone enter Paradise. Without men
tioning his authority, Emerson says, in 
“Nature,” that they never sleep. Ants’ 
eggs wero of old an antidote for love. It 
is said that they close their holes in tho 
ground on the approach of a storm. If 
they aro unusually frisky wet weather is 
at hand. The migration of ants from low 
ground is said to indicate heavy rains, and 
stormy weather is imminent when they 
travel in lines, fair weather coming when 
they scatter abroad.

Superstition has been very busy with 
that common household insect, the cricket, 
its lively and cheerful chirp has caused it 
to be generally viewed with favor. It is 
usually regarded as a good omen in 
England and Scotland. In Hull it is un
lucky to kill them, and in Lancashire, it 
is said, they cut holes in tho worsted 
stockings of thoso members of a family 
that kill them. In Shakespeare’s timo this 
notion that tho presence of tho cricket 
was a good omen, indicating cheerfulness 
and plenty, was a prevalent one.
_ The littlo insect commonly known as 

the lady bird or lady bug has been tho ob
ject of many superstitious observances, 
its name indicates its sacred character, it 
being everywhere the Virgin’s bird, the 
lady cow, tho lady fly, the lady’s littlo 
beast, Mary’s bird, God’s calf, etc. Young 
girls, on finding one, try to divino their 
lovers by it. The flight of tho insect in
dicates tho direction in which tho lover 
is to bo sought. German peasants also 
try to divine from its flight how they will 
fare in the next world. If, on being ap
pealed to, it flies upward, they will go to 
heaven; if downward, to hell, or if hori
zontally, then purgatory awaits tho ques
tioner.

Tho insect known as “granddaddy long 
legs” is thought in this country to pos
sess somo mysterious knowledge. Chil
dren, on seeing it, ask it, “Granddaddy 
long legs, where’s my cow?” believing that 
it will indicate tho proper direction by 
raising ono of its lêgs.

Spider superstitions aro also abundant. 
They should not bo killed. Spaniards, in 
the Sixteenth century, believed that 
spiders indicated gold, where they were 
found in abundance. In Germany, it is 
said to indicate good luck to havo a spider 
spring his web downwards toward you, 
but bad luck when he rises toward you. 
There aro said to be no spiders in Ireland, 
nor will spiders spin their web in an Irish 
oak, nor on a cedar roof.—F. S. Bassett in 
Globe-Democrat.

AMONG ESKIMO.

T heir P rin cip a l F ood —C heerless Homes» 
G reat P h y sica l E ndu ran ce.

Tho walrus forms the principal food of 
the Eskimo race wherever it is found, and 
it is so generally distributed over the Arc
tic part of tho North American continent 
that it undoubtedly makes up the bulk of 
sustenance for the whole race, with tho 
various seal3 following closely behind, 
and both these kinds of meats amply sup
plemented by salmon, cod, whale, musk 
oxen, reindeer and polar bear, with an oc
casional tribe here and there preponderat
ing in some of theso latter foods over tho 
walrus and seal. Tho walrus will not livo 
where it is so cold that all the water 
channels aro frozen over in tho winter, as 
ho cannot cut a breathing holo through 
tho thick ico liko tho smaller hair seal, 
which is found in about every part of the 
Arctic that man has penetrated, and at 
about all seasons of the year. Tlio greater 
amount of fatty tissue in the animals of 
tho sen mako them more acceptable as 
food to tho northerner, whose system 
craves such diet during tho rigorous win
ter of that zone.

Tho seal and walrus aro fat throughout 
the year, although varying appreciably in 
this respect during tho different seasons, 
while the reindeer—for musk oxen aro 
nowhere numerous enough to enter largely 
as food—are only in good condition for a 
few months in the fall and early winter, 
the coldest months in tho year, January, 
February and March, often finding them 
livid in their leanness.

Yet, in spite of all this, my northern 
travels threw mo in contact with a fair 
sized tribe of Eskimo that lived largely 
on this kind of meat, catching only enough 
seal from an inlet that cut deep into their 
country to supply their stone lamps with 
a littlo light during the long dark winter 
night. Those living on seal and walrus 
had enough oil to warm their houses— 
though mado of snow—many degrees 
higher than tho intense cold outside, and 
would take off their outside suit of rein
deer clothes when in the house, while tho 
reindeer hunters seldom had a tempera
ture even a littlo above that of tho a t
mosphere outside, and often remained 
double clothed as if in tho open.

