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A BONE-SETTING FAMILY
APOPULAR SCIENCE. -And U the damselfore his death gave him more down

right inward satisfaction than any of 
his other cates.

The Bmash-up occurred near Pat- 
chogue, and Sweet, who had been seen 
in that town earlier in the day by one 
of the injured passengers was sent for 
at the latter's earnest solicitation. In 
company with several doctors he 
rushed to the scene of the accident, 
and as he snapped the bones into 
place or set them and tied rough 
splints about them—his usual splints 
were oak shingles—he turned the suf
ferers over to physicians for medical 
care. It took him just an hour to 
set about two dozen bones, and Sweet’s 
truthful boast to the day of his death 
was:

but remains still, 
not worth looking at?" she goes on. "Is 
she not the pearl of the village? See. 
her face is golden, as is the face of 

Blessed will be her bus*

BUYING A WIFEwhen the great dovecote stood silent 
over Its own shadow In moonHght, like 
seme Judge over cringing criminal; 
all this though ever pitiful, was too 
usual a basis for the ghost haunt to 
make that unusually attractive. But 
there was more, 
astray from beaten ghost-tracks it was 
that, when the dramatic moment of dis
covery came, this Welsh monk should 
be proven a Merlin of his kind, should 
shelter from one sin 4n the bosom of 
another, should recall to memory in 
his exigence a concealed lore of magic 
culled in Druidic tracks, should safe
guard himself and his beloved in the 
frantic shout ot a strange liturgy which 
fell so ahudderlngly upon the ears of 
the rosy prior that his fingers stopped 
them, while his wild eyes saw a sight 
stranger than the hearing of the litur
gie charm.

For before his eyes and out of his 
reach the monk and the maid flew high 
to the red-roofed eyrie—a white dove 
and a dark before the eyes of the holy 
prior where had been a monk and a 
maid. Their feathers lustered in the 
moonlight as they passed, cooing con
tent out of the Incantation, each with
in a little doorway.

But at that same moment the lifted 
hands of the prior were clapped to hla 
dazed head in self-defense, for out flew 
the monastery doves in a flustered 
crowd, their soft voices shrilling to a 
pitch oi terror, their domestic peace In
vaded, their respectable habits rudely 
fractured by these foreign midnight 
callers. They tore a passage past the 
shaken prior through the walnut-grove, 
pelting the sward with a rattle of for
lorn and shrivelled leaves, and so on 
to the Island-point and out across the 
naked sea. After that night there were 
no more doves to the brotherhood, who 
tried to Install In their vote family af
ter family, but In vain, for at the first 
nightfall each new flock flew, like the 
rest, with cries erf terror to the sea, 
to come back no more. Only the white 
dove and the grey nestled by night In 
the eyrie when leaves were falling, but 
were never seen by day. The sound 
of their cooing was heard in November 
clear against any shriek of wind or 
whistle of wave, and for years the 
shuddering brotherhood crossed them
selves throughout wakeful nights, say
ing how the grey monk nightly shouted 
his incantation over the white maid; 
how both faced nightly the weird hor- 

of metamorphosis and flew to the 
deserted dovecote, cooing whilst the 
brethren crossed.

Nor did the story die out with the 
mon kB, as the old man bore witness.

The poet sighed that such things had 
ceased to happen and passed by the 
girl who was wondering If they had.

"I will find out tonight!” said she, 
thrilling with determinate adventure.

"The place will be under enchant
ment enough In the moonlight,” mur
mured he. 
dove-ghosts do not. But there are yet 

November nigh ta. many leaves

AN EXCEPTION. An Italian scientist has devised an 
apparatus that wclgh% the scent, or 

Perfume con-
I

THE LONG ISLAND SWEETS RIVAL 
THE GREAT DR. LORENZ.

Bhs'd woa no pris* at any school,
Bho'd takes ao dag re« at college,

A sweet exception to the rale.
She was the woman without knowledge.

And hanoe, aha provad n Maooa-stona 
To pilgrim men, oppraaaed and dreary, 

By too much smartness overthrown,
Ot learning, wit, and wisdom, weary.

They orowded round her, 'mid the whirl, 
While brilliancy eat by, uaheaded— 
sob man, rejoiced, to find n girl 
Who did not know aa much as he did.

—OoUlar’s Weekly.

AN ENGLISHMAN'S OBSER
VATIONS AT A MAILRIAGE 

FAIR. IN TUNIS.

perfume, of an essence, 
shjts of infinitesimal particles of a 
substance, given off in volatizattoi 
and the device for weighing it is a 
thin thread of glass fixed at one end 
and horojdntally extended. The micro
scopic objects to be weighed are placed 
on the glass thread near Its free end, 
and the amount of flexure produced .e 
observed with a misroscopo magnify
ing one hundred diameters.

the moon, 
band. Come, then.” The clansman 
cannot resist. He smirks, steps for
ward, takes off his big cstraw hat and, 
bolding It In one hand, so that the 
feather tuft haugs downward, gingerly 
touches the roll of i tuff with the other 
and asks the price.

