
Tale of a Typewriter.

Raymond Rose sat in his comfortable

after-breakfast chair reading his after-

breakfast newspaper. All his surround-

ings denoted comfort. He was a bachelor

of thirty-live years. His dark and rattier

large face beamed with the kindliness

which comes of being thoroughly com-

fortable. He was neither thin nor stout—-

his frame bad just contrived to hit that

happy medium which is styled “com-

fortable.”

He felt himself a success—in literature.

At thirty-live his position was assured, so

he must, at any rate, have been a moder-

ate success, lie wrote when and what

he pleased. Just now he had completed
a volume of short stories.

In fact. Raymond was one of those

felicitous men who have in tbeir life everv-

thing that they waDt— save one thing,
and they don’t know what that is.

So Raymond Rose read his morning
paper glanced around his own comfortable

apartment, sighed and frowned. Then,

bethinking himself of his volume of short

stories, turned again to the newspaper and
studied the advertisement sheet.

Typewriting done for authors and others

at the rate of Bd. per I,OOJ words; paper
fonnd. Apply MissG. Ramsay, 5 Nether-

court Terrace, N. W.

“Cheap;” muttered Raymond, “dis-

tinctly cheap! Think I'lltry it.”

Then lie began to wonder, in his usual

way, as to what Miss (1. Ramsay looked
like, and whether Nethercourt Terrace

was shabbily genteel or dirtily slum-like.
“It’s almost like ‘sweating,’” he mur-

mured. “I suppose she is hard up.
Wants work badly, perhaps. The price
does seem fearfully low all the same. Aid

well, ’tis the same for me as for any one

else,”
- Prom which it may be deduced that if

Raymond’s talents were a little above the

average, his philanthropy was quite nor-

mal. Not that he was mean. No one

ever thought of calling him that. Only
his enemies dared to hint that he was

“close.” He was merely the ordinary
Engiish business man.

He sat him down before a desk aud

penned a note, which he adiiressed to

Miss G. Ramsay, of Nethercourt Terrace.

The missive contained a request to lie in-

formed whether Miss Ramsay could under-

take to type-write Mr. Rose’s “Volume of

Short Stories” for immediate publication.
Then witlx eased mind he proceeded to

forget all about Miss Ramsay, Nether-
court Terrace, and the exigencies of the

hard-pressed typist. Some letters had to

be answered, proofs corrected and one

newspaper article written.

Having accomplished these various

tasks, he partook of a light luncheon,
walked a little by way of exercise, smoked,
and finally, as evening drew on, settled
himself comfortably in his comfortable
chair and looked over his manuscript
stories.

- One or two required more alteration and

addition than he had given them. One,
he thought would have to he re-written.

The rest were good enough for his pur-
pose, which, after all, was to make an in-

come, so he told himself. They were not

great works. Critics would style them

“fair, wholesome mediocrity.” Friends

would smile and prophecy their deserved-

ly popular reception.
Then Raymond Rose went to bed and

slept the sleep of the highly respectable.
As has been before observed he was a

comfortable man, recking little of the

future and not at all of the past. Unreal-

ized hopes, ambitions, aspirations were

nothing to him. “They are fulfilled,” he

would have told himself, had he recalled

them, which he didn’t, ‘‘and because

they are not fulfilledin the precise way in

which I then hoped that they would be I

cannot sincerely grieve. Circumstances

mould the man. He is a mere puppet,

swayed by their force. If lam less than

I should be blame flattery and fortune,
not me. lam but an instrument iu their
hands.” Which is the way in which

many sophistical persons avoid similar

conscience-pricking difficulties.

The next morning he got up, break-

fasted and read the morning paper, as

was his wont. Then he turned once more

to his short stories.

Did he feel seedy this morning? Had
the weather depressed him? or what was

the matter? Certainly his work seemed far

less satisfactory than he had ever previ-
ously found it. To his senses, refreshed

by a night’s rest, these stories appeared
weak and dull.. Why had he never noticed

these things before? Or, rather, why
should he have noticed them now, at the

eleventh hour? This sudden conscious-
ness was most inconvenient.

“Miss Ramsay, sir,” suddenly said his

housekeeper from the doorway.
Raymond Rose turned in his chair,

none too pleased at the interruption.
“Thank you,” he said, and stared—-

stared at his visitor, wondering for the

moment what her business with him could

be. Mechanically he placed a chair for

her.

