
A LOVE TEST.

“Itis a real calamity,” said Mme. do

Lepreneuse, the mother, ‘*to have this

mad do? run at larire. No one dares ?o

out.”

“Last evening again,” added her

daughter, “he bit twochildren coining
from school. The despair of their par-
ents is indescribable.”

“How frightful! Is there no means of

making the bite harmless, doctor?”
asked Mine, de Lepreneuse, addressing a

yonng man of 30 years.
“There is first the cauterization with a

hot iron,” replied the doctor.
“That is horrible,” exclaimed Mile, de

Lepreneuse; “there ought to be another

way.”
“When the region permits it,” contin-

ued the doctor, “one can apply a ligature
above the bite, wash the wound, and burn

it with a caustic liquid. Whatever the

process, it should be quick, before it is

top late. All inoculated liquid penetrates
with great rapidity in the blood. Sev-
eral experiments have been made on this

subject.”
'‘Tell us some,” interrupted Mile, dc

Lepreneuse.
“For a wound in the hand,” continu'd

the doctor, “one applies a solution con-

taining a substance easily recognized;
soon after bleeding the opposite hand,
one finds the inoculated substance in the

blood, it having already pervaded the

system,’’
“Eton,” said Gaston de Maurcbois,

Cousin of Mile, de Lepreneuse, "when one

is bitten there is no hope except at the
Pasteur Institute?”

“There is a preventative,” replied the

doctor, “whose immediate employment
gives excellent results, but it is relin-

quished now.”

“Doubtless it necessitates some serious

inconvenience, does it not?” asks Karl

_£laricnzi, one of the guests of the

chateau,

“Very serious,” replied the doctor.
“Tell-us about it, nevertheless,” said

Kart.

“It is suction,” replied the doctor.
“One must concentrate oneself and suck
the wound at once. This operation pre-
sents great danger. The operator is al-
most certain of being inoculated with the

virus, the lips being the chosen spot.
The delicacy of the mucus which covers

them facilitates absorption. This way,

relying upon devotiou, is little em-

ployed.”
“You do not believe in devotion, doc-

tor?” asked Mme. de Lepreneuse.
“Idid not say that, mademoiselle. I

believe it js prudent not to count on it
foo much.”

“lam of your opinion,” added Mine,
de Lepreneuse. *

“What!” cried her daughter, “you
doubt it? You! The personification of
devotion!”

“Yes, my child, to doubt is one of the
bitter fruits of experience.”

This conversation took place one beau-

tifulsummer day in the park of the Cha-
teau de Lepreneuse, situated a short dis-

tance from Paris in Brie. Mme. de Le-

preneusft lived here with her daughter,
Yveline. Since her widowhood she had
renounced the world to devote herself

exclusively to the education of her only
child. She was still very beautiful and

young, and her daughter was her exact

copy. Yveline was 18 years old. Hav-

ing been brought up in the country, she

spent her life outdoors. Her face was

fresh and rosy; her eyes bright and pen-
etrating. She charmed every one by her
natural grace.

She had just reached the marriageable
age and the guests of the chateau were
more or less suitors for her hand.

Gaston de Maurebois, Yveline’scousip,
•was an orphan, and since the death of

his parents had lived an idle existence in

Paris. He was 33 years of age, bald,
distingue. In his spare moments he

operated at the bourse and was associ-

ated with a broker at whose house most
of his money was deposited.

At 33 he was entirely blase, all pleas-
ures ceased to interest him, his health
was broken down. Gambling and pure-
blooded horses had diminished his for-
tune. He felt the need of repose and
decided to marry. He remembered he
had a cousin somewhere, who ought to

combine all desirable conditions. One

day he arrived without warning at the

Chateau de Lepreneuse. At the sight of

Yveline he was at once her suitor.

Karl Marienzi, one of the guests, was

the son of a celebrated writer, friend of

the family of de Lepreneuse. He was 28.

His face was very expressive, his hair was

black and long. He. had written an

opera in one act, which had had great
success. From an early age he was a

constant visitor at the chateau, spending
several months there during vaca-

tion. He was very intimate with the

young girl and loved her passionately.
The doctor was'a countryman. His

father, an old friend of the house, had

always been the physician of the family,
his son succeeding him. The young doc-
tor was slight, alert, and active; his face
grave and tender. As a physician he
was serious, charitable aDd possessed
the entire confidence of Mme. de

Lepreneuse. He loved Yveline, and prof-
ited by the least indisposition of her

mother to renew frequently his visits. |
The lovers were together on this day.
Madame Lepreneuse, knowing she was

J etirounded by fiiends, allowed Yveline

| all liberty—and the natural frankness of
a young girl had been developed. She
was bright and playful. The maneuvers

of the three suitors amused her very
much; she was fond of them all, and it
would have been difficult for her to

choose had it been necessary.
The guests had separated, after awhile,

leaving Yveline alone. Karl returned
first.

“This is the way you abandon me,”
said Yveline.

Karl excused himself and offered his
arm for a promenade in the park.

.
“I am very happy to meet you,” said

the young man.

