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UNCLE HENRY ON LUCK. 

Some people any there ain’t no luck In 
this world; they claim 

It’s wisdom and hard work and pluck 
that bring folks wealth and fame; 

I don't deny that there s a pile of truth 
In what they say, 

But still it makes me kind of smile to 
hear ’em talk that way. 

When Klder Johnson’s oldest son, some 
dozen years ago. 

Got tired farmin' here and run away to 
.loin a show, 

It busted up. lirst thing he knew, and left 
him stranded flat. 

Not knowin’ what the deuce to do, ex- 
cept pass ’round the hat— 

And then a doctor took him up, in some 
Kentucky town. 

And he’s a famous surgeon now an(} 
saltin' money down. 

There wa'n’t no luck about that—no! No 
luck at all, you bet— 

But he'd be with the one-horse show, 
lf't hadn't busted, yet; 

And last week old Dave Simpson's dog^ 
while sort of snoopin' round, 

Barked up a hollow, rotten log, and 
what d'you s’pose they found? 

Ten thousand dollars’ worth of gold some 
robber'd hid one day— 

Of course 'twas all Dave’s wisdom made 
his dog take on that way. 

One time in church, when Dick Shaw’s 
Mky got up to sing a tune, 

A stranger that was there that day got 
interested soon— 

Just happened that he’d stayed because 
he’d missed his train, you know— 

But May’s not workin’ like she was In 
them days, long ago; 

The stranger took 'er off somewhere and 
trained ’er voice somehow, 

And she’s his wife and lives in style, and 
sings In op’ry now. 

No, there's no such a thing as luck to 
help a person through; 

It’s wisdom and hard work and pluclt 
makes folks do w’hat they do— 

I s'pose if I'd been born in some big 
castle on a hill 

They'd drove me out, for I’m so dumb, 
and I'd be farmin’ still. 
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|REVENGE BY TELEPHONE. I 
By John J. Armstrong. ® 
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• HTHli papers in ‘Bex v. Grimes,’” 
I said Johnson, my clerk, as he 

placed a bundle at my elbow. “Sec- 
ond cause in to-morrow’s list.” 

“Oh, certainly,” I said, looking up 
from the evening paper on my desk. 
“I shall stay here and digest them. 
The ‘Monitor’ seems to think the 
O'Leary couple got their just de- 
serts?” 

“So they did, sir,” returned John- 
son; “but, by Coke, you never gave 
the defense a ghost of a chance! 
Marshall was as weak as water af- 
ter you'd finished. Not that he could 
have done much for ’em anyhow. It’s 
n good riddance to a dangerous lot, 
say I.” He paused, and a serious look 
crept over his spectacled face. “I 
don’t want to pose as an alarmist,” 
he said presently, “but if any man 

has made enemies who are to be 
feared to-day, you’re that man. Un- 
til the other O’Leary is with his ac- 

complices, I wouldn’t like to be in 
your shoes.” 

Johnson was an old servant and 
held himself privileged accordingly. 
I laughed in his face. “You’re get- 
ting quite an old woman,” I cried. He 
shook his head in silent dissent. 
“Come here, you croaker. Open that 
drawer. There now, do you think I 
am able to take care of myself? 
Here, help yourself to a cigar and 
get off.” 

“Very good, sir,” he said, as he 
shambled to the door. “If report 
speaks true of Tim O’Leary, I ad- 
vise you to keep it loaded. Good 
night.” 

“Johnson’s getting decidedly 
shaky,” I solioquized. “I suppose 
lie’s seen me in a hundred cases for 
the Crown, and yet he breaks out 
like this when a couple of assassins 
are put out of the way of working 
further mischief through my in- 
strumentality. There’s some miti- 
gation when a frenzied creature flies 
out at another in hot blood at an 

apparent injury. But anarchists— 
cold-blooded, indiscriminate murder- 
ers. Bah! For them there should be 
no mercy.” 

My musmgs were suddenly inter- 

rupted by a Br-r-r-r-r from the tele- 
phone bell. Striding over to the in- 
strument I took the receiver. 

“Hallo! that you, Dick?” came the 
voice of Marshall. “You got the ku- 
dos, to-day, my learned brother, 
hang you! Never gave me a look-in. 
That gentle restraint usually assumed 
by the leader for the Crown was 

strikingly conspicuous by its absence. 
Quite a shock to me, I declare. Yon 
shouldn’t outrage legal canons in that 
way, my boy, without due notice to 
the defense. Shall I see you at the 
club? What’s that—busy! So’m I. 
You’re against me In Grimes to-mor- 
row, aren’t you? Well, grind on, 
and do your best—you’ll want it! I’ll 
come and dig you out in an hour’s 
time. So-long.” Br-r-r-r-r-. 