“Ihave come about some typewriting,”
said she, hesitatingly.

Raymond started. He remembered

now.

This, however, was not the kiud of

typewriter with whom he usually dealt.

Two women who had done work for

him were angular and hard-featured, ab-

rupt in manner, and as careworn as they
could be. Miss Ramsay was a mere girl,
well dressed, slight of figure and prepos-

sessing of face. Her complexion was

good, her small mouth prettily formed,
her eyes large and lustrous, her hair a

pretty brown color. Raymond found

himself noting all these points about his

new typewriter.
Suddenly he awoke to the fact that she

was waiting for him to speak. ~

“Yes,” lie said, “1require a volume of

abort stories typewritten. Unfortunately,”
he added, recalling his thoughts of a few

minutes ago, “they are not quite ready.
More than oue willwant doctoring if not

rewriting.”

“I might take them one by one," sug-
gested Mias Ramsay. “That would save

time. Ifyou have one ready”
“Yes, that will be our best plan," in-

terrupted Raymond.
“And shall I do the work here or at

home?” she asked.
“Which would be the most convenient

for you?” inquired Raymond, trying to

stifle his personal inclinations as regards
the matter.

“Ifyou will show me your writing —

j that is, your SIS.” said she, frankly, “I

can tell you. If it is difficult 1 had best

come here; if easy”
“It is rather difficult,” returned the

other. * ‘Perhaps you had best come aud

I do the work here,” he added, witlx quite

i unconscious eagerness. “The mornings

; would suit me best.”

“Very well,” she said. “Good morn-

ing. I will be here to-morrow.”

The door closed behind her. Raymond
j Rose tried to settle down to work again.
But be failed—miserably. Thoughts
would not come. The pen scratched and

spluttered like a thing in a bad temper.
Each story as he tackled it grew worse

under his alterations. However, he made

a desperate effort, and completed one

ready for the morrow’s typewriting.
Then he got up and went for a walk,

wondering what had come to him. The

visit of the morning would recur to his

mind. Nevertheless, as became a bachelor
of thirty*, he refused to acknowledge that

his comfortableness had been in any way

disturbed by it.
“Absurd!” muttered he. “The fact is,

j I want a little change- change of air,

| change of scenery, change of people—-
! change of life.” The last was quite an

afterthought.
The next morning Miss G. Ramsay

I arrived—typewriter and all. Raymond
gave her the story. She read it through
and prepared, to set to work.

“What do you think of it?” asked Ray-
mond.

She laughed—very pleasantly.
“Atany rate, it is not ’sex-maniacal,’”

she said.

“No,” replied he. “I am glad it is j
not” and began liis own work.

Rethought that she did her typewriting I
very well. When the story was finished
he took the liberty of telling her that the
work was more than satisfactory.

She only replied that she was pleased to j
hear him say so. After her departure lie !
found himself wondering whether the G i
before her surname stood for Grace or

Georgina.
In the days which followed he learned

a good deal of her history. She had come

to London with her brother, who was a

clerk in a broker’s office and received an

annual stipend of eighty pounds. On this,
and on what she could earn, they were

dependent for their living, for the parents
had died, leaving them penniless. It was

a common enough talc, yet Raymond Hose

considered it remarkably interesting.
He always asked her what she thought

about a story. ‘ ‘Miss Ramsay often gave
him valuable suggestions,” so he told his
friends.

“I think that your stories improve,”
observed Miss Ramsay one morning.
“Yon seem to probe human nature more

than you did, and your sentiment is not

so artificial.”

“That is due to your influence,” lie re-

plied, gallantly and sincerely.
The dark, lustrous eyes looked up at

him, aDd her face assumed a half fright-
ened expression. Perhaps she caught the

true inwardness of liis words. At any

rate, that glance threw Raymond Rose

into ecstacy. No longer did he doubt his

own feeling.
The same evening lie pondered deeply.

Here was a man, with everything to rec-

ommend him; a large income, an unim-

peachable character; a kindly disposition,
a heart tilled to the brim with love. And

she! A typist in straitened circumstances,
of quite unknown origin, so far as the

world was concerned. True, her brother

presented rather an obstacle. Rut then

The picture of the brother faded from

his mind. He saw himself wedded to a

pretty wife; his old rooms cheered and

brightened by her presence; the stale
order of things abolished; the opening of

new pastures warmed by the dual warmth

of kindred souls. Then, moved by a

sudden impulse, he sat down and wrote a

story.
He wrote of a man, noble and good, to

whom honor, fame, riches came like the

sweet rain from heaven. The man lived,
prospered and was comfortable. He felt,
however, that a void existed in his life;

I he knew not its nature, nor how to fill it.

i Then came a woman, pure anil beautiful

! as the dawn, and lie knew that it was she

| who was to fill that void. So lie married
her and lived happily ever after.