“I, too, Karl,” replied Yveline. ‘‘l
wish to congratulate you on the success

of your opera. What tender emotions

you have experienced! Ido not believe

there is in the most noble life more feel-

ing than that experienced by artists. I

envy your happiness.”
"My happiness! is one ever satis-

fied?”

“What is wanting!”
“I am alone; I want a friend, a com-

panion who willshare ray joys, who will

sustain me in my declining hours—a
woman whom I w illadore, and for whom
1 willwork with love in order that she

may become proud of me.”
“You are right, Karl; but you will

find her.”

“I have found her, Yveline,” said the

young man, stopping to look the young
girl in the face.

She blushed and lowered her head to

avoid his gaze.
“The young woman ia yourself,” re-

plied Karl. “Pardon my audacity on

account of our old friendship. I love

you, Yveline, and have for a long time.”

“Karl, cease this conversation.”

“Why? I love you devotedly.”
“Please be quiet.”
“Perhaps there are others, as I, seek-

ing to please you, but no one would love

you more. You are my constant thought,
the aim of my existence. 1 love you
more than all the world, more than my
art. more than life.”

“More than life?”

“Without you, it would be insupport-
able, Yveline. 1 would give it to you
willingly.”

“What spirit!” cried Yveline. “Until
I ask such a sacrifice, leave me. Ido
not wish to see you again until you are

more reasonable.”
“I willobey,” said Karl, retiring.
“More than life! That is a great deal,”

said Mile, de Lepreneuse to herself.
“What does he mean? When one saj

T s it
one thinks it true; but ‘actions speak
louder than words.’ ”

She remained very pensive. Karl was

not the only guest of the chateau who

sought her hand; the doctor and her

cousin, though they had not spoken,
were dancing attendance. The cousin,
who formerly paid her no attention, to-

day was her shadow. Karl had assured
her that he loved her more than life,
which seemed very much exaggerated,
and she wondered if the other suitors
would love her as much. She roeolved

to find out at the first opportunity. She
was tfiqs reflecting when the doctor ap-
peared*

“Have you seen my mother, doctor?”
“Yes, mademoiselle.”
“Is the palpitation of tiie heart better?”
“It has almost recovered.”

“Thanks to your good care. lam so

grateful to you. She has left everything
for me, and is all I have.”

”

“Care shall not be wanting to her for

your sake. I have great respect pod ad-
mit ation for your mother, but I am de-
voted to you, and since cliauce has
enabled me to find you alone ”

"Is itchance?” asked Yveline.
“I acknowledge that I planned it a

little.”

“For what aim?”

“That is difficult to say. Have you
not thought you were old enough to

marry?”
“No, doctor; no. never;have you?” re-

plied Yveline, smiling mischievously.
“Idream of it often, mademoiselle, and

have formed a certain project.”
“That you wish to tell me?”
“You have guessed it mademoiselle;

the project depends only on you to be

realized.”

“Then I know the young lady, doc-

tor?”

“Oh, perfectly. You understand me.

My most cheerful dream is to unite the
two families. Pardon me for speaking
to you before addressing your mother,
but I wished to assure myself of your

approbation.”
“Iwarn you I am a little romantic

and wish to be loved very much.”

“Itis thus you merit being loved, and

the way I love you.”
“I wish to be loved even to abnega-

tion. Proofs arc necessary. If I wish it
would you leave your mother, country,
acquaintances?”

“Iwould leave all.”

“You would find me foolish, but

would you sacrifice your life for me?”
“Iwould give itwith pleasure,” said

the doctor, gravely.
“Oh! if itwere necessary not to satis-

fy a caprice.”
H T love you more than life.”

“Another one,” thought Yveline.

“We willsee,” said she. “Adieu! Take

good care of my mother.”

“As a son, mademoiselle,” replied the

doctor, who returned to Mme. de Lepre
ncuse.

Gaston de Maurebois appeared from

one of the walks in the park.
“I am happy chance has permitted me

to see you,” said he to his cousin.
“I also, cousin.”

“Iwant to converse with you for an

instant.”

“Give me your arm and we willprome-
nade.”

“With pleasure.”
“Do you know, cousin, it is very nice

of you to leave Paris and its pleasures to

visit a little girl relative?”

“Who has become very charming.”
“Idid not know you were a flatterer?”
‘ ‘I am tired of Paris.

“You have not always said that.”

“I changed my opinion when I saw

you. At your side lam never tired.

“How gallant.”
“You mock me! lam serious. I find

my life has been useless, in comparing
the existence I have led with what I lead

here, and I prefer the latter.”

“For liow long?”
“For always! Do you know I intend

to marry?”
“You are right; but your conversa-

tion is too grave for me. I must go.
1'

She tried to withdraw her arra.

.“Do not go, I beg you. Listen to me.

I wish to marry, to spend my life with a

companion whom I adore, having but ono

aim, to render her happy. I only know

one woman whom Iwish to marry; it is

you.”
“Imust escape,” said the young girl,

disengaging her arm.

“Yveline, I love you,” continued Gas-

ton. “Iwilldo anything you wish; I

willleave Paris, if you desire it.”

“Not so fast, not so fast. I do not

wish to marry yet. This great love has

come very suddenly.”
“Itis none the less violent.”