The girl flashes up at him a single 
glance, casts down her eyes as quickly, 
and In a quiet tone gives the satisfac
tory response. "Ten pieces, 
gafa bolds out her right hand, the 
young tribesman holds out his so that 
the thumbs touch. Then from the 
mouth of the old duenna comes the 
most blood-curdling cry that I have 
ever heard emanate from the human 
throat. It is worse than the "Ta’aritt” 
of the Moroccan Jewesses, which is as 
ear-splitting a performance as any one 
could desire. The shriek of the negafa 
I can only describe as resembling the 
sound of the syllables "Yu-yu-yu-u-u-u” 
long-drawn out, uttered as loudly os It 
Is possible to scream It and at the very 
highest pitch of the female voice. This 
Is the signal that a deal has been ef
fected and a lot disposed of. The cry 
is Instantly taken up by all the other 
negafas near, till the market resounds 
with 1L Friends crowd around calling 
out "Milk,” Milk lefez,” the Berlier 
form of congratulations signifying 
"Good,” "Very good.” In less than ten 
minutes the maid’s father and brothers 
are on the the spot. A hodja, or village 
scribe, Is sent for. 
mollah, and the pair squat down upon 
the earth. For three-quarters of an 
hour there is an alternation of talk, 
and threats and gesticulation and 
weeping. Then a bag of coins is pro
duced by the young man, carefully 
counted over by the father, while the 
hodja on the ground and the mollah 
beside him are writing out the mar
riage contract. There and then signing 
and sealing is done, and the sale Is 
completed.

Within an hour the girl is mounted 
on an ass with the rest of the owner’s 
purchases for the winter season and 
on the road to her new home.—London 
Chronicle.
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Mad« Famous Because of Their Gifts 
—Could "Cuple Up”—Still Doing 
It Satisfactorily For Long Island 
Folks—Revenge on a Practical Jokar.

Fantastically yr FAMOUS marriage fair or
/\ mart, is held yearly at the

village of Menguelet, In the 
well-known oasis on the

Wady Jema’a, In the Kabyle district 
of Tunis. It takes place at the end of 
the harvest season, when the Ingather
ing of the crops Is finished, the product 
disposed of, and the tribesmen of the 
country, flush with money as money 
Is reckoned thereabouts, think of add
ing a wife to the other purchases they 
alwa/% make for the ensuing twelve 
months.

Being within thirty miles of the Alt 
at the time of the market, I rode over 
to see bow such a show was organized 
and managed. In the open space the 
damsels were ranged ready for Inspec
tion In the marriage market There 
they face the visitor, separated from 
the noisy part of the fair, raDged in 
four separate rows and numbering, I 
should say, between 000 and 700. Each 
damsel Is seated on a small, bright- 
colored carpet spread upon the ground, 
and each has a negafa—a sort of nurse, 
attendant and duenna combined—seat
ed beside her. Conspicuously displayed 
In front of each, moreover, Is a big 
roll of woven stuff. This roll of ma
terial plays an Important part In the 
marriage negotiations, and Is always 
woven by the girl herself. The young 
women are attired In the most expen
sive and richest garments the parents 
and relatives can secure.

They are painted, patched and pow
dered ns is the Invariable custom of 
Kabyle belles and wear sufficient rings, 
bangles, bracelets, chains and brooches 
to stock a small-sized jeweler’s shop. 
These Jewels ore not by any means 
always the property of the girl or her 
friends. In fact, they are mostly bor
rowed or hired for the occasion. As 
there Is a good deal of rivalry between 
the different deheras and keballs In re
gard to the appearance of their damsels 
In the marriage market« there Is no 
difficulty In getting ott loan as much 
ornament of the kind as the girl can 
carry on her person, especially if she Is 
at all good looking. It Is hot easy for 
a stranger to decide upon the beauty 
of a Berber maid, for she tattoos the 
face as well as paints it.

How Is sale and purchase effected? 
In the simplest way Imaginable. The 
would-be buyer has only to walk up 
to the carpet upon which the girl b£ 
wishes to own Is seated, touch with 
his finger the roll of woven stuff In 
rront of her and ask the price. If the 
young woman on looking over the In
quiring tribesman is satisfied with him 
she names a very low figure, the small 
sum of ten pieces, which Is agreed upon 
among the several clans as the equiva
lent of acceptance.

If not, she merely quotes a high price, 
sometimes up In the hundreds, and It 
Is then understood that the offer is 
respectfully declined, and the deal is 
not likely td be effected. Thé actual 
money prlcé to be paid for a girl de
pends upon the standing of her family, 
and the kebal to which they belong. 
It Is fixed« moreover« by Immemorial 
usage, so that every young man knows 
pretty well whot, he will have to.pay 

Hencé only those whd

When Dr. Adolf Lorenz, the famous 
Austrian surgeon, was holding clinics 
In New York, one of the doctors of 
Sag Harbor, that quaint fishing and 
watch manufacturing town away out 

the eastern end of Long Island, 
Journeyed to the metropolis to see the 
bloodless operation. He accomplished 
his object, and upon his return home 
two days later was wadted upon by a 
score or more of the town’s oldest ln-

An Instructor In the Massachusetts 
Agricultural College, referring to the 
deterioration of the flavor of stored 
fruit, says that it is not due to nuj nat
ural loss of the flavor, but to the sul>- 
stitutlon of some unpleasant extrane
ous flavor or odor absorbed by the 
fruit. Nearly every kind of fruit read
ily takes up unpleasant odors from on- 
Jectlonable matter left near it. Apples 
In storage are sure to take a taint from 
the package in which they nre kept, or 
from the impure air of the storage 
room.

