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CHAPTER IV.—(Continued.)
“Ah!” exclaimed Aube, raisin? her face

at this revelation, and looking wondering-
ly in the old lady’s face.

“It was this necessity which kept her

from coming to see you again and again.
If she had done so, she says, she could

not have kept you here.”

“My mother!” sighed Aube, with her

eyes dilating; and the Superior went on in

the same low, sweet voice:

“She says now. Aube, that you are a

woman grown, and that she can bear the

, separation no longer—that her heart

yearns for you—that she cannot rest until

she clasps to her breast all that is left to

her of that dear husband who was to her

as a god—l give you her own words, my

child: and I ought to utter words of re-

proof on the vanity—the wickedness of
a woman giving herself up so wholly to

such a love—but—but—but, my .darling,
I cannot scy them now. For it touches

me to the heart, Aube, and I can only
see the sweet, loving widowed mother

there, all those thousands of miles away

—stretching out her trembling hands, my

darling, her longing eyes strained yearn-

ingly to me, as she says, ‘I have done my

duty,—l have worked, and watched, and

waited—lhavedoneall that he would have

had me do, and now that my long pen-

ance is fulfilled,give me back my child.’ ”

The solemn silence was broken now by
Luce’s sobs, as she sank into a chair, and

laid her head upon its arm.

“Yes, my dearest one,” continued the

Superior, “we poor women here, devoted
as we are, have never known a mother’s

love; but as I read that letter, Aube, I

seemed to realize it all. Between its Hues

there stand forth in burning words all
that yon poor, patient woman tried to ex-

press, and suffer as I may at having to

part from you, I know it is your duty to

go to her—to go, as she says, at once, for
life is short, and I can send you to her,
glad in my heart, with the blessings of all

here, and say we now send you back the
infant you confided to us, a woman now,

and as sweet and true and pure as ever

knelt before God.”
“Sister Elise! Mother!” sobbed Aube.

“My child!”

There was another long pause, and then

smiling on her pupil the Superior took
the letter, and placed it in Aube’s hands.

“Take it and read it, dear,” she said

calmly now—“it is the letter of a mother,
of whom you may say, . ‘Thank heaven,
I am her child!’ It is a terrible experi-
ence, for it is a long voyage, aud to a

land of which till now I have heard

naught but evil. Now I know that there
is one there whom I should be glad to
call sister, and now there will be one

whom I am glad to call my spiritual
daughter. Hayti cannot be all bad, Aube,
so now wipe away those tears, for the
pangs are past, and it is a day of joy—-
the day on which the first steps are taken

Jto rejoin two such hearts as yours.”
“But, mother, am I to go soon?”
“In a day or two at most. The Consul

brought me the letter. He had received
one as well, and his orders were to find
some good family returning to the island
in whose charge you could make the voy-

age. This might have been months, Aube,
but heaven smiles upon the project, and
the Consul tells me of a widow lady who
has been in Paris a year with her daugh-
ter about your age. She, too, lost her

husband, it seems, in the war when your
father died. This Madame Saintone will
be glad to be your chaperon, my child,
her daughter your companion, but ”

“But, what, mother?” whispered Aube,
who seemed half stunned.

“The mail steamer leaves Havre within
a day or two, I hear, and our parting will
be very soon.”

Aube gazed at her wildly.
“No, no,” my darling, no more tears,”

whispered the Snperior, kissing her. “Go
to your room now, and rest and pray.
Thhn read your letter as I would have
you read i£. Go, my child. Your true,
loving mother, who mus( liuve passed
through a martyrdom for your sake, waits
to press you to her heart. Luce, my
child.”

Luce started faom the chair, to run for-
ward withher face swollen and convulsed
with weeping, to lead her companion to

the room they shared.

As the door closed Aube flung her arms

about her friend and sobbed out:
“Luce! Luce! is it all true?”
Luce was silent, only gazed at her wild-

ly as Aube raised the folded letter to her
lips and kissed it passionately.

“Yes, mother,” she said, gazing before

her. with a wild, far-off look, “yes, moth-
er, I come!”

“Aube!” rang out in a wild cry.

‘'Luce, darling, what are you thinking?”
cried Aube, startled by the agony in her
friend’s eyes.

“I was thinking you must not, shall
not go.”

Aube shrank from her with the letter

pressed to her lips once more, and she
stood blanched, hard and strange-looking
as if she had been turned to stone.

“Aube, darling, what will poor Faul
say?’

CHAPTER Y.
“You're a fool, Jules Deffrard.”
“You’re a gentleman, Etienne Saiu-

tone.”

“There, I beg your pardon, man, but
you make me angry. Have you no am-

bition ?”

“Of coure I have; to become your broth-
er-in-law. What day will the steamer
arrive?”

“How should I know? I’m in no hurry;
place has been right enough without the
old lady.”

“Dullenough without Antoinette.”
“Rubbish! What a sentimental lover

you are,” cried the first speaker, as he

lazily tilted back the cane chair in which
he balanced himself so as to reach a

cigar from a little table, placing one in
his lijje and throwing another to his vis-a-
vis.