“Willit be durable?”

“Iswear it.”

“IAm very exacting and an. not con-

tented with words.”

“Do you wish that ”

“Would yousaorifieeoneof your horse*
or your dogs?”

“All.”

“All, even your life?”

“Anything to please you.”
“Words, words!”

She fled in the direction of the park,
forbidding Gaston following her.

When she was sure of being alone, she

seated herself on a bank.

“They all love me more than life,”
murmured she. “Idonotbelieve.it. It

may be true in theory, but false in prac-
tice. I wish I could put them to proof.”

She wrent on still further in the park.
Gaston followed for a long while the di-
rection she had taken, hoping to see her

again.
“Ibelieve I have been eloquent. There

is no use defending myself. lam decid-

edly in love. She has turned my head.”

The doctor re-appeared, followed soon

by Karl.
“Do you know what I think,” said

Gaston, laughing; “it is that we look

like suitors. As for myself, I am.
”

“I also,” said the doctor.
“I pretend nothing else,” added Karl.
“Let us shakehar.ds,” replied Gaston.
While shaking they heard suddenly a

cry of despair in the park.
“What's that,” cried they at the same

time. Mme. Lepreneuse ran out.

“Oh, God !” said she, “it is my
daughter’s voice. What has happened
to her ?”

! Yveline soon appeared, supported by
her nurse. She was pale and trembling.
“Iam lost,” she cried; “at the end

of the park I met the dog; he leaped
upon me and bit me.”

“

Quick ! Help ! Help ! ” exclaimed

the suitors, and each one disappeared,
save her mother, who fell upon her

daughter.
“Where are you bitten? Where?”
The young girl showed her arm.

Before she could prevent her and with-
out reflecting on the danger Mme. de

Lepreneuse sucked the wound made by
the mad dog.

The three lovers returned one after the

other. First the doctor, with rolled
bands and scissors in order to make a

bandage; Karl followed next with a

shovel, red with coals, and lastly Gaston
arrived all out of breath, his forehead
covered with perspiration, a whip in his
hand.

“The carriage is ready,” cried he.
“Go quick to Pasteur.”

They, stopped, perfectly blank at the

sight of Mme. dc Leprenuse sacrificing
her life to save her daughter.

Yveline withdrew her arm.

“It is only a mother who loves more

than life,”said she, regarding madame

tenderly. “Pardon me, this is a subter-

fuge; the dog was not mad, it was ftnly
the gardener’s dog. These gentlemen
had assured me of their entire devotion.
I wished to prove it. It is only a mother
who loves more than life.”—[From the
French by Jessie Lewis in the Boston
Courier.

How a Battle Was Nearly Lost.

At the battle of Woerth Lieut. Gen.
von Obernitz, when leading the VVurtem-

bergers across the valley, received from

the Crown Prince the order, already
mentioned, ’to march on the rear of the

French, but shortly afterward the Prus-
sian officers coming from the battle

raging on the plateau told him that re-in-

forcements were imperatively required
there, and urged him to come to their

aid. Again the spirit of knowing “better

than one’s betters” exercised its perni-
cious influence, and although the power oi

determining when and whether re-inforce-
ments shall be sent to any point of the

battlefield should above all others rest

absolutely with the supreme commander,
Gen. von Obernitz elected to judge for

himself, and on to the plateau he led his

troops. For yet two hours the now

utterly mixed-up German troops were

kept from Froshwiller by the intrepid
bravery of their foes.

But now the toughness of the infant

try of the Fifth German Corps was about
to be rewarded; the moment for their

revenge on those who had sent to destruc-

tion their 5,000 dead and wounded—of

whom nearly 4,000 belonged to the four

regiments, Thirty-seventh, Fiftieth, Sixth,
and Forty-sixth, first across the stream

—was close at hand. It was a grand re-

venge; it was the splendid victory that
was to crown with laurels the men who
had sinned against them. While they
had been so stubbornly holding on to the
vine clad slopes, time had been given for
the gradually closing round of Mac-
Mahon’s 45,000 men by the greater por-
tion of the overwhelming ho3t of their

enemies. And now the French, attacked

from the north, south and east, at last

broke, arid, covered by a small rearguard,
fled away out of touch and sight of the

victors through the gap so generously
left open to them by that independent
Lieutenant, Gen. von Obernitz.

The Germans gained their victory by
sheer weight of numbers, and the sup-

port given to ther infantry by an artillery
overwhelmingly superior in number of

guns, technical efficiency, and tactical

employment to that of their opponents.
The French owed their defeat to the

mediocrity of their commander. Against
critics and commeutators on the acts of

soldiers in the field, it is sometimes al-

leged that they are “wise after the

event;” as regards the battle of Woerth,
it is only wisdom of this kind that the

leading soldiers who took part in it can

find any ground of justification for their

proceedings. Well might a German of-

ficer of the very highest rank say, as he

afterwards did: “We -were within an

ace of losing the battle; but the French

did not know it, and I hope they never

may.” Probably they know it now. —

[Lonsdale Hale, in the Contemporary Re-
view.

Victor Emmanuel Wasn’t Pretty.

