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JntlntC) 
i5|W» endeavoring to 
^|tranih the crowd. 

Rotten Row, 
ey found them-

lirttb Loid Cleve. 

Jtfclong, iptne gray 
icleanly-ehaven but for 
toft at the chlii. His 

(ftyfr face, but*carred 
face, withthln, 

, ugly, square Jaws, 
r*su>sll,.cold, grayish-
Fae second man was 

4k Tr*«s '̂'" •)"® not •<> tall as the 
<t!t B^V *Pd hls beard, of a similar 

He resembled the 
^«8|||*>,i3hlt]ie might have been 

*M>» but his features were 
of ail*** Pleasant type. Both were of 

Mr American extraction, 
, according to the latest 

fashion. The younger man's 
stheorst to meet Lord Cleve's, 
l̂ nMt a greenish-pale under 

„ Jfceof his skin. He staggered 
P*ce, and evidently gripped the 

« M""* The latter, thus di-
!"'|'P ;̂.al80'looked full'at Herbert, and 
PW ac»>jMjttme - an ashen-white, while 

" to rattle. 
stared at the two men 

. . irJjpr«SBed and amused inter-
that moment the crowd 

tb one side, and the 
' fegpan.waa by it borne away 
rtWW Americans. 

notice those two men?" he 
companion, when they were 

[2filbni|r the less-crowded foot-
"Something shocked 
were both pale as 

.younger of, the two," replied 
"to Mr. David Maclane, a 

American, who, strange to 
to be married to Lady 

^ - r. The elderly gentle-
$talmc!e." 

, ?" waa Lord Cleve's start-
lamntion. "That is Lucy's 

I&cy's.name is Lucy Maclane. 
seem to know me, and to 

v . and surprised to meet me. 
;askLucy about this. You must 

mj .texcitement, Mr. Quen-
be added, with a frank smile, 

poor, broken head of mine can 
*> Uttie, and at nearly every step 

Old World hive I come across 
' that . surprises me—some-

ought to have remembered, and 
e .from my memory. 

,yousay, is engaged to 
._ Wimr. T» tell you the 

Mr. Quesftbelm, I prefer the 
appearance to that of her in-
husband." . 
««t probably met Mr. David 

grind his uncle out on the 
>rairles," the lawyer suggest-

wealth consists of vast 
other mineral deposits in the 

fjjgKrahtairis, and I have been 
•:\i aat* i nIhrInformed that up to. some few 

%o they were-far from rich." 
ievor came across them that I-

... ;M,? Lewd Cleve replied, "and I 
i&Mkneinber ever having been in 

o^les.' Mlb» was a prairie life; 
_ raty, as far back as I can recoil 
Ckjld was found, I know, in large 

".ties, a few years back, about 
Peak and elsewhere; but it nev-

" me.' The hunt for gold had 
ment whatever for ine. You 

^11 fear* not been over-strong, and 
Excitement Would have been more 

I could well have borne. You 
he added. "I look a sort of ju-

...... .. athlete,' do I not? I 
*• -*m aonnd enough in wind and limb, 

" tmfc. I can't bear much hefe." With 
4hat.fee t<mdiM his forehead; and a sad 

-mile spread over liis handsome face. 
"Miss'Lucy Maclane is staying with 

Sjoni nirilord7' Mr. Quenthelm asked. 
'•H Herbert's face lightened' and the 
c|nil}*it>#ea&fe' £ contented one. 

^Iltqr' never leaves me," he said, 
fond of me." 