1 resumed my seat with a smile. 
■Though professional duty frequent- 
ly made ‘Bully’ Marshall and myself 
legal adversaries, in private life we 

were close-knit friends. Bully and 

myself were adepts at forensic hair- 

splitting. His ponderous style, which 

gave nervous witnesses into his 
hands was a direct contrast t s my 
suave, trenchant manner. When he 
shot up with his “M’lud, I object!” 
the legal gentlemen in the well would 
look up with amused faces in antici- 

pation of a wordy duel. No man 

better than himself knew how to 
bolster up a weak case. No man was 

quicker to seize an opening. A mas- 

ter of legal artifice, he had hood- 
winked many a jury by unadulter- 

ated bluff. 
Engrossed in marshalling my 

beads, I scribbled on, when suddenly 
a shadow from behind me crept over 

the paper in my hands, and even as 

I slewed round, a strong arm waa 

thrown round my neck, a cloth was 

pressed over my face, the biting 
fumes of chloroform assailed my 
consciousness, and I passed into a 

pleasant, dream. 
I came back to a knowledge of my 

surroundings to find myself gagged, 
and in a recumbent position on the 

floor. My nrms bad been trussed 
tightly behind my back and my legs 
were securely tied with a tough 
cord. My back was pressed against 
the bottom drawer in my heavy desk, 
and when I tried to move, I discovered 
that my body was fastened securely 
to it by a cord wound about its base. 
The knots out into my flesh. My pos- 
ture made struggling an utter im- 
possibility. 

Speechless and helpless, I gazed up 
bewilderedly at my assailant. He 
was enveloped in a black mackintosh, 
and my gaze lingered dazedly on the 
discoloured red lining inside the cape 
which was thrown over his shoulders. 
His sinister-looking face was dis- 
torted with a look of savage exulta- 
tion ns he noted my return to con- 

sciousness. The next instant an evil 
smile crept into his eyes—a horribly 
expressive smile that made my blood 
run cold, and left me eager for 
his speech. 

Coolly annexing one of my cigars 
he lit it, and, stooping, puffed the 
smoke deliberately into my eyes. 

“Good-evening, Richard Shenstone,” 
he said quietly. “You’re no doubt 
surprised to find yourself in your 
present constrained position. 1 re- 

gret the necessity, but do you the 

compliment of saying that with a 

slippery individual like yourself it 
is wise to take no risks. Richard 
Bhenstone, I am come to kill you!” 

He announced his purpose as coolly 
as if retailing on anecdote. For a 

brief second my heart seemed to 
cease its pulsation. The next in- 
stant in the throes of mortal terror, 
I was straining at my bonds like a 

frenzied madman. His burst of 

mocking laughter fired me with the 

strength of a giant, but it was in 
vain. The fellow had secured me but 
too well. Overcome with my stren- 
uous efforts I collapsed, while the 
fiend urged me with horrible chuck- 

lings to persist. 
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man die game! Now, listen to me, 
Richard Shenstone! This day, through 
your malignant eloquence, you sent 
two men to a living death. You 
would say that you were but an in- 
strument—their fate was assured, 
whoever had pronounced the indict- 
ment. Probably so, my learned 
friend; but I was in court, and knew 
you were glorying in the task. Dog 
that you are, you gloated over your 
victims as if you enjoyed the sport of 
it! Fool, and worse than fool, to 

imagine that you could defy us with 

impunity. But enough of this. There 
is one O’Leary left to act as avenger 
of his brothers. This night I strike 
a blow which will vindicate the 
brotherhood in the eyes of their 
comrades the world over, and by the 
same act punish you as you deserve. 
A shade of tolerance—a little re- 

straint—and you would have been 

spared.” 
He threw the half-smoked cigar in- 

to the grate and, springing to his 
feet, crossed behind me to the door. 
As he rose, 1 noticed that his boots 
were covered with galoshes, which 
accormted for his noiseless entry. In 
a moment he was before me again, a 

small black bag in his hand. With 
staring eyes I watched him as he 
passed over to the telephone and set 
the bag down very carefully on the 
floor. 

Fumbling in his pocket he pro- 
duced what appeared to me the 
striker of an alarm dock, which he 

proceeded, with deft fingers, to at- 
tach to the hammer of the telephone 
bell. I followed his every move- 

ment as a trapped animal watches 
its destroyer. 

From his lips there issued the sound 
of suppressed laughter as he rose and 
surveyed his work. Measuring off 
a space directly above the bell he 
screwed into the telephone box a lit- 
tle hook. Immediately below he 
screwed another, and then he turned 
and bent to opcp the bag. 

“No common-place end shall be 
yours,” he snarled malevolently. “You 
shall admit the method of your an- 

nihilation has the merit of origin- 
ality at least. And, more than that, 
it shall be contrived by the hand of 
one as innocent of intent to murder 
as any child. Now watch me closely, 
my friend, and learn how the hand of 
death will strike you.” 

He plunged his fingers into the 
bag and drew out a glass jar full of 
water, in which there appeared sus- 
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some yellow liquid. 
“If you are anything of a scien- 

tist,” he said, drawing it slowly out, 
“you will know that this little tube 
requires very delicate handling. 
Nitro-glycerine, Shenstone? Do you 
recognize its appearance? The least 
shock to that fragile receptacle, and 
—” He elevated his ej'ebrows and 
smiled in my face significantly. 
“Now let me explain the modus 
operandi. 