John Augustus O’Shea, inhis “Round-

about Recollections,” tells a story of Vic-
tor Emmanuel, whom he describes as “t

squat Hercules—ugly to such a degree
that his ugliness had the charm of the

unique.”
One day while on a hunting expedition

in the Alps, he met an old woman gath-
ing brambles. She inquired of the

stranger whether itwas true, as she had

heard, that the King of Italy was in the

neighborhood. If so, was there any chance
of seeing him?

“Yes,” said his majesty, “he is about,
Would you really like to see him!”

The old woman declared that few sights
would give her more pleasure.

“Well, mother, I am the King.”
She stared at him for a moment and

broke into a grin.
“Get out with you, jester! Do you

think a nice woman like the Queen would

marry a chap like you, with that hideous

mug?”
The King was not offended. Perhaps

the compliment to his wife mollifiedhim.
He gave the woman a piece of money,
with which he is al ways free, and passed
along.—[St. Louis Republic.

THE JOKERS’ BUDGET.

JESTS AND YARNS BY FUNNY MEN

OB THE PRESS.

An Adaptation— Experienced Dodg-
ing the Question— Geographical—

For Effect, Etc., Etc.

AN ADAPTATION.

Lives of great men oft remind us

We can make our lives sublime

If we leave no debts behind us

And come promptly up to time.

—[New York Herald.

experienced.

Maud—What is the best way to man-

age a birthday party ?

Edith—l don’t know. Ask Miss Old-

un—she’s had so many of them.

DODGING TUK QUESTION.

Miss Roxy Goldust—Would you think

I was more than twenty?
Upson Downes (evasively)—l think

you are more than all the world—to me.

GEOGRAPHICAL.

Teacher—Do you know tvhat a State
is?

Little Girl—Yes'm. Our house is in

one.

Teacher—Yes?

Little Girl—That's ’cause mamma is

away on a visit, an’ the new girl doesn’t
know where to put things.—[Good
News.

FOR EFFECT.

The next day after the wedding.
“Isuppose, Henry,” said the old gen-

tleman to the new son-in-law, “that you
are aware the check for $5,000 I put
among your wedding presents was merely
for effect?”

“Oh, yes, sir,” responded the cheerful

Henry, “and the effect was excellent.

The bank cashed it this morning without
a word.”—[Detroit Free Press.

A COMING QUANDARY.

Teacher (of a class of physics)—Of
what is paper now chiefly made?

Pupil—Of wood.

Teacher—ls the world's supply of wood
inexhaustible?

Next Pupil—lt is not. It is consumed
in the arts and manufactures many times
faster than it grows.

Teacher—Then what will the world
use for a substitute when the wood is all

gone?
Third Pupil—Paper.—[Chicago Tri-

bune.

MIGHTJUST AS WELL HAVE LOST.

Bunker—Nice hat of yours.
Hill—Y’es. That hat cost me SB.
Bunker—l thought you won it on the

election.

Hill—Did. I bet with my wife.—
Clothier and Furnisher.

A SERIOUS FAULT.

“Do you think my son willever make
an artist?” asked a fond parent of the

painting-master.
“YVell, sir,” replied the teacher, cau-

tiously, “I think there would not be the

slightest doubt of his becoming a great
artist if he were not unfortunately color-
blind.”

NOT A SUCCESS.

Inventor—What do you think of my
flying machine?

Capitalist—H’m, it doesn’t carry me

away.

TOO INDEFINITE.

The Voice from the Telephone—la this

Mr. Titters?

Titters—Y'es; who are you?
The Voice from the Telephone (sweet-

ly)—Y
T

our fiancee, love.

Titters—Er—can’t you be a little more

explicit?—[Chicago News Record.

TAUGHT lIOW TO SHOOT.

“The young idea how to shoot,” he

taught,
And with success, to me he proudly

said,
‘Twas true; for, as he spoke, as quick as

thought
A paper pellet hit him in the head.

TIIE REASON.

“Do you wear eye-glasses because you
think you look better with them?” asked

Miss Pert.
“I wear them because I know I look

bettfer with them,” answered the short-

sighted man, sadly.
NOT lIIS TO CIVE.

“Your money or your life,” said the

gentleman at the safe end of the revolver.

“But, my dear man, I can’t give you

either,” protested the victim. “They
both belong tomy wife.”

VEItV CONSCIENTIOUS.

Studcns—Waiter, where is my bill?
Man of the World—That is not the

Way to ask for it. You should say,
“VVuiter, I would like to settle my
account.”

Student—lndeed! Well, lam sorry to

say that I am not such au accomplished
liar as to be able to make that statement.

—[Fliegeude Blaetter.

EXPLAINED IN PART.

Tanks —What led you to suspect last

night that I had been drinking?
Mre. T.—l can’t imagine, unless possi-

bly itwas the fact that you were drunk.—
[Buffalo Quips.

WONDERFUL FLIES.

At the Post Office.

Postmaster—What a wonderful in-

stinct flies have! Lohrnann has just-sent
me a telegram in which he says that a

cask of honey is on its way to me, and

I’m hanged if there is not a swarm of flies

already at the post office window waiting
for it.—[Fliegende Blaetter.