The city of Wiesbaden,Germany, hat 
constructed extensive ozone water 
works at Schierstein for the purpose oi 
obtaining a drinking water entirely 
free from pathogenic germs. The 
works are capable of rendering 250 
cubic meters per hour at a cost of 
two pfennigs (a little less than half a 
cent) per cubic meter. The ozone, 
generated by electric discharges In an 
apparatus composed of metal tubes, 
passes upward through coarse gravel 
contained In towers, while the water 
to be sterilized flows down and arrives 
at the bottom perfectly germless.

A discovery has been made in Hon
duras that may relieve the anxiety 
that has been felt about the possible 
exhaustion of the rubber supply. It 
consists of an abundance of vines In 
the Pija Mountains, from which, is ob 
talned a gum closely resembling that 
obtained from the rubber tree, 
vines grow to a length of one hundred 
feet, and are from four Inches to two 
feet In diameter; they are abundant on 
the hills and In the volleys both, eleve- 
tion not seeming to affect their growth. 
It* Is said that the rubber produced 
from them is equal to the Para article.

To obtain salt the Bnkalulua and 
other African natives burn banana 
leaves and certain grasses, and, collect
ing the ashes place them In a large 
funnel. Ingeniously made from large 
banana leaves; through this they per
colate water, and then evaporate the 
filtered Water by boiling, obtaining n 
fairly white salt composed of a very 
small amount of chloride of sodlnni 
and a very large amount of chlorate 
of potash and other salts. Prior to the 
advent Of the traders and the mission
aries this was the only salt they had 
to satisfy the natural craving of a 
vegetable-eating people.

The London Lancet announces that 
there has lately been discovered by 
Hungarian chemists a valuable local 
anaesthetic, the alkaloid nerv cidlne. 
Its hyrdoehlorlde has properties like 
those of cocaine and it produces n 
more lasting effect. The base is ob
tained from an Indian plant—Gasu 
Pasu—whose leaves were some since 
time employed in dentistry. The alka* 
loidal hydrochloride is a yellow amor
phous, hygresconic powder, easily sol
uble In water. A solution of one-tentb 

two-tenths per ceut. produces 
marked and persistent anaesthesia of 
the cornea. A one-tenth per cent, solu
tion brushed on the mucous membrane 
of the cheek has a like effect Solu
tions exceeding five-tenths per cent, 
produce ulceration of the cornea and 
a two per cent solution causes ulcera
tive keratitis In dogs and rabbits 
which lasts ten days, during which 
period the anaesthesia also lasts. Sub
cutaneous Injections apparently dc 
not produce anaesthesia. The general 
effect Is that of a paralyzing poison. 
Experts are of the opinion that Its ehiel 
use will bè In dentistry.

The nc-

on
THE HAUNT

"And every consarned bone knit as 
good as new, and not a mother's son 
of ’em limped.”

It was after he had made this bone 
setting record with such deftness that 
all the physicians present were aston
ished that 8weet, In response to a doc
tor’s question asking where he got the 
talen, said:

“Don’t know; Just came to 
me all of a sudden one day when I had 
caught a chicken and was about to kill 
It But first I began fiddling with it, 
and the first thing I knew I’d pulled a 
bone oqt of place. In putting 
it back I pulled another out of 
place, and I pulled another out 
of place In putting that back. 
Then, when I’d got ’em all back In 
place I got an Idea I’d learn how to 
set bones and give up farming. So I 
practiced uncoupling and coupling up 
the bones of my dog until I learned 
the right twists for setting all the dif
ferent bones. Guees I* took that dog 
apart nigh on to a hundred times, on 
and off. He got so used to It that he 
seemed to enjoy it, and I do believe 
be missed the exercise when I let up 
on him. Yes—yes.”

What the peculiar twists were that 
each bone required Sweet always re
fused to explain to any one except his 
sons and daughter; and they have re
frained from dissipating the family se-

OF THE

DOVECOTE;i
habitants.

"Been to New York, we hear," said 
the spokesman, a bay fisherman whose 
nets have been cast in Long Island wa
ters for 60 years.

1
They stood under the grim wall of 

the dovecote—an old man and a young.
The great round bouse of hoary and 

heavy masonry looked a very fortreas 
or prison. It would have suggested the 
detention rather than the flight of 
doves had It not bean for their beauti
ful little eyrie atop, red-roofed, pigeon
holed, poised like a watchtower over 
this gloomy well of stone monks had 
built such home-loving birds for dwell
ing place.