They were two well enough looking
young men—dark, sallow, and well-dress-

ed, after the fashion of the creole of the

South. They were seated in the broad

veranda es a good house, slightly ele-

vated and overlooking the town of Port

an Prince, and over it, away to sea, with

its waters of deep and dazzling blue.

“Now, then, light up. I want to talk

to you. Have some’rack?”

“No; had enough. Talk away.” ’
“Well, look here, then,” said Saintone,

lowering his voice, after a glance round
to see that they were not likely to be over-

heard. “I’ve quite made up my mind to

join the Vaudoux.”
“And I’ve made up my mind not to,”

Replied Deffrard, tilting back his chair;
“I’m going to be very good now, and

marry your sister.”

“Tchahl”

“Ah, you may talk and sneer, but what

would she say ?”

“That you are, as I say. a fool. Who's

going to tell her what we do. Suppose 1

should go and tell my mother as soon as

she gets back?”

“But what do you want to join them

for—to go to their feasts and dances?
l’ah! 1 fancy I can smell the niggers
here.”

“To go to their feasts, man? Where

are your brains?” cried Saintone, beniN

iu* toward his friend. “Can’t you see,

boy, that I mean to take a big place in
the Government?”

“Yes; you are always talking about it.”

“Well, to get there, 1 must have votes.”

“Of- course.”

“Black votes are as good as colored,
man.”

"You’llget yourself mixed up with some

political rising, and be shot as your father

was.”

"Well, that’s my business. Now, look

here; if I belonged to the Vaudoux sect,
and came out pretty liberally to the Pa-

paloi
”

“Papaloi?” interrupted Deffrard. “How
did they get that word?”

“Papa, roi, stupid. Father King,” said

Saintone, impatiently.
“Ah! I see; their way of sounding the

r—roi—loi.”

“These priests will influence the people
on my behalf, and I am safe to be

elected.”

“Well, yes, I suppose so; but—”

“Hang your buts! Don’t hesitate so.

Look here, Duff, you want to marry An-
toinette.’’

"Of course.”

“Well, then, I expect my brother to sup-
port me in everything, so you’ll have to

join once for all with me.”
“What, the Vaudoux?”
“Yes, and I mean to be initiated at

once.”

“And you want me to be initiated, too?”
“Of course.”
“Oh, very well—that is. if you wiilback

me up with your sister and mother.”

“Trust me for that; you shall have
her.”

“I'm ready, then; but I 'don’t like it.

Hang it all, one hears all kinds of hor-
rors about them.”

“Old women’s tales. There, I’m going
through the town. You can walk with
me part of the way.”

“Going over to the priest to see—-
ahem!”

“Mind your own business. I’m going
to take the first steps toward our initia-

tion, so be ready to go any night I warn

you.”
“But ”

“No hanging back; you have prom-

ised.”

“Yes, and so have you,” said the young
man, getting up languidly; “but I say,
Fill there be anything to pay. Isn’t it

something like the foreigners' freemason-
ry?”

“Nothing to pay, but some bottles of
rum, and I'll see to them. Now come

along.”
They strolled off together down the

shaded road leading to the town, passing
plenty of suiky. defiant-looking mulattos
and heavy-jawed, independent, full-blood-
ed negroes, who generally favored them
with a broad grin; but no sooner had they
reached the far side of the town, and
Deffrard had taken off his straw hat to

wipe his streaming brow, than Saintone
said in a laughing, contemptuous way:

“There! Go home and cool yourself. Be
a good boy aud the steamer will soon be
here and you can go courting to your
heart’s content.”

“I don't like this Vaudoux business,"
grumbled Deffrard to himself, as he went

one way.

“I can make the fool useful,” said Sain-

tone, with a sneering laugh, and he went

in the other direction, away toward where
the slovenly plantations and the country
began with its luxuriant growth, among
which hidden here and there peeped out

the cottages of the blacks, with their

overgrown gardens full of melons run-

ning wild, yams, and broad flap-leaved
bananas, looking like gigantic hart's

tongue ferns.

Etienne Saintone was so devoted to the
object he had in view that he paid no

heed to a gigantic-looking black whom he

had encountered in the narrow track or

lane running in and out among squalid
cottages, in front of which nearly nude
black children basked in the sunshine.

But the black turned and looked after
him curiously, and taking up an old and

battered straw hat, frowned, and slowly
followed in the young man’s steps as he
went on for quite a quarter of a mile, the

cottages growing less frequent and su-

perior in aspect, more bidden, too, among
the trees.

All at once Saintone looked sharply
round, as if to see whether he was ob-

served; but as if expecting this, the black

had thrown himself down beneath a

rough fence, and if in his hasty glance
Saintone saw anything, it was that com-

mon object of the country, a black bask-

ing in the sun.

His glance round satisfied him, and he

turned otf sharply to the left; and, as he

disappeared among the trees, the black

rolled over three or four times, by this

means crossing the track and reaching
the shelter of the over-hanging foliage,
among which hq, too, plunged and dis-

appeared.