“You will observe here, let into the 
side of the tube, the necessary per- 
cussion-cap. You see, I attach the 
suspending wire to the hook—so, and 
this dependent wire to the other—■ 
so, which brings the little cap al- 
most into contact with the ex- 

tended hammer of the telephone bell. 
Now, my eloquent murderer, what do 
you imagine will happen when you 
are next rung up? Hung up! By 
heavens; that’s thte neatest touch of 
all!” 

He laughed again—a hollow, mirth- 
less laugh like that of a madman. 

“Take it away, you fool!” I wanted 
to shriek. “Don’t you see that at 
any moment someone may call up?” 
My eyes must have flashed the words 
my lips were powerless to utter, for 
of a sudden the fiend stooped, and, 
hitting me a stunning blow in the 
face, hissed: 

“Curse you, you dog! Lie there, 
and think when you hear the door 
locked upon you that your remaining 
spell on this earth is in my hands. 
I will not do it too hastily. You 
shall have a few moments for re- 

flection before you are launched in- 
to eternity. Oh, yes, it would be 
ci el to kill a man like you without 
allowing time for repentance. Ten 
minutes—or perhaps a little longer. 
Make the most of it, I beg. Think, 
amongst other things, of all the poor 
devils you have sent to perdition. A 
few short minutes, and then, the girl 
wall ring you up. Ha! ha!” 

He rose, a fiendish glare on his 
face, and sprang to the door. Un- 
expectedly his eye must have caught 
the electric switch, for the next sec- 

ond the room was plunged Into dark* 
ness. 

“A good Idea,” he snarled. “You , 
shall wait for death in the dark— 
not knowing when it shall come up- 
on you.” 

The door clicked behind him. I 
heard the key turn in the lock and 
'withdrawn, and as the soft pad, pad 
of his footsteps died away along the 
corridor, I renewed my straining 
like a maniac. The cords tore into 
my flesh. The blood surged up in my 
head as if the veins that held it would 
burst. Knowing that every moment 
was vitally precious, I fought for my 
life with the desperate energy of 
despair, until, utterly exhausted, I 
collapsed and lay supine and impo- 
tent. The imminence of an awful 
death froze my blood. Merciful 
heaven! If I could only free one 

hand! If I could but scream! This' 
utter helplessness was horrible. 

The inexorable tick-ticking of the 
clock on the mantel maddened my 
brain. Suddenly it struck the hall 
hour. The sound fired me from the 
coma of despair into which my un- 

availing efforts had plunged me to 
make another spasmodic effort; but 
it was useless. My constrained posi- 
tion neutralized my strength. 

The infernal assassin had given 
me no chance. Ten minutes! Great 
heavens! Five must have flown al- 
readj\ 

Great heaven! what was that—a 
footstep in the passage? My brain 
was surely fooling me! But no, it 
clanked nearer. Someone was rat- 
tling the handle of the door. “Hang 
the fellow, he’s gone!” The voice— 
I knew it! It was Marshall—my 
friend Marshall—come before his 
time! Thinking me gone, he turned 
away. 

Merciful Heaven, he must not go! 
With the frenzy of despair I beat a 

tattoo with my heel against the desk. 
“That’s queer; it’s all dark!” Mar- 

shall cried. “Dick, old chap,” he 
siioulcu, are you mere 

For answer I kicked the wood en- 

ergetically. 
“By George,” he muttered, “there’s 

something wrong. I’m going to in- 
vestigate.” 

In fancy I could see him as, plant- 
ing his feet against the opposite 
wall, he applied his shoulder to the 
door, and with the purchase thus 1 

obtained thrust with all his mighty 
strength. 

Would he succeed in forcing it? 
Again and again he tried, dashing 
himself against it, but in vain. Back- 
ing against the wall, he smashed at 
it with the flat of his heavy boot. 
The crash was followed by the sound 
of rending wood. It was yielding—< 
it was yielding! Another mighty 
kick, and the hasp of the lock was 

torn bodily off, and the door flew 
open. 

In an instant Marshall’s fingers 
found the switch, and the room was 

flooded with light. 
“Heaven and earth!” he cried, as he 

caught sight of my helpless figure. 
“What deviltry is this?” 

Springing across the room, he 
forced the gag from my jaws and com- 

menced to hack the bonds from me. 

My mouth was parched, and, utterly ( 

unstrung for a few seconds, although 
our very lives hung on it, I could say 
no word. ^Then suddenly the re- 

action came, and I shrieked in mortal 
terror: 

“Marshall, the tube!” He followed 
my gaze, and jumped to his feet. 
“Nitro-glyeerine!” I yelled madly. 
“Unhook it, quick, but carefully, 
Marshall, for your life! Place it in 
that jar.” 