But the holee were dark and empty 
—not one little doorway filled by the 
blue figure of a preening dove, though 
the mid-day sun was cosy.

"Whyr saked the young man.
The old one’s English was scant, un

certain, and full of hissed s’s, but he 
rave of his best

"Because there Is doves in the old 
place, often and often through 
night, sir." v

'The night?”
“Yes, Indeed, sir. It is two of doves 

that Is come here many, many years— 
years before my great-grandfather live, 
sir. Two of doves that Is coo all night 
In the holes when the year Is fall. I 
hear It myself last night, sir, plain— 
and every night this week.”

"And you never see the birds in day
time?”

"There Is no birds here Indeed, sir; 
there is none will live in the cote It is 
a long, long time ago. We have try 
sir, many a time; the monks, too, have 
try long time before us, but there Is no 
doves will stay ever—not after dark. I 
hear them myself go scream-screaming 
across the sky. and there is none com
ing again, sir; we see them no more 
at all.”

replied the doctor. In 
the native Long Islander’s manner of 
affirmatively answering a question, 

“Went down to see that fellow Lo
renz?” continued the aged bay man. 

"Yes—yes,” said the doctor.
"Saw him set bones?" anxiously.

"Y rm, *

"Yes—yes.”
"Everything the papers say about 

him true?” more anxiously than be
fore.

“Yes—yes.”
The inquisitor paused . and hesitat

ingly glanced at the delegation as If 
fearful of the next answer. Then he 
blurted out:

“But he didn’t streak the Sweets?”
The doctor knew on which aide his 

bread was buttered.
"No,” he answered stoutly, "he’s 

good, but he can’t streak the Sweets.
Thereupon the old man excitedly 

left the physician's presence to spread 
the glad tidings, and all Sag Harbor 
is proudly boasting that the deeds of 
the noted Austrian are not “shucks 
with what old Dr. Steve Bweet and his 
children could do. Yes—yes.”
A Famous Family of Bone Setters.
Dr. Sweet had been dead several 

years, but memory of the founder of 
Long Island’s famous bone-setting 
family is still green among the dwell
ers around Peconic bay. 
many a family in that region of sand 
stretches that has had many a bone 
set by the "doctor" and, likewise, 
numerous persons 
mended since the "doctor'i” day by 
his son Steven and Charles and his 
daughter Mary.

The region Is full of stories about 
the Sweet family, particularly of the 
father, Who used to drive around the 
island in a laudable Long Island edi
tion of the "one-hoss shay,” who was 
proud of his long, flowing, white beard; 
who took keen delight in his unvary
ing dilapidated appearance; who 
shook his big, red hands In the faces 
of his patients, as he exclaimed hearti
ly, ’They’ll do the business for you 
In a Jiffy,” and who, although he was 
in constant demand and received not 
inconsiderable fees, spent his last days

He comes with a

the

• »

creL
It used to be a common thing for 

doctors to watch old man Sweet with 
the hope of discovering the efficacious 
twists, but the rapidity with which he 
worked precluded all possibility Of dis
covery. Where it would take the av
erage physician an hour to set a bone. 
Sweet could do the trick in a few

FARMING IN ARID REGIONS«

Til« Campbell Sÿttem of Soli Collar« 
Success In Colors do,

A report has been made recently 
upon the results of the Campbell sys
tem of soil culture for semi-arid lands 
as tried in Colorado« and it bas been 
declared a success.

Tests of the Campbell system have 
been made on a large scale during the 
last few years and the results have 
been uniformly satisfactory, 
method may be used in regions where 
the yearly rainfall does not fall below 
nor much exceed twelve inches.

Its euccess does not depend upon tb’e 
time of year when the rani comes, 
may therefore be applied in the vast 
drybelt that extends n<5FTh and south 
through eastern Colorado and western 
Kansas and Nebraska and once formed 
à part 6f the Great American Desert.

Simplicity Is a feature bt the Camp
bell system. Ndthlng Is required be* 
youd plowing. By a simple device the 
lower part of the furrow slice Is made 
firm so as to render it thore or less im
pervious to water and after that fre* 
quent cultivation of the surface Is re
quired to jireveht evaporation.

The three points to bé ôbserved by 
the farmer are; First, that the surface 
soil must be loosened and stirred so 
that the natural rain waters will be 
readily absorbed by the ground; sec
ond, that the moisture must be stored 
and held In the ground by sufficrent 
cultivation of the surface to prevent 
evaporation, and, third, that the reten
tion or movement of the water must 
be controlled for productive use.

A blanket of coarse sand placed upon 
Wêt ground ill the spring will keep the 
ground beneath it moist during the 
driest summeri A blanket of loose top 
soli, formed by frequent Ctiltlvatlon 
of a field, protects and holds the moist* 

beneath and saves It for the 
growth of the crop Just as effectually 
ns It 1« held In the ground by a blanket 
of coarse sand.

Farmers ih Colorado« Kansas, Ne* 
braska, Texas, New Mexico, California 
and even In Mexico are getting good re* 
suits with the Campbell system, and It 
is now generally taught In the agricult
ural colleges of the West.—New York 
tan«

There is

minutes.
Revenge on a Practical Joker.