Their homes were cold and cheerless in 
the extreme, but they had powers of re
sisting it that seemed phenomenal and 
far beyond human endurance as we havo 
found it limited in our own zono. I have 
known ono of theso cold weather cavaliers 
to take a reindeer hide that had been soak
ing in the water, and that was frozen as 
stiff as a plate of boiler iro , and put it 
against his bare body, holding it there, 
not only until it was thawed out, but 
until it was perfectly dry. Tho skin was 
to be used as a drum head for singing and 
dancing exercises, and had to bo dry and 
hairless to answer that purpose, the soak
ing ridding it of tho hair, while there 
were apparently no other means of dry
ing it than tho heroic method adopted. 
From the largo number of reindeer killed 
by theso Eskimo they are abundantly sup
plied with skins for bedding and clothing, 
and in tue making up of these necessaries 
they have displayed so much tact and 
talent with tho limited means at hand 
that they are tho best dressed natives in 
the north.—Frederick G. Schwatka in 
American Magazine.

Olil F ash ion ed  P o lit ic a l Oratory.
Tho political oratory of the United 

States for tho first half of the present 
century, if wo except tho speeches of a 
few well known statesmen, had in it lit
tle, if anything, to commend it to tho 
student. The addresses were, as a ru’e, 
delivered to outdoor assemblies composed 
of men whoso education had not been 
such as to render them critical as to 
either matter or manner. The orator had 
full license not only in respect to state
ment of fact, but in every other particu
lar, for tlio art of stenography had not 
reached that perfection which enabled 
tho reporter to catch every word of tho 
speaker and fasten it forever on the 
printed record of the time. To the un
educated hearer a ludicrous but indeli
cate anecdote, a humorous but coarso ex
pression, a torrent of slander, or a flight 
of grandiloquent but meaningless rhap
sody was frequently more satisfactory 
than would have been the polished and 
witty periods of Wendell Phillips, or tho 
argumentative discourses of Daniel Web
ster.

We occasionally find now, on the stage 
of political action in tho west, a fossil of 
that old time. He has been delivering tho 
samo address for half a century, with 
such slight changes in it from year to 

ear as would reconcile it to tho times, 
lis speech has never appeared in print, 

because it contains nothing worthy of pub
lication. Indeed, in cold typo iL would be 
recognized at once as an absurdity, and 
yet it still finds those who applaud its 
successive repetitions, and insist that it 
is the sublimest effort of the human mind. 
—John Beatty in Tho Writer.

The Y oungest W ar V eteran .

The man who claims to bo tho youngest 
war veteran in the country is Charles L. 
Stone, of Philadelphia. Ho was 14 years 
of age when he carried a gun at the battle 
of Gettysburg. At that battle he was 
wounded in the left arm by a rifle ball. 
Part cf the “funny bone” had to be cut 
away, and he says that his appreciation ot 

’ >ke is not as vivid as it should be. 
ho still has the humerus of bis.right

A joke is not as vivid as it should be. 
But ho still has the humerus of hiaright 
arm. That ought to help him a good deal 

Visitor (to convict)—''Vkat are yon in I ^  keeping up with American wit.—New 
for; friend? -•/ . - r  I York World.
• Convict—I’m an ex-policeman, sir;. Pm 

in Tor stealing.
1 Visitor—That’»  bad. Can I do anything 
for,yon? >

»Convict—If you could send me !h eYint 
o f peanuts; sir, you would-save‘my life.
I  was on the force so long, X can’t  live 
w ithout’em»—The Enorfa- '

W. A. Rhodes, the well known profes
sional bicycle rider, is recovering from a 
long and severe illness.

The League of American .Wheelmen now 
baa a total membership of 11,443,

Blinding; th e  Captor.

W hilo Mr. Anderson was leisurely trav
eling through South Africa, in a wagon 
drawn by sixteen oxen, lie heard from tho 
Bushmen many stories of their remarkable 
escapes from lions. One Bushman, having 
been seized by the arm by a lion, had tho 
presence of mind to uso his freo arm to 
take up a handful of sand and throw it in 
the lion’s eyes. Tho beast, roaring with 
pain and blinded, let go tho man, who ran 
away beforo the lion could recover his 
sight. Mr. Anderson saw tho man and 
tho marks of tho lion’s teeth on his arm.

That lion was not as cool as a sergeant, 
in tho United States army, who was sta
tioned at one of tho forts on the western 
plains. A soldier, having deserted, was 
captured by the sergeant in a mining 
camp fifty miles from the fort.

While returning, they were passing a 
saloon and the prisoner begged tho privi- 
lego cf going in and getting a “drink.” 
Tho sergeant consented, and they went in 
together and stood before tho bar, on 
which was a pepper box filled with cay
enne pepper.

The soldier took tho box up, unscrewed 
tho perforated lid, tlirew a handful of red 
pepper into tho sergeant’s eyes, and 
started for the door. Tho blinded man, 
though suffering intensely, retained his 
self possession. IIo drew his revolver, 
fired in the direction of tho retreating 
footsteps, and shot tlio deserter through 
the heart.—Youth’s Companion.

There aro 50,000,000 cattle of all kinds 
in this country, and but 200,000 of the 
puTo breed.

!

Fifes don’t bother 
Philadelphia Call.

the Idusy man.—