In one bound he was at the tele- 
phone. The next second he had un- 

hooked the dependent wire, and had 
drawn the tube away from the ham- 
mer. And, as he held it in his fingers, 
before he could detach it from the 1 

hook at the top the call came. 

B-r-r-r-r! rang out the bell. When it 
ceased I was howling with mad, ir- 
rational laughter. 

Marshall coolly unhooked the tube, 
suspended it in the jar of water, and 
took the receiver in his hand. 

“Hallo! who’re you?” he yelled. 
He waited a moment for the an- 

swer, but receiving none, with that 

never-failing presence of mind that 

distinguished him, in a trice he had 
rung up the exchange. 

“Where did that call come from?” 
he demanded. “Good! Put me 

1 

through to the Central police sta- 
tion. nallo! is that you, Jacques? 
tj_ r_i_n ri’_n r»_i__ 
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to the instrument at once. O’Leary 
gang, I suppose?” he queried, turning 
to me. “I thought so! That you, ] 
Jim? Attempted anarchist outrage < 

at my friend Shenstone’s chambers. 1 
Tim O’Leary! Just left the Borough 1 
Road telephone call-office. If you’re 
spry you’ll nail him. Get Jacques to < 

warn the railway lot. Right!” < 

Marshall’s promptitude in warning ; 
the officials afforded them the op- < 

portunity to take my dastardly as- • 

sailant in the very act of boarding ' 

an outgoing train. I had the gratifi- 1 

cation of identifying him the next ■ 

morning, and later on of seeing him 1 
meet with his just deserts.—London 1 

Answers. 1 
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Reported Him Literally. ^ 
Fault was found with the way in ^ 

which the shorthand writers report- 
ed the speeches in a legislative body. 
They retaliated by giving the speech 
of one of the members exactly as he 
made it, with the following result: 

“The reporters—ought not to—the 
reporters ought not to be the ones 

to judge of what is important—not < 

to say what should be left out—but— ; 

the member can only judge of what 
is important. As I—as my speeches 
—as the reports—as what I say is 
reported sometimes, no one—nobody 
can understand from the reports— 
what it is—what I mean. So—it 
strikes me—it has struck me certain 
matters—things that appear of im- 
portance—are sometimes left out— 
omitted. The reporters—the papers 
—points are reported—I mean—to 
make a br>of statement—what the 
paper thinks af interest—is report- 
ed.”—Cleveland Leader. 

Contradictory. 
“Is she a Miss or a Mrs?” was th< 

question regarding a late populai 
arrival at the seashore. 

“Well,” w’as the reply, “while she’i 
a Miss, she also seems to be a de- 
cided hit.”—Chicago I'ost- 

Subject of Woodworth** Kanioui 
rot-111 SuKKcatcd by- .Mo*«-Growu 

Well on Hi* Father'* l-'ariu. 

Many of the most popular songs 
llid poems have not been the result of 
labored and thoughtful effort, but of 
some sudden impulse. "‘The Battle 
rlymn of the Republic” was the re- 

sult of a sudden inspiration of Mrs. 
Howe's. S. if. Smith had no idea, when 
lie penned the lines of “America,” that 
lie was writing the one poem that 
would be remembered when all else 
that lie had written would be for- 

gotten. 
Samuel Woodworth did not think 

rery much of “The Old Oaken Bucket” 
when he wrote the poem of that title 
u the summer of 1S17, and it would 
lave grieved him hud he known that 
lis lasting fame was to rest upon the 
simple lines. The other writings of 
Woodwortli till several large volumes, 
ind he has been eulogized us a poet by 
>ueh men as Webster, Jrving, C’lian- 
aing and Sir Walter Scott, but to-ifay 
rery few could name any one of his 
poems except “The Old Oaken Bucket.” 

There was at one time a foolish 
story afloat that Woodworth wrote 
:liis beautiful poem in a saloon, but 
lothing could be further from the 
act. He wrote the poem in his own 

lame in Duane street. New York. One 
ery warm day in midsummer, when 
le had walked home to his dinner, he 
frank a glass of water as soon as he 
lad sat down to the table. Putting 
3own the empty glass, he said to his 
wife: “That is refreshing, but how 
much more refreshing would it be to 
take a good, long draught this, warm 

Jay from the old oaken bucket 1 left 
nanging in my father’s well at home!” 

Mrs. Woodworth replied: “Why, 
Samuel, wouldn’t that be a good sub- 
ject for a poem?” 

Woodworth reflected for a moment, 
ind then said: “So it would. I must 

THE OLD OAKEN BUCKET. 
It Hung by the Well In Massachusetts 

Here Pictured!.) 

make use of the idea right away.” Be- 
Fore the day was done, “The Old Oaken 
Bucket” was written, the original title 
aeing simply “The Bucket.” 