One case, however, Sweet prolonged 
for an hour or more«

A New York drummer went to Sag 
Harbor, and while lounging in a hotel 
one night he heard about Sweet 

"Bet he’s a fraud,” said the sales
man, "and I’ll prove It, too, If you 
fellows will bind up my shoulder so 
It’ll look as If it's broken and then 
call In Sweet”

The man was bound up forthwith by 
h4s partners in the joke, and then 
Sweet was summoned.

When he arrived the man from New 
York was groaning as if suffering in
tensely. Sweet walked up to him, felt 
of his shoulder, smiled grimly, and 
then the next instant the man was 
vainly trying to raise his arms and 
yelling that they Were Out Of place at 
the* shoulder joints,

"You bet they are. Stranger,*’ said 
Sweet, "and they’ll not get back Into 
place, either« fin til 
friends have paid me |2B for putting 
’em back.”

In vain the drummer pleaded and 
the entreaties of his assistants were 
equally of no avail. Sweet would not 
relent, apd so every mother's son of 
them had to part with all of their 
loose cash and do some lively borrow
ing from friends besides. Then Sweet, 
when the sum demanded was finally 
handed him, gave the man’s arm a 
Jerk or two which sent them back 
Into their sockets, and walked off as 
slouchlly as he had come.—‘Allen V» 
Gillespie, in the Washington Star.

ror

have hod bones

"But the doves at night?”
"That is It, sir. It is fear of the 

ghosts why those new birds fly sc ream-
The

"Ghosts?"
“To be sum Am I not tell you I 

hear them myself all this night, cooing 
llko their heart is break—two of them, 
to be sure?”

"Dove-ghosta?”
"It Is peoples, sir—peoples changed 

long time ago for two doves. They tell 
me the story, but I never go for look. 
There is the cooing out here for sure.”

"Every night?”
"While the walnut leaves is fall dry, 

sir. Yes, sure. Good-day, sir.”
He would have shuffled away through 

the cast off clothlag of these old trees 
that now fluttered their last shreds in 
the sunshine.

But the young man—at the portal of 
his career, a poet steeped in sentiment 
and scenting a legend—hastily 
played tobacco. This went to 
Welshman's heart and opened it So 
the poet plucked the legend from the 
peasant

I must come though the
it

many
to fall, many opportualti

However, he went that very night, 
smiling as he passed the darkened win
dow of the peasant.

Whimsically, since a poet and young 
enough to think of things as toys, he 
went cowled and cloaked and stood by 
the devotee wooing the spirit of the re
negade monk out of the air, the place, 
and his very clothes. Lifting In moist 
air, heavy exhalations from the leaves 
—that had been love-language to the 
monk, an Incense swung from invisible 
censers—became the same to him until 
he stood there expectant In hla fancy,

himself,

fin poverty.
Fifth Avenue Experience.

The story that the old men who 
were young men with "Dr.” Sweet 
like most to telA about him concerns 
their hero’s visit to the mansion ot a 
Fifth avenue millionaire,

It seems that the moneyed man's 
mother, who was In her 70th year, dis
located a hip bone In a fall. The best 
surgeons of the city wore called to her 
bedside, but, work as they would, they 
could not make the bone get back 
Into the proper position for splinting 
and binding. At last they confessed 
to the son that unless some one could 
be secured who would conquer the 
stubborn bone, the chances were a 
thousand to one that he would be 
called upon to bury his mother In a 
very short while.

Then It was that the millionaire 
suddenly bethought himself of a bone 
setter by the name of Steven Sweet, 
who lived In Sag Harbor, and about 
whom he had heard while gunning 
over the Long Island marshes. Forth
with Sweet was sent for and Implored 
to come to New York with all possl*

t

for a wife, 
have the requisite means can venture 
to make an offer fdr any lot on view«

It should not, however, be supposed 
that these young Berber beauties are 
by any means prepared to yield them
selves to the first comer who can afford 
to pay the recognized equivalent to 
the parents. Kabyle women are any
thing but the docile and obedient 
drudges many Western readers Im
agine. They enjoy a good deal more 
freedom, In many respects, than a Eu- 

wife In a like rank In life.

you and your

d!S-

orthe
almost as the monkrager

looking, listening for a footstep, with 
head turned fixedly to the left, there 
where a white figure sbould come along 
the gnarled avenue of thorn, carpeted 
now with weird and knotty shadows, 
as If goblins slept along its length. 

The monk thus lived again in the

And you believe all this happens In 
the old place every November night, 
and you have heard for years the coo
ing of doves where In the morning no 
•doves are, yet you have never opened 
*your door to look?” asked the poet 
when he had plucked It.

The peasant, slowly and along his 
pipestem, quizzed first the dovecote, 
then the poet

"It may happen, sir, on one night 
when I shall open my door the monk 
and the maid was not come at all—It 
may happen 1 was hear no doves coo 
that night.”

"Ah! is that so?”
"I do not know. Indeed. I was nev*T 

open my door yet, sir. I was not look 
ever, but I was hear always.”