F0ii 41ved:all these years on the 
tibjjpiik&eT?. was the further in-

so," Lord Cleve answered, and 
an expression of cynical in-

luHty and satirical bonhomie on his 
~ in's -face, he shook his head 

added: ' "We lived together as a 
and sister might, neither more 

iss.' Ah! you find it hard to be-
this, but it is so. I would have 

1-Lmcy a hundred times If she 
contented, but now I would no 
dare to ask her than I would a 

iph or a fairy." 
luyyAloltered along until they 

igMCbed Claridge's hotel. There Lord 
V todc leave of Mr. Quentheliri. 

was, of course, the earl's town 
, {n Berkley square, where Her-

n4ipit have stopped, but the place 
teen shut up since the death of its 

•Mow owner, and the Hon. Miss 
uncey, Herbert's eldest sister, who 

~ upon herself as the head of the 
^ r did not think the place fit to 

;iseoelve ftB presentowner without some 
'and brushing up. The young 

had, therefore, taken up his tem-
tjr quarters at Claridge's, glad by 

'1J1- to escape the host of inquis-
e callers, who kept the knocker and 

'Ifdi'; at Berkley square in cdntihual 
^••novement 
i Lccy was sitting at the window of 

private sitting room, which Lord 
1-Ofeve .had engaged for "her separate 
line, when Herbert entered. Her bud-
"tdtiig, girlish beauty had expanded and 
^kMiomed into a womanly loveliness 
M«riilch cduld not fail to be remarkable. 

^.•Charming, truthful nature was writ all 
; *over that b«auteous-face-*3od's fairest 

:: ^ttmage as He had created It; The deep-
'""Wttfr were eloqdeitt with tender-

new and truth; . the downy, dimply1 

cheeks redolent with graceful delicacy. 
Af Lord Cleve luid told Mr. Quent-

Jielm, Lucy tad llvfed the: ypung 
imtn whose life sbe lind cmved <« the 

Ibrairies all these yfeara, *nd the. earl 
wid spoken the nb*olute truth when :he 
had said that they had llyeu ,together as 
* rother and gSsteri, -. : ' ' r 

Her father 'and'cousin had rendered 
no furth^aiiiijnance than canrlng 

the wounded man to a temporary place 
of shelter, in a tumble-down and dis
used trapper's hut, on the further side 
of an incline on the opposite side of the 
gulch, and on a spur of the mountains, 
totally distinct from that on which 
both Machine's and Ashland's cabins 
were situated. By these means, and by 
Lucy's silence, they were sure of ob
taining, at least, sufficient breathing 
time to secure a large amount of gold, 
and to be able to fly Bast before the 
avenging arm Of the rough border law 
could reach them. Not very far from 
the broken down trapper's hut lived in 
solitary retirement an old Sioux half-
breed, named Makasapa, who, like ev
erybody else in that country, would 
have died to help Lucy. The old man 
spoke hardly any Bnglish at ail, al
though his father had been a rough and 
ready Scotch trapper, who, somehow or 
other, years and years before, had 
spent a few hunting seasons among the 
Dacotalis, and had disappeared with
out the least further inquiry about the 
fate of his wife and child. But Lucy 
was fully conversant with most of the 
Indian dialects of the surrounding 
tribes, and had no difficulty in securing 
the old half-breed's skilled assistance 
in the dressing of Herbert's wounds, 
and also in securing his secrecy on the 
subject. 

Weeks passed thus, and the girl bare
ly left her charge for a moment. When 
the wounds began to heal and the flick
ering life became stronger, when con
sciousness returned and the danger of 
accusation grew more threatening, the 
Maclanes paid hurried visits to the hut, 
with ghastly pale faces, inquiring 
about the patient's condition, and with 
hard-set teeth vowing that they would< 
finish their job if the wounded man's 
absolute silence could not be obtained. 
They had struck a great lode of gold in 
the meanwhile, and had stored 
away a big pile of the precious 
metal ready for sudden flight. 
Again and again Lucy stood 
determinedly in front of the man who 
already owed her his life; over and 
over again she dared and defied her 
savage relatives. She went even so 
far as to order them out of the hut at 
the pistol's mouth. Little by little the 
Maclanes came to accept the danger 
of the situation, and to prepare for all 
eventualities. 

They had buried Dick Ashland in an 
out-of-the-way spot, where nobody 
would have thought to look for him. 
They removed all traces of bloodshed 
from the gulch bottom and burned 
their gore-stained clothes. Thus they 
entertained the hope, by desperate im
pudence, to be able to brazen the mat
ter out until they could retire and dis
appear in the great thriving East. 

