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I Anarchy is high treason.

Hornets are of the two-horse power 
variety and can lift a 200-pound man 
two feet a second.

Rockefeller may be a poet, as Prof. 
Trlggs insists, but he did not make his 
money writing verse.

Amesbnry, Mass., is going to erect a 
monument to Whittier and let Prof. 
Trlggs make the most of i t

Juts because the American potato 
trag has successfully Invaded England 
that is no sign that France could do 
the same.

After ail, Oervera got out of the San
tiago sea fight with the least trouble of 
any of the chief commanders engaged 
In that rapidly growing memorable bat
tle.

W. S. Gilbert has admitted that a 
little play which he adapted from the 
French, working on it Just a day and a 
half, brought him in $12,600.- Other 
things than Texas oil wells sometimes 
pay.

Another prophet has arisen. He says 
the world will come to an end in a 
thousand years. That’s the kind of a 
prophet to be. No living man can prove 
that he doesn't know what he is talk
ing about.

Unless something to avert further 
safe robberies is speedily done it 
seems to us that the manufacturers of 
safes ought to give their product an
other name. ’Tween dynamite and 
drills, jimmies and hatchets and axes, 
they don’t  half come up to their high- 
sounding declaration, and, what’s 
worse, they don’t  give a half promise 
of ever doing sa

An American bishop in China writes 
of an ordination servlcve in which he 
and four natives were the chief partici
pants. At the close, after the congre
gation had gone out,there was a deaf
ening noise caused by firecrackers with 
which the native Christians expressed 
their joy and their^pongratulations to 
the newly ordained. Were there such 
a  sequel to solemn rites in this coun
try, how would the average American 
boy’s interest be increased!

lie be permitted to advertise. The sug
gestion encountered much opposition, 
but finally a small sum was set apart 
to carry It out. The advertisement was 
drafted in an attractive way and the 
people soon began to buy the new ar
ticle. Finally the house was obliged 
to send to the manufacturers for more. 
When the next season’s trade opened, 
the member of the firm who had most 
opposed the experiment whispered to 
the young man that he had better write 
out a few notices “and put them in the 
papers.” From such beginnings the 
advertising practice has come. Thous
ands of dollars are now spent, not only 
in advertising Itself, but in devising 
clever catch-words, ingenious phrases 
and illustrations whicu will stick in the 
memory of the reader, as well as new 
general methods. No doubt money may 
be wasted in ineffective advertising, or 
in advertising worthless goods. But 
on the other hand, fortunes are made 
where there is in an article a happy 
union between publicity and nferlt.

“God Pity the Idlers” was the title 
of a poem which appeared in many of 
the papers of the country recently. It 
was vfritten by Samuel M. Jones and 
dedicated to the workers of the world. 
More truth runs through this little 
poem than is found in thousands of 
sermons. More gold of thought is lock
ed within its lines than resides in 
scores of sheep-bound books. The 
jetsam and the flotsam of the lines is 

prayer for pity from God for the 
Idlers, and earth knows no greater ob
ject for commiseration. The Idler does 
not live. He exists like the stone in 
the field or scum on the swamp. He 
is below the horse in dignity. The ox 
exceeds him in worth. Even the pes
tiferous mosquito is deserving of more 
consideration than the Idler, for the 
mosquito at least possesses the virtue 
of keeping busy and doinng something. 
This insect may be a nuisance to hu
manity, but it atones In a degree by 
being a consumer of carrion and a 
sucker of dead blood. The Idler cannot

THE KEEPERS OF THE SEAL.

I sing the song of labor, of the lowly 
smelling soil,

The whirring of the spindle and the 
whirl ring of the wheel;

The hand that guides the plowshare and 
the rugged son of toil—

The sinews of the country and its weal.

For the pulses of the nation beat within 
the sturdy arms

That are bared before the anvil, or 
that wear an humble guise;

And the sentinels of liberty, the shield 
from war’s alarms,

Are wholesome hearts and honest-see
ing eyes;

Those who feel the sweat of labor ere 
they break the wage of bread,

Nor covet goods beyond the pale that 
bounds an honest reach;

But give to God the glory, and the 
thanks that they are fed,

And rather live a principle than preach.