At the end of about a hundred yards
Saintone stepped over the rough fence of
a solitary cottage, at whose door a mu-

latto girl was seated, idly twisting to-

gether some thin shavings of cane, to

form a plait. She had seen the white
jacket of the young man approaching,
and had uttered a slight laugh, as her

eyes closed till only a glimpse of her
dark pupils could be seen, as she watch-

ed the track in a sidelong way, aiid begun
to hum over a wild, weird ditty, one well

known among the Haytian blacks, an air

probably brought by some of their race

from their native Africa.
“Ah, Genie, dear,” cried Saintone, as

he caught sight of the woman in the

dark, shadowy interior.

“Mass’ Saintone?” she replied, with an

affected start and look of wonder.

“Yes,” he said, laying his hand upon
her shoulder. “How pretty you look to-

day. Didn’t you see me coming?”
“No, sab. I was busy here. What do

you want?”

“What dp I want? Why, I’ve come to

see you, dear’” I a*.,.,.

“Oh,” said the girl, coldly. “Mass’

Saintone could have come last week —two
weeks —three weeks ago—but he never

came. Thought you never come again.”
“Oh, nonsense! I’ve been too busy.”
“Yes,” said the woman, quietly, “Mass’

Saintone’s always very busy; but h* came

every day.”

“Yes, and I’m coming every day again,
dear,” be said, as he threw his arm

round her and tried to draw her to him.

As he did so there was a faint sound as

of a hissing breath at the back of the

place, and Saintone looked sharply round.

"What’s that?” he said.

“Snake or little lizard.” said the woman,

coldly, freeing herself from his arm.

“Oh. come, don’t do that,” said Sain-

toue. laughing, as he tried again to catch

her in his arms; but she eluded him, and

her eyes opened wildly now.

“No; go and make love to the new

lady.” she said, spitefully.
“What new lady?” he cried. “Why,

you silly, jealous girl, I never loved any-

one but you.”
“Lies!” said the woman, vindictively.
"It’s true!” he cried angrily. “Come,

Genie, don’t be so foolish.”

“It is not foolish. That is all over. Go
to her.”

“Why, you silly thing, 1 tell you I have

been too busy to come.”

“Yes, too busy to send a boy to say

mass’ eau't. All lies.”

“Geuie!”

“I know. I am not a fool,” she said,
scornfully.

“Sit down, silly girl,”he cried. “There,
I will not try to touch you: I’ll smoke a

cigar. Look here,” he continued, as he

lit the little roll of tobacco, “I’ll now

prove to yon how true I am. Do you

kaow why I came to-day?”
“Because you said Genie is a fool, and

will believe all I say.”

“No,” he said in a low voice, as he

leaned toward her. “I came up because
Iwanted you to help me, dear. I want to

be more as if Iwere one pf you.”
The woman shook her head, and half

closed her eyes; but he had moved her,
and she watched him intently, as she
stood shaking her head.

“Yon understand me,” he whispered.
“The Vaudoux, 1 want to join—to be one

of you. There, do you believe I love you
now ?”

“No.” she said, panting. “Don’t know
what you mean.”

“Y’ou do,” he whispered. “You need

not try and hold me off. I know you are

one of them.”

“One of the Vaudoux—you?”
“Yes. You can take me to one of your

priests, and let me join at the first meet-

ing.”

“The Vaudoux?” she said, opening her

eyes widely now. “Ah, yes, I know what
you mean. Oh, no; you conld not join
them. They say it is all very dreadful
and secret. No one knows who they are

or what they do.”

“Yes,” he said, laughing, “you do for

one, for you could take me to join
them.”

“Oh, no.” she cried, with an eager move-

ment of her hands, as if she disclaimed
all such knowledge. “It is only the
blacks who know of that.”

“You are trifling with me,” he

“You are offended because I have been

away so long. Now I have come and

want to be nearer to you than ever, you

refuse.”
“What can I do?”

“Take me to one of their meetings to-

night.” '
“I?” *ried the woman, shaking her

head. “You play me with now. How
could I know?”

“You mean you will not,” he said,
fuming.

“Eugenie will not do what she cannot,”
replied the woman, coldly.

“All-very well,” he said in a cavalier

way. “I daresay I can find some one else
who will take me to a meeting; or, I
don’t know! it does not matter. I dare-

say I shall give it up. Well, I must be

off back.”

“Going?” suid the woman, coldly.
“Yes, I am going now. A bit disap-

pointed, of course, but it does not matter.

Good-by.”
(To be continued.)

BARNUM’S WOOING.

The Greut Showman Knew Human
Nature Pretty Well.