"Well, have you a mind to open to
night and watch with me—?”

"I was not like, sir. No, indeed. They 
not »come, either, perhaps, and

*•

ropean
They unquestionably rille thé domestic 
roost and know how to use their Wood* 
Hdogs, the kabkab, with convincing 

effect upon the bare pates of their

poet
Yet the poet started—remembering 

that he was not the monk—when soft
ly, cautiously, there drifted down the 
goblin path In very truth a hooded 
girl in white.

The poet caught his breath, but the 
monk iiL him thrilled exultant with 
what would be, even as the monk of 
eight hundred years ago had thrilled.

And the girl came on till she stood 
clear of the thorn-avenue in an island 
ot white moonlighL To this island the 
monk In the poet was devoutly pass
ing from shadow under the dovecote. 
But the Island had a point broken by 
wavering walnut houghs and on its 

the monk stood still stopped

en
Flatterers Of Royalty,

One of the difficulties of royalties-^ 
one of the things that àceuüilt fof thé 
tendency to BelflshnesS which has 
been considered one of the weaknesses 
of tho royal caste—is that they so sel
dom hear the truth. One could give 
many examples of this In even the 
lighter affairs of life. For instance, 
when Louis XlV, was once flaying at 
back-gammoh, a favorite game with 
him, a dispute arose as to a doubtful 
throw of the monarch. The courtiers, 
appealed to by the king, said nothing 
—not daring to give the verdict 
against the king, not caring to tell too 
palpable a lie. The Comte de Gram- 
mont entered at this awkward mo
ment and the king asked him to decide 
the matter. The witty courtier replied 
without a moment s hesitation: "Your 
majesty !s in the wrong 
said Louis, "can you decide before 
you know the question?” “Because,” 
replied “the count, "had there been 
any doubt, all these gentlemen would 
have given It In favor of your majes
ty."

spouses.
The satisfactory results of such home 

discipline Is apparent on the deport* 
ment of the young girls on view in the 
market They Watch the tribesmen, 
young and middle-aged, who make in* 
s portion of them, out of the corners of 
their eyes, while they chatter away 
nonchalantly with their negafas* They 
throw amused glances at the taore 
bashful of the young visitors, who 
cannot summon up courage enough to 
approach and put the momentous ques
tions as to the price of the roll of 

When one of them does, at

<are

Spider« and Mnalc«

An elderly woman, who lives in bet 
house at Buttes Chaumont, Paris,own

and who is the daughter of one of the 
functionaries under the late empire 
has discovered that spiders are pecu
liarly appreciative of music. She ha« . 
made great pets of them and her house 
is full of spiders of all kinds, on 
whom she spends her time and fortune. 
Her proteges are lodged In a largo, 
airy room, where she has provided ev
ery necessary support for their differ
ent webs. Her great favorites nre im. 
mense black spiders, which, with theii 
hairy legs and great bodies, look very 
repulsive to others. When she is in
clined to show off their capabilities foi 
music she surrounds herself with a 
circle of water to keep off their toe 
delicate attentions, and plays slowly, 
softly and In a minor key on the harp. 
From all corners of the room the 
spiders run toward her, listening with 
evident pleasure; but should she strike 
up a noisy, gay, Inharmonious strait 
they scamper back to their holes ai 
though disgusted. A curious fact 1c 
connection with this story Is that the 

bears the birthmark of a

ble haste.
A day later when the butler opened 

the front door of the millionaire’s 
house in response to the bell’* sum
mons, a big man with a scrupulously 
clean, flowing white beard, and dlft 
begrimed and much-patched clothes, 
announced In a stentorian voice:

"Well, you sent for me. Where’s 
the broken bone?”

The butler had been instructed that 
when a man by the name of Sweet ar
rived he was to he ushered Into the 
sick room without a moment’s delay. 
So the butler asked:

"Are you—ah—Mr. Sweet?”
"I’m Sweet, the bone setter,” was

Söul« ßritifth EöpliemlitM*.
The Innumerable aüd curious euphem* 

Isms for “mad” or "Insane” must often 
have occurred to the reflective person. 
For Instance, there is “balmy on tho 
crumpet,” or "barmy on the crumpet” 
—barmy being derived from the term 
barm, signifying ycaet. The conjunc
tion of barmy and crumpet is now ex
plained. To be frothy in the head 
sounds quite as bad as having a spider 
in one’s celling.

there by the poet who held him.
It was now the turn ot the girl to 

start. She saw the monk and caught 
her breath, for after all it was a lit
tle surprise. She caught It shortly, hap
py but tremulous.

"Now I know,” she said, "these 
things do happen. But—he la here be
times, and where—where is she?”

She stood quite still, looking Intently 
for her.

The poet knitted brows and held the 
monk with a tight rein, but aa monk! 
go the Bpirit of this one was a very 
Pegasus.

“The old man after all was not fib
bing," said the poet. "Here indeed is 
she, and betimes, too. 
where is he?’

He stood quite still looking intently 
for him.'