THE P. S. BOTHERED lIER.

“Haven’t you written that letter yet,
Anne?”

“Yes. George, dear. That is, all ex-

cept the postscript. I’m trying to

think of something to say in it.”—

[Harper’s Bazar.

nONORS STILL EASY.

Mother—The paper says a cat out

West has four kittens with six legs each.
What do you think of that ?

Little Ethel—That’s—lemme see—-

that’s twenty-four legs. Well, our cat

has six kittens with four legs each, an’

that’s just as many.—[Good News.

A CASE OP LOCKJAW.

“Lockjaw must be a very unpleasant
thing to have.”

“Itis indeed. I carry a scar in the
calf of my left leg from a case of it.”

“Of lockjaw?”
“Yes. A hull-dog and I had it to-

gether.” —[Hater’s Bazaar.

A POPULAR TAX.

Binks—l read a curious article the
other day advocating a tax on beauty.

Jinks—Good- idea. They won’t have
much trouble in collecting it.—[Quips.

GREEN ENOUGH.

She—Did \-oar grandfather live to a

green old age ? •

He.-Well, i should say sol He waa

buncoed three times after he was seventy.

—[Life.
J

MUST BE WORN OCT.

I imagine the Statue of Liberty in
New York must be cold these wintry
days—But it is not strange, for she has
had but one New Jersey all these years!
—[Buffalo Quips.

A mother’s description.

“Yourlittle girl has red hair, hasn’t
she, Mrs. Minks ?”

“No, indeed. Her hair is a rich

auburn, tinged with light terra-cotta.”—

[Chicago News-Record.

COLUMBUS POSTAGE STAMPS.

To be on sale for One Year and Then

Withdrawn.

What is expected to be the finest lot of

postage stamps ever issued is now being
prepared by the American Bank Note

Company for the United States Govern-
ment.

The new issue willbe a complete set of
fifteen different values to commemorate

the four hundredth anniversary of the

discovery of America by Columbus. The

designs used were nearly all taken from
celebrated paintings. The two-dollar

stamp is, however, i fter a painting by
Lentze, an American artist, who has

painted several pictures for the Capitol.
The stamps will be on sale for one

year, and then will be withdrawn from

general use. As a source of revenue to
the Government the new stamps are ex-

pected to be very successful on account

of the purchases of the stamp collectors.
The following technical description of

the newissue was given yesterday byUnited
States Postage Stamp Agent Thomas A.
H. Hay:

One-Cent—“Columbus in Sight of

Land,” after a painting by William H.
Powell. On the left is an Indian woman

withher child, and on the right an In-
dian man with headdress and feathers.
The figures are in a sitting posture. Color,
antwerp blue.

Two Cent—“Landing of Columbus,”
after the painting by Vanderlyn in the
rotunda of the Capital at Washington.
Color, purple maroon.

Three-Cent—“Flagship of Columbus,”
the Santa Maria in mid-ocean, from a

Spanish engraving. Color, medium shade
of green.

Four-Cent—“Fleet of Columbus,” the
three caravels—Santa Maria, Pinta and
Nina —in mid-ocean, from a Spanish en-

graving. Color, ultramarine blue.
Five-Cent—“Columbus Soliciting Aid

from Isabella,” after the painting by
Brozik in the Metropolitan Museum of

Art. Color, chocolate brown.

Six-Cent—“ Columbus Welcomed at

Barcelona,” from one of the panels of the
bronze doors in the Capitol at Washing-
ton, by Randolph Rogers. On each side
is a niche, in one of which is a statue of

Ferdinand, and in the other a statue of

Boabdilla. Color, royal purple.
Ten-Cent—“Columbus Presenting Na-

tives,” after the painting by Luigi Gre-

gori at the University of Notre Dame,
South Bend, Ind. Color, Vandyke
brown.

Fifteen-Cent—“Columbus Announcing
His Discovery,” after the painting by R.

Balaea, now in Madrid. Color, dark

green.

Thirty-Cent—“Columbus at La Ra-

bida,” after the painting by R. Maso.

Color, sienna brown.

Fift-yCent—“Recall of Columbus,”

after the painting by A. G. Ileaton, now

in the Capitol at Washington. Color,
carbon blue.

One-Dollar—“lsabella Pledging Her

Jewels,” after the painting by Munoz De-

grain, now in Madrid. Color, rose

salmon.

Two-Dollar—“Columbus in Chains,”
after the painting by Lentze, now in

Providence, R. I. Color, toned mineral

red.

Three Dollar—“Columbus Describing
His Third Voyage,” after the painting by
Francisco Jover. Color, light yellowr-

green.
Four-Dollar—Portraits in circles of

Isabella and Columbus, the portrait of

Isabella after the well-known painting in

Madrid, and that of Columbus after the
Lotto painting. Color, carmine.

Five-Dollar—Profile of the head of

Columbus after a cast provided by ihe

Treasury Department for the souvenir

lifty-cent silver piece. The profile is in

a circle, on the right of which is the fig-
ure of America represented by a female
Indian with a crown of feathers, and on

the left a figure of Liberty, both figures
being in a sitting posture. Color, black.

Wind Made to Wind a Clock.