The recent marriage of the widow of

P. T. Barnuni to a wealthy Greek has
brought out a story of how* the great
showman won his English bride. It
was his theory that the people liked to

be humbugged, and he made good use

of the idea in the managqpient of his

show, but It willbe news to many that

he worked the same scheme In securing
his British wife. As the story goes

Barnum at the time was Mayor of

Bridgeport. He was lonesome, and his

beautiful home, Waldemere, on the

shore of Long Island Sound, was not

much visited, except by sightseers. He

became interested in the beautiful

daughter of John Fish, of Southport,
England, a retired manufacturer, and

solicited her hand in marriage. Bar-

num was well advanced in years, and
knew his fame as the prince of show-
men was not sufficient to win. the prize.
In fact, that fame might have hurt his
suit more than helped it, for Miss Fish

greatly disliked the notoriety attached

to the “greatest show on earth,” and

after she married its Owner always
managed to hold herself aloof from the

publicity her husband loved so well.

But the old showman’s knowledge of

the English love for official celebrity
led him to play a winning card. He

had his photograph taken with Walde-

mere as a background. The picture
represented him seated in a showy lan-

dau, harnessed to four beautiful black
horses, his coachman on the box and

two footmen up behind. Under the

photograph were the words, “Lord

Mayor of Bridgeport.” A copy of this

picture was forwarded to Miss Fish,
and Bamum always thought it “did
the business.”

The Farmer and the Sportsman.
A gentleman of means, and an enthu-

siastic sportsman, having purchased
a country residence, began (to the as-

tonishment of his neighbors) to devote
his time to his gun and hounds, in-

stead of the culture of his land. After

a time an old farmer took a favorable

opportunity to make some remarks up-
on his course, tijat was, in his view, not

only profitless, but devoid of interest.
“If you will for one day go with me,"
said the sportsman, “I think I can

convince you that it is intensely inter-

esting and exciting.” The farmer con-

sented to do so; and the next morning,
before daybreak, they wended their

way to their hunting ground. The

dogs soon scented a fox, and were off,
and the two worthies followed, through
woods and meadows, and over hills,
for two or three hours. At last the

sportsman heard the dogs driving the

game in their direction; and soon the

pack, in full cry, came over a hill that
had previously shut out the sound.

“There! my friend,” said the sports-

man, “there! did you ever hear such

heavenly music as that?” The farmer

stopped in an attitude of intense atten-

tion for some moments, and then said.
“Well, the fact is, those confounded

dogs make such a noise I can’t hear the

music!”

Do not nurse good intentions, but give
them Immediate exercise.

NOTES AND COMMENTS.

The tendency in modem English build-

ings is to do away with stairs in favor of

inclined planes. This will be good news

to the man wlto is always taking twenty-
three steps in the dark on a twenty-two

step stair.

The exact value of the Chinese war in-
demnity to be paid to Japan was, at the

time of its enactment. 300,000,000 keep-
ing taels,or measured as Chinese exchange
usually is, by Mexican silver dollars, $l5O,
176,000 in American money.

At least there is one locality in the wide
world where prohibition prevails, and that

is on the waters of the North Sea. By an

agreement recently entered into between

Hie powers of Europe, the sale of liquor to

fishermen aud sailors in that sea is prohib-
ited.

A woman named Butler is the first of

her sex to vote at a geueral election in En-

gland. Her name was put by mistake on

the votiog list of Barrow, and the presid-
ing officer at the polls held that he bad no

authority to inquire into her sex when the
name was ouce on the list.

A correspondent of a Chicago paper
calls attention to the curious fact that 50,-

000 children are running on the streets of

New- York because that city lias no school
accommodations for them. Mayw Strong
is at work securing new sclioolhouses, and
he declares that he will soon see that the

defect is remedied.

The National Education Society recent-

ly held at Denver approved the geueral
movement throughout (lie country for pro-
moting educatiou in the field of American

citizenship, and has emphasized the im-

portance of placing before the people of

our country fuller history of what has

been accomplished by arbitration to se-

cure peace throughout the country.

Certain Missouri towns and counties aro

arranging to send a trainload of the State’s

products through the principal sections at

the country. This suggests the fact that

while Missouri has many resources,aud is,
in fact, one of the most prosperous of the

States, little has been done to exploit it.
The failure of the last legislature to pro-

vide for an immigration bureau is regretted
by the citizens generally.

Chicago is doing work on its public li-

brary, which furnishes a good example to

other American cities. The fine now

building just completed is to be decorated
in the best style, no less than SOOO,OOO be-

ing appropriated for this work and for fur-

nishings. Boston lias long held the su-

premacy for its public library, but the en-

thusiasm shown by Chicago will make the

young western city a dangerous rival for

first place. •

llerk is more bad news for the horse.

They are slaughtering the animal iu the

West and making himjinto canned corned

beef, and now he is attacked another way
in the East. William Bteiuway, the pianp
maker, has begun the erection of a factory
:at the little town on Long Island that bears
his name, aud here the motors for horse-

less carriages will be made. It is likely
that the plant willbe increased so that the

entire carriage, motor and all, will be com-

pleted on the spot.

According to a London paper, the ef-
forts of the railroad employees charged ’
with a recent transportation of the Prin-

cess of Wales and her daughters on a short

trip went to laughable lengths to insure a

spick and spun appearance for their train.