Ah! God of heaven, pity for the chilling 
drops that creep

In tortuous threads, where living 
strength should swell the nation s 
veins;

The sloth that cumbers progress, and the 
useless drones who steep 

The curse that follows idle hands and 
brains.

I sing the song of labor, for the keepers 
of the seal,

For a new day broke in radiance on the 
warders of the land:

Clearer thought to those who ask it, 
healiug store to those who kneel; 

To the sons of stalwart heart and 
horny hand.

—Youth's Companion.

much sleep as translation of spirit.
“Oh, Mary, Mary, what shall I do

rings. And the rings reminded him of his mind. How could he sleep amid 
what it hurt him most to remember. such realisations?

He looked at his left hand, with the “All right,” he said, shutting his eyes, 
plain but solid gold circlet, set with a 1 
tiny diamond, and the words, invisible 
to his eye, but pressing his finger, “For
ever and forever!”

That was Mary’s voucher to him for 
her life-long love. (

His finger-nails closed on his palms 
tightly, his jaws locked as if they 
meant never again to part, and he 
drew two or three terrible breaths of 
the kind that mark crises in the life of 

man. *
At length he moved again. “Yes, 

that’s what I’ll do.” he murmured.
‘1‘oor girl! one caq’t blame her. She 
shall marry with a free conscience, at 
all events.”

Then once again he whispered:
•As for me---- ”
But he did not even shrug his shoul

ders this time. His despair was too 
profound. It needed no emphasis.

DUEL TO THE DEATH.

P u  W hat These Ysanarstsr-s P lanned  
tn P is h t—Strata in U  e.

“Do I look like a  man who overThen a sunny gray mist settled upon 
his brain, and his surroundings were to ,  . .  . _ . . ..
him as If they were no t It was not so 4ou* * ^  duH?“ JkUghed t^ p m tlv  pa» 
much alee., ns tmnslnf.nn of snlrlt W«“- » dld- ®“d ‘4 W“  H anded

to be a duel to the death, and, as i t
without you?” his lips cried aloud, eveu ®ft*n happens, * woman was a t the  
while his mind was active In some re- bottom n#ar M * can figure
moter atmosphere.

“Nothing, dear Dick; you shall not 
do without me as long as we live, for 
we will be always together." A hand 
was laid on his forehead—a little 
satiny hand, with love warm In all its

now, I most have been about the ripe 
age of 7 when this deadly affair took, 
place. At that time my heart was 
wrapped np In a little china-doll girl 
with blue eye* and yellow hair, who 
kept me In a continual state of bank-

c j ä ICK JERRAM presented him- 
jM ^se lf  a t the office of Carrington 

Brothers in no very sanguine 
frame of mind. He still felt that Boer

, , , „ bullet in his right leg, and his com-
dalm even these commendable quail- a8 „  ag hl8 n remind-
Mam U n  vxrlll tint AAtinnmn pflrrlnn  H a ^  . ,

ed him of the enteric, which had

There is Just one remedy for lynching 
•nd it is idle to talk of any other. The 
communities that are the victims of 
one particular crime must be taught— 
not by precept, but by unvarying exam
ple—that such outrages will be prompt
ly, certainly and terribly avenged 
through the agencies of justice. In de
fault of that assurance, made doubly 
sure by unmistakable and overwhelm
ing proof, all the preaching in the 
world will avail nothing. If the law 
does not give them vengeance quick 
and thorough, men will take it for 
themselves.

“The greatest menace to the morality 
of both rich and poor in New York is 
the fact that it is a city of flats and 
tenements and not a city of homes.’ 
This is a remark of an expert from the 
United States Department of Labor, 
who, with six special agents, has been 
Investigating the conditions of living 
among New York working people. 
“Yesterday,” he went on to say, 
found the family of a skilled mechanic, 
consisting of eleven persons, living in 
four rooms. That is indecent. There can 
be no privacy in such conditions, and 
without privacy there can be no civill 
aation. I would like to ask the men 
who are building colleges and endow 
tag libraries to build model tenements 
Instead. I would see no college en 
dowed, and not a book given to a li
brary, until the people had homes.’