Samuel Woodworth was born in the 
aid town of Scituate, Mass., 30 miles 
From Boston, in the year 1789, and 

theroic! well that suggested the fa- 
mous poem was on his father’s farm, 
i'his well may be seen to-day just as 

it was when the poet in his boyhood 
fays drew water from it in the "moss- 
jovered bucket.” One may see also 
‘The widie-spreading pond, andi the mill 

that stood by it, 
rhe bridge, and the rock where the cat- 

aract fell." 

It is said that the old mill looks very 
much as it did when Woodworth, as a 

barefooted boy, played round it. “The 
:ot of liis fathers” is no longer stand- 
ng. It has given place to a some- 

what modern house, whose inhabitants 
Irink water from the well that so often 
slaked the thirst of the man whose 
ines have made it the most famous 
well in all America. Hundreds of 
strangers visit the old well every year 
ind drink from the water that still 
bubbles up from its inexhaustible 
springs. Some carry away with them 
little bottles of the water to keep as 

souvenirs.—Morris Marlowe, in YYell- 
spring. 
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Oriiumrnt* for the Neck. 
Keek ornaments are particularly 

netty. The flat plaited white and 
:olored mousseline boas more resem- 

>le shoulder fichus, being invariably 
JimteretL with mousseYiue roses or 

’elvet rose applique at the 
idge of tha wfnj * 

ne kilting. Ends 
>f black rib'Hg^ v'Sfivet or strands of 
et beads finish fronts. Others 
>f tulle, forming ruches turning 
lown from the hay, are embellished 
>y long pompadolr silk stole ends 
rimmed with large steel buttons. 
Effective et-ceteras are always an im- 
jortant item pn a Parisian toilet,-and 
tome of the latest cravats and boas 
ire particularly attractive this sea- 
ion. Spotted kilted white mousseline 
rimmed with lace, pompadour rib- 
ion latticed on net, colored bebe rib- 
ion velvet gathered up into rosettes 
n front of neckbands and embroid- 
:red lawn and linon soie collarettes 
ire among the most popular acces- 
iories. 

Browsing: on Banknotes. 
Probably one of the oddest claims 

iver made against a bank is recorded 
is having been made against the Na- 
tional Bank of Belgium. An old peasant 
woman had laid on the grass a jacket 
jontaining banknotes of small denom- 
ination to the amount of $240 in the 
pocket, and while she was at work 
ier pet nanny goat had got at the 
notes, which it had eaten. The beast 
was killed and the chewed paper re- 
:overed from the stomach was submits 
ted in support of a claim for compen- 
sation, which the bank paid after ver- 

fying the facts by chemical analysis 
and other inquiry. 

Faint Heart. 
“I can never marry you,” said the 

neautiful blonde. 
“But,” pleaded the wealthy old man, 

‘won’t you make my life happy for the 
short years I will be here? I am 

troubled with a weak and faintheart.” 
“In that case I accept you.” 
And yet they say faint heart never' 

won fair lady.—Chicago Daijy News. 
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DUCHESS OF i 

Prince** I,onl»e, King; 
vorite Sinter, Deeply Interest 

in Philanthropy, 

King Edward’s favorite sister, Lou- 
ise, duchess of Argyll, has come to the 
front lately with her characteristic in- 
terest in philanthropy. The interna- 
tional congress for the welfare and 
protection of children, held in London 
in July, and in which delegates from 
the United States have taken so prom- 
inent a part, enlisted the cordial sup- 
port of Princess Louise, and, through 
her, of the king. When the princes* 
wrote to the committee, who were ar- 

ranging the congress, that she would 
be its patron, she delighted its pro- 
moters by expressing also her royal 
brother’s willingness to allow his 

name to be used with hers, as sponsor 
for the gathering. Its prestige has 
therefore been great. 

Princess Louise acts with her broth- 
er frequently. The two are close 
friends, and the king is said to like 

particularly this sister's unostenta- 
tious life and bearing. So fond of be- 
ing a private person is Princess Louise 
that for 15 years she had not given 
her photograph to be published. 

Princess Louise is perfectly at home 
with people who are devoting them- 
selves to helping little children, which 
is all the more notable from the fact 
that she has none of her own. Hos- 

pitals for youngsters are her hobby. 
It must be admitted, however, that 
she is a lady of many hobbies, for she 
is an artist, both sculptor and illus- 
trator, an omnivorous reader, fre- 
quently a traveler incognito, a curio 
collector, a bargain hunter, is deft 
with her needle and can cook. Queen 
Victoria’s journal contains numerous 

references to the versatility of her 
daughter Louise and the English cer- 

tainly recognize in her the handsomest 
as well as the cleverest of “the late 
queen’s girls.” 

Princess Louise learned writh pleas- 
ure of the progress made in the oral 

system for teaching deaf children in 
America, as compared with the sign 
method. She considers the oral meth- 
od a remarkable development and 
hopes for its further adoption in Eng- 
land. Miss Garrett, of Philadelphia, 
has been in attendance on the congress 
with several of the deaf children from 
her oral school, giving practical dem- 
onstrations of the oral system. 

PLEASING PRESENCE. 

Woman’s Mind and llody Should 
Work in Harmony to Develop 

I’ersonal Grace. 

How often we meet well-meaning 
women in our daily travels here and 
there, on the street, in the home, in 
society, W’ho, in one way or another, 
present an awkward appearance. They 
may have a sweet manner but an un- 

gainly walk, a pretty face but an in- 
correct posture, a pleasing voice but 
an ungraceful handshake. 

In these days of advanced ideas on 

all lines the world will not tolerate 
imperfections in womanly grace, as it 
once did. “As a drop of dew’ reflects 
the grandeur of the heavens,” so wom- 

an is expected to reflect all that is 
beautiful in personality. 

It does not require the addition of a 

costly gown to be attractive. True, 
rrr'ino nf mritinn nnd mnnner will otljvrri 

the plainest attire. One’s influence for 
all that is high and noble is far greater 
when presented by an attractive pic- 
ture of personal grace. 

Women occupy no small space in the 
great affairs of the world to-day, and 
the individual must meet the condi- 
tions of her time in a manner pleasing 
to the spirit of the age in which she 
lives. Mind and body should work in 
harmony. By the enlightenment of 
the one the other will become correct- 
ly poised and properly controlled. 
Feed the mind with beautiful thoughts 
and good literature, study the laws 
of health and beauty, and note the re- 

sults. The face being the reflection of 
the soul, you will have a countenance 
which expresses a nobleness of spirit 
which, in spite of plain features, is at- 
tractive, certain to leave an impres- 
sion for good, and fair to look upon; 
grace of mind with grace of body 
making the perfect woman, who is sure 

to be loved.—N. Y. Weekly. 
Latest Thing in Jewelry. 

The latest idea of the jeweler is the 
betrothal basket. The basket is a 

small, graceful affair with a tall, curv- 

ing handle of woven gold wire. ‘The 
whole is not more than an inch and a 

half high. As for the flowers<in the 
basket a tiny stone serves for a hud. 
The flowers have four and five petals 
with stones of the regulation cutting. 
Rubies make the prettiest flowers, while 
emeralds are used to the best advan- 
tage for foliage. The baskets are used 
as betrothal gifts in Italy. The jew- 
eler is attempting to introduce the cus- 

tom in this country. The baskets are 
attached to neck chains. 

Apronii tor House Work, 
Aprons are household necessities 

both for mistress and maid as aids in 
keeping the trim, neat appearance 
both desire while employed in house- 
hold duties. The new style is to have 
instead of a shoulder cape effect across 
each shoulder a wing-shaped rever on 

each side of the bib in front. 

Natural Enough. 
Mrs. Gaussip—I hear Mrs. Vane 

has several full-length mirrors in her 
dressing-room. 

Mr. Gaussip—I suppose, woman- 

like, she wants to see evenything 
that’s going on.—Philadelphia Press. 

THE SUNDAY SCHOOL. 

Lesion In the* International Series 
for September 28, 1002—Quar- 

terly Review. 

GOLDEN TEXT.—Thou limit remem- 

ber the Lord thy Clod.—Dent. Hi 18. 
CHRONOLOGICAL REVIEW. 

1491, 1$. C., May.—Giving of the man- 

na, and the pillar of lire, in wilder- 
ness east of Gulf of Suez.,..The 
Ten Commandments given, on Sinai, 
high mountain in Arabia. 

1491, B. C., July,—The golden calf set 
up. 

1490, B. C., March.—-The tabernacle 
erected. 

1490, B. C., April and May.—The cere- 

monial law given; Nadab and Abi- 
hu profane the altar. 

1491-1451, B. C.—Wanderings in the 
wilderness. 

1452, B. C., April. — New start for 
Canaan, from Kadesh... .Waters 
from the rock, at Meribah. 

1452, B. C., Summer.—Death of Aaron, 
at Mt. Hor. 

1452, B. C., September.—The fiery ser- 

pents, in the valley of Arabah. 
1452, B. C., Autumn.—Balaam’s bless- 

ing, in Moab. 

1451, B. C., February.—Death of Moses, 
on Nebo, the highest summit of 
■a tv? X. 
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The lessor topics studied during the 
past quarter, with the golden texts, 
have been as follows: 

Lesson I.—The Giving of Manna; Ex. 
16:4-15.Golden Text: Give us this 
day our daily bread.—Matt 6:11. 

Lesson II.—The Ten Commandments, 
Duties to God; Ex. 20:1-11... .Golden 
Text: Thou shalt love the Lord thy 
God with all thy heart.—Luke 10:27. 

Lesson III.—The Ten Command- 
ments, Duties to Men; Ex. 20:12-17. 
-Golden Text: Thou shalt love thy 
neighbor as thyself.—Matt. 19:19. 

Lesson IV.—Worshiping the Golden 
Calf; Ex. 32:1-6, 30-35... k .Golden Text: 
Thou shalt have no other Gods before 
me.—Ex. 20:3. 