Great was their amazement, and 
equally their relief, when Herbert, on 
recovering, recognized neither of them, 
nor Lucy; when he seemed to wake, 
ai from a dream, in which ail the rem
iniscence of the bloody fray was swal
lowed up; when, in fact, all memory 
of that terrible night and of all par
sons and places, seemed to be gone 
from the young man's mind, they look
ed at one another in grim and half-
frightened stare, as if the relief which 
Had burst upon them was too sure to 
be real. But the hours and the days 
drew on, and Herbert's condition re
mained the same. In fact, at that 
time, loss of memory was absolute; 
acts of the morning-were obliterated 
by the events of the afternoon, and 
the poor young fellow could not carry 
his recollections from one day to the 
next. This surprising dispersal of 
their fears changed the plans of the 
Maclanes, and they urged Lucy to re-
tarn to the .^parental cabin, -and to 
share the immense and newly-found 
wealth. But the girl was firm. She 
would not again live with her guilty 
father and cousin. She would rather 
die a hundred times than touch a red 
speck of their blood-stained gold. She 
would leave her relatives to explain 
the circumstances as best they might, 
but she would move far away from 
them and devote her life to the care 
and recovery of the man whom they 
had so dastardly assailed and injured. 
She gathered up her belongings, and 
those bequeathed to her by her dead 
mother, and having perqpaded Maka
sapa to join his fortunes to hers, the 
two set out with their now fairly re
covering patient to the prairies north 
of the South Platte, where Makasapa 
SOOQ found them a home with some 
friendly Sioux. 

As Herbert became stronger his 
memory of actual occurrences im
proved, and he was able to remember 
events of the days and weeks as they 
swept by, but the past, even as near 
as his residence and recovery in the 
mountains, was gone. To ail his ques
tions concerning himself, both. Lucy 
and Makasapa gave evasive answers, 
and, as the Inquiries fatigued him and 
seemed to distress the girl, he did not 
continue them. As his health and 
strength returned it brought back his 
impulsive, hot-headed disposition, and, 
as was only natural under the circum
stances, he fell head over earn in love 
with the beautiful girl wlio was so 
good to him. But Lucy knew how to 
tame her admirer into tacit submis
sion, and Herbert at last resigned him
self into living with her as a brother 
would with a dearly beloved sister. 

During all this while Lucy held no 
communication whatever with her 
father and cousin, and the latter, 
whether it were from indifference or 
fear, sought none with her. Therefore, 
when-the Maclanes met Lord Cleve in 
Hyde Park they were thunderstruck 
to .find themselves face to,;face .with 
their formfer victim, and they were ab
solutely unaware that Lucy was in 
London also. 

When the cute New York Inquiry 
agent finally tracked Herbert to his 
moving prairie $pme, and established 
his Identity beyond chance of contra? 
diction, the young man felt sorely non
plussed about his future action as the 
bearer of a great and ancient title. He 
felt no desire to live In a city, and la 
addition to that, Lucy at first declined 

to *ce«NBpaar Ida- it OBufcaO. 
Clevehadto exercise all htspo#ersoft 
penoMloa to indues her to quit the 
new world, tor the old. Bven then she 
would accept trifling sums for the 
purchase of such indtspensables in 
the shape, of gowns and bonnets 
as the difference between prairie 
and town life necessitated. She 
would have none of the "forefarows," 
as she termed them, which the oily 
persuasion of the clerk in the big Chi
cago dry goods store attempted to press 
Upon her, but chose the simplest and 
homllest of materials. The iTahkee 
crinoline, with Its elaborate arrange
ment of a hundred sllk-cbverad, pliable 
springs, set her in an absolute roar, and 
made her exclaim, '.'I reckon I ain't a 
dancln' bear! When I am I'll buy my
self a cage—not afore." 