The Garre de Noi»l, Brussels, has re-

cently been fitted with a mechanical

wonder in the shape of a clock, which,
although constantly exposed to all kinds

of weather, never gets out of repair, nor

does it need to be wound by the hand of

man. It is ,a perpetual time keej>er of

the most unique and original design, the

running weight being kept in constant

motion, either through the influence of

gravitation, as when on the descending
trip, or by the wind’s action on a fan at-

tachment which causes the weight to

rise to a level with the top of the frame-

work. The winding attachment is not a

windmillof the regulation type, as one

might suppose by the headline, but is a

fan placed in a common chimney, the

paddles being acted upon by the natural

“up cast” or “draught.” As soon as

this fan has raised the ‘Running weight”
to its extreme height, the cord to wnich

the weight is attached acts on a wheel

which throws a brake into gear,
and the more rounds of cotd that

are added, so much more strongly
does the brake act to .prevent
the weight from rising any higher, the

checking tendency being transmitted to

the fan wheel with every revolution. A

simple pawl arrangement .prevents the
down draught from exerting any con-

trary influence on the fan wheel. There
is not, one might suppose on farst

thought, any necessity of having a fire in

the stove or fireplace of the chimney to

which this odd dock ¦is attached. The
natural tendency of air is to ascend

through such vents, the draught thus
created being always sufficient for

weight-winding purposes. The clock

might be placed at the top of a hollow
tree with a bottom opening, or any other

cylinder from fifteen to twenty-five feet
in height. With its present attachments
this clock runs but twenty-four hours
after the winding fan stops; but, by the
adaition of another wheel or two, might
be made to run a month or two, even

though the up draught were not suffi-

ciently strong to turn the winding wheel
in the meantime. The inventor is a na-

tive of Belgium. His original models
were on exhibition at the two last Paris

expositions, those of 1878 and 1889.

[St. Louis Republic.

The first A. O. U. W. lodge was insti-
tuted at Meadville, Pa., Oct. 27, 1868,
withJ. J* the father of the

order, as master workman. The lodge
still exists, and is known as Jpffersea
Nn. 1.

NOTES AND COMMENTS.

> A hew marine light which will soon

we in place near Havre will be the most

powerful in the world. Itwillbe visible
at sea a distance of from twenty-two to

fifty-two miles, according to the con-

dition of the weather.

Great Britain, with 35,000,000 people
spends as much for intoxicating beverages
as the United States, with 05,000,000,
But her bequests for religious, educa-
tional and charitable purposes, exclusive

of Braon Hirsch’s benefactions, reached

$15,000,000, as agamst $7,000,000 in
the United States.

Blind Chinese have now a chance at

literature. It is touching to think of
the work of the one-armed Scotch

missionary, W. H. Murray, who has re-

duced the 4000 symbols representing
syllables of the Chinese language to 408
characters representing sounds. The
miserable condition of the blind in China
has made Mr. Murray’s long task a labor
of love.

Ink stains are so frequent that every-
one at times desires something to remove

them. To remove them from linen rub
the spots while wet (if stains are old wet

with water) with tartaric acid; to remove

them from silk, saturate the spot with

spirits of turpentine; after a few hours

rub the spot, and the ink stain will
crumble away without injuring the
fabric.

One of the interesting exhibits of the
World’s Fair, willbe that of Col. George
L. Gillespie, of the Engineer Corps, U.
S. A., who is in charge of the defenses
of New York harbor. He proposes to

display a collection of models showing
the harbor and river improvements of

recent yqars. At this time, when gen-

eral interest is being manifested in river
and harbor improvements and inland

transportation facilities, this will be a

very instructive exhibit.

The statistics of electric railways are

expanding at a great rate. About five
hundred street railroads in the United

States and Canada are operated by elec-

tricity, a gain of nearly two hundred in
two years, and fully equal to oue half of

the total railway system of America.
The investments in these roads have

passed the $200,000,000 mark, but give
no indications of falling off to a lower
rate of increase. In February, 1891, the
investments were estimated at $50,000,-
000, and in 1887 there were only thirteen

electric roads working throughout the

entire country.

In answer to a question as to whether,
in view of the fact that he had some

connection with the Boston Cremation

society, he intended to have his own

body cremated, President Eliot, of Har-

vard, recently said: “No, I shall not be
cremated. 1 subscribed for a share in
the corporation, but it does not follow

from that that I shall be incinerated. I

have purchased a lot in a certain bury-
ing ground and shall be interred in the

usual manner. Still, I believe that cre-

mation is a good thing, especially in

time of an epidemic, and encourage the

movement.”

Mr. Cramp, the ship builder,has many

interesting things to say in the New

York World with respect to the Gould

yacht. It has been reported that the

vessel cost $350,000. Mr. Cramp, who

built it, says it cost $200,000. That is

about as near as popular rumor usually
come to exact figures. But there is some

costly furniture on board with a history.
One piece was carved to order. The bill

for the carving was $30,000. It was pre-
sented timidly, in expectation of wrath,
but Gould quietly drew his check for the

amount and then drew another check for

$5,000 and handed it to the maker of

the furniture without a word. The moral

of this story seems to be that even Jay
Gould had occasional spasms of liberality
when the game had gone his way in

Wall street.

Few people who have not kept house

in Germany or Austria-Hungary know

what a solving of the transportation
problem it is for the post to deliver

C. O. D. packages. The Postal Union

does this throughout the countries

mentioned. For farmers and the dwellers

in town and village it is a great blessing.
The post takes almost everything; for

instance, one orders poultry, hams,
honey, butter, fruit (in baskets), fresh

fish, etc., from localities as far apart as

the Black Forest, the North Sea and the

middle of Hungary. The cost of tran-

sportation is usually 15 cents, never over

20. One sees the haudy yellow wagons
in nearly every street of all the towns

and cities delivering parcels,; in the

village it is a yellow hand-cart, ind
among the mountains the uniformed

post-man is loaded with bundles.

TnE, latest news ol the cholera in

Europe shows that the danger of an in-

vasion from it next summer is by no

means chimerical and that the precau-
tions taken or urged on this side are not

objectionable on the score of being un-

necessary. New cases and deaths con-

tinue to be announced in Hamburg in

number great enough to render that port
an object of vigilant scrutiny. The

Russian returns of the epidemic are sur-

prising by their magnitude. Statistics

are not well kept in Russia, nor is the

standard of medical knowledge high.
The distinction between “European”
and “Asiatic” cholera in the reports is

very possibly without foundation. In

any case, the total of 205,700 deaths is

appalling. It behooves us, warns the

New York Times, not only to take every
means of keeping cholera out, but to

make sure that it shall find no con-

venient breeding places even if it gains
admittance.

Convict labor on state roads is ad-

vocated by Mr. Charles F. C. Smith, a

leading citizen of Leavenworth, Kans
,

who thus outlines his plan: He proposes
that the labor needed for the permanent
improvement of roads shall be furnished

by the convicts in the penitentiary at

Lansing. His plan provides for a road-

engineer, who shall make specifications
for a road system which makes all State

roads uniform in character. When all is

in readiness for labor, the convicts are to

be divided into squads of such size as

seems practicable. They will then be

taken to the section of the State where

roads are to be built and housed In tem-

porary barracks erected for the puipose.

They will work on the roads in the

spring, summer, and fall, when they ¦will

be returned to Lansing and employed in

manufacturing clothing and the imple-
ments needed in the road work. Mr.
Smith would make all roa d taxes pay-
able in money and have them turned
over to the State to be used in defray-
ing the expense of guarding and feeding
the convicffe.

For Leanness. —Leanness is generally
caused by the lack of power in the di-

gestive organs to assimilate the fat-pro-
j (lucing elements of food. First restore

digestion, take plenty of -sleep, drink all

tie water the stomach will bear in the

morning on rising, take moderate exer-

cise in the open air, eat oatmeal, cracked

wheat, graham mush, baked sweet ap-

ples, roasted -and broiled beef, bathe
*daily and cultivate jolly people.

FOR THE CHILDREN.

story of two horse friends.

1 willtell you a little incident that
came under my observation when I was

taking my vacation last summer. I stop-
ped at a farm house and the farmer was

the owner of a pair of chestnuts horses
named Doll and Jack. He had raised
them from colts, had always stabled and
driven them together and they were con-

sequently much attached to each other.
Last summer he turned them out to

pasture and while wandering around the
fields I noticed the incident. Doll has
been blind several years, but she never

betrayed it by her gait when traveling.
In the pasture she would sometimes be-

come separated from her mate and as

soon as she discovered it she would com-

mence to search for him. Sometimes she
would whinny and ho would respond to

her, when she would go directly toward
him and when she found him they would
rub their noses together.

At other times Jack would not answer,
but would stop eating, raise his head
and watch the course his blind mate

would take—back and forth across the-

pasture, each time turning toward the

left and nearing the fence at each turn.

Frequently she would stop and listen.
If she was nearing the mischievous Jack
he would stand perfectly still, but if she
was some distance away"he would stamp
his feet two or three times when Doll
was listening. She was always sure of

finding him, though sometimes it would
take an hour to do it, and then they
would go away, side by side cropping
the fresh grass.

When they went to the spring in one

corner of ilie lot to drink, Jack always
led the way, and he would stay besides
the trough and call to his mate until she
stood beside him and both would drink 7

together.
One day a terrible racket was deard

in the pasture, and. it was kept up 60

long that one of the men was sent to see

what it was all about. Doll had gotten
one of her feet caught in the 3pokes of

an old wagon wheel that lay in the

pasture. She stood very still and quiet
in the trap into which she had walked,
but Jack was thrashing around the pasture
and neighing as though he had been

hired to rouse the neighborhood. Doll

was released while Jack stood by and

watched the operation with apparent de-

light that was manifested with a wild

gallop around the lot wfyen she was once

more free. —[Utica (N.Y.) Observer.

FIGHT WITH A WHARF RAT.

Wharf rats are, as you may or.may not

know, much larger than the ordinary
rat, and I lately saw an enormous one

that had been killed under pecular and

exciting circumstances.