Lesson V.—The Tabernacle; Ex. 40: 
1-13.Golden Text: Enter into His 
gates with thanksgiving, and into His 
courts with praise.—Psa. 100:4. 

Lesson VI.—Nadab and Abihu, Tem- 

perance Lesson; Lev. 10:1-11.Gold- 
en Text: Let us watch and be sober.— 
1 Thes. 5:6. 

Lesson VII.—Journeying toward Ca- 
naan; Num. 10:11-13, 29-36.Golden 
Text: For Thy name’s sake lead me*, 
and guide me.—Psa. 31:3. 

Lesson VIII.—Report of the Spies; 
Num. 13:26-14:4.Golden Text: 
Blessed is the man that maketh the 
Lord his trust.—Psa. 40:4. 

Lesson IX.—The Brazen Serpent; 
Num. 21:1-9.Golden Texts And as 

Moses lifted up the serpent in the wil- 
derness. even so must the Son of man 

be lifted up: that whosoever believeth 
in Him' should not perish, but have 
eternal life.—John 3:14, 15. 

Lesson X.—The Prophet Like Moses; 
Deut. 18:9-19.Golden Text: This 
is of a truth that prophet that should 
come into the world.—John 6:14. 

Lesson XI.—Loving and Obeying 
God; Deut. 30:11-20.Golden Text: 
For this is the love of God, that we keep 
His commandments.—1 John 5:3. 

Lesson XII.—The Death of Moses; 
Deut. 34:1-12.Golden Text: The 
Lord spake unto Moses face to face.— 
Ex. 33:11. 

Are You In the Kingdom? 
Are you in God’s kingdom? It is 

well sometimes to put the question 
to ourselves. What are we here for, 
and what are we doing with our- 

selves? Are you living for yourself, 
self-centered?—then you are In the 

kingdom of selfishness. Are you liv- 

ing, on the whole, to make other 

people happy?—then you are living 
in what I call the kingdom of good 
nature. Are you living to make the 
w^rld better?—then you are living 
in the world of philanthropy. Are 

you seeking to do Christ’s work in 
Christ’s way?—then you are in the 

kingdom of Christ. It cannot be very 
difficult for you to find out. It is 
not a question what you did; it is 
not a question of whether you were 

baptized* it is not a question wheth- 
er you belong to a church; it is the 

question whether you are seeking 
the welfare of your fellow-men 
wherever you are, and all in your 
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the leadership of Christ as your Mas- 

ter.—Lyman Abbott. 

The Two Kxeeption*. 
“You mustn’t think that all the 

good men in the world are in your 
churches,” said a non-church-goer 
the other day. “There are men out- 

side the pale of any church who are 

blessings to their race, and whose 
lives make for righteousness.” “I 

have no doubt of it,” I agreed, 
promptly; “but I think you will own 

that the man outside of the church 
whose life makes for righteousness 
is the exception; and the man inside 

the church whose life makes against 
righteousness is also an exception.” 
I had to take silence for consent; 
my companion seemed to be wrest- 

ling with my statistics, and I let him 

alone, hoping that his honesty would 

show him which of these companies 
it would be better to take chance* 
with.—VV ellspring._ 

Wheat and Chaff. 

A man must be consistent with his 
present and not with his past. 

A religion in spots will not keep you 
unspotted from the world. 

A steady shining though small is bet- 
ter than a great scintillation. 

He gains no knowledge who is unwill- 

ing to acknowledge what he does not 
know. 

The man who makes the most racket 
about his religion often has the least 
of the reality. 

Reputation is the shadow cast by 
sharacter and dependent on the light in 
which it is seen.—Ram’s Horn. 

IN THE FATHERLAND. 

Sunstroke frequently affects dogs in 
Germany, where they are still used to 
draw wagons. 

Doctors’ coachmen in Berlin wear 
white hats. This is to enable*the pub- 
lic to promptly recognize a physician’* 
vehicle in case his services are sudden- 
ly required. 

The result of recent tests carried out 
in the German army prove that t>3 
pounds is the outside weight the aver- 

age soldier can carry on a day’s inarch 
■Without injuring his heart. 

ARP’S RUMINATIONS. 

Bill Speaks of the Opening of the 

School Year. 

Says Tun Ftw Children Get Ilrlp at 
Uome—Hut fit' Kiuil* It Hurd to 

l<"alt Into Line with Sew 

Hooka. 

[Copyrighted by the Atlanta Constitution, 
and reprinted by permission.! 