The coals in the tender were whitewashed,
the top layer only, and the flremun drew
his supply from a trap door at the bottom,
preserving tlie snowy appearance unbroken.

It is, of course, too late to suggest that

this was not high art. It would have been
in better taste to have polished each piece
separably, after carefully washing off all

superfluous dust. A high degree of nat-

ural perfection is preferable always to any
veneer. But coal stokers probably do not

read Buskin, so their transgression of the

canons of taste was quite pardonable.

The ‘‘new woman” lias been reduced to

the composite. The New York World lias

taken what it considers the twelve most

advanced women of the day and made of

them a composite photograph. The World
selects Mrs. Elizabeth Cady Stanton,Busan
B. Anthony, Frances E. Willard, Mrs. E.
B. Graunis, Lady Henry Somerset, Mrs.

Annie Besant. ltev. Anna Shaw, Mrs.
Belva A. Lockwood, Mrs. Mary E. Lease,
Lillie Dcvereux Blake, Mme. Sarah

Grund and Mrs. Mary Livermore. Of its

production it says: “Itwill be seen at once

that the composite new woman has a

strong face. It is an intellectual face and
—it is said with some regret—possibly a

stern; unyielding face. Yet it is a face
that indicates character and progression.”
The predominant feature is the mouth,
which is a sad, fixed mouth. In fact, the

face is only saved from acidity by its ear-

nestness. Is not here a lesson that our

tasks iu life should not be allowed to take

therefrom all its cheer?

Wuktheu Cedar Island, one of the

Shoals group, is in Maine or New Hamp-
shire and whether the government charts

or claims run by the point of the compass
are correct are disputes that will soon be

fought out in the courts. For a long time
there has been a quarrel between Lemuel
Caswell and his nepiiew, Clarence, as to

their respective rights of ownership on the
island—based on deeds. One party to the

controversy claims that the island is wholly
within the jurisdiction of the State of

Maine and that the line follows the cen-

tre of the channel between Star and Cedar,
leaving the former iu New Hampshire and

the latter iu Maine. But the uncle as-

serts that the line runs by point of com-

pass from the centre of the channel at the

mouth of Portsmouth Harbor, and diagon-
ally divides Cedar Island and, placing the

southern portion, in which is the house in

which Clarence Caswell lives, in New

Hampshire, and that the State of Maine
could not convey wlmt it did not own.

In a paper read by Dr. Swope before the

Kentucky Medical Society recently he sum-

marized tile accepted points in the treat-

ment of consumption, namely a dry cli-

mate, having a maximum number of fair

days and a minimum humidity, with slight
range of temperature, a moderate degree
of high altitude, and ampler facilities for
outdoor life. Among the data made by
Dr. Swope in this connection is that of

permanent or even long continued resi-

dence. Both research and experience
have led to the conclusion that Southern
New Mexico comes nearer to fulfilling
what is required for the advantageous
treatment of pulmonary diseases, and es-

pecially to be mentioned is the high plateau
southeast of Silver City, partly across

which runs the little mountain stream

Mimbres, until it loses itself in the dry,
sandy plains. This plateau, about 4500
to 5000 feet iu altitude, about fifty miles

long and forty wide, is sheltered on every
side by high mountain ranges and peaks,
has constant Winds from the northwest and

west, its maximum-temperature is 00 de-

grees, and here an invalid may be out of

doors 360 days in Hie year.

The contrast between the career of Dr.
Marion A. Cheek, whose death ju Siam
has just been announced, and the career

of some of the unhappy missionaries in
China is great, indeed. Dr. Cheek went

to Siam in 1874 as a missionary. Fortu-

nately for him, he had studied medicine
in this country, and his knowledge soon

uroeg.it niui into prominence.' Tne native

physicians were unable to contend with

the insidnous diseases of the country, and

tbeikictoi’s fame as a successful physician
soon spread abroad. The wife of the

chief of the Lavs fell ill,and the natives

tried in vain to heal her. She was taken

to the "white magician," who cured her.

and immediately became a man of great
influence in tie country. Among hi&
patients were soon numbered members of

the royal family and prominent men of

Siam. A few years ago the Borneo Com-

pany found it necessary to carry on its

negotiations with the people of North
Siam through Dr. Cheek, as his influence

was greater than that of any white man in

the country. Honors of all kinds were

showered upon him, but be never accepted
an official place under the crown,although
he had the refusal of many. His death is

sincerely regretted. Mrs. Cheek lias been

in California for some time. It was there

she received the word of her husband's

death.

How to Breathe.