A young man who lives in a flat in

Boston, fully three miles from the near-

est wharf, was standing before the basin

in his bath-room washing his hands,
when he heard a noise as of something
moving around in the little closet under

the basin. Stooping over, he opened the

door, when out jumped an immense rat.

It was so large that the gentleman at first

thought it was a cat, the light in the

bath-room being dim. The rat jumped
into the bath-tub, and the jontleman
climbed upon the marble slab around the

wash-bowl, and called for his mother to

bring him a weapon of some kind—“to

killthe biggest rat in Boston,” he said.

Finally his mother brought him an

iron carpet-stretcher with a handle six

feot long. She opened the door just far

enough to thrust in the weapon, after

b-.ing assured that the rat was still in the

tub.

“And then the fun began,” said my

friend when he told me the story. “The

moment I picked up the carpet-stretcher
the rat was on the defensive. It was

getting dark in the bath-room, and, I

lighted the gas, and the instant I did so

the rat gave a little squeal and jumped
upon the edge of the tub. I struck at

him, but missed him, and he seized the

handle of my weapon and clung to it

with his teeth until I could hardly shake

him off. When I did shake him off he

jumped for me. Iwas still on the marble

slab, and when he landed on it I jumped
into the tub. When I struck at him the

second time he dodged the blow ind

made for me again, squealing as loud as

a young pig. I didn’t auppose that any-

thing in the shape of a rat could make

such a noise. The families living in the

flats above and below ours heard him dis-

tincfly, and came to ask what it all

meant. Quite a crowd collected at the

bath-room door, but I warned them not

to open the door.
‘‘The rat and I changed places three

times before I could hit him, and then

his rage was something terrible. He

squealed louder than ever, and buried
his teeth in the handle of my weapon.
I shook him off, and he tried to jump
up to where I was, but he fell short. It
was wonderful how he dodged my blows,
and I narrowly escaped being bitten

three or four times. Finally I pinned
him down in a corner with the'iron teeth

of the carpet-stretcher, holding him so

he could not escape, but he" fought and

struggled and squealed just as long as he

could, and he died with his teeth fast-

ened in the handle of my weapon.
“The bath-room presented a gory ap-

pearance. There was blood everywhere.
The rat was almost as large as a wood-

chuck, and he bore marks of age.”
‘‘But how did he ever get into the

closet under the basin?" I asked.
‘‘That mystery will never be cleared

up in full,” was the reply. “There was

a big hole in the floor around the escape-

pipe of the basin in the closet, and he

bad evidently made his debut through
that hole. I think he must have come

from the wharf through the sewer pipes,
-but just how he brought up in that closet

J don’t know. I do know that he was

there and on the war-path, and a more

formidable foe I never want to encounter

-within the narrow limits of a bath-room.
*—[Harper’s Young People.

There are 186 me* and 186 women kr the
*

New Hampshire Insane Asylum.

LINES TO A SKELETON

toehold tbij ruin ! ’Twaa & skull,

OnceofAlhcr.al spirit lull,

rhia narrow Cell was life’s retreat,

Diia space was thought’s mysterious seat.

What beauteous visions fil'ed this spot!
What dreams of pleasure long forgot I

Nor hop?, nor love, nor joy, nor fear

Has left ike trace of record here.

Beneath this molderiug canopy,
Ones shone the bright ani busy eye;

But start cot *t the dismal void—-

,lfsocial love that eye employed;
Ifwith no lawless tire it gleamed,

But through the dews of kindness beamed

That eye shall be forever bright

When stars and sun are sunk in night.

Within this liol'ow cavern hung

Tho ready, swift and tuneful tongue;
Iffalsehood's honey it disdained,

And wjienit could not praise was chained;

iS bold in virtue’s causo it spoke,

Yet gentle concord never broke.

This silent tongue shall speak for thee

When timo unveils eternity.

Bay, did those fingers delve the mino?

Or with its envied rubies shine?

To hew the rock or wear the gem

Can little now avail to them.

But ifthe page of truth they sought,

Or comfort to the mourner brou. ht,

These hands a richer meed shall claim

Than all that waits on wealth or lame.

Avails itwhether bare or sbed,
These feet the paths of duty trod ?

Iffrom the bowers of easa they fled,
To seek affliction’s humble shed?

If grandeur’s guiltybribe tli=y spurned,

And home to vir.ue’s cot returned,
These feet with angels’ ieet shall vie

And tread the palace of the sky.

THE MONTHS.

January brings the snow.

Makes our feet and fingers glow.
February brings the rain.
Thaws the frozen lake again.
March brings breezes, sharp and chilly
Shakes the dancing daffodil.

April brings the primrose sweet,
Scatters daisies at our feet.

May brings flocks of pretty lambs

Sporting round their fleecy dams.

June brings tulips, lilies, roses,

.Fills the children's hands with posies.
Hot July brings thunder-showers,
Apricots and gilly-flowers.
August brings the sheaves of corn,
Then the harvest home is borne.

Warm September brings the fruit;
Sportsmen then begin to shoot.

Brown October brings .the pheasant;
Then to gather nuts is pleasant.
Dull November brings the blast—

Hark! the leaves are whirling fast.

Cold December brings the sleet,
Blazing fire and Christmas treat.