What a commotion. The public 
schools have opened the winter ses- 

sion. Hundreds of children are going 
to and fro, and every family is excited 
for their own. The hooks have beeu 
hunted up, the faces washed und hair 
brushed. The boys have a new suit and 
the girls new school dresses, and it 
looks like everything and everybody 
is working for the children. Mer- 
chants, mechanics, doctors, lawyers, 
preachers and farmers seem to be busy 
in their trades and professions, but 
behind them all is the welfare and hap- 
piness of their children. We have but 
one scholar now—a sweet grandchild, 
who has risen to a higher grade and 
has to strain her young mind to solve 
the mazes and mysteries of Latin and 
algebra, but she will do it. Our schools 
have good teachers and will help at 
home the willing pupil who will keep 
up with 'the foremost. Yes, help at 
home. I wish that every child had it. 
in a grade of 30 or 40 pupils it is impos- 
sible for the teacher to give more than 
a few minutes to each one, but 1 some- 

times give an hour to our little girl at 
night. That is what an old grandpa 
is good for. But it is hard for even 

me to fall into line with some new 

books and master them. The first 
Latin book I read was a simple little 
one called “Historiae Sacra,” and the 
first line was “Deus creavit caelam et 
terram mtra sex dies, God created 
the heavens and the earth in six days.” 
I know the whole chapter now. but that 
book is out of print, and I don’t know 
the new ones. Just so with algebra. 
Old Jeremiah Day is dead, and now 

there is a new book and new rules, and 
they are harder to me. How we old 
men do love to talk over the good old 
ways of 50 and 60 years ago. 

Capt. Calhoun was telling yesterday 
how old Beman mauled knowledge into 
the brains through the shanks and pos- 
teriors of rebellious boys. I haven’t 
forgotten some of the lickiugs that 
good old John Norton gave me, for 1 
was full of mischief. Prof. Ronald 
Johnston is here now on a visit. He 
taught here many years and most all 
these young married men carried his 
marks, for he is a Scotchman, and 
has a Scotchman’s faith in Solomon 
and the rod. In 1861 he joined the con- 

federate army, and when the war was 

over resumed his school and has now 

been teaching over 50 years. He is a 

fit successor to Beman and Isham and 
Touchie, but has gentled down a good 
deal, and loves to pet his grandchil- 
dren. 

1 was ruminating about these school 
books and their cost. It took four dol- 
lars to buy four little books for the 
new grade, and I know it is too 
much, and I rejoice to see that 
a company has been formed to pub- 
lish southern school books in a south- 
ern city, and keep our money at home. 
I rejoice that Dr. I. William Jones has 
published a school history of the 
United States that is acceptable to out 
people. He is a grand old gentleman 
without fear and wfEhout reproach, 
and has done more to preserve our 

good name and our record than any 
other man. His biography of Jeffer- 
son Daris and of Robert E. Lee should 
be in every household. Even Teddy, 
who claims to be a historian, ought 
to read that of Mr. Davis and repent 
and retract and apologize before he is 
set down as an arch columinator of a 

true patriot and a noble man. This 
reminds me of that brave girl, 
Laura Talbert Galt, who refused 
to sing: ‘‘Marching Through Geor- 
gia” in the Louisville public school, 
Blessings on her; she ought t-o 
be adopted as the successor to 
W’innie Davis, the Daughter of the 
Confederacy. My good friend, Joe 
Brown, has written a parody on that 
song, and the last line to every verse 
is: 

“As we went thieving through Geor- 
gia.” 

I have lost some of my respect for the 
city of Louisville as a southern city 
since that infamous song is allowed to 
be sung in their public schools. 

But I am comforted every day with 
letters of inquiry about the roster 
that Georgia is going to make, and 
about Judge Walter Clark’s books and 
how to get them. Here is a beautiful 
letter from Hon. P. T. Turnley, mayor 
of the city of Highland Park, 111. He 
is 81 years old, but does not look it 
in his handsome photograph. He was 

born and reared in Tennessee, and 
graduated at West Point in 1846. Stone- 
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D. R. Jones and William Montgomery 
Gardner his classmates. That is get- 
ting pretty close to us, for D. R. Jones 
was our brigadier for awhile, and Gard- 
ner was his colonel. Mr. Turnley wants 
those books, and I wish to say here 
that the books must be ordered from 
M. 0. Sherrill, state librarian, Raleigh, 
N. Q Send five dollars and they will 
be sent by express, but not prepaid. 
And here is a letter from G. W. Nichols, 
of Jesup, Ga., who also sends his in- 
teresting book, “A Soldier’s Story of 
the Lawton Gordon Evans Brigade.” 
That’s right. If we can find one man 
in every regiment who will write its 
history, we will soon get our roster 
started on a North Carolina basis. 

But I am not well and must forbear 
for this time. \ BILL ARP. 

Pretoria Becoming English. 
Pretoria is beginning to take on an 

English aspect. The bronze figures 
of the typical voortrekkers, which 
were intended for the base of the 
Kruger statue in Government square, 
Pretoria, have been presented to 
Lord Kitchener, who has had them 
shipped to England in order that 
they may grace, as a war trophy, the 
Royal Engineers’ quarters at Chat- 
ham. On the site of the Kruger 
statue Samuel Marks, who has given 
the bronze figure, has offered a large 
sum to place a statue of the king, 
and It is further stated that this 
loyal British subject is willing to 
place a statue of the late queen on 
the opposite side of the square. Al- 
ready the face of the government 
building displays the royal arms cut 
In the solid stone.—London Tele- 
graph. 
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