An gave good advice

to a young lady who coirfplained of

sleeplessness He said: "Learn how

to breathe and darken your room

completely, and you won’t need any

doctoring.
”

“Learn how to breathe! I thought
that was one thing we learned before

coming into a world so terribly full

of other things to be learned,” the

insomniac said ruefully.
"On the contrary, not nne in ten

adults knows how to breathe. To

breathe perfectly is to draw the

breath in long, deep inhalations,

slowly and regularly, so as to relieve

the lower lungs of all noxious accu-

mulations. Shallow breathing won’t

do this. 4

"I have overcome nausea, head-

ache, sleeplessness, seasickness and

even more serious threntenlngs by

simply going through a breathing ex-

ercise—pumping from my lower

lungs, as it were, all the malarial in-

halations of the day by long slow,

ample breaths. Try it before golnjf
to bed, making sure of standing where

you can inhale pure air, and then

darken your sleeping room complete-
ly. We live too much in an electric

glare by night. If you still suffer

from sleeplessness after this experi-
ment is fairly tried, I shall be sur-

prised.”

Citric Acid.

Enormous quantities of citric add are

used in calico printing, in pharmacy, and
in the preparation of artificial lemonade.

About an ounce and a quartor(s7o grains)
of pure citric acid dissolved in a pint of,

water gives a solution which has the aver-

age acidity of good lemon juice. When

diluted with several times its hulk of

water, sweetened with sugar, and scented

with a single dpop of esseof lemon, an

artificial lemonade is cheaply produced,
which is much used as a cooling drink in
fever hospitals.

It lias also been used in the navy as a

substitute for fresh lemon juice in the

-treatment or prevention of scurvy, hut has

been found much less efficient, in fact,
this artificial lemonade Is by no means

equal to that made from pure lemon juice,
whether used at table or for invalids. In

rheumatism or rheumatic gout, the fresh

juice of the lemon is preferred ou account

of the bicitrate of potash which It Contains.

Puce lemon juice is also a valuable remedy
in sore throat and diphtlierla; eases have
been recorded in which children have ap-
parently been cured of tlds terrible disease

by constantly sucking oranges or lemons.

Pure citric acid possesses, like some

oilier acids, the power of destroying the

had effects of polluted water used for

drinking, hut it is perhaps best to boil the
water before adding a I ti e citric acid to

it.

Curious Wall in Michigan.

Alfred Pagett, a Michigan archaeo-

logist, lias boen making explorations
of an ancient wall which he discov-

ered in that State, which seems to be

a sort of aboriginal counterpart of

tire great wall of China, though some

incredulous people declare that it is

nothing more nor less than a mo-

raive left by some prehistoric glacier.
Mr. Pagett has traced its course from

tiro county line between Tuscola and

Sanilac counties, near Cass City, to

a point near Lake Huron. The wall,
he thinks, makes a complete semi-

circle from Saginaw Bay to Lake

Huron. In its course the wall

touches land covered with bowlders,
scattered over areas from one to five

acres, at intervals of from five to six
miles. At Tyre it is a complete
mass of stones, many being of gigun-
tic size. Mr. Pagett believes there
is not a break in the wall anywhere.
It is remarkably even, running usu-

ally on the edge of a swamp. There
are some who still think the wall a

mere natural freak, but the greater
number believe it the remains of
some ancient fortification, which per-
haps cut off the “Thumb” from the
main peninsula of Michigan.

Fighting One Fire for Forty Years.

The commissioners appointed by
the local government to inquire into
the “history, causes and effect’’ of

the coal mine fires of Pictou County,
Nova Scotia, have just finished tak-

ing evidence. The work of the com-

mission was directed mainly to an

investigation of the Poord pit. This

mine has been on fire in one place or

another since the f>o’s, and it is

burning yet. Explosion after explo-
sion has occurred, and many lives
has been lost. When fire broke out
in one place the miners resorted to

another, sinking a new shaft. To
avoid the fire on an upper lovel a

shaft was sunk and coal taken out on

the level immediately below the fire.

Soon the fire came through, and again
the miners were driven out. Nothing
that the owners could do availed to
drive out the fire, and the splendid
mine has been practically abandoned,
though a little coal has been taken
out on a level below a part that is on

fire. The object of the commission
is to learn whether something cannot
be done to save so valuable a proper-
ty as the Foord pit.

Remarkable Family of Big Boys.

A remarkable family of big boys
met at their old home in Tionesla,
Penn., a few days ago, after many
years of separation. The shortest of
the young men is just six feet tall in

his stocking feet. Two of the broth-
ers are six feet five inches tall, two

others six feet three inches, and the

remaining one six feet two inclns.
The mother and father of the boys,
Mr. and Mrs. Harman Coleman, ure

of only average height.

ALL IN HER CHIN.

The Right Kind of a Woman for a

Man to Marry.

"Never marry a woman with a square,

prominent chin," said the philosopher with

a beard, gazing abstractedly out of the

car window, “unless you want a boss."

“And don’t go off and get a wife with

a retreating chin, either, if you care to

know just what’s going to happen when

you come home at two in the morning.”
This wise observation came from a small

nervous man on the opposite seat.

"That’s right," put in a third, n slovenly
lookiug. stout gentleman in a red necktie
that had gone wrong, "that’s right; nor a

woman with one of those little, round,

sharp pointed chins, for she’ll expect too

much of you, sure. She wou’t wash —no,

sir; she won’t wash."