Ry 2 in the morning he had finished the

story. He went to rest, feeling that it

was the best and the noblest work he had 1

ever done; although it was the unvarn- I
islied tale of an ordinary man’s life.

When Miss Ramsay next appeared her j
pretty eyes were red and swollen with

weeping. Raymond was horror-struck.

Tenderly he bade her be seated aud in-

quired the cause of her grief.
The tale was soon told, “brother” had

suddenly and unexpectedly lost his em-

ployment, through no fault of his own.

His “firm” had coalesced with another

and his services would be no longer re-

quired. He was to be paid fifty pounds
for his compensation and sent about his

business.

“Yon must let me help you,” exclaimed

Raymond Rose, sympathetically. Then,
on a sudden, an idea flashed into his

i mind, flooding it with joy. For the first

time in his life he blessed that brother,

i Would not the catastrophe make that

i task easier? The girl was at this moment

! threatened with destitution. He gave not

! a thought to the ungenerous side of the

j question.
“No,” said he, eagerly, as Miss Ram-

say wearily began her typewriting. “I

'don’t wish you to do that to-day. You
are iu trouble. Here is a new story. I

! wrote it last night. I want you to read it

i aud give me your opinion as you always
| do. I—l want to know whether you con-

sider the ending is good.”,
i Mechanically she took the manuscript
from his hand- She read it at first with-

out' understanding its particular import.
Then she suddenly became aware that his

eyes were fixed upon her face with a

burning, passionate gaze.
“You think it good?” he queried, as

she finished. “It ends well, does it not?

Miss Ramsay, you are, reading the story
of my life, for I love you.”

And he came towards her with eyes

i aglow, never doubting that his own

j passion would carry all before it. He

j caught her slender wrist and kissed the

| small hand again and again.
But she shrank away from him, while

| her face grew crimson.

“Give me time to think, Mr. Rose,”
cried she, piteously. “I did not know,

indeed, 1 1 did not know. You are good
and kind”

Then Raymond lost his head. He

stooped and kissed her lips.
“You need no time,” he muttered,

fiercely. “You are poor, destitute —and

I love you.”
“Let me go now, please.”
Raymond started at her tone. Then,

seeing that she was in earnest, he opened
the door for her and stood meekly by
while she passed out. Whereupon he sat

down on a chair with an Indistinct sens*

of having done something very foolish.

“I have made a mistake," he said,

wearily to himself. “But she will come

round. A sensible woman such as she is

will not refuse an offer of that sort.”

But although Raymond had written of

women, and had made capital out of his

writings, be had quite failed to grasp the

fact that the sex is a strangely delicate

organism, liable to be thrown out of gear

by the faintest discordant movement.

Three days later there came a letter —

Dear Mr. Rose: I have come to the con-

clusion that the end of your story was. so

far as lam concerned, incorrect. Owing
| to the kindness of an old friend, my brother

! has obtained a little work, which will

suffice to keep us from starvation. This

and other considerations, which you will

doubtless understand, induce me to de-

cline your no doubt kindly-meant offer of
three days since. Yours sincerely.

Grace Ramsay.

Raymond Rose cast the letter upon the

floor and said bad words, cursing in turn

the various classes of typists, brothers,
and “old friends." Then lie packed a

portmanteau and went to Switzerland for

his long-contemplated change of air. He

climbed the Matterhorn and sailed down
the Lucerne, coming back after one

month's traveling to bis old rooms and to

his old comfortable ways.also to some old

friends, who declared that hfi never looked
so well in bis life.

CONGRESSMAN'S OWL.

A Friend Sends Him One for • Mock-

ing Bird.

“Did you ever hear about the Bra-
zilian mocking bird that Congress-
man-elect John P. Tracy, of the

Springfield (Mo.) district once

owned?” asked Jack Carr at the

Planters recently.
“No? Well, I’lltell you about it.

I was in Springfield and was going to

Texas, and Tracy asked me to get a

Texas mocking bird and send it to

him. He said his wife had long
wished for one, and he thought I

could get it for him. I promised to
do my best.