Both breathed a little hard. Event
ually the situation grew strained.

It was the monk who saved it. -•
He broke from the rein of the poet 

and reached the middle of the island of 
light

"We must be waiting for each other, 
I think,” he said.

Then matter explained themselves, 
and the metamorphosis follow«! In 
due course.—Emma Hughe* in West-

was
then we have lose sleep for nothing. I 
am like better not to look, sir—”

“Ah, now I take you, John Roberts. 
Yes, there is humor in believing in 
your ghosts by oroxv. no doubt—stale 
humor. Thank you for your little Jest. 
John Roberta. Time-honored as bread, 
a jest la always safe if it is old enough. 
Good-day.” And the poet looked quiz
zically in his turn at the peasant.

He, mystified, but not wholly, went 
his way through dead leaves, hugging 
his pipe. But he threw back a word 
over his shoulder:

“For sure I was hear them, air, many

stuff.
length, come near to try his luck It Is 
delightful to see how the girl raises 
her eyes, looks the young fellow de
liberately over from top to toe, and, 
If he does not strike her fancy, dis
misses him with an offhand manner 
and a toss of the head. The Kabyle 
belles have, or seem to have, an in
stinctive perception when a really 
promising candidate for their possession 
makes his appearance. Then, Indeed, 
their answer is as prompt as it Is de
cided. The negafas, too, know their 
business. They see ln ah Instant bow 
matters are going.

When a promising young clansman 
Is either too bashful to step forward 
or is likely to pass on without an in
quiry the wrinkled old dame who looks 

quiet and sleepy under her ample 
white wimple, sends him a glance with 
the tail of her eye that brings him 
up to the roll in an instant, and gener
ally results in a sale.

Business goes on briskly while I am 
looking around and taking stock of the 
lots on show. I note half a dozen deals 
concluded In less than half an hour. In 
the case of one little Kabyle damsel I 
watch the negotiations from begin
ning to conclusion, 
beauty, her face nicely painted a pale 
lemon yellow, with little suns, moons 
and stars cut out of silver foil stuck 
all over It. If she has one of these, she 
has twenty on cheek and forehead. 
She wears a pancake-shaped silk hat 

her head, well stiffened out, and 
fastened under the chin by a ribbon 
covered with small coins, 
looking young tribesman of the Beni 
Yussef comes striding along in his 
four-yard-long train and straw hat 
big enough to stow the girl in. He 
stops and. looks at the girl, comes near
er, evidently attracted, looks again, 
then turns Irresolutely on his heels. 
The astute negafa comes to his assist
ance at once; she sees a likely cus- 

Happy,” cries the old lady,

ft'How,

Ugh! Then there 
are “a bit touched,” “a tile loose,” 
“soft In the cocoanut,” “off his rocker,” 
“off his onion,” “off his nut,

g little bit off the top,” 
In America,

the short response.
But the butler had thought to be

hold a much different-looking man, 
so he hesitated about letting Sweet in. 

Thereupon the bone setter flared up. 
"I didn’t come here to be kept on the 

he exploded, “and what’s

off bis
I heard a similar story with regard 

to the late Czar of Russia. Hè was 
night playing a game of whist at

chump,
"cracked” and "dotty, 
we are told, it Is an everyday expres
sion to say, "So-and-So has a bubble In 
bis think-tank.

doorstep,
more, I ‘don’t give a d—n for the

times.1 one
Homburg, and the present king, then, 
of course, Frlnee of Wales, and sever
al of his friends were of the party. 
Among these friends was Sir James 
Mackintosh, a well-known bon vivant 
of the eighties and nineties. Sir 
James was one of those blunt down
right, rough-spoken Scotchmen who 
didn’t know fear of God or man. Jn 

Sir James

retorted the poet;"I believe you,’
"but, like you, I’ll have faith without 
sight I’ll lose my sleep in lnvestlga-

But where— It suggests water oncase.
With that he started away, but be

fore re had reached the corner the 
master of the house, who had been 
told by the butler that a tramp had 
tried to convince him that he was 
Sweet, came running up.

Sweet was pacified and taken into 
the sick room. Gently he fingered the 
injured limb, while his gruff voice guf
fawed, and then, suddenly, before the 
onlookers knew what was happening, 
he gave it a* herculean twist, and with 
the snap and noise of a revolver’s ex
plosion the bone shot back into place.

"Now,” said Sweet, as he turned to 
the high-priced doctors, "bind it and 
watch It. I’m no blundering doctor, 
thank the Lord; I’m just a bone-set-

woman 
spider.—London Express.the brain.

The hatter, who is a twin type of 
madness with the March hare, is real
ly a small Australian squatter. A hat
ter is a small selector, who lives utter
ly alone In the bush, his hat, when on 
his bead, covering the whole of the 
family. Not seeing a human being for 
years, he either develops insanity or 
soon falls into the habit of holding 
viva voce conversations with himself. 
So the reputation of Lincoln and Ben
nett and the rest is saved for all time. 
—New York Tribune.

Uon. so Sub«olltnff With Dynamite.