ties. He will not consume carrion. He 
must have the same to eat as other peo
ple, but other people must earn it for 
him. No dead blood satisfies him. He 
must have the living article and he 
gets it by making others sweat It in 
order to support him. The Idler is a 
curse, but pity him mortals and God 
pity him, too, for his sense of apprecia
tion of the equation of life has sunk so 
low that he cannot see his degradation 
nor feel his reeking shame. He is suf
fering from a paralysis of heart, a par
alysis of mind, and a paralysis of de
cent feeling that makes his existence 
tolerable only when we share God’s 
pity and drown our Indignation In the 
Injunction “to love thy neighbor as 
thyself.” But how different the pic
ture of the Laborer! He is a co-worker 
of God rolling out man’s destiny, liv
ing the tragedy of humanity and build
ing the fate of the world. The angels 
in heaven must be envious of the La
borer on earth and his God-given mis
sion. His is the work of sustaining 
the human race. His the work to 
build the homes and maintain the na
tion. His the work to make life worth 
living and death worth the embracing 
when work can be done no more. His 
the work to wring from the earth the 
money that builds the schools, the 
churches and the hospitals. His the 
work to wear the crown of King of 
Men, for the laborer is King. All men 
depend upon him for their subsistence. 
His reign will never cease, because his 
services are indispensable and he 
serves all men. With bravery has he 
accepted this mission. With fortitude 
has he fulfilled it. With courage will 
he continue to carry its cross and to 
wear its crown of thorns. God pity 
the Idlers! They need Ills pity in the 
misery of their droneful life. They eat 
other men’s bread and spend other 
men’s money, because no one can live 
without money and no one can get 
money without earning it unless some
one else earns it without getting i t  
God pity the Idlers.

brought him near to death’s door. 
Worst of all was the nows from Nel- 
lerton.

Mary Dudley—his Mary—had inherit
ed £20,000 from her Uncle Harold, and 
—and, if that letter of the rattle-tongue 
gossip, Miss Brayshaw, to his mother 
was to be believed, Mary was on the

“mart!” u- oasp-o.

Prof. Gautier of the Institute of 
France has “Isolated the bacteria of 
physical fatigue” and finds it a “poison 
strongly resembling ptomaine poison in 
nature.” Instead of really becoming 
tired one develops ptomaines and they 
make him think he is tired. The pro
fessor’s next step is strictly logical. 
He proposes by the use of disinfect
ants to destroy the ptomaines generat
ed and thus avoid that tired feeling. 
In this way, no longer suffering from 
wear and tear, man need neither weak
en nor age. Suppose the professor had 
a  cord of wood to saw. As he pro
ceeds to wiggle the bucksaw up and 
down, he suddenly detects the effects 
of ptomaine poison in his system. He 
rushes to a little cavity In the wood 
pile and drags therefrom a small bottle 
of disinfectant with which he treats 
the ptomaines, thus relieving his fa 
tlgue. As we read the professor’s the
ory and remedy given in a recent num
ber of the London Express, we detect 
the development of ptomaines in our 
system.

How the  D inner Turned Ont.
A tiny girl of 7 gave a dinner party 

the other day, for which 12 covers were 
laid, and that number of small maidens 
sat down to dine. It was a real lit
tle girl’s dinner, and the little hostess 
herself presided, sitting at the head of 
the table. She had been very anxious, 
in looking forward to it, to do every
thing as it should be done. |

“Mamma,” she asked, “shall we say 
grace?”

“No,” said mamma, *lt will be a very 
informal dinner, and 1 think you need 
not do that.”

That meant one less ceremony to be 
gone through and was a relief, but the

highroad to a title. Sir Tarver Brown 
was very little other than a baronet, 
but the attraction of a “ladyship” could 
hardly help tempting even such a girl 
as sweet Mary Dudley.

The younger member of the firm re
ceived Dick with sympathy, but no en 
thu8iasm.

“You don’t look fit for an office desk, 
Mr. Jerram—oh, I beg your pardon. 
Lieutenant Jerram, isn’t it, now?” he 
6aid, with a slight laugh.

“I was offered a commission, but 
did not feel that I could acecpt it, sir,” 
said Dick. “I want to take up my 
work again—for various reasons.”

Ernest Carrington’s eyebrows rose 
and subsided. '

“I am very sorry, Mr. Jerram,” he 
said, “but just at present there is no 
vacancy. We will, of course, give you 
the first chance—the very first chance 
that occurs.”

j “Do you really mean it?” he asked, 
faintly.

! “My dear fellow, you really are not 
fit for office work Just ye t Take a holi
day after your trying labors—your no
ble and—er—patriotic self-sacrifice, 
dare say, in a few months, at the most, 
we can squeeze you in somewhere, 
though I fear even then we cannot of
fer you the same salary you received 
In 1890.”

With an effort Dick pulled himself 
together, and stood up, like the disci
plined if damaged soldier he had be
come.

“Your words are final, sir?” he 
asked.

“Provisional, Jerram—only provision 
al. But we can’t afford to cheer you

little lady was anxious to have all her with hopes that may not come to frui 
small guests understand it. So, as they tiou. Anything we can do in the way
were gathered about the table, she ex 
plained:

“Mamma says this is such an infernal 
dnner that we need not have grace to
day."

Fifty years ago It was considered be
neath the dignity of many substantial 
concerns to advertise, beyond the inser
tion In the newspaper of an occasional 
.business card. Some of the experiences 
of that time show how recently adver
tising, as we know it, has developed. 
A retail hardware honse in an Eastern 
city once found itself possessed of ten 
times the number of articles of a cer
tain kind that it bad Intended to buy. 
As they had been ordered especially 
for n new hotel, and were of a peculiar 
f -r ‘f  there seemed to be no way of 
disposing ot them except a t a  merely 
f.m hw i gam. One of the younger men 
ganneeted with the concern offered to 
•> w r i them" at a  fair price, provided

An English  L eaning Tower.
The famous leaning tower of Pisa 

has a rival in the Temple tower of Bris
tol, in England. It is a square tower 
of early Gothic architecture. All its 
parts still preserve their normal rela- 
m e  positions without cracks or fis- that «m isst straw had been piled upon
sures. The tower, which is about 115

of recommendations, it will give us the 
utmost pleasure to do. Of course, you 
understand that? Good heavens! it is 
the least we could do!”

Dick bowed ,his head. The smile on 
his lips was just a little bitter.

“Quite so,” he said. “It Is something 
to be grateful for that you are so will 
tag to do the least possible. Good morn 
tag.” And then Dick found himself in 
St. Paul’s church yard, and conscious

feet in height is five feet out of perpen
dicular at the summit

his head.
Mary as good as lost to him—more 

certainly now than before, anyway—his 
situation filled Up, his health broken, 

Two Emile Zolas. and no one to whom he could honorably
The following advertisement Is taken look for help in his time of trouble, 

from a French newspaper: “M. Emile He found comfort in the recollection 
Zola, of Plamboeuf, inventor of the that his mother’s own poor little income 
spring nippen, notifies the public that of » hundred a year was sufficient for
be has nothing to do with his name
sake, Emile Zola, the writer."

The girl of 16 who la proud of her 
beauty is warned to be humble. Has 
she ever beard how long the bloom 
stays on the poppy!

her well measured requirements.
“As for
He shrugged bis shoulders and tot

tered down Ludgate Hill. On his way 
he noticed a Jeweler’s window, with 
watches and chains and pins and rings 
ef price beneath his eye»—especially

At the King s Arm Inn. of Nellerton. 
that evening, Dick took pen and paper, 
and wrote the letter to Mary which 
was to accompany the returned ring.
It was short and to the point:

Dear Mary—Somehow, though I 
would like to keep this, I cau’t do it, 
and so I bring it back to you; and you 
mustn’t think I meau to be nasty by 
making it come to you on your birth
day. I quite understand that things 
are changed between us. Wishing you 
all the happiness life can give you, be
lieve me, sincerely yours always,

“RICHARD JERRAM.”
“No drivel in that, I think,” be said, 

with a pang of pride when be had read 
it and folded it up. The ring was In a 
little box. and the letter was now 
wrapped round the box. The whole was 
addressed to Miss Mary Dudley, 2 Dev
onshire road.

In the darkness be tottered out Dev
onshire road way. He gazed at the 
house and the lighted window of 
Mary's bedroom—gazed and gazed till 
he felt silly. He lay restlessly, now 
wishing wildly, now dumbly resigned 
to all things. Once It occurred to him 
to wonder what the maid of the inn 
meant by smiling flke that when she 
gave him his candle, and said a gay 
Good-night.” But he had far lntenser 

stimulants to thought than that, and 
the damsel soon drifted away from 
him.

His most strenuous moments follow
ed the realization that he bad been cas
ual enough to leave Mary's packet 
downstairs ou the mantelpiece in the 
little parlor.

“Shows whst I am!” he said fiercely, 
as he made an attempt to get up, light 
a candle and go down for It.

But he found the effort quite appal
lingly severe, and^gave it up.

He dozed deliriously, played with 
Mary In boy-and-glrl fashion, danced 
with her, had her all to himself in the 
Brackshaw Woods, woeed and won her 
all over again. Off and on he woke 
to gasp mid groan and utter exclama
tions. The Pretoria nurses would have 
luterpreted those exclamations qright, 
but he was alone now, and had worse 
times after each bout of them.

II.
For the second time the girl knocked 

at his door.
“Your hot water, sir!” she cried, and 

set her ear to listen.
She did not listen long, but hurried 

downstairs, with word for the master 
that the gentleman in No. 3 was shout
ing in the queerest way.

‘I think lie’s ill, sir,” she said. "He 
looked bod last night.”

The landlord made no bones about 
entering Dick’s room when he, too, had 
rapped to no purpose. He gazed at 
Dick for a few moments, and felt his 
blood chill a little at Dick’s furious cry: 
“I tell you you are dead, Mary, so don’t 
deny it!” touched Dick’s burning fore
head, and left him.

“He’s in a fever—that’s what's the 
matter with him,” he said. “You Just 
go for Mr. Barker, Jane, right away.” 

“Poor young fellow!” said Jane ea
gerly. “That I will, sir.”

Moreover, being in love herself, she 
determined to kill two birds with one 
stone.

“It’s maybe a present for Miss Dud
ley,” she said to herself. And, putting 
on her hat, carried off Dick’s little 
packet for No. 2 Devonshire road. * * 

“Nurse!”
The darkness had passed from Dick’s 

brain, and, having opened his eyes and 
»een things as they were, though with 
an Imperfect grasp of the facts, he 
whispered the monosyllable.

The quick rustle of a dress answered 
him and the words:

“Yes, my dear boy!”
“You, mother?” said Dick, looking up 

a t the face that was the best and truest 
object in life for him.

She clasped his hand—a bony shape, 
loosely laced with skin.

Suddenly the cloud fell upon him.
It all came back—wound, fever, the 

long weeks in hospital, the voyage 
home in weakness and anxiety as well 
as hope, the news of Mary’s fortune 
and Sir Tarver Brown, his rebuff in S t 
Paul’s church yard and his journey to 
Nellerton.

He groaned, in spite of himself, and 
turned his face to the wall.

“Now, then, dear, let me raise your 
head.”

“What’s the use?” he murmured.
It was his one and only flash of peev

ishness. The next instant he obeyed or
ders, with a smile. It waa a dreary 
smile, yet a smile

"How I 'must have worried yon, 
mother!” he said quietly, aa he settled 
after the tonie "I suppose this is 
Nellerton ?"

She kissed Urn as mothers do kies 
their grown none of whom they are 
very proud.

“Try and sleep »gain, deer,” she said, 
rather tremulously.

But Mary Dudley and her infidelity— 
her excusa Me tnfldolity—ware vivid in

pores. And instantly Dick opened bis r°Ptc3r buying her taffy and red apples, 
eyes. . Unfortunately for my peace of mind, E

“Mary!” be gasped had a rival upon whom she smiled with
This time Mary Dudley laid her face «asperating Impartiality. My flrtt In* 

by his on the pillow, smiling, and whlo- Pr®®ai°n WM P,ck a  ®*ht w,th him, 
pered, with her mouth close to his ^  4 was always cautions, even as a  
mout)]. youth, and I bad grave doubta about

Of course, Dick, who else should It th® 811 cce88 04 Buch a PlRn< 
bey» • • • “Then I conceived the happy Idea o f

But It was not until the evening that challenging him to a mortal combat. 1 
she was allowed to give him In full hadn't the slightest Idea that he would 
measure the only tonic that could be accept, to tell the truth, btit he did 
warranted able to make him himself ®nd w t̂h what seemed to me almost In* 
again In spirit and In truth. Then she deoent haste. Realizing that 1 would 
did not spkre him. need a second, I went to an elder broth-

“I ought to feei ashamed of you, ®r* explained the case to him and ask* 
Dick," she exclaimed, “for, supposing. ®d him *4 he would act for me. H e
If only for one second, that I could care 
anything for my money apart from 
you. Sir Tarver Brown, indeed! Why, 
I was just waiting for a sign from you.

listened to me gravely and then said 
he would. Here was surprise number 
two. I had been almost certain that 
be would frown upon the idea and

And I got it—my own ring! Oh, Dick!” threaten to tell my father, thus giving:
—Chicago Tlmes-Herald.

YANKEES IN EUROPE.

M ilitary K ngiM en Got Pointer« f r o m  
American ihow nnn .

When one of the big American shows 
first arrived In Europe, appearing now 
in the cities of England, now in those 
of Germany, Austria and Hungary, the 
phase of the American circus which 
most astonished military men was not 
so much the show itself as the manner 
in which It was moved. Two or three 
Incidents will serve to illustrate the 
curiosity with which the transporta
tion department of the English and 
continental armies viewed the organi
zation, discipline and ingenuity shown 
in moving, without halt or hitch, such a 
large amount of property and so many 
persons.

While preparing to open at the Olym
pia, the Madison Square Garden of 
London, the building department of 
that city told the owners of the Olym
pia that a new proscenium arch of steel 
must be built. This arch was to frame 
a stage at one side of the edifice and 
280 feet wide by 70 feet high. The ma
terial was brought into the building, 
and the arch was put together, bit by 
hit, flat on the ground. When complet
ed, the British workmen were confront
ed by the task of lifting the arch into 
position. After several futile attempts, 
the show proprietor said that if they 
would turn the job over to him he 
would raise the thing of steel. He then 
called to his 300 American workingmen 
and in three hours they had the arch in

me an excuse to retire from the field, 
of honor. But the calm way he ac
cepted the situation gave me a chill.

“ ‘I suppose.’ said he, ‘that Bobby’» 
brother will act as his second?’

“I moistened my lips and said: T sup
pose so.’

“ *Very well,’ said he, T jvlll talk the 
matter over with him. and! we will let 
yon know when yon are wanted.’

"We were wanted the next after
noon,” continued the portly party, ac
cording to the Detroit Free Press, “and 
It was some consolation to me to dis
cover that my rival’s  face was as whit* 
as mine.

“ ‘Now,’ said our seconds, ‘yon two 
sit down here in the grass back to  
back, and the first'one to desert the 
spot loses the fight.’

“Then »hey both retired hastily to m 
spot that seemed to me at the time to  
be unnecessarily removed from the 
place of action. A moment later my 
rival was going one way and I another. 
Those miserable brothers of ours bail 
caused ns to sit on the top of a big 
bumblebees’ uest!”

THREW THEIR QOOD LUCK AWAY*
Didn’t  Know Vnlnc of Ambororla, tad 

T.O» »5.000 Worth Go P t.
The flshlug schooner Squantum, CapL 

William Parslow. from the Grand 
Banks of Newfoundland with cod. 
brings a strange story.

Capt. David Parslow, an ex-whaler, 
brother of the skipper of the Squantunt 
and principal owner, was Inspecting 
the craft after her arrival and In the
fo’castie detected the odor of that pre

position and secuj», using for the pur- ci0Ui product of the sea. ambergris, 
pose only the circus paraphernalia He traced the odor to a pair of seathe circus 
which he had brought with him from 
America.

A Lopdon newspaper printed an edi
torial urging the government to detail 
one or two officers from the engineer
ing corps of the army to travel with 
the circus and thus acquire knowledge 
that would be of practical use in mov
ing military material. The government 
acted upon this advice, and throughout 
the tour several army officers were al
ways present to witness the loading 
and unloading of the cars, the trans
portation to and from the grounds and 
the erection of the tents.

The reigning monarchs of one of the 
European nations hiuiself cauie to (lie 
show incognito. He did not come to 
see the performance, but devoted the 
ulght to a personal Inspection of circus 
operations, such as the taking down of 
tents, their movement to the train and 
their loading on the cars. He said that 
he regarded this as one of the most Im
portant object lessons In the movement 
of heavy material that he bad ever wit
nessed and tbat be intended that offi
cers of his army should familiarize 
themselves with it.—Collier's Weekly,

Against False Alarms.
In all our large cities, when an alarm 

of fire Is rung and the engines of but 
one district are called out, there is an 
expense to the department for fuel 
and water and tear of the apparatus es
timated at $100.

The turning in of a false alarm, there
fore, is no trifling matter. A London 
paper says that Miss Ellen Tyndale, a 
resident of that city, has patented an 
invention which is meant to check the 
“false alarmist.”

The contrivance takes the form of an 
automatic alarm-post, which not only

boots belonging to one of the crew, 
and upon diligent Inquiry evolved the 
fact that without doubt at one time on 
the Squantum's last trip a mass of am
bergris worth at least $5.000 was along
side the little old schooner and was 
allowed to go adrift because the crew 
were ignorant of its value, afid, further
more, that a “sample" that had been 
saved, and that was worth at least 
$100, had been used as a lubricant for 
the boots of one of the crew.

James Perkins, first hand and head 
splitter of the Squantum, tells the fol
lowing story:

“One night on the Virgin Rocks ‘BUT 
Jason, who was up in the bow, sung 
out that there was something drifting 
down on us. We thought first that it 
was a dead body or something, but 
when it came alongside we see that it 
was a junk of something as big as » 
bait cask or bigger—looked like tallow, 
only it was a dark grayish color, mot
tled with white In streaks. It had a  
powerful smell—sicklsh, sweetlike.

“We had a line round It and set oüt 
to call the skipper, but he was snoozin' 
and We thought it wasn’t  best to get 
him riled up about nothing, and so. 
after Oliver Eaton bad cut out a junk 
big enough to fill a baking powder tin. 
we let the stuff go adrift again.

“Oliver made an awful smell with the 
stuff a-greasln’ his boots in,the fo’cas- 
tle, and we made him move them ouL 
Oliver said it wasn’t very good grease 
anyway—wouldn’t give a pint of neat’»  
foot oil for a ton of the stuff.”

B ullfighter*  Ate* id  o f  Cows.
: It will probably surprise many per
sons to hear ti>ht most 8paniBh bull
fighters object to fighting cows. ▲  
sportsmanlike objection to persecuting 

rings up the fire station, but also grips B female animal has nothing whatever
the wrist of the alarmist with a steel 
bracelet blows a police whistle and 
presents the man with a shilling for bis 
trouble. The prisoner cannot be re
leased until the policeman arrives and 
the authenticity of the alarm can be 
verified.

The Invention Is not likely to become

to do with I t The fact is. that the 
average toreador is sincerely afraid of 
a cow.

And he has good reason. The cows of 
the half wild breed used for the arena 
are much quicker in their movement» 
than are the bulls. Their horns are 
more pointed and mere formidable.

popular either lu England or any other They do not lower their heads to .th» 
country. Few men would be willing to ^  8hut their eyes and charge Ilk» 
be chained to a post for the magnificent B locomotive upon the rails, but are 
compensation of a shilling. | alert and ready to follow every move-

Heined bv the Potto*. ni«nt of th®,r Pcmccutors. Their war-
"I *was*beeet^by a  tooted  when I “ Ä  “T *  

was in New York.” said the person blind, bovine frontal attacks, but to th»
who is always having adventures. “But ®̂rat®sry °f VTe .f nd. cunnl®K be®*4* 
I called on a policeman for help." 1 ®4 P « *  04 wh,ch th® .human bullfight- 

“Did that do any good?*’ er *® onlJ  * ***1® mimic. If these cheap
“Oh, yes. I made the policeman be- ldo1® 04 8P*nl®h P®P«»®ce would 

Ueve that I waa the robber, and b» face young and active wild cows which 
tween us we stripped the poor footpad bad just been robbed of their calves, 
of everything be possessed."—Wash- might perhaps forestall tbs butch*
lngton Star.
Empress Frederick’s 

The late Empress Frederick left sev-

but they would, at any rut», 
something to earn their laurel»..

Thera »tu moments la th» Ilfs of 
grandsons sad only three grand everyjaarrtsd man • when h» wishes h»