"But I don’t want to get married," I

protested. "I don’t want a boss. Neither

cjo I want a woman who will take in wash-

ing. If I did waut to get married, I’d
never think of hunting up a woman by
her ehin.”

“Tlie chin is the best indicator of a

woman's true disposition,” replied the

philosopher. "By her ctcn ye shall know

her. Now, there is an ideal domestic

chin up there in the end of this ear—the

other end. One of of chins,

neither pointed nor square, retreating nor

prominent, hut round and dimpled -tlio

blue shirt waist” -

“Hold on there, old man!” exclaimed a

red faced man, with a slight discoloration
beneath his left eye, who had been listen-

ing from an adjacent sent. “You have

beeu chinning there about chins a long
time and 1 ain’t said no word, because it

ain’t none o’ my business, but now you
bring in the little woman in the blue

waist up there, who Itas boon a watchin’

down this way, and site’s my wife, and

you’re dead wrong and don’t know nothin’

about chins. That’s what! For site can

talk the whitewash off’n a fence and does
her wash before breakfast every Monday.
And if you art 1 looking for a boss she’s

right in it. As for knowln' what site’ll

do when you come in full at two o’clock

in the morning—do you see that eye of

mine? Huh! You fellers make me sirk!"
The philosopher looked silently out of

the cur window while the rest of us busily
got our traps together for the next sta-

tion.

Great Texas.

It should be remembered that

Texas has nearly ‘277) 000 square
miles and 174,7)85,840 acres It has

more coal than Pennsylvania, more

iron than Alabama, more granito than

New Hampshire, inoro oak than West

Virginia, more prairie than Kansas,
more corn land than Illinois, more

cotton land than Mississippi, more

wheat land than the two Dakotas,
more sugar land than Louisiana, und

moro rice land than South Carolina.

It contains as many rivers as any
other five States, and as much coas

as any other t hroe. As was appro

priately said by Mayor Tone, of Den

ison, the iron mines of Michigan, the

granite quarries of Maine, the wheat

fields of the Dakotas, the corn fields

of Illinois, thu cotton fields of Mis-

sissippi, the prulries of Kansus, the

oyster beds of Maryland, the orange

groves of Florida and the vineyards
of California are all duplicated in

Texas.

Simplicity of Clever Inventions.

The best way to become an author

is to be born with u brain subject to

flashes of inspiration that will sup-

ply you with lirst cluss plots. But If

you want to bo an Inventor you Hltould
work from the opposite standpoint.
Find a crying need and seek to think

out n meuns by which it may be met.

Here is the fashion in which one man

did this; Walking through a green-

house one day, ho noticed that the

gardener was obliged to go to a good
deal of trouble to raise each venti-

lating window separately.
‘‘Why could not some arrangement

be devised,” this observant individ-

ual said to himself, "by which all

these windows could be opened by
one movement?”

He thought o .er the problem and

contrived a model, and the result was

the apparatus now in use In all con-

servatories.

A Pin Machine.

Among the operative exhibits in

Machinery Hall at the Cotton States

and International Exposition is a pin
machine. It is in two parts, the

first of which makes pins and the

second sticks them in paper. This

willbe done in fullviow of the visit-
ors. A slender thread of brass wire
is Blurted in one end of the machine.
It is cut, pointed and the head put
on, and the completed pin is dropped
into a bath which plates it with

white metal. From this receptacle
the pins are dropped into a sifter,
which carrios them rapidly to the

sticking machine, where they are

stuck in regular rows in the paper,
and a complete paper of pins is
turned out. The mechanism of the

machinery is delicately eloborate,
and one of the most interesting ex-

hibits in the Machinery Hall.

Odd Advertising Scheme.

A Broadway shoe dealer has hit

upon what seems a new advertising
scheme. Every day he places a fine

pair of shoes, narrow fives or sixes,
in his Bhow window', and offers to sell
them at a price ranging from one to

twenty-*ve cents to any man whom

they willfit perfectly. It is a proof
that many New Yorkers have small

feet that the shoes rarely remain un-

sold for more than a day. Though
seemingly new, this is but a variation
of an old and successful scheme of a

well-known Brooklyn firm of hatters
of exhibiting a very large-sized hat
and offering to give it to any man

whose head it will'fit.

Useless Letters.

The French language contains lb

per.cent, of useless letters.. There
are (>,BOO journals published in this

language, and they print 108,000,-
000,000 letters every year, so that

14,040,000,000 letters are printed, not

because they are needed, but because

they have come to be used in the
French language as it is spoken.

SMOOTHING THE WAY.

“Shall I speak to your mother,
Ethel, about our engagement?”

“Yes, George, dear, and don’t be
afraid of her. “She isn’t half so

dreadful as she looks.”

A FLOATING THEATER.

Russia Has Ona, and tha United

Statas May Follow Suit.

The Washington Post is authority
for the statement that a number of
theatrical ladies and gentlemen in
this country contemplate chartering
a steamboat and establishing a Boat-

ing theater, which shall be at the
same time the hotel and the meuns

of transportation of the actors, on

the co-operative principle.
The idea is not original. A St.

Petersburg syndicate has already had
a great steamboat of the character

built, some 400 feet in length and
40 feet in width. The steamer is just
about to start out on a tour of the

Volga, and as many of the Volga
cities and the towns of its navigable
tributaries are without theaters, it is

believed the venture will prove a

gold mine to its projectors.
The Russian floating playhouse is

so constructed that an audience of

1,000 can be comfortably seated. A

large mass of scenery is carried for
the production of an extensive rep-
ertoire of Russian comedies and

dramas and French operettas
The quarters of the actors, actres-

es, supernumeraries, stage hands,
orchestra and ull the crew are in the

extreme bow of the vessel. The ex-

treme stern is taken up with the ma-

chinery, which is of the lightest pos-
sible kind, so that its weight willnot

throw the bow in the air. All tha
fuel is carried under the Ijody of the

theater, which occupies four-fifths of

the entire length of the boat and all
of its width.

From the lowest point of the or-

chestra to the roof is fifty feet. The

stage is a trifle less than thirty feet

in width, and all the scenery is let
down from the flies. The wings are

just wide enough to admit of the en-

trance and exit of the players. Of

course the scenic effects are limited

by the lack of room, but a! much
smoother performance can be given
than in the moagerly equipped thea-

ter of the small town. The players
are not fagged out by a tiresome

journey or made unfit for first-cluss

work by the faro of indifferently con-

ducted hotels.

If such a boat were built by a syndi-
cate in this country its construction

would necessarily bo based upon the

requirements of the largo canals.

Using the stern paddle wlioel it would

be possible to construct a boat of

great beam and length, yet one

which would draw comparatively
little water.

It is suggested that, starting from
New York, such a vessel could make a

trip up along the north shore of Long
Island Sound, stopping at the towns
on the (Connecticut and Rhode Is-
lund coast; thence back to Now Yorkj
and after doing Now Jersey towns,up
the Hudson, slopping at the various

places up to Albany and Troy. From

Albany to Buffalo the Erie Canal

can be used, und once in the lakes

a cracking business would lie open to

the adventurous thospiuns.

Rare Books.

During the last year the most re-

markable acquisition made by the

department of printed books at the

British Museum has been the extra-

ordinary collection of rure English
books, chiefly belles lettros, of the

period of Elizabeth and James I, dis-

covered in 1887 by Mr. C. Edmonds,
at Lamport Hall, Northamptonshire,
the seat of Sir Charles Isham, where

they had been laid aside and forgot-
ten for probubly not loss than two

centuries Twenty-two of these books

have now found a home In Blooms-

bury, And form by far the most im-

portant acquisition in early English
literature made by the museum fora

long time. All are exceedingly
scarce, and two are absolutely unique.
One of these is " The Transformed

Metamorphosis,” u poem by Cyril
Tourneur, the celobruted tragic poet,
1000; the other, "The Lamentations

of Amlntfts for the Doath of Phillis,”

by Thomas Watson, “paraphrasti-
cully translated out of Latin into

English hexamoters by Abrahum

Fraunce,” 1596. A book called *'Epl-
eodion on Lady Helen Branch,” sub-

scribed "W, Har,” is remarkable us

containing an allusion to Shakes-

peare’s “Lucrece.” Only two other

copies of this are known.

Homer and Carrier Pigeons.

The homorand the carrier are both

brilliant fliers, but the homer is the

speedier bird and better fitted for

long distances, The homer has the

widest spread wings of all pigeons,
andean sail for an enormous distance

through midair. It is also consider-

ably lighter than the carrier
and is possessed of more phenomenal
powers of endurance, having been

known to fly 800 miles without

alighting. On a clear day, with a

good sky and favorable wind, 400

miles is an admirable record, al-

though 500 miles a day is the goal
of evory pigeon-flier’s ambition. A

bird that can perform this remarka-
ble feat is worth at leas SIOO, and

may be valued at SSOO if it is capable
of a better record. The bird's game-
ness, stamina, and speed reach their

highest point of excellence at three

and four years of age, which is the
natural prime of life for a flier. After

they have passed their prime they
deteriorate in a scarcely noticeable

degree, and at ten or twelve years of

age are still good for the shorter

distances.

Train Derailed by a Buzzard.

As the mail train on the Pensacola

and Atlantic Division of the Louis-

ville and Nashville Railway was

bowling along between Bonifa.v and

Caryville, Fla., some heavy f object
struck the headlight, smashing tha

glass and knocking the burner off the

lamp The oil caught fire and in an

insta t the front of the engine was

in flames. The engineer was alarmed
and reversed the 1

- lever so suddenly
that the cars bumped together with

great force, injuring several passen-

gers and derailing the engine. By
hard work the flames were extiguished
and then the engine was examined.
It was found that a buzzard had
struck the headlight and caused the
trouble. The bird was found wedged
in the headlights with its feathers
burned off and thoroughly cooked.
The accident cost the railroad several
hundred dollars and traffic was de-
layed for five hours.