"Strange are some of the farming 
methods of California,” said Benjamin 
Mann, of Germantown, who receutlj 
returned from a visit to the Pacific 

One day in the vine count rj

"I will, though!’ said to herself an 
unobserved listener.

She, too, without calling herself poet, 
was young, steeped in sentiment, 
greedy for romance. She too, had miss
ed the dove-faces from the dovecote 
doors, the bustle of gray wings about 
warm red tiles, and wondered why. 
Lingering among tha walnut trunks, 
she had fallen unconsciously to eves- 
dropplng, and quivered with far graver 
excitement than the poet’s over the 
tale of the haunting doves.

It was the fairy turn in the tale, the 
stroke of enchantment, the maater 
stroke of metamorphosis that alluring
ly caught both poet and girl. Else it 
had been an ordinary, respectable, very 
commonplace ghost story.

That a monk whose office it was to 
feed the monastery doves In their shel
ter at sundown shbuid meet a maid 
there in the walnut grove, should come 
again to seek love loitering in the aro
matic shade, should find love irresisti
ble and his vows as ropes of dust while 
a maid was to meet at the dovecote, 
should begin to keep vigil by his dove« 
in the dark, and become suspect of 
prior and brotherhood; should finally 
be caught—he with his maid—by a 
jCftt-like prior one November oifht,

I

the midst of the game 
called out to the czar, 
yoked.” Everybody’s blood ran cold. 
The Prince of Wales, I have been told, 
kicked the Scotchman under the ta
ble, and the czar, blushing and con
fused, exclaimed in bewilderment, ‘ Re
voked! 
in my life! 
ed, arid the monarch was proved to be 
in the wrong; whereupon Sir James 
replied to the observation of czar: 
daresay you’ve often revoked, your 
majesty, but this is the first time you 
were ever told so.”—M. A. P.

Coast.
I heard a tremendous bang, bang, 
banging, and started from my seat 
thinking that a dreadful explosion had 
occurred. But ray host told me, witt 
a laugh, that his- men wore raerelj 
plowing with dynamite. Thon he wem 
on to explain that when it was desired 
to loosen up the soil to a depth of thre* 
feet or so dynamite cartridges wer« 
set in the earth and fired off. Thej 
broke up the ground beautifully. Thej 
did the work much better, and muct 
more cheaply, than any machine or anj 
manual labor could do. And, in add! 
tlon to this, they destroyed the para
site called the phylloxera, the bane ol 
the vine growers. No vineyard who« 
soil had been dynamited, my hosl 
said, ever suffered from the phylloxera 
afterward.”—Philadelphia Record.

You’ve re-

3he is quite a
minster Gazette. Why I never did such a thing 

But Sir James pereist- Th« Critical Kitchener.
After the maneuvres at Delhi Gen

eral Kitchener, the commander-in- 
chlef, remarked that an improvement 
In many respects over earlier opera
tions had been shown, but this im
provement was due chiefly to the na
ture of the ground on which the man
euvres were held. The generals, he 
said, showed much lack of enterprise 
in taking advantage of chances to 
avoid direct frontal attacks by wide 
frontal movements. Good chances for 
the effective employment of the cav
alry were lost. The infantry brigadiers 
generally failed to realize the advan
tages of initiative, and the battalion 
commanders were too restricted in 
their powers of independent action.— 
New York Commercial Advertiser,

A Metal Abdomen. 
fl«n. Snowden Andrews, who died 

in Baltimore the other day, enjoyed 
the distinction of being the only man 
in the world who possessed a metal 
abdomen. Being punched below the 
belt he rattled like a tin pan. His 
entire bay window was shot off in the 
war and his bowels were spread upon 
the ground. “Here’s another dead one,' 
said the surgeons, gathering up the 
intestines along with a few handfuls 
of sand, and piling them back in the 
body. The wounded soldier showed 
signs of life, and they sewed him up 
with a piece of tarred string. Latei 
on he got a metal front, which he wore 
to the day of his death.—New York 
Press, - **

ter.'
Fifteen minutes later Sweet left the 

house with a |3000 check in his pock
et. He had asked for a fee of $60, and 
It Is tradition that a week after he 
had returned to his home he had 
given away nearly every dollar called 
for In the check to poor townsmen and 
country folk. It was such constant 
open handed liberality that kept Sweet

on

A smart-

A Feminine Idea.
A woman’s Idea of a man’s being 

good to her is when be agrees with 
her when she knows she is wrong. 
New York Press.

!

a poor man.
The world's record for diving is stiL* 

held by an Australian swimming teach 
er named Charles Cavill, who re 
mained under water fivç minutes ax*
five seconda-

In Worcestershire, Eng., 499 women 
engaged in making anchors, while 

703 others make needles, and 10,444 
pails. Nearly all are married or wid
ows. •-

Knack of Bone Setting.
Sweet was proud of his Fifth ave

nue experience, but his feat of setting 
broken bones for the 12 persons in
jured In a mi!road wrrt* 10 years be-

011

tomer,
diplomatically, "the parents of such a 
«on,'<_ Ike young ««Mow took» #t kor,

1

;