"The so-called Texas mocking bird
is larger than the northern product
and has a long scissors-like tail with

a large white spot on each division
of it. It is much easier to domesti-
cate than the native of the Northern

States, and its tones when it sings
are more mellow. When I struck

Paris, Tex., I went to see a friend of
mine who had, I knew, several fine

specimens. I told him what I want-

ed, and he showed me several birds

and then asked me which one 1

wanted. I told him I wanted the

largest one he had.

He took me into a rear room and
said he would show me a Brazilian

bird that beat the Texan all to pieces.
Then he brought out a cage in which

was the largest owl I ever saw. Every
feather on its body was pure white,
and when stretched out its wings
measured over two and a half feet

from tip to tip. I saw the joke and at

once decided to send it—the owl—to

Tracy.
“ I boxed the bird up and took it

to the express office .Then I decorated

the box with all sorts of bottle labels,
hieroglyphics of different kinds and
other mysterious symbols and sent it
to Tracy. He paid sl3 or $4 express

charges on it—you know it takes

double charges to send live stock by
express—and took the box home.

“Well, he made the best of it and

kept the bird, and in time be-

came much attached to it. He had
a ball and chain attached to its leg
so that it could not fly . It could
walk easily, however, and for a long
time the owl had the freedom of

Tracy’s house and yard.
“One night the bird grew thirsty

and hopped on to the edge of a bar-
rel that stood under a spout at a cor-

ner of the house. He lost his balance

and fell in and the ball followed.He

tried to get out but could not flywith
the ball attached to his leg, so he

was drowned. The Congressman has

not yet secured a genuine Texas

mocking bird.”

It Was a Bullet.

An interesting story is told of an

unusual experience of Mr. Lawrence

Winters, untilrecently a cigar maker
in this city, which occurred during
the late war, but the truth of which

was not learned until a few years

ago. A large scar on his arm proves
the truthfulness of the story.

He was a member of the Twenty-
eighth Ohio Regiment and during
the battle of Chickamauga was in the

thickest of the fighting, His regi-
ment was standing over near some

woods, and during the battle the ar-

tillery of the opposite side was train-
ed on them. Trees began falling in

every direction and a number of men

were struck by the falling trees. Just

as he was in the act of firing his gun
a tree fell and tho branches struck
him a stinging blow on the arm. His

arm began to bleed and it was found

necessary to have him taken to the

hospital. There his arm was dressed

and as it soon healed nothing was

thought of the matter. His arm

would occasionally give him a good
deal of pain, but he thought nothing
of that until a few years ago, when it

began to annoy him so much that he

decided to consult a physician. Af-
ter examining his arm the physician
told him that there was a hard sub-

stance inside the flesh and said it
would be necessary to cut it out to

give him relief. Winters at first ob-

j jected, but finally gave his consent

and the operation began. After

j probing for some time the doctor
drew from the flesh a large minie-

j ball. The ball was taken from the

spot where Winters thought the
branch of the falling tree had made

a wound. He then came to the con-

clusion that he had been shot ex-

actly at the time tho branches of the

tree fell on him.

No Obstacle At All.

A lieutenant, whose debts com-

pelled him to leave his datherland

and service, succeeded in being ad-

mitted to the late President Lincoln,
and by reason of his commendable

and winning deportment and intelli-

gent appearance, was promised a

lieutenant’s commissjon in a cavalry
regiment. He was so enraptured
with his success, that he deemed it a

duty to inform tho President that he

helonged to one of the oldest noble

houses in Germany. “Oh never mind

that,” said Mr. Lincoln; “you will

not find that to be an obstacle to

your advancement.”

THE LIME-KILN CLUB.

Brother Gardner Calls for an Old-

Fashienad Meeting.

“Myfriends," said Brother Gardner as

the notes of the triangle calling the meet-

ing to order ceased to echo through Para-
dise hall, “de present meetin’ of dis club
will be held in de old-fashioned way, an'
sich members as am alive at de close will

repa’r to de aunty room an’ be regaled on

selieral large anil voluptus late water-

millyons which hev jist arrive from de
Stait of Gawgy. In answer to sartin

letters of inquiry received doorin’ de week

1 should like to say:
"Dis club am pledged to no pertickler

sort of religion.
“We has no pollyticks as a club, but as

individuals we cast ouli votes in favor of

honest and respectable men. It am so
seldom dat we And honest, respectable
men runnin’ for office, howeber, dat
moas’ of us stay home on 'leckslmn day to

clean out de cistern or repair de pig-pen.
“Our aim am to elevate de cu’lld race, i

If de race ain’t fo’ pegs higher In mutters

of science, philosophy, economy an’ art

dan it was five y’ars ago it ain't our fault.
“We has no partnership wid congres-

hunal or legislative bodies, an' we enter

into no alliance wid odder clubs or soci-

eties.