Thus it came thati on the early sum
mer evening when she rose to meet 
Lord Cleve, she was dressed |n more 
-simple fashion than any of the maids 
who waited upon her, and yet in a man
ner which none the less set off her 
dazzling beauty. 

"Yew should have been stttln' at this 
winder, Herbert," she exclaimed; hold
ing out her brown, ' tlny hand to the 
young nobleman. "I guess it's punklns, 
it Is. It's as funny as hearth* a Dutch 
Jew pedler playln' on a fiddle. If all 
them wimln that live in this town don't 
make Shows o' themselves to make an 
Ogalala squint, I don't know a corn 
shuck from a sweet potato. They 
squeeze themselves in heear"—here the 
young lady danced into the center of 
the room and gripped as much of her 
slender waist as her two hands could 
enfold—"and they stretch themselves 
out heear"—here she stopped and grace
fully lifted the hem of her skirt—"an' 
Herbert yew should jest hear 'em talk. 
I heeard tew o' 'em on the steears to
day. I came nigh on thinkln' that they 
had their mouths full o' mashed tur
nips. It wur all 'Aw*' and 'Ows.' I 
guess I wouldn't shine among that lot, 
not as much as a rushlight." 

With that she turned up her lovely 
eyes and looked into Lord Cleve's face 
with such a captivating smile that the 
young man held out to her both hands, 
in which she placed her. own. 

"You are not a bit like the London 
girls," lie said, "and I wouldn't have 
you change for the world. You 
couldn't be better than as you are—not 
to my liking—if you tried ever so." 

Her face dimpled swettly and her 
eyes glistened as they frankly met his 
gaze. 

"I guess," she said, "that's jest be
cause you're used to me, an' because 
thar ain't been time yet fur any o' the 
London girls to hop around yew. But 
it'll come as sure as raspberries don't 
grow on pine trees." 

"What will come?" be asked, play
fully. 

She walked away from him and com
menced drumming on the window 
panes, looking at the crowd below. 

"The young woman will come," she 
said, "that'll want tew marry yew. 
That's sartin sure." 

Having delivered herself of that 
startling phrase, she commenced to 
whistle "Yankee Doodle" with a nerve 
and vigor which to an Rngiuh ear 
would have sounded an amazing anom
aly. 

The earl stood for a moment or two 
in the center of the room and undecid
edly followed Miss Lucy's movements. 
Then he stepped to the window, and 
bending his face In an unsuccessful at
tempt to gaze Into her eyes, he asked: 

"What has put that idea into your 
head?" 

She slipped away from him and seat
ed heraeU in the big velvet-covered 
arm chair which stood near. 

"Nothin'," she exclaimed. "I guess 
It's nothin'." 

Her mite of a foot was beating a 
march on the carpet and her eyes were 
drooped as if she were searching for 
some object hidden there, when his 
encounter with the Maclanes that after
noon crossed Lord Cleves miud. His 
misfortune had caused him to acquire 
a habit of dashing from one subject 
to another, as he always dreaded to for
get what he did not elucidate when the 
occasion presented itself. 

"By the way, Lucy," he asked, "have 
you any relatives of the name of Mac
lane?' 

There was such a frightened fawn 
look in those big blue eyes, and a star
tled expression crept over the beautiful 
face. 

"I've got a father an' a cousin," she 
replied. "Why do yew ask?" 

"Is your cousin's name David Mac
lane?" Herbert continued in his in
quiry. 

The trifling shadow deepened on the 
girl's features. 

"I guess that's it," she replied. "Why 
do yew ask?" 

"And is your father a tall gentle
man V" he persisted, "with a big scar 
on his face?" 

(To Be Continued.) v4 

Barnham'i Adventure. 
Parties in from Snake River, 'Idaho, 

tell of a remarkable experience of Scot-
ty Burnham, a placer miner. Scotty 
was desirous of examining an island in 
the middle of the river, but the water 
was exceedingly treacherous around the 
island and he put it off for some time: 
Finally' he made a bold resolution tu 
reach the coveted ground, which lie 
believed very rich. He started for the 
island in a small boat, and after hard 
work succeeded in reaching it, but a? 
he jumped out of the boat he fell and 
the boat was kicked backward Into tha 
current and went flying with all of 
Scotty's blankets and provisions. He 
built a flre and waited, expecting some 
one to come along the bank of the river, 
but he waited in vain. He killed some 
birds with rocks and ate theni' almost 
raw. How he lived through the bitter 
cold night he himself does not know, 
for he became crazed. For days lie re
mained on the island, and then, rushing 
madly into the river he-succeeded in 
swimming to the shore, over 100 yards, 
through whirling rapids that it was be-
lieved no human being could live in foi 
a minute. His madnesb led him to the 
act which saved his life. He is now in 
a fair way to' recover, but it will be 
some time before he will be able to 
complately throw «v<T the effects of his 
Crusoe-like experience.—Denver Repub 
Uca'n. 

Llgkt OB the Mjr»ter» 
First Detective—Ah-ha! Now I un 

derstand why the safe was not blown 
open. This burglary was committed 
by a woman. 

Second Detectiver-How do you know 
that? . 

First Detective—Here's the hair-pin. 
—Judge. 

iiPliv 

<C2Z2 

11^. • • ^ W^ 

WPSi 

THE GRBEDY BOY. 

Terrible Bud CraseaaeMM •( • 
HaMt. 

Little Wilbur was very fond of eat? 
'.ng. It is natural to like nice things, 
but Wilbur was really quite a little 
pig. He could have eaten all day aUd 
teemed to think of nothing else. After 
breakfast, he talked of lunch; after 
lunch he talked of dinner, and between 
limes he was always asking for a cake, 
I cracker or some candy. 

He had tasted all sorts of things-
soft soap, blacking, washing soda and 
grandpa's medicine, which, was so bit
ter that it made him cry for half an 
hour—and whenever his mother let 
him go to see his Aunt Sarah, who 
ITved just around the corner, she used 
to say: 

'Now don't ask for something to 
eat." 

Wilbur never did. When his aunt 
had kissed him and taken him into the 
iltting room, he used to talk to her 
for a few minutes, and then fix his 
eyes ou a little corner cupboard which 
his aunt always catted her "goody 
loset," and look at it until Aunt Sarah 

would say, "What are you thinking of. 
Will?" And he would answer. "I am 
wondering what you have in the clos
et." And she would laugh and cry out, 
"Why, I wonder what there is to
day?" and would take a key from her 
pocket and Open the door and peep in, 
and say, "Why, I declare, there are 
cakes!" or, "there are figs!" or, "there 
are little turnovers!" Then she would 
give some to Wilbur on a china plate, 
and after he had eaten all there was 
upon It she would tell him what he 
called the story of the picture .on the 
plate. 

The tunny house, w.lth so many cor
ners, she said, was Mandarin To Hi's 
country house. The fat man on the 
balcony was To Hi himself. The men 
in the boat on the river were To Hi's 
servants .catching fish in nets. The 
funny little lady in the garden waB 
To Hi's wife picking mulberries, and 
the little men with bags on their shoul
ders, running one after the other over 
the bridge, were the rest Of his ser
vants going to buy good things for To 
Hi's supper. 

At this little Wilbur's eyes would 
sparkle, and he would say: 

I wish I knew To Hi. I think he 
would ask me to supper." 

And Aunt Sarah would say: 
"Well, perhaps he might, though he 

doesn't look very amiable." 
Aunt Sarah's house was a delightful 

place, Wilbur thought, and he went 
there as .often as he could. The only 
rule she made for him was that he 
should never taste anything unless she 
gave It to him, and once she sent him 
home because he bit a big piece out of 
the cake of wax in her work-basket. 
He said It lookeu like candy ,and he 
thought It must be good to eat. 

One day Wilbur went to Aunt 
Sarah's early in the afternoon and 
rang at the bell as usual, but no one 
came to answer him. "Maybe she's in 
;he kitchen," he said to' himself. So 
fee went around vo the back of the 
house and tried the kitchen door. It 
was fastened on the Inside, but one of 
and Wilbur climbed upon a bench that 
the windows was open a little way, 
stood beneath it aad managed to get 
to the sill, whence he dropped himself 
into the kitchen. 

No one was there. It was plain that 
Aunt Sarah was not at home, and Wil
bur trotten all over the house, saying 
to himself that his aunt would be sur
prised to find him there when she came 
back. At first lie amused himself very 
well, but after awhile he began to 
wonder what Aunt Sarah had in her 
goody closet, and Went into the sitting 
room and stood oppislte it and looked. 
However, that did him no good, for he 
could not see through the door; so he 
gave a great sigh and went out into 
the kitchen again. There was a re
frigerator there, but it was locked. 

Just off the kitchen was a tiny little 
laundry, with tubs in it, a clothes-
horse and an ironing-table, and all the 
flat-irons upon the shelf, with the 
stand and holders hanging over them 
on little brass hooks. 

Wilbur went in and looked about 
liim, and at last saw something to eat. 
On the floor in each of" the four cor
ners of the room stood a tin plate. On 
each of the plates was a slice of bread 
cut into squares and spread with some
thing of a reddish color—jam, Wilbur 
thought. At this sight he clapped his 
hands and laughed. It was so funny 
to see bread and jam in the corners of 
the room; it was like the fairy tale 
where the house wa3 made of sugar 
candy. 

He lost no time in taking one of the 
plates, carrying it to the ironing table 
and sitting down to feast. Little did 
he know that the stuff spread upon the 
bread was a poison bat Aunt Sarah 
had put there for some roaches which 
she had found in the wash room. If 
she had had any idea that littte Wil
bur would make a call in her absence, 
you may be sure tha she would not 
have done it. 

About half an -hour, later Aunt Sarah 
opened the door with her latch-key, 
and, to her horror, heard the most 
dreadful moans and groans and 
screams within the house. These 
guided her to the kitchen, and there 
she saw poor little Wilbur writhing in 
agony; and as the plate of poisoned 
bread was. on the table, she knew at 
once what had happened. 

There was no time to be lost. Catch
ing. the child in her arms^she carried 
him as fast as she could to the house 
of a kind old doctor who lived over 
the way. Well it was that he lived no 
farther off, and that he had In the 
house all that was necessary to use, eo 
that after awhile he was able to tell 
Aunt Sarah that her little nephew'B 
life was saved. By this time some one 
had been sent for his mother and 
father, and they carried him home and 
put him to bed, where he lay, very ill, 
for several days. -

But it was even worse with poor 
Aunt Sarah, who had«been so dread
fully frightened that she fainted'away 
several times, and afterward was so 

. fcrwy>.bsUsred 

** his time WM " 
repenttmt, «u4 tha terriblermoaa* 
4uenoea of what he liad done ftlt* 
cufced him of hls habit of r tasting 
things to see Jf they were nice tq sat 
—New York Leftfer. . ' v w 

Mnm _ vaMiaijlK:' 
Nine hundred and ninety-nine people 

out of every thousand, If asked to sus
pend a pair of scissprs hy passlng the 
little fingers through the handles, as in 
Fig. 1, and then to swing the scissors 
over by an upward movement, with 

the-points away from the operator, 
will find that on turning the hands 
hack, the. scissors will be pointing 
downward. 

If you are in the know you can do 
apparently the same evolutions, but 
with the result that the pointa of the 
scissors will be uppermost This trick 
will prove a source of much interest 
to those who have hever tried it be
fore. 

The crucial point in its successful ao 

complishment is when the scissors 
have been wung over so that the points 
are directed toward the operator. 

At that moment only .the last jolnta 
of the little fingers should hold the 
handles, as In Fig. 2. This will permit 
the scissors to describe a complete rev« 

olution between the palms of the 
hands and the tips of the fingers. 
Then, upon the hands being turned 
back to back, the scissors will assume, 
naturally, tne position shown in Fig. 3. 

Pooling the Vnltnrea. 
Some sports recently took place at 

a station at Upper Burmtth, one of the 
events being what is popularly knowif 
as a "Victoria Cross race;" that is, tke 
competitors have to ride some dis
tance, taking two or three hurdles on 
their way, to a point where there are 
arranged a number of figures in stuff
ed cases, shaped like human 'bodies; 
they then dismount, fire a round of 
blank cartridges, pick up a dummy 
each and race back. " 

In this case, after the sports were 
over, the dummies were left on the 
ground and In about half an hour after 
the ground was deserted, I noticed a 
vulture settle on the ground dose to 
the dummies; In about anouier five 
minutes more than thirty had col
lected. 

The birds seemed much puzzled as 
they carefully inspected each lay fig
ure, walking from one to the next all 
along the line, and eventually, after 
sitting in a circle for a short time, flew 
away. The birds must have discovered 
the uummies by sight, though I have 
often heard that vultures rely on their 
sense of smell as well.—Pearson's 
Weekly. 

Pan With » Mirror. 
A good deal of amusement can be 

had out of a little experiment with a 
long mirror, if you have one in the 
door of a bookcase or a wardrobe. Let 
d boy stand by the side of the ward
robe in such a way that only one-half 
of his body may be seen, the other 
half being concealed by the wardrobe. 

To persons standing at the other 
Bide, at a certain distance, it will seem 
that tliey see his whole body, for the 
half that is visible will be reflected 
from the glass so as to produce that 
illusion. If he raises the arm that is 
in sight, another arm will appear to 
rise in the glass, and thus it will seem 
that both his arms are raised. 

That is not at all extraordinary, for 
anybody can lift both arms at once. 
Let him raise the leg that Is In sight, 
however, and the illusion becomes 
somewhat remarkable, for it repre
sents a person with both feet in the 
air at the same time. Bven that feat 
may ordinarily be accomplished, at 
quick Intervals, but this illusion gives 
the spectators the image of a person 

M 

who remains in that suspended condi
tion for a long time. 

You see now how easy it is for the 
boy to imitate the acrobatic perform
ance of a jumpingjack, for if he moves 
his visible leg up and down, the re
flection of it from the glass makes It 
appear that his act Includes both leg* 
—Philadelphia Times. -, 

- -—_—i—; 1 17, A 
' PorskMlag Fertilisers. 

If you know what you are going to 
need in the matter of fertilizers for 
spring crops, enter i^to correspondence 
with insnufacturers at once and ar
range for your supply. These manu
factories are to be found all over this 
country, and in-carload lots the very 
lowest, figures can always be secured. 
Most all makers will sell to farmers' 
dubs, if they have no local agent tc 
protect .-tEpltomist. 

".of' Columbus repose 
church in Havana/Cuba, but 
cent discoveries of ail Bnglhtii 'author 
make It very doubtful If he Is burled 
there, < He was first buried at Valado-
Ud, Spain. This >^as In, 1008. 
Wards his remains were tMnsfenja t̂o 
a monastery lu ; Seville. Between ibe 
years 1641and 1549—theexactyearls 
not Imown t̂he bones of Columbus 
were removed to Hlspanlola anil' bur
led In the Bin Domingo cathedral. 

- This was done upon the request of Oo-
jumbus daughter-in-law,̂  to whom he 
expressed the desire to be buried in 
the neur world he had discovered. ; 
'When the Island of Hayti was ceded ro t ' 
.France, In 1T03, the Spanish authert- v 
.ties gave ordors for the removal of the 
,bones of Columbus to Havana, that 
they might still rest In Spanish soil1. 
A casket containing bones was, there«- . . 
fore, removed, which casket was sup- ^ 
posed to contain the bones of the great'.y 

discoverer. Before this last remov-'} 
al the bodies of his two sons had been J 
removed from "Spain and- Interred ii»f' 
the San Domingo Cathedral, near the 
body of thelr father. The Bnglish'au
thor above referred to now assert* 
that the body removed to Havana was . 
the body, of one of the sons-of Colum-, 
bus, and that the body of the great f 
navigator still rests under the San Do- >, \ 
mingo cathedral. He describes, witiri* -<r • s 
mneh minuteness, the finding of n!,1, 
casket under the San Domingo cathe* -- , 
dral In 1877, on which was the; name of.. ; 
Columbus, calling him the discoverer. 
It is known by a letter which Colum- - . 
bus. wrote to the king of Spain, that * ' 
before his death he suffered greatly 
from a wound that would not heal, and • 
In this late-found casket, amid the per
ishing dust of a human body, was 
found a leaden bullet of an ancient, /, 
make. It is well known that a bullet '. ', 
wound, when the ball remains, Is very ' 
difficult to heal, sometimes breaking, 
out, into a running sore. The English v 

writer is, therefore, very certain that ' 
t h e  b o n e s  o f  C o l u m b u s  a r e  s t i l l  i n '  
Haytlen soli.—Youths' Instructor. 
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A Sec-taw Experiment. 
Take two heated pins and stick 

them Into the center of a candle at 
right-angles to the wick, which should 
be left exposed at both ends. Then* 
rest the pins on the edges of two wine' 
glasses and trim the candles to bal
ance. 

Light the wicks, and beyond the1' 
flames at ea^h end, by means of a 
piece of wire, fasten two little figures, 
with their joints hinged. 

Now, as the candle begins to melt, a 
drop of grease will drop from one end 
(it is advisable, by the way, to put. 
something beneath to catch it In) and 
that end of the candle will rise a little -

!•! 

A Utle Game of See-taw. 
above the other. Then a drop will,fall -
from the opposite end, and a general 
oscillation will begin, which gradually ! 
increases In speed, until the little fig
ures at the end will perform the most 

.surprising antics at their game of see* 
saw. 

,*U7'» Love Philter. 
A good many boys and girls have felt 

sad about the rain that was coming on 
a rainy day. Girls and boys don't see 
much use in rain, and it does spoil so: 
many pleasant plans! 

But one girl that I knew didn't care 
a bit. She was staying at her grand
pa's, where there was a wide, chintz-
covered sofa, which you could put your 
feet on, right under the east Window. 

For a long, quiet hour there was no 
sound in the library except the patter, 
patter of the raindrops outside, and 
the rustling of grandpa's big New 
York paper. 

Then, suddenly, a question came 
from the chintz sofa. 

"Grandpa, what is a leve philter ?' 
"Why. Mousie," cried grandpa, "are 

you there? A love philter, indeed! 
What is that to you?" 

"Here's a young man in a story-book, 
grandpa, who went to a witch to get a 
love philter. What does It mean?" 

"It .means something to make people 
love you." 

"Is there any such thing, grandpa?" 
"There is," said the old gentleman, 

smiling; "but no witch could give it. 
Your grandma has one; watch her, and 
see If you can find out what makes ev
erybody love her." 

"Why, grandpa, she loves everybody 
first." 

"That's it, Mousie," he said, nodding 
and emiling; that is the best love phil
ter In the world; it never fails." • 

Ceor*e'a La**e Ears. 
One summer evening a Yorkshire 

miller was leaning over his garden 
gate, facing the road, enjoying his pipe, 
when a conceited young -fat-mar w. 
pened to be passing. The miller, la a 
friendly tone, said: 

"Good evening, George." 
^"Aw didn't spoke," said George gruff-

''°h- said the miller, I thought you 
QUL«« but it must HUVE been TOUT MM 
flapping!"—Answers. • w 

v 

tav«« kr sianc. ^ t 
"Be mine," he urged. 
"Nit," she-answered. 
Crushed utterlyln his fondest hops, 

he would have left her forever M aha • 
not relented. 8n# #>4 
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mean no,v she faltered. 
He was thereupon transformed with' ̂  

joyand jpathered her to his b6somw~ 
Detroit Tribune. 
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