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AN HI8TORIC STRUCTURE.

■laudlet Arnold*« New Haren Hon« 
May Be Torn Sown.

In a dismantled condition, tbe prey 
• f  relic hunters and the ravages of 
time, there stands In Water street. In 
New Haven, Conn., a house erected by 
the most Infamous man who ever called 
America his home and which was later 
occupied by one of the most renowned 
of Columbia’s sons. It Is a residence 
erected by Benedict Arnold In the City 
of Elms In 1771. Water street in colonial 
days was the select residential street 
of New Haven. Arnold, then a dashing 
young fellow, conducted a drug store. 
He prospered in business, married well 
and branched out into the East Indian 
trade. In which he made a fortune. He 
was one of the most prominent men in 
New Haven at the outbreak of the 
revolution and the mansion on Water 
street sheltered many a distinguished 
guest Then came his brilliant career

• in the army and his subsequent igno
minious betrayal of his country.

Time and the encroachments of busi
ness Interests have brought the fine old 
colonial mansion down to the level now

• of its less aristocratic neighbors, but 
'traces are still to be seen of the mag
nificence of which it once was proud. 
The house Is now part of a lumber 
yard, and the parlors and spacious 
chambers where Arnold and his bride 
lived and received the elite of the town 
• re  now occupied with piles of scant
ling, and the colonial staircases are 
now changed to lumber elevators. In 
•  short time what is left of the old

I

P R E M O N I T I O N S  O F  D E A T H

HOME or BEN ED ICT ARNOLD.

house will be torn down and the space 
It occupied turned into a woodyard.

While no attempt has been made by 
'New Haven people to save the old Ar
nold house, as it can be believed that 
the reputation of its first occupant is 
no great source of public gratification, 
many of the finest pieces of its original 
architecture have been preserved. An
tiquarians and unpoetical junk dealers 
have banded together to raze the old 
place, and what remains to-day is the 
merest shell of the old structure. The 
mantelpieces, carved English oak ail- 
lngs and the furniture have all been 
scattered among museums throughout 
New England. But there still remains 
the original exterior, and the window 
blinds, doorways, cornices and much of 
the original decorations are still left.

Not only Benedict Arnold, the traitor, 
but Noah Webster, the famous lexico
grapher, lived in this historic old man
sion, and the rooms that once echoed 
with the laughter and gayety of the 
days before the revolution also har
bored in later years the silent scholar, 
• s  the pages of his great dictionary 
grew under his hands. Webster came 
to New Haven in 1798. Up to that time 
the Arnold mansion had remained un
occupied so great was the aversion of 
the people toward anything in any way 
connected with the traitor’s life. Web- 
• te r remained there until 1812, when he 
removed to Amliert, Mass.

“Premonitions of death are often 
scouted at,” said a well-known Wash
ington newspaper man, “but there are 
occasionally authentic instances aris
ing which raise doubts as to whether 
there may not be, after all, some sort 
of Indefinable spiritual phenomena in 
the incidents.

“It may be recalled that a well- 
known chief of division in one of the 
departments, in apparent perfect 
health on the last day he appeared at 
the office, died recently of apoplexy on 
that night. I have since learned that 
on the evening in question, shortly be
fore he retired, a large dog in his 
household set up such a prolonged and 
dismal howling in his yard that he 
went out with a revolver, under the 
supposition that there might be in
truders prowling about, although the 
dog howled and did not bark. The dog 
refused to stop howling upon the ap
pearance of his master, and followed 
him In the nouse, whining and show
ing evidences of distress, looking up 
into the official’s face in such a pecu
liar manner that the members of the 
family at the time thought it exceed
ing strange. The dog continued to 
follow his master about the house, act
ing strangely in the manner 1 have de
scribed. On the following morning the 
official was found dead in his room.

“The above incident is a curious fact, 
as is also the following, and while not 
of startling ghostly Interest, is also 
local to Washington, the parties being 
members of my own family.

“Some time ago my wife’s mother 
itarted on a Journey to California. Sev
eral days after her departure an elder
ly colored woman, who had been a 
stave in her family, having been raised 
with my wife's mother, called at the 
house. As in similar instances in the 
South, there had been a warm attach
ment existing between former mistress 
and slave, which had continued through 
life. She declared she had been ‘warn
ed’ that my wife's mother had died at 
an early hour on that morning on the 
train. When asked whether she had 
received a telegram to that effect she 
replied that she had not, but that at 
the hour in question she had been 
awakened by the ringing of the front 
door bell. In responding to the call 
she had found no one on the steps in 
each instance, the bell having been 
pulled three successive times. Her 
house, by the way, was on a down 
town street, and was recently razed 
to make room for a business structure.

“At about 10 o’clock on the morning 
of the day when the former slave had 
communicated the intelligence of my 
wife’s mother’s death we received a 
telgram from the officials of the rail
road, dated from a far Western State, 
announcing her sudden death at about' 
tue hour when the colored companion 
of her early childhood had heard the 
pulls at the bell. Had the bell been 
rung during the ordinary hours of the 
day we would have attached no impor
tance to the former slave's positive as
sertion of a spiritual visitation from 
the deceased lady, but as it was at 
about 3 o'clock in the morning the in
cident has ever been one of more than 
usual interest in our family. If the 
pulls at the bell were not supernatural, 
they were assuredly a strange coinci
dence.”—Washington Star.

THE MAIDS.

Watch her walking down the street. 
Every hair ia aleek and neat;
Cheeks aglow and head held high,
Glossy boot and mannish tie;
Gown severe, gloves perfect shad»-» 
She’s the typical “tailor maid.”

Up at morning with the sun.
By breakfast time her duties done;
On the links she plays with zest,
Rides, wheels, and dances with t'ae beat. 
In for anything, she’s not staid—
She's the typical “ready maid.”

Hours there are that those who know 
Say she sweeter graces shows 
W’hen she puts aside the whirl 
And becomes just mother’s girl;
This the picture that does not fade. 
Snowing her best when she’s plain 

“home-maid.'’
—New Orleans Picayune.

baby all day. There’a work to ba j southward. Tbe aummer dnak began 
done.” I to deepen, yet ahe met no traveler and

The tongues of the hired men were passed no house. What a lonely conn 
loosed aa their anxiety disappeared, | try it was, that New Hampshire moun 
and one of them, a smart little Kreuch tain 'valleyt Tbe great hills looked 
Canadian, exclaimed: {down over the wooda like stern faced

“Ah, guess ah know were dat bebby giants. The Bight air smelled of

An Old Maid’s Love Affair
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Advertising is compelling other peo
ple to accept your valuation on things 
you control.

It takes time to extract all the juice 
from the advertising. That is why one 
cannot become successful without 
starting witu enough capital to keep 
the machine in motion for a long 
enough time to secure the full benefit 
of wbat has been done during past 
months. It usually takes from six 
months to a year to get up a steady 
motion that will afterward keep things 
going along largely by its own momeu- 
turn.—Advisor.

Former Governor Thomas M. Waller 
of Connecticut gives the following sen
sible views on the subbject of adver
tising from a professional man’s stand
point: The professional etiquette that 
prevents the soliciting of law business 
by discreet and proper advertising 
works a hardship, especially in large 
cities, upon young lawyers and gives 
an unfair advantage to old ones who 
bave become known. Why should not 
B young lawyer, struggling to gain 
practice, have the right to advertise 
bis profession and a specialty, if he 
has one, without any more loss of char
acter than merchant princes, like ex- 
Postmaster General Wanamaker, suf
fer from advertising their wares? If 
lawyers’ services were honorary only, 
as In theory if not in fact they ancient
ly were, there would be an artificial 
reason for tbe strained etiquette 1 
speak of; but, as fees are now legally 
recognized and can be sued for and 
even contingent fees are legal and not 
champertous, why should not legal 
business be sought for in the same way 
fh«v u y  other business is?

Occasionally a man succeeds In start
ling the world, but fortunately he can’t 
keep tt startled very long.

B ren rough men can be gentle when
tftgy Meet a real woman.

Volcanic Dust.
The Barbadoes Agricultural Reporter 

has sent to this office a specimen of the 
volcanic dust which fell on that island 
on May 7, 8 and 9. “Borne from St. 
Vincent,” it says, “in the upper strata 
of the air, and there suspended, this 
stuff obscured the sunlight, and pro
duced the phenomenon of darkness. In 
color and consistency it resembles Port' 
land cement.” It quotes tbe following 
description of the dust by W. G. Free
man of the local department of agricul
ture:

“From the calculated results of e 
series of observations made in Strath
clyde on the fall of volcanic ‘ash,’ it 
would seem that, at a low estimate, 
about thirteen ounces fell per square 
foot between the hours of 5 p. m. ou 
Wednesday and 5 a. m. on Thursday. 
This, perhaps, may not appear a large 
amount; but look at it from another 
point of view. Thirteen ounces per 
square foot means 117 ounces per 
Bquare yard, or, to express it in famil
iar terms in an agricultural community, 
no less than 16.2 tons per acre.

“Leaving for the while minor units, 
Buch as acres, we find that 10,246 tons 
of volcanic ‘ash’ were rained onto every 
square mile of this island during the 
last twelve hours of darkness. Suppos
ing the fall to have been approximately 
equal in depth over the whole Island, 
the almost Incredible amount of 1,699,- 
840 tons of solid matter was added to 
Barbadoes last night.”—New York 
Tribune.

De pew’s Explanation Failed.
▲b o u t a month ago a constituent of 

Senator Depew came to him to seek 
his influence in getting an office.

“You write a letter telling wnat you 
want and I will forward it with my in
dorsement,” said the Senator when he 
had beard the man’s story.

Yesterday the man met the Senator 
in the capitol lobby.

“You remember telling me to write 
you a letter,” he said.

“O, yes,” was Mr. Depew’s reply, as 
he cordially grasped his visitor by the 
nand. “Let me see. You sent me the 
letter, didn’t you, and If I remember 
rightly, I Indorsed it strongly.’”

“No,” said the man, “I never wrote 
the letter. I’ve been sick.”—Washing
ton Post.

A girl is not tbe real thing unless she 
bas a beau out town.

CHILD crying down in the 
swamp—what could it mean? 
Miss Abigail Drew stopped, and 

•et dowu the heavy basket of luucb ahe 
was carrying to the men iu the hayleld.
It surely was a child's cry and a baby's, 
too! How it stirred the chords of her 
lonely, longing heart. Miss Abigail 
loved children with a passionate, yearn
ing love, and yet it had been years since 
she had even heard a baby cry. Living 
alone with her brother and his occa
sional help, on that remote farm, all 
social relationship, ail neighborly amen
ities and delights were almost entirely 
denied her. And above all things sha 
missed and longed for the sunny pres
ence of children. She felt that, If she 
ooly had a child to care for, her barren, 
empty life would overflow with Joy and 
purpose. The days now so sad aud 
meaningless would be so rich and blean- 
ed then! Ah! there is nothing like tba 
Infinite aching of the mother heart In n 
childless breast.

Therefore, that child cry, floating up 
from the swamp, was heavenly music 
to the heart of Miss Abigail Drew. She 
clasped her bands and listened, her 
whole being absorbed in tbe associa
tions connected with the sound. Sud
denly bar heart surged into her throat, 
and she caught her breath with tba 
thought that rushed across her mind— 
what if a baby had been left in the 
swamp deserted! And what If she 
should be the one to find it and take it 
borne, and oh! what if nobody should 
dome to claim it! The wistful face of 
the woman paled and flushed, and 
flushed and paled, in swift succession, 
as her heart brooded upon this wonder
ful possibility. At length, with a little 
cry that was all a prayer, she sprang 
toward the swamp, leaving the basket 
of lunch under the blaze of tbe July 
sun.

When she emerged from the thick, 
low woods at the bottom of the pasture 
her dress was torn and her face scratch
ed and streaming with perspiration, but 
tbe rapture aud triumph that shone lu 
her eyes, as she looked down upon a 
bundle strained to her breast, showed 
that life, for her, had suddenly been 
lifted above all ordinary conditions and 
considerations, and she was conscious 
of walking upon such roseate air as the 
old painters limned beneath the feet of 
tlieh exalted Madonnas. A little face 
peeped out from the ragged shawl that 
wrapped Miss Abigail s precious bur
den, but the plaintive cry bad ceased, 
and tbe blue eyes of the little foundling 
were gazing up into those “two springs 
of limpid love” that shone above them.

Nathan Drew and his two hired men 
were waiting impatiently under the 
shadow of a big elm tree, when their 
breathless provider finally arrived with 
the basket of lunch and that strange 
bundle upon her left arm. It was long 
ufter noon, and Nathan Drew was fret
ting and fuming at his sister’s unac
countable delay.

“What in ’taruel kept you so long?” 
be demanded, as the panting woman 
dropped the basket under the shadow 
of the eim. “And for goodness’ sake, 
what ye got in yer arms?”

“A baby, Nathan!” replied his sibter, 
in a voice full of soft, reverential joy. 
“A poor little baby that was left in the 
swamp. I heard it crying and went to 
find it, and that’s what made me so 
late.”

“Humph!” said Nathan Drew, taking 
the covering from the basket and In
specting its contents. “What be ye 
goin’ to do with it?”

A cloud swept across the radiant face 
of the woman. There was something 
strictly forbidding in her brother's tone 
and manner. Evidently, the only ques
tion that had entered his mind was 
how to get rid of the unwelcome en
cumbrance that had been left upon his 
land. Their thoughts were traveling in 
diametrically opposite directions—the 
woman'« toward retaining the child; 
the man toward disposing of it!

There was something of the protect
ive cunning of love in Abigail’s eva
sive answer to her brother.

“Probably somebody will come along 
and claim it in a little while,” she said.

Nathan Drew laughed derisively. 
Then be took a huge bjte out of one of 
Abigail’s delicious chicken sandwiches 
and washed It down with a gulp of 
coffee from the warm can.

“Very likely,” he replied at length; 
“very likely!” Then he laughed again. 
“Somebody dropped It accidentally in 
tbe swamp, eh, boys? Somebody'll be 
coinin’ back, ’most crazy to find it, by 
V  by.“

The hired men laughed servilely, 
tbough' It was plain that their minds 
were chiefly absorbed by the lunch bas- 
\0 t  which their employer held between 
Ils legs, and was steadily plundering. 

“Well, come on, boys. Hitch np here 
have something to eat!“ cried the 

"We can’t  bother about a
gdjhav

come from, me! Dat mans leev in lum
ber shanty on Coou Hill; he gone, an’ 
heez ol' hooman have t'ree. four, five 
bebby—prob’ly two. Ah bet dat maus 
left dat bebby, sell!”

“I shouldn't wonder,” replied Nathan 
Drew. “Shiftless cuss! Camplug down 
on my property, without even asking 
permission, aud using iuy lumber shan
ty, stove aud wood! I'm glad he’s gone, 
but 1 wish he'd taken his hull dern 
brood with him. The young un 11 prob’ly 
grow up jest like the rest of ’em, lazy 
and wnthless!”

"I hoard say," continued the little 
Frenchman, “dat man's Hluglishman, 
good family, but not ver’ strong for 
work. Los' heez health au’ 'bilged to 
take to de woods. No money—no 
health—big fambly. Ah guess ah’ll do 
'bout same t'ing as him, nah gosh, if ah 
get too much bebby!"

“Don't doubt It, Alphonse,” rejoined 
the farmer. “That's jest Jhe sort of a 
fellow you be, and yer bull Canuck 
tribe.”

Alphone grinned appreciatively and 
took uo offense. Then silence fell upon 
the three men until the last drop of 
their noonday lunch had disappeared.

Abigail tenderly laid the baby down 
In the grass, while she gathered to
gether the dishes and napkins and re
packed them in the basket. Her broth
er stood over her, watching. He was a 
spare, hard faced, iron gray man, who 
showed by every line and feature the 
absence of sentiment in bis make-up. 
The woman's hands trembled as she 
worked. She knew he was about to say 
something concerr'ng the child. Pres
ently he spoke:

“You kin keep that young un Jest two 
days, Abigail. Then, if there don’t  no
body come to claim It, I am going to 
taka tt tQ tba Foundling Hospital.” 

Having thus delivered himself, be 
shouldered his pitchfork and walked 
determinedly away.

Tears obscured the homewsrd path 
of the little woman as she struggled 
through the shimmering sunlight with 
the Infant on her arm. She knew that 
her brother would be turned from his 
purpose neither by argument nor by en
treaty. He bad spoken, and that was 
on end of it—tbe Inflexible ultimatum 
of that old Puritan bred tyranny that 
survives in so many heads of New En
gland households.

But tbough the path was blurred, it 
took her home—the only home she had 
ever known, the roof under which she 
had been bom and reared, and which 
had descended toiler elder brother when 
their parents died. Hastening to the 
pantry she took milk and warmed it for 
the babe, half stupefied by starvation. 
Then clumsily, yet with a woman’s in
stinct, she sparingly fed the child with 
a spoon, a few drops at a time. As life 
came back to the little body with nour
ishment, the baby , cried weakly, and 
Abigail etralned it to her bosom, while 
tears of mingled joy and pity rained 
down upon the little head. What a 
pretty child it was, despite suffering! 
What a clear, white skin; what blue, 
blue eyee; wbat breadth of forehead 
and fnllneea of temple; what dainty 
little hands; what a soft, sweet neck 
for nestling a mother's lips!

For two days Abigail Drew lived in 
the awful Joy of one who drains the 
nectar from a cup which, when emp
tied, must ba dashed to earth. She 
tried to pat sway the thought that she 
and that little baby girl must part. She 
tried to make those two precious days 
heaven enough for all of life. She 
tried, with all tbe dutifulness and rev 
erence of her nature, to bow to her 
brother’s will aud be èontent. But 
every hour the whisper in her heart 
grew stronger and more insistent:

“Cleave to tbe child! Keep her, cher
ish her. She Is yours, a gift of God, 
the answer to your life long prayer.”

At last she went to her brother and 
poured out her heart with an Intensity 
of passion he had never suspected in 
that quiet, reserved, meekly subservi
ent sister of bis. But, although sur 
prised and disturbed, Nathan Drew 
was not moved. His heart remained 
obdurate. To him, the thought of a 
foundling child in the house was unen
durable. Never a lover of children, al
ways convinced in his own. heart that 
childlessness was the more blessed 
state, how could he be expected to look 
with favor upon an adopted baby, a 
child concerning whose antecedents 
and propensities one knew absolutely 
nothing? No! he would not hear to it. 
To the Foundling Hospital at Mayfield 
tbe little waif must go.

Toward evening of the last day of 
her probation, Abigail Drew began to 
gather together certain little treasures 
of her own—heirlooms. Her mother’s 
Bible; the laces left her by her Aunt 
Judith; an old-fashioned watch and 
chain; six silver spoons worn thin as 
paper—these and a few other things 
she wrapped In a bundle and then, tak
ing baby in her arms, she went out, 
dosing the kitchen door reverently and 
softly behind her. Down the road, 
through the haze of the late afternoon, 
she walked, as one In a dream, leaving 
behind her all that she had ever known 
and loved hitherto.

From tbe distant meadow came tbe 
sound of whetstone on scythe-bladi 
what a cheery, cheery ring. How could 
Nathan beat such music, with banish
ment for the babe—for both of tbem, 
did be but know ltl in his heart?

Beyond the bridge Abigail turned Into 
the woods and followed the stream 
westward, for the road ran too near the 
meadow, where Nathan and his men 
were haying. Tbe child fell to crying, 
but she nestled it and kept on. Just be
fore sunset she came out of the woods 
upon another road and followed It

swamps and plney glens, and deep 
buried solitudes. Tbe voices were all 
tbose of wild creatures, mysterious and 
hidden. How the weary, heart-sick 
woman longed for the sight of a roof, 
a chimney, an open doer—especially for 
the face of one of her own sex. Only 
the heart of a woman understands a 
woman's heart!

At last, when the fireflies began to 
drift across her path like sparks from 
♦he crumbling embers of the sunset, 
Abigail, turning a bend In tbe road, 
came suddenly upon the welcome glow 
of a farmhouse window. She hastened 
forward, and, turning into the little 
path between the lilac bushes, ap
proached the open door. A man sat 
upon the doorstep, 6inoklng, and as be 
saw the approaching figure be rose and 
called his wife.

A buxom, sweet faced woman cam« 
hustling to the door, skewer in hand 
The moment Abigail's eyes rested upor 
her face, she cried:

“Lucinda Joins!"
The skewer fell clattering upon the 

floor, and the two women rushed to
gether, like amicable batterlug-rams 
the arms of the larger embracing friend 
and child In their expansive embrace.

Abigail Drew! Be you still living in 
these parts? I heard, away out in York 
State, where we Just moved from, that 
you and your brother had gone West 
twenty years ago. Myt and you’ve 
been and married and got a baby! Come 
In—come In! Lorenzo, fetch the rocket 
out of the settln' room. How glad I 
am to see you again, Abigail. I thought 
you and me was parted forever."

How straight love had led her wan 
dering feet! Abigail sank down in the 
cushioned rocker and marveled at the 
cheerful firelight playing on the face 
of the sleeping babe. Welcome—ref
uge—sympathy! Ab! she bad not obey
ed tbe Inward voice In vain.

Six weeks was Nathan Drew a-search 
lng for the treasure be bad lost He 
drove east, west, north and south, stop 
ping at every mountain farmhouse to 
seek news of his sister. Nobody bad 
seen her going or coming. Tbe yawn
ing earth could not have swallowed bet 
more completely.

But at last he found her. She was 
sitting with her baby on a low chair 
under the lilac bushes, and he spied 
her before be bad reached the house 
She saw him at the same moment, and, 
springing up like a hunted creature, 
made as If she would have fled. But 
he stopped her with a pleading gesture, 
and a look on his face such aa she had 
not seen since they were children to
gether.

You don’t know how I’ve mlssea 
you, Abigail,” be said, simply, drawing 
rein in front of tbe lilac bushes.

The man looked haggard and worn, 
and there was a pathetic tone in his 
voice.

I can’t go home with you, Nathan, 
said Abigail, firmly; and she pressed 
the rosy child closer to her bosom. Yet 
there was a yearning look in her eyes 
that her brother was not slow to inter
pret.

I’ve thought It all over since you 
left, Abigail," he said, "and it’s be’n 
borne in upon me that, per’aps, 1 was 
wrong about tbe child. Come home, 
and you shall keep It as long as you 
live. 1 won’t say another word. It’s 
the only love affair you ever hed, Abi
gail, and I ain’t a-goln’ to stand any 
longer between you and your heart.” 

The tears welled to Abigail’s eyes as 
she came out into the road with her 
child—

"Put your hand on her head, Nathan,” 
she said, “and swear to me that you 
will never part us. Then I will go 
home with you.”

Nathan Drew hesitated a moment. 
Then he touched the child's head with 
the tips of his horny fingers, and said: 

“I swear it, Abigail.”
So the two and the child went home 

together.—Waverley.

Btary of Jamale Wade, Who Was Kflfog 
at Gettysbaraw

Jennie Wade's grave, which Is locat
ed beside her parents’ in tbe Citizens? 
Evergreen cemetery, adjoining tbe 
Philadelphia National cemetery, is now 
narked by a monument erected by tbe 
Women’s Relief Corps of l«*wa. The 
pedestal Is of American gray granite, 
the four sides of which are highly pol
ished. Surmounting the pedestal stands 
a flue Italian marble statue of Jennie 
Wade. On the sub-base, in large raised 
letters, is the name “Jeuuie Wade.” 
Tbe inscriptions ou the monument a rt 
as follows: “Jennie Wade, aged 20/
years 2 months, killed July 3, 1862, 
while making bread for the Union sol
diers.” On the opposite side: “Erect
ed by the Women’s Relief Corps of 
Iowa. A. D. 1901.”

On another side, "Whatsoever God 
wllletb must be, though a nation 
mourn.” On the aide opposite tbl% 
“With a courage- 
bora of loyalty she 
hath done wbat 
she could.” The 
c o m m i t t e e  lu 
charge of the erec
tion of the monu-

A CIVIL WAR HEROINE.

JKNN1B WADE AND HEB HOME.

Virtue« of Stale Bread.
New bread Is well known to be less 

digestible than stale bread, although it 
need not be so. There can be no ques
tion, however, of the vastly superior 
flavor of tbe former, and hence the 
preference of many people for hot rolls 
for breakfast. So far tbe palate would 
appear not to be a safe guide to di
gestion. Hot rolls, however, when mas
ticated properly should not offer any 
difficulty to the digestive organs. A 
slice of stale bread on being broken 
with tbe teeth resolves Into more or 
less bard, gritty particles, which, un
less they were softened by tbe saliva, 
would be almost Impossible to swallow, 
Tbe particles would Irritate tbe throat 
and the gullet. Tbe fact Is, therefore 
that man Is compelled thoroughly to 
masticate and to Impregnate stale 
bread with saliva before be swallows 
I t  This a c t of course, partially dl 
gests tbe bread and thus makes It In 
a fit state for digestion and absorption 
farther on In the alimentary trac t This 
is why stale bread appears to be mvk 
digestible than new bread.

New bread, on tbe contrary, is soft 
doughy or plastic, and there appears to 
be no necessity to soften It with saliva, 
hence It escapes the preliminary di
gestive action of the ptyalia of the 
saliva. New bread, In other words, is 
In reality "bolted” and “bolting“ ac
counts for many of the Ills arising from 
dyspepsia.—London Lancet

▲  hearty laugh Is more desirable tor 
mental health than any exercise of tho 
reasoning faculties.

Beware of the man who eanies his 
small change la •  podtot book.

m ent after receiving bids from vari
ous sections of tbe country, had placed 
tbe coutruct in Gettysburg. It Is mod
eled after the design selected by Mto. 
G. W. McClellan, a sister to Jennie. I t  
is said that the figure and features of 
the statue present a good likeness of 
tbe heroine. Tbe cost of tbe monu
ment is about $1,000 and it stands over 
tea feet high.

Tbe house in which Jennie Wade 
lived at tbe time of the battle Is ap
parently a one-story double brick 
house, as viewed from tbe outside. 
However, on entering it Is found to 
have two rooms on tbe first floor on 
each side of tbe house, and a stairway 
in tbe rear room leads to a second floor, 
where two plastered rooms are found, 
each having a small window lu tbe end 
of the bouse, tbe sides of tbe bousa 
i>eing alike.

At the time of the battle that neigh
borhood possessed fewer bouses, and 
this one, being located on high ground, 
was in full view of tbe Confederate 
sharpshooters, who deemed it aa a pos
sible headquarters of tbe Union army 
and thus it was that this bouse was a  
mark for mauy bullets. The mark» 
of over a hundred which struck th« 
bouse have been counted. The hole# 
through tho small window paues, sash
es and doors are plainly visible, and 
apparently as if ij^gde but yesterday. 
Tbe'holkse aCjlie present time is used 
as a museum'aud among tbe numerous 
relics displayed Is tbown tbe slx-incla 
shell that passed through tbe upper 
part of the house, entering the roof, 
passing through the middle wall aud 
dropping on the outer side of the bouse.

The poeltlons of the doors and th*  
wtndows of the house are as they were 
on July 3, 1863. * number of bullet*
passed entirely through the two win
dow sashes. The marks of these bul
lets display the position of the window* 
and tbe doors at that time. The door, 
as seen through the back window, dis
plays a number of bullet boles which 
were as clearly pierced as If made by 
an auger. The bullet that proved fatal 
to comely Jennie Wade, who was then 
20 years of age, passed through th* 
panel of tbe outer door and through 
the door between tbe rooms, which wa* 
opened a t the time, and pierced the- 
breast of tbe heroine, who had been 
performing her household duties at th» 
time.

Her married sister lay sick abed in 
the room adjoining at the time, and 
she, too, had a narrow escape from 
death. Curiously tt was that at almost 
the same moment a Confederate colonel 
fell near the place that Jennie bad fall- 

Tbe Confederates were occupying 
the grounds Just then. They had taken 
care of the dead colonel’s body and 
had constructed a rougb coffin for hi* 
Interment but later a Federal column 
took possession of tbe grounds, tbe rod# 
ooffln was secured and used for tbe In
terment of the heroine Jennie. Later 
her body was removed to tbe Oltlaens’ 
Evergreen cemetery, which a«ljolns th# 
National, where It now resta. Every 
memorial day, says the Philadelphia 
Record, her grave la decorated with 
flowers and the small American flag 
placed thereon by the G. A. R. post

Blind People In Russia.
There are more than twice as many 

blind persons In Russia aa In the wbol# 
of tbe rest of Europe. They number 
190,000, wblcb la equivalent to two Id 
every 1.000 of the population. Id 
Great Britain and France the propor
tion la not quite 1 per 1,000. It la be
lieved that blindness In Russia Is so 
prevalent because of tbe length of time 
which snow lies on the ground, and 
also owing to the uncleanly habits of 
tbe people.

Manner.
Manner Is one of the principal exter

nal graces of character. It is tbe orna
ment of action, and often makes the 
commonest offices beautiful by the way 
in which It performs tbem. It is a hap
py way of doing things, adorning even 
the smallest details of life -8elf CaV 
tore.