“We believe in a hereafter, charge
seventy-five cents fur whitewashin’ an or-

dinary ceilin’, an’ any pusson desirin’
stoves blacked in de moas’ conducive
manner should give de job to a member

of de Lime-Kiln Club. Let us now pur-
ceed. ”

Sir Isaac Walpole brought out a brand
new bean box aud a pint of fresh beans,
and in ten minutes the following candi-

dates were neatly and legally elected:
Paradox Jones. Col. Carr, Sliakspeare
Smith, Rev. Job Pulser, Lord William

O’Flynn, Hon. Asteroid Greene aud En-

deavor Williams.
The secretary announced an official com-

munication from the secretary of the
Akron Dead Beat Society, of Akron, 0.,
asking to be admitted in a body to the
Lime-Kiln Club. Their creed was: “Trust
today,' pay to-morrow.” Their party
platform: “Two dollars a day and no

work.” Their object in life: “To beat

the human race.”

Brother Gardner read the communica-
tion over slowly and then dropped it out
of the window into the alley.

A communication from Halifax con-

tained tills inquiry: “In case a member
of the club joins the Good Templars and
finds he can’t let whisky alone, what
would be good advice to him?”

“My advice would be fur him to go off
an’ drown hisseif,” replied the president.
“When I li’ar tell of a man who can’t let
whisky alone I sot him down as an idiot
who had better take liisself out of de
world. A man who can’t spit on his

hands an’ lick his appetite in a stan’ up
fight should hev bin bo’n a cow.”

Giveadam Jones offered a resolution
that the fine imposed on Elder Toots tor

disturbing a meeting a few weeks ago be

remitted. The disturbance . was created

by falling down stairs and breaking a door,
and Elder Toots never fell down stairs

when he could avoid it. He might have

made less noise, but he paid for the door
and was anxious to be reinstated.

The resolution was adopted by a unani-

mous vote and the president declared the
fine remitted.

Some time since Samuel Shin let an old

tinpan full of ashes fall upon Whyfore
Davis as the latter was entering the hall

by way of Legislative Alley. There has
been a coldness between them ever since,
aud Brother Davis has several times as-

serted that lie would pulverize Brother
Shin to a lifeless iiiass in case he could
catch him out on a rabbit hunt. At the

present meeting, and a few minutes be-
fore the triangle sounded, Brother Davis
received word that his mother, residing iii

West Virginia, was dead. This softened

his feelings and prepared liis heart for a

reconciliation, and he walked up to

Brother Shin and extended his hand and

bridged the awful chasm. He afterwards
ascertained that liis mother had been dead
eleven years, but lie had made up the

coldness and he did not back out, as a less
honorable man would have done.

The secretary then announced an official

communication from the secretary of the

Anti-ButtermilkSociety, of Dupont Banks,
Del., asking to be admitted to the Lime
Kiln Club as a body, with authority to

work on the third degree. The letter of

application announced the fact that the

society was of the opinion that butter-

milk was the bane of the present age. 1..- i
vestigation had revealed the fact that the

greatest consumers of the fluid were those

most obstinately arrayed against the so-

ciety and the law. Out of twenty-two
murderers questioned by the society, nine-
teen admitted their fondness for butter-'
milk. Train robbers, burglars, cowboys
and all the prominent embezzlers were

buttermilk drinkers, and the society bad
started on a crusade which would not end
until the churn was forbidden by law.

The secretary was instructed to reply
that the Lime Kiln Club did not care for

such an alliance, having used buttermilk
for the last seven years with the most

gratifying results.

The librarian reported that he had

lately received several historical works,
two volumes of poetry, three pamphlets
ou free trade aud a hymn-book. The

library was now open six evenings per
week, from 7 to 10 o’clock, and the

average attendance for the past mouth

was sixty-eight.
The janitor reported that be had paid

out twenty-seven cents for tin to nail over

rat-boles. t

The committee on judiciary reported a

petition from Syracuse asking the club to

use its influence to secure national legisla-
tion to make it a penal offense for any

person to deliver a Fourth of July oration

withjn two miles of any crowd of people.
The Keeper of the Sacred Relics re-

ported the mysterious disappearance of

the hat worn by De Soto when he dis-
covered the Mississippi river, and for

three or four minutes consternation was

depicted on every countenance. It was

then learned that Pickles Smith had taken

the bat to carry home some carrots from

the market. He was given such a raking
down as few men ever live through, and

was then allowed thirteen minutes in

which to gallop a mile and a half and re-

turn with the sacred relic.

Waydown Beebe then offered the follow-

ing resolution:

“Resolved, Dat while dis club am con-

stitutionally opposed to lynch law, de
members stan’ ready to pull on de rope if

dar’ am any lack of help.”
Trustee Pullback demanded the yeas

and nays, and the resolution was adopted
by a majority of 64.

The lamps being on the point of going
out, the meeting sang a poem and ad-

journed to the banquet hall.

Not Cheap.

Major Moses P. Handy relates in

thp New York JVlail and Express the

following anecdote, which may well
be pondered over by persons with a

predilection for poker playing; A
Chinese gentleman, staying at one

of our big hotels, and finding the

time hanging heavily on his hands,
asked an American acquaintance to

initiate him into the mysteries ot

the game of poker. Some other men

were invited in and the game was

played with as 2 limit. The China-
man was greatly interested, playing
boldly and losing philosophically to

the extent of about SIOO. Then he

called a halt. When they were set-

tling up the game one of the party,
being desirous of breaking the sol-

emn silence, said: ‘‘Well, Mr. ,

poker, how do you like him?” The
Chinaman shrugged his shoulders

and said, with a far away look in his

eyes, “Good game,” and then added

quickly and emphatically, “Not

cheap.” The general opinion was

that he had stated the case in a nut-

shell .

America a Century Ago.

There was not a public library in
the United States.

Almost all the furniture was im-

ported from England.
Every gentleman wore a queue and

powdered his hair.

There was only one hat factory, and
that made cocked hats.

An old copper mine in Connecti
cut was used as a prison.

Crockery plates were objected to

because they dulled the knives.
A day laborer considered himself

well paid with two shillings a day.
Virginia contained a fifth of the

whole population of the country.
A gentleman bowing to a lady al-

ways scraped his feet on the ground.
Two stage coaches bore all the

travel between New York and Boston.
A man who jeered at the preacher

or criticized the sermon was fined.

The whipping post and pillory
were still standing in New York.

Pork, beef, salt fish, potatoes and

hominy were the staple diet all the

year round.

Buttons were scarce ana expensive,
and the trousers were fastened with

pegs or laces.

A new arrival in a jail was set

upon by his fellow-prisoners and
robbed of everything he had.

When a man had enough tea he

placed his spoon across his cup to

indicate that he wanted no more.

“Fad.”

A recently published article on the

derivation of the word “fad” speaks
of it as being of Welsh origin giving
“fTedd” as the root word. A New
York Tribune correspondent writes
on the subject: “The word ‘fad’ is a

manufactured word, not given by
Worcester. It has been in use only
a short time, comparatively, and,
while it may be derived from the

Welsh, it is more probable that it is

made from the initial words ‘for a

day.’ The word ‘tip’ originated, it
is said, in that way. The story goes
that in an old-time English tavern a

receptacle for small coin was placed
in a conspicuous place over which

appeared the legend, ‘To insure

promptness.
’ Whatever was placed

ir. the box was given to the servants.

Other taverns followed the example,
and soon the three words were writ-
ten 'T. I. P.,’ everybody knowing
what they indicated. Then the

punctuation marks were dropped,
and the word ‘tip’ was born. ‘Fad’
and ‘tip’ are of the same class and
kind.”

How to Clean Lace.

Here in an old Italian recipe for

cleaning lace. It is similar to the

way in which our grandmothers
washed their thread lace borders for

caps and kerchiefs, for in those days
all matrons, young or old, wore caps,
and I am assured that this is the

veritableway all French gentlewomen
clean their laces, no matter how line
or how old. Fill a large sized glass
bottle with cold water, draw closely
over it a stocking leg or a piece of
white flannel, if preferred, place the

lace smoothly over and tack closely:
put the bottle in a kettle of cold

water, with a few shavings of cold

soap, and put over the fire to boil;
boil an hour or more; rinