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CHAPTER II-—Continued.

One hour went 'by-—two. The supper
4ell rang, but Beatrice never left ner
dask. She was writing now. A singu-’
dar feature of chirography, hers, it
seems. for she wrote with a coarse pen,
in a bold, masculine hand, and then
with a fine -one in delicate It&llat%
«characters.

She manipulated the 'two letters, se
-dissimilar in appearance, folded them;
placed them in an envelope, ca.r,elully
added the superscriptions, and then;
stamping the envelopes, put on het
«cloak and hat and stole from her room.

Down the dark hall, through the front
portals, out into the road, and town-
wards she sped. At the vlllage ost-
«office she'paused to drop the letter into
‘the box thére, and a faint gleam of a
lamp near by showed the address
‘plainly—“Mr. Raymond Marshall.”

‘ “Done!” she murmured, breathlessly,
a8 she hurried homewards. “Circum-
stances, accident, all are in my favor.
I could nothave endured the confidences
that broke my heart, much longer.
Edna will never write, her father's let-
ter tells me why. S8he will never see
der old friénds. again. ' Raymond Mar-
shall will forget her in time—I will be
his friend, his consoler, and then-——"

The dark eyes glistened, the fair face
was sentient with vivid emotion. Then!
Ah! balm for the hungry heart, love for
the starved soul, peace for the self-tor-
ture, for word and feature betrayed the
fecret of a woman who could suffer,
«conceal, and plot as well, to consum-
mate the hopes dictated by hatred, jeal-
ousy,and love!

CHAPTER IIL
TWO LETTERS.

“Two letters, Mr.. Marshall,”

Raymond Marshall took the tendered
mlssives’ from  the hands of ' the anti-
quated postmaster ot Hopedale, thrust
-one, an ordinary business missive, into
‘his pocket carelessly, but the other—
his eye brightened and his pulses came
<quicker.

“$rom Edna,”. he murmured, recog-
nizing the handwrulng on the envelope.
“Something about the reception to-
night.. T hope that tiresome Mr. Brins-
ley is not to be her escort. It is too
precious, too sacred to read here.”

He reached  home and went to his
room with a gay song.on his lips. The
memory of the girl he loved was al-
ways with him, the possession’ of a
shy, dainty epistle from her enhanced
its sweetness,

“Rather bulky," he commented, as he
carelully cut open the envelope, as if
every scrap of paper her hands had

ouched was precions. “Mr. Marshall—
why! what is this?: - Oh, Edna! a joke,
4 cruel hoax, surely

The words died in a gasp. With star-
ing eyes Marshall surveyed the letter
before him. Then staggering to a seat,
he sat glaring at it with colorless face
and chilled heart.

A fermal digmissal, a cold, precise
disavowal all the past, the cruel
words seemed-icy fingers reaching for
his heart, to blight all the. faith and
love of his nature with a single touch.

Edna had written it—her sluntlng’,
Italian style showed in the chirography.
There could be no doubt of that, but
1he language!—oh! what did it mean?

Briefly it addressed him as might one
“a stranger. Circumstances, the latter
said, had in an hour changed her des-
viny. All was over between them. It
was better so, gince fate ordained . it.
Remember her as'a friend, their brief
“flirtation” as a wayward caprice for
passing the summer months away!

“False! = Deceitful! I will never be-
lieve it,” panted the petrified Marshall.
“Why! vesterday-—the ring I gave her,
the pledges we made—oh! this is some
farce, some hidden dream! What is
this?”

Mechanically turning the wretched
missive over and over in his nerveless
hands, Raymond Marshall observed for
the first time that it was comgrised of
two sheets of paper.

And striving to separate them, he as-
certained that stray patches of mucilage
held the lower page to the other. In a
few minutes he discerned that it could
not have been the intention of the
sender to inclose the .second sheet.
That was accidental.. It had stuck to
the top sheet and had. been folded in
with it by a hasty, careless hand.

It hore writing—not Edna’s writing,.
A dagger seemed driven to Ray Mar-
shall’s heart as he tore it free, and the
bold, masculine chlrography danced be-
fore his vision.

If he-had been startled before, every
rpulse stirred with fierce fire now. The
letter had evidenfly been received by
Edna the day previous;..and was signed
with the name of the only rival in her
affection to whom he had ever given
a tbought, Miss Chandler’s cousin,
Edna’s announced escort of that even-
ing—Barton Brinsley.

The letter of an accepted lover to the
woman: he loved, it betrayed decided
on ouragement frgm Edna. It even
bore a slight ridicule of Marshall’s pre-
tensions. Edna had endured this! Edna
‘had played him false, and while her shy
lips were 1esgonding to his ardent ex-
pressions of devotion her hypocritical
heart was thinking of Barton Brinsley.

The complication was maddening.
With eyes dashed with the insanity of
despair _the ' tortured artist looked up.
L« elenched the tell-tale sheets in' his
hand as if they were the false heart of
the girl who had jilted him, and that of
the man who had stolen away her love.

“I—I will kill him!” he choked out, his
soul ablaze.

And then, realizing the folly of such
a sentiment, the right of any man’ to
honorably strive for a woman's prefer-
ence, with the bitterness of death com-
prebendlng that tte woman was the
deceiver, remembering his mother’'s
taunt once made that he had better
marry some one besides “a nameless,
homeless, nobody,” he calmed down,
put on his hat, and walked from the
house like one in a dream, his lips
firmly set, but sick at heart.

He went straight to the seminary.
There was that in his heart so manly,
so straightforward, so inelined to doubt
the falsity of the womam he had <o
hlindly trusted, despite the terrible evi-
dence in his hands, that, though the
meeting kitled him} he was determined
170 have the matter settled now and
finally.

He would demand to see Edna—he
would show her the letters, His philan-
thropie friends had more than once told
him that all, womankind were changing
butterflies of sentiment. If she, had
indeed only played with his heart he
would leave her presence and the place
forever; w.th a word ‘aecept the bit-
der lesson as a warning againat trusting

.
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. The color died from her faze as she

- Hopedale, her friends, forever. Shé has
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all lmmnnlty, and In sllence -and dis-
tanoa wait for the end of a life blighted,
profitless, unendurable.

A servant admitted him nnd took his
card to the lady principal. Miss Chand-
lar lookec. serious as she entered the

m, but greeted him with the geniality .
she alwa)'s ‘bestowed ‘'on Edna’s friends.
She started at the sight of his wretched
face, however. i

“Miss Chandler,” he spoke, in his mis-
ery and agllatlon neglecting to take her
proffered hund “I wish to see Edna—
Miss Deane.” ik

“Edna?” ejaculated the lady prinei- |
pal, wonderlngly “Why! did you not |
know——"

“Know what?” he aemanded, sharply, I
his heart taking a new alarm. |
|

“That she fs gone?*

“Gone!” he repeated,blankly. “Gone?
When, were, with whom?”

“bhe lett us last evening. Poor, dear !
Edna; ber happy schoot life is over, |
and—why, Mr. Marshall!”

He had arisen to his feet at her first .
startling words. He felt his senses reel- | |
ing now, and swayed where he stood.
The sight of such vivid emotion in a |
strong man alarmed the gentle lady.

“Go on!” he choked out, waving his |
hand agitatedly. “Itis nothlng. The !
shork, the suddenness-—"

“Surely she wrote you that she was
going?”

“No. Thatis—— You say she went
last evening?”

“Yes.”

“Alone? Why did she leave so ab-
ruptly?”

His heart hung on the reply. Miss
Chandler’s face fell.

“Mr. Marshall " ghe said, in a low,
subdued tone, “you must not ask me. I
haveipledged myselt to make no expla-
nations, In fact, I'know very litt.e.
She left in safe hands, of that I am as-
sured, and she will never return to
Hopedale. It has depressed us all; but
surely she will soon write to you and
explain.”

“Miss Chandler, I must know where
Edna Deane has gone. You must'tell
me more!”-

His voice was huskv but it bore a
ring of sharp, laceratmg &ngush

“Icannot, I never break a promise
onge made, Mr, Marghall,” spoke the
lady, with digrity. ““You may see Miss
Mercer, it you choose: She was Edna’s
most intimate friend. Sh2 may have
the right to tell you, but I cannot.
llli:dna. may have left a message with

er

“Allow me tc speak with her, pleass=,

How strained and unnatural were his
tones! How like a man marching to
his doom he followed Miss Chandler
down the broad hall and to the door of
the ofice of the seminary.

‘“Miss Mercer is in there alope, I
think,” spoke Miss Chandler. “Yes.
Beatrlee Mr. Marshall,” :

And the principal opened the door and
closed it upon Raymond Marshall and
the woman he so disliked and dis-
trusted.

st

CHAPTER IV.
1HE TRUTH REVEALED.
Beatrice Mercer was seated at a desk
correcting some exercises of the pupils,
her own portfolio spread out before her.

recognized. her visitor, then it turned
deep-red with reactionary emotion.

His thoughts were 100 tull of Edu‘a to
allow of his reading aright the tremu-
lous emotion, the half-represseld fright
that his hostess betrayed

“Miss Mercer,” he spoke, hoarsely, I
“I have come to ask of you the irfor-
mation that Miss Chandler refuses.
Why did Edna Deane leave the semi-
nary? Where has she gone?”

“I cannot tell you.” ¢

Iis eyes flashed excitedly. He
clenched his hands in an excess of suf-
fering and suspense.

“You must!” he gasped, frantically,

“Do you understand what I am endur-
ing? Doubt—anguish—heart-breaking!”

From beneath her veiled. eyelidg the
girl studied his working face. Crafti-
ness was there, but well masked. A
sinister triumph in her heart gave her
strength to simulnte

“I pity you,” she said, softly. “I
would be glad to tell you all, but it is
useless.”

“Useless?”

“Yes. She has left the seminary,

gone to her relatives under a vow never
to reveal her true identity. Happy in
her new life, with golden promises of
wealth, you must not blame her, im-
petuous nature if she tinds new friends
who make her forgetthe old.”

How well the shaft went home! The
blank despair, the settled conviction of
faithlessness in the man's face was
pitiable to witness,

“She left no word for me?” he forced
himself to ask.

“No. She wrote a letter to Mri/Bat-
ton Brinsley, but it is unmauly for you
to bave me betray my friend.”

“Speak!” ordered Marshall, fiércely.
“Do you not see that this suspense is
killing me?”

“Then know the worst,” answered
Beatrice, bulking all her fancied power
on a final venture. “She wrote to Bar-
ton Brinsley. This morning he lelt ,
Hopedale. Miss Chandler says he has !
gone away on business. I think if is to |
see Edna’s new relatives and jress his | '
suit there. Mr. Marshall, oh, why will |
you force me to tell these bltler truths?
Forget her—she is unwoithy of you.
She never knew her own mind. There |
are truer hearts, heoarts longing for a |
love they would cherish and never be-
tray.”

His head had sunk on his breast.. He
believed now, and his heart was broken.

Beatrice had drawn nearer to- him.
Her eyes aglow, her cheeks throhhing,
her hand upon h's arm, heart and soui
breathed forth the secret that had made |
her life one great void of misery since !
sf;he had first seen his handsome, eatnest

ace,

With a shock he looked up. Wonder-
ment, intelligence in his glance, it-drove
her back abashed.

Her face betrayed her secret, she
loved him! His face told unmlstakably
that he read that secret aright.

“Oh! how could I/ But I pity you so!
Think me unwomanly, but if your heart
is breaking so is mine. Go, Mr. Mar-
shall—Raymond—go! and leave me to
the wretchedness of the secret your
suffering has wrung from tuy lips.”

She was sobbing, shrinking, now. In
consternation her companion regarded |
her. She loved him! This had been i
the secret of ‘her wayward moods.
Despite himself a great wave of pity :
swept his chivalrous heart.

“IL am sorr)," he said Lrokenly. “A
true woman’s regard is better than a
false friond’s treachery. Miss Mercer,
when I leave you, it is never to know
happiness again, but I may know the
peace of having done my full duty if I
trace this affair down to the last. I
must see Edna—she shall tell me from
her own lips what I already know!
Then’I am content to cherish my misery
in silence. - Speak! Win my gratitude,
at least. by telling me whithar she has !
gone.” J

.

, day.

There was mo reply. OIly the nb-
dued soba broke the walting silence.

“You know where Edna ls?" persisted
Marshall.

“Yes, I know!” cried Beatrice, lifting
her lsoe, flashing with jealousy and
emotion; “but.do you think I will tell
you—send-you to-beg at .the feet of a
womar . unworthy of you? Leave me!
If you are suffering, I am tortured.

LOh' cruel! cruel! cruel!”

Her frantic hands swept the open
rtfolio across the desk as she shrank
rom him, hiding her humiliation, her
jealousy, her love in hot, burning tears.

About to speak reussurlagly to her, to
plead with.her anew for the knowledge
“he so craved, Raymond Marshall started
as if dealt a sudden blow.

His eyes happened to fall to the open
porifolio. He recoiled, stared: closer,
and then sprang to HIS feet with a wild,
intelligent, hopetul ory.

For upon a sheet, of - paper, ‘written
' there indubitably by the woman who
had just so.shame-faceuly confessed her
love, was the record of hatred and
treachery that had so nearly blighted
his life. :

There were the first experiments of
the clever forger to simulate Edna
Deane’s handwriting. There was a
copy of the miss.ve he had received that

{ morning. There, too, was the draft of

the more masculine epistle that had ac-
companied it.

Beatrice Mercer had looked up at his
strange ery. Her eyes. met his, follow-

| ing their glance to the portfollo and

then, shrinking back, her guilty face
told the truth.

*“You wrote that—you wrote those let-
ters!” fairly shouted Marshall. “Oh,
blind, wicked that I was, to doubt my
true-hearted darling! It was a cruel
forgery—a plot. Speak, Beatrice Mer-
cer! All you have told me, all tnose
letters told, was a falsehood.”

Beatrice had snatched up the port-
folio. Defance in her face, she panted
like a tigress at tay.

“If I did,” she cried wildly, “it was
only to save you a fruitless chase, I
along know where Edna Deane has
gone. I know that she will never dare
write to you or see you again. You
hate me, you spurn me—you, for whom
I would have given a lifetime of devo-
tion. Then find the pale-faced chlld
you dote over, but never with my help.”

A great, joyful glow sprang to the
face of Marshall, '

“8o be it!” he cried. “Knowing her to
be true, knowing all this forgery to be
a lie, love will tind a way. Revealed in
your irue colors at last, I know what to
expect of you; but, as I live, I vow
never to rest till I find the woman I
love, the vietim of some dark plot, if I
pursue her half the world over!”

He strode from the room and the
presence of the woman of whom he had
made: a relentless enemy as he spoké,
strong in the consciousness of love's
mighty power,

Yes, he would find' the woman he
loved, though peril, privation, death
barred his way, and ocruel schemers
wrought dangerous pitfalls for his eager
feet at every step he took!

All these might be evaded. Pesti-
lence might pass him by, perils graze
him unscathed, death itself be warded
back by the love that knew no obstacles,
but. more weird, more tortuous than he
ever dreamed was the path that was
leading him to that far day when, once
again, standing jace to face with Edna,
he should shrink before a mystery and
a plot that would daunt, appall, and
bafile even his bold courage and try his
loyal sout as by an ordeal of fire!

|TO BE CONTINUED.|

The Wheel and Its Rilers.

The use of the bicycle is one of the
striking features of the travel of the
The bicycle is now one of the
most, common means c¢f transport
about cities and towns. It all parts
of the country where there are fair
roads it. has largely displaced the
horse, and it is continually extending
its fleld of usefulness.

It is comparatively but a few years
since the  bicycle was only a toy
thought to be as little deserving of
men-as the small gravity wagons on
which boys ride down the sidewalks,
The first bicycle, or the velocipede,
as it was commonly called, had little
to recommend it. It was hardly
faster or less laborious than walking,
and the mmachine was laid aside at an
early day. The big-wheel bieycle
was a long advance. It changed a
toy into a useful machine. It en-
abled the rider to travel rapidly with
small labor. 1t had the disadvantage
that a small obstruction or a rongh
road meant a fall to the rider. Then
some sensible mechanic remembered
that with proper gearing the two low
wheels could be made to go as far at
a revolution as the 'big wheel, and
the “safety” was the result.

Since this invention the popularity
of the machine has wonderfully in-
creased. Any one sound in mind and
limb may learn to ride. Old and
young women and men may have the
wheel at their service and enjoy the
healthful exercise and the exhi'ara-
tion that. comes from rapid motion
without exertion.

1t was once a rarity to see a woman
on a bicycle. Now the sight is so
common as to cause no remark. An
elderly man taking a spin was equally
rare a few years ago. Now white-
haired gentlemen may be seen riding

‘the wheels through the streets on any

fine day.

The bicycle is the ‘universal steed.
{ It costs no more than a good horse.
It never hecomes hungry or thirsty.
| Its “keep” is nothing. A little oil
and the use of a cleaning rag are all
! the attention it needs. The only
trouble about the possession of it.is
-found in the numerous improvements
that are being made, so that the
buyer of the finestt machine .of this
year may have his heart eaten out
{ with envy when he is passed by the
rlder of the finest machine of next
year. - The pneumatic tire, which se-
i cures ease of motion, has been the
! latest advance. - Perhaps the use of
aluminum, cutting the weight of the
machine down to one-third that of
those of steel, will be the next.

The bicycle has passed the trotting
horse in point of speed. Even the
fleet Nancy Hanks, with -the pneu-
matic-tire sulky and the kite-shaped
track, must yield 1o the safety with
the athletic min t6 propel-it. The
experiments thus far made show that
the bicycle will be valuable in war as
well as in peace, and it is proposed to
equip squadrons with it to secure
rapid movement of troops.

The bicycie has proved a strong in-
fluence for gooid roads. Every man
who owns a wheel b2comes thereby a

strong advocate ,of smooth roads. }

He finds the value of them at once.
On all peints the bl(.ycle is to be
comxuended

A New YoRk drum’mqr has been
held up and rybbed in Chicago by
four women. If female footpads are

| to be added to the other iniquities of

the breezy city, it is not too lal, to
have a World’s Fair in some’loc--ity
of compa:ative'safety.

LITTLE BOYS AND GIRIS,

THIS 1S THEIR DEPARTMENT OF
THE PAPER.

Quaint Sayings and Deings of Little Ones
Gathered and Printed Here for Other
Little Folks to Read.

The Happy Kite.

Cuthbert—Isn’t that kite up there
enjoying itself?

Mrs. Sylvester—Why do you think
80, Cuthbert? -

Cuthbert—\Why, because it is wag-
ging its tail just the way Carlo does
when he’s romping and happy.

A Child’s Favorite.,

In a class of small children the
teacher desiréd, by illustration, to
define the word favorite. She said,
after several fruitless attempts:

“Well, children, if there was some
one you loved more than anybody
else in the world, and wished always
to keep her with you, what would
you say she was—what name would
you give her?”

A small boy held up his hand, and
when told to answer promptly re-
sponded:

“My mother!”—Detroit Frce Press.

7 «Me First! Me First!"

Little Margaret has been to Ohio
on a visit with her mother, and has
played much with a wee cousin who
has been spoiled a bit and has a bad
habit of erying, “Me first! Me first!”
on every occasion.

Margaret picked up the cry, too,
but her mother talked to her in pri-
vate and told her the words were not
pretty. One day Margaret climbed

into a.high and rickety chair. “Oh,
get down,” said her mother, else
you'll go heels over head.”

“And if I did,” said little Margaret,

“then my ‘heels wouldf be saying to
my head, ‘Me first, me first,’ wouldn't
they?”—New York Recorder.

How a Little Alligator “Got Even" with
a Little Snake.

I once saw a very funny combat be-
tween a baby alligator and a tiny
snake. Quite a number ot both v:ere
in a glass tank provided with 2 small
pond, rocks, and growing plants.
You would have thought it a perfect,
nursery for the babies to grow and be
happy in.

‘But while this thought was passing
through ‘my mind I saw an alligator
make a‘sudden snap as a little snake
was slipping over him, and in a mo-
ment the poor little thing found his
head held tight between the needle-
like teeth of the alligator. Wriggle
and twist as he might, he could not
get away.

In vain he tried to choke his enemy
by closely encircling his neck; the
alligator held his head perfectly rlgld,
and finally shut his eyes with an air
of self-satisfaction, as if it were a
most ordinary thing for him to have
a snake ' tying double bow-knots
around his neck.

After a long time, either because
he forgot his prize and yielded to a
desire to yawn, or because he thought
the presumption of the snake in
crawling over him had  been suf-
ficiently punished, the baby alligator
opened his jaws, and away went the
snake, seemingly none the worse for
his adventure.—St. Nicholas.

“Goosle."

“Whew!” That 'was what the far-
mer *said to his wife when Mr. Bel-
den drove up from the station one
Saturday night to spend Sunday with
his wife and little boy.

“Guess we'll hev terlook out fer the
chickens with- that thar animal
about.”

“Never mind. Yeu jest keep still,”
said the farmer’s wife. “The Bel-
dens are ni¢e people, an’ summer’s
'most gone.”

It was a. curious pet, but the od-
der.a thing was the better little Frank
Belden liked it—any boy knows that.
Mr. Belden knew it, too, having once
been a boy, and that was how he came
to buy a mongoose, a curious little
African animal, which much resem-
bles arat. ;

Frank . became so fond of it! It
was playful as a kitten, full of sport-
ive tricks. Quite useful, too, because
it snapped up so many flies which
would buzz around in the warm sum-
mer days. When Frank and his mam-
ma went out for their pleasant walks,
Frank .always called “Goosie,” and
Mongoose followed like a ‘dog. No
wonder the country youngsters were
envious.

He was kept shut up nights, but
one night he poked out some way
with his sharp nose.

Next morning the farmer said to
his wife:

“I told you so!”

But she said, “Hush! dnn t say any-
thing,” and gathered .up the chicken
feathers 'before' the! “bo'arders were
stirring.

Then Frank wondered “why Goosie
hadn’t an appetite for his breakfact,”
and the servant girl grinned.

Goosie had one harmless taste
which Frank quite understood. He
was very fond of sweets,

“Come here, Goosie,” Frank invited
whenever a box of candy came, and
the mongoose would perch on his
shoulder, getting pretty nearly every
other piece, taking the candy in his
claws in real human fashion.

Mrs. Belden liked the country so

well that theystaid into the autumn,
to see the be tiful changing leaves.
Then something sad cccurred.

Frank was taken suddenly ill. The
biggest of the'city doctors came out,
and said he could not go away from
the farmhouse for many weeks.

+ It is nb wonder then that Mrs. Bel-
den sits down in her beautiful room,
she likes to take her pet boy’s pet in
her arms, and let it curl around her
neck. But her eyes look far away,
and she is not thinking so much about
Gooste, as about little Frank, and
when he will be able to go home
again.—Helen A. Hawley, in Little
Men and Women.

Risk on the Rail.

The Board of Trade of England
has just issued an official publication
giving a list of the number of acci-
dents to the 845,000,000. passengers
carried by railways in that country
during 1891. = The; lives lost : from
causes beyond the control of the
travelers numbered flve, the lowest
figure in any year on record. The

'ciisulned Hst of accidents shows that

engines or cars meeting with obstruc-
tions or derailments from defects in

——

the permanent way elowly ‘dim?
inishing. In 1881 were' twenty-four
such cases. In 1890 there were five
and last year six. Tlie greatest num-
ber of accidents, amounting to twen-
ty-five, came under the head of col-
lisionstwithin fixed signals at stations
or sidings. With regard to derail-
ments, two of the accidents were due
to the points of the switches not
being altered after the passage of
previotis trains, one was due to a
point damaged by a previous train,
one was caused by the failure of a
cast-iron girder, one was due to care-
lessness on the part of the engineer
of "a relief train, and one was due to
unknown causes. Inadequate braking
power was responsible for twelve ac-
cidents, and fogs and storms for the
same number also. - In eight instan
ces fault is found with a defective
system of train dispatching, want of
telegraphic communication, or lack
of a block system. Purely mechanic-
al causes, apart from human error,
scarcely appear at all, and it would
thus seem, says the Engineer, in com-
menting on these returns, to be with-
in human power to work the railways
without any accident whatever.
While few railway officials will prob-
ably subscribe to this conclusion ot
our English contemporary, the figures
produced by the Board of Trade cer-
tainly show that abroad as well as in
the United States too many accidents
can be traced to negligence, want of
care, or mistakes an the part of ofl-
cers or servants.

Smart Newspaper Men,

“It's mighty hard work getting any
free advertising out of you newspaper
people, nowadays,” sighed the ad-
vance agent of a mammoth allied
circus as he passed a stack of coin
over the business-office counter the
other morning.

“Space is space,” replied the aﬂ'able
cashier, as he made out a receipt.

“I dont know why it is,” continued
the A. A., retrospectively, “but some-
how editors don’t seem to bite as
they used to. Same on the Eastern
coast, too I noticed it particularly
on a little snap I worked way down
at Galveston last fall.”

“How was that?”

“Well, you see, I was on my way to
that city by steamer a week in ad-
vance of our show, when I struck a
great scheme. ' I bought two dozen
pop. bottles and as many steaks from
the steward.  Then 1 got a lot of
arsenic from the med|jcal stores and
rubbed it into the “steaks. I -put
some of our bills in the bottles, tied
a fteak round each and dropped ’em
overboard as we entered the harbor.
My calculation was that the sharks
would swallow the meat, be poisoned,
float ashore, would be cut open,.the
bills found, and the whole thing be
written up by the reporters in great
shape.”

“How. did 1t work?”

“Like a charm-—my part of it, I
mean. Nine sharks altogether stood
in with the show, but every time one
came ashore I got a note from every
editor in the place, proposing to
write the thing up, with a snap
camera cut of the shark, at the regu-
lar rates.”

“Pretty mean, that.”

“Mean—those fellows could give
Shylock cards and spades. The only
paper that referred to it at all was
one we gave sixty-four free passes to.
The day we left town it remarked
-that our show was enough to kill a
blind nigger—Ilet alone sharks.”

And the colossal aggregator sighed
deeply and drifted out.—San Fran-
cisco Examiner,

¥Frugalism.

Vegetarians are elated by the fact
that within the last twenty-five years
the fruit-producing resources of the
United States have increased just ten
times as fagt as’ the meat-producing
resources. Apples, oranges dnd
grapes are getting cheaper from year
to year, while meat is getting dearer,
thus, as it were, bribing a short-
sighted generation to relinquish their
flesh-pots and try the panacea of Dr.
Bronson Alcott. That much desired
consummation could, no doubt, be
greatly promoted by dropping the
name of vegetarianism with its water
cresses and root house suggestiveness.
Out of ten flesh eaters nine could be
persuaded to test the merits of baked
apples for one who would under any
circumstances consent to try the spe-
cific of'King Nebuchadnezzar. And
seriously speaking, there is not a ves-
tige of proof that adults of our species
were ever intended to feed on “vege-
tables,” in the green grocer’s sense of
the word. If we admit the axiom
that our natural diet should consist
chiefly of substances that can be eat-
en without repugnance in the condi-
! tion we receive them from the hands
of nature, cabbage and spinach are
every whit as objectionable as pork
sausages. Man, according to all the
evidence of his dentition and the
structure of his digestive apparatus,
is net.an herbivorous, but a frugivor.
ous, animal, and our dietetic reform-
ers should adopt the name of Frugal.
ists.—Felix I. Oswald.

Care of the VYolce.

No class of human habitation is so
well fitted for voice culture as the
flat.

No time is so good for practice as
your neighbors’ afternoons at home.

No really "fine effects are produced
upon the world at large until the
voice has ‘been used from six to ten
hours continually. It is then that
people are moved—that is, are glad
W move. i

Only ailected singers ever allow a
cold to stand between themselves
and a chance to show off.

Great care should be exercised in
the selection of a piano for accom-
paniment. I$ should be pitched ex-,
actly three notes below "the voice.
Anything beyond that must inevita-
bly result in serious impairment of the
musical taste.

Do not ask the opinion of unblased
critics relative to your singing.

Consult such as owe you money or
those whose social position depends
upon your pleasure.

Every time you hear of a charitable
entertainment volunteer tosing. It
places those in charge in a delicate
position which they cannot fail to en-
joy.

Never sing after going to bed. 71t
1s apt to make trouble.’

Do not expect an offer to go on the
stage inside of two months after you

ment injures the vocal ¢hords,—De-
troit Tribune.

' the' avera

begin to train your voice. Disappoint- .

OMIO’S MONUMENT. -

'l'hq ‘Buckeye snco Erects & World's M §

Shaft n¢'» Cost of $35,000.

Ohio has ted  a monumant. in
front of the Btut-e Building on “the
Fair grounds, - Chicago, which when
the Exposition i8 over with will be
set up permanently in the city of
Columbus. ‘The monument is 31 feet
high and rests on a base 14 feet
square.
bolizing the State of Ohio under the

OHIO'S WORLD'S FAIR MONUMENT,

guise of the famous Roman matron,
Cornelia, is ten feet tall, and the
figures around the shaft measure
seven feet and represent ‘‘Ohio’s
Greatest Sons” — Grant, Sherman,
Sheridan, Garfield, Chase and Stan-
ton. The cost ot the monument is
$25,000.

Cost of Bad Roads.

The Board of Trade in a Tennessee
town, in a recent memorial to theé
legislature, demonstrated, according
to the Engineering Magazine, that
bad roads were costing the people of
that commonwealth more than 87,
000,000 annually. Professor W. W.
Carson. 'of the University of Tennes-
see, after careful investigation, found
“ecost of hauling to the
Kuoxville market by wagon to ‘be
$7.60 per ton —aggregating 81;250,-
000 a
hauled. He maintained that this
shauling could have been  done for
half the sum over good dirt roads and
for one-sixth of it over good macadam
roads, saving $1,000,000 ' annually.
Professor Richard T Ely of the Johns
Hopkins University and Secretary of
the American Economic Assoclation,
affirmed that poor roads cost this
country over $20 a horse, and Prof.
Jenks, of Knox College, Illinois,
thinks 815 a horse a low estimate fur
this loss. Mr. Hord, a former Com-
missioner of Agriculture for the
State of Tennessee, estimated the
number of hores, mules and asses in
that State, in 1889, at 476,000., The
number has increased since his es-
timate, but taking this number and
the lowest estimated loss.per horse,
say 815, and an aggregate loss of 87,-
140,000 a year for one State is shown,
l‘rom tables calculated by Professor |
Carson, for an agricultural experi-]
ment, station, it was shown that on
gravel a horse will draw nearly one-
and-a-half times the loud,ibq% on
macadam, over three times the load
he can draw on a dirt road. Of
course there is great economy of
drawing power in the proper grading
of roads, and disregard of this fact
has wasted large quantitics of money
in the road bullding of the past. The
?rester speed attained on scientifical- |

graded and patent race  tracks
lllust.ratcs the advantages of grade

The clnrotte Evil,

Consldering what very poor things
cigarettes are, it is surprising that
they' should have got such a hold on
the community. But,'" bad as they
are, they are extremely fascinating.
The use of them, when cayrried to ex-
cess, becomes a habit that is most
dificult to break, while they are so
cheap and so convenlent that it takes
exceptional discretion to smoke them
at all without Bmoking them to a
deleterious extent. Of course it is
primarly because they are go cheap
that they appeal 8o generally to boys;
but even with boys, who ought not to
be allowed to smoke at all, it i8 not
80 much the tobacco in the cigarette
that does the mischief as the pesti-
lent and insinuating practice of in-
haling the smoke. An ordinary boy
of wholesome appetites won't smoke
cigars or pipe tobacco ‘enough’ to do
him serious damage, even if he can
get them. Nor would the cigarettes
he might smoke be so serious a men-
ace to his welfare if he would only
smoke them as he would smoke ci-
gars. The trouble is that as soon as
he gets used to cigarette-smoking he
begins to inhale the smoke, and pres-
ently is fixed in a habit that plays

the mischief with him. ol
Whether anything besides tobacco
goes into ordinary cigarettes is a
much-discussed question. The effect,
they sometines produce on the brain
is so.different from that due to tobac-
co in other forms as to favorsthe
theory that many of them .contain
opium or valerian; but this the man-
ufacturers deny, usually asserting
that such drugs are tog expensive to
gut into cheap cigarettes, even if it
elped their markemble qualities.
One thing besides the tobacco obvi-
ously goes into them, and: that is the
paper, the fumes of which’are doubt-
léss bad for the throat and lungs as
far as they go.~—Harper’s, Weekly.

- T ant
A Famine Factory. a2 2o,

Major F. H. Law, an attache:of
the British Embassy at St. Petérs-
burg, states as the result of- personal
investigations, that the famine of
eastern and northern provinces is apt
‘to become a chronic ‘évil. The agri-
‘cultural commupities of the Empire
are managed on a plan which com-
pels the cultivators of the soil to give
up his farm every third year, and as
a consequence the productive capacity
of theland is being rapidly exhausted.
Moreover, the forests of the Ural
border have been cut away by mil.
lions of acres, and the cold ‘northeast
winds now sweep unobstructed over
the open plains of the Volga country,
and cover the flelds with rlllm
sand drifta
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Indiana’s Omlcl.l Vote.
. The following'is the complete; Préste

dent.lal vote of this State, by conn&liu
at the November electibn:

aTT
sg ]
B3 g
1,247 214
5,484 “9
2,797 45
:.% 86
313 -
1% . ok
8,601 %
8,28)) 48
3,005 460
8,202 81
1276 200
+ 2,610 N8
2,274 52
2,519 M
2,490 748
4,108 335 |
1,081 160
8,873 192
1,813 43
2, 95
2,379/ 323
Franklin.. 1,81 17
Fulton.... 2,053 42
ﬂlblon 2,788 508
4, 904
2,800 481
3,627 192
1,9 108
2,1 183 -~
8, 93’
8,336/ 614
. 8,576 786
8,084 154
2,223 76
1,304 . 362
2414 52
2,508/ 123
i im o m
ﬁ.g 523
,004)  2.823 66
1,438 92,098 152
8,010 2,058 45
4,708 8,548 102
2,184 2,620 157
5,783, 5,987 820
20,420/ 19,551 363
8,113 2 568 ]
1,801 1,4 194
3,488 2,974 118
g 1,017 2,017 847
Montgomery .. 8,841 2,825 B84
Morgan, ,....... . 2,014f 2,877 178
Newton , 85 870 1,191 125
Noble ... 2,870 2,823 108
Ohio., ... 606 042, 3
,Orango, . 1,628 1,622 ng
Owen, ... $3 1,788 1,500 M7
Parke ...... ... 2,018] 4,508 2606
Ty 2P 2,074 1, 84 BB
Pike..... 1,057 9, 04 284
Porter, , . 1,087 2,187 146 120
Porey. .. 2,660 2,077 78 a7
Pulaski. .. 1,862 00| 25
2,754 2,280 169 193
bou . gwel oo e
2,210 1%1 i
6,077 5,220 215 107
ott . 1,048 07 42
liholby ........ 8, 2,650 203 107
Spencer ,....... 2,406, 2478 24 10
1,003 20 86
1,964 2,100 208 106
8,169 1,784 198 301
1,689 1,407 19 02
4,880  4,8% 208! 53
008 1,780 120 570
839 081 03 11
0,166| . 6,175 101 285
1,487 1,728 81 194
06,508 6,150 0yl . 674
2,418| 9,087 250( 890
070 1,840 43 51
2,166 2,018 00| - 417
‘R824 1,838 26 BT
8,726 5,714| | ms 208
2,735 1,008 21 318
1,800 1,807 173 207
2,284 1,058 173 30
202,817) 259,920 18,044 | 92,108

Total vote, 561,088,

Cleveland's plurality, 8,888,

The official vote for Governor, as
shown by the reports to the Secratary
of State, give the vote for Matthews for
Governor, 260,602; for Chase, 253,623
Matthew's plurnllw. 6,979,

Miior Stite [teims,

A ornup in Connersville ca.lls itself the
*Sour Grape Club.”

TueRrg will soon be an a.ttsmpt -made
to strike natural gas near Brazll

S8tATE Fish Commissioner Dennis has
mado several arrests of law violators on
the Wabash River.

GRAVE robbers stole'the corpse ot Miss
Emma West, an 18-year-old clrl who died
recently at Brazil.

NATURAL au Jeaked from the pipes.
and  noarly ocated Morris V lnw
and hl; lsmlly in Shelbyville. 8

Tur Farmers’ Institute of Wayne uul
adjoining counties will hold a two days”
meeting in Centerville, Dec. 15:and 16,

Lurnen Cox recelvod what was sup-
bosed to be fatal injuries by a cave-in,at
Muncle, while working in tha ‘waters
works trench.

A coMrANY will be organized to lnve‘-'
tigate the land about ' Crumstown, near
South Bend, as it is belleved that sllvor
18 to be found there,

THE Councll of Tipton is agitating the
question of water works, but a division

‘oxists whether the city should owa the

works or give away a franchise.

WiLLiaM HEDRICK, living noar Stines-
ville, one of the best known and wealth~
fest farmers of Monroe County, was
found dead in the road. Pnra.lymh
the supposed cause. Y

A vyoune man named Campbell, living
on a farm owned by Governor-elest
Matthews near Clinton, had part of his
head blown off by, the accidental dis-
charge of a shotgun. He died loo'n af-
terward.

No TipINGs have yet been recolved
from Samuel Fogleman, who 80 unceres.
moniously deserted his wife and twm
small children near Plainfield recently..
His rlends are at a loss to tcconnt.m
his strange conduct.

Tom CoLE of Jeffersonville, who was l
brakeman on the South-bound P., C., C.
& St L. freight traln, was killed at
Slate cut. He attempted to cross froms.
one car 10 another when he fell between
the two. His body was taken to Vienna.

THoMAS -MossMAN of Wabash, was
probably fatally injured recently. While
at work beneath a huge bank of earth,
it caved upon him, burying him almoss
to the shoulders. He was badly crushed
and hurt internally, and was* black in
face when relsased. The surgeons do;
not think he will survive. .

Tre Lake Erie & Western nlhn;
will soon have a line into Yorkwwt.

ere stone-quarries, flouring-mills

actories will give it patronage.
new tack factory at Yorktown has oon' 4
menced operations.

ArTER four days hard work the hk,
gas well on tae Spiker farm, north of
Muncle, has been {got o ﬂor éonlrbl ~and
the monster is safe
in the well is douNs thu at the - mnn.‘t
size, and 4he output is estimated’at about
11,000,000 teet per day. Mr. George
O’Neil, who harnessed the big Fulﬂlom
‘well, was the successful man.

THERE appeared before the board of
pension examiners at Mount Vernoa, an
old man who is a link that binds us to
tormer generations, Hisname is John
Surber. He was a member of Company
H,. Tenth Indiana Volunteers, in the
war of the rebellion. * John ‘Surber
born July 14, 1798, and is consequen!
going on ninety-five years of age
fought under Gen. Js
of New Orleans.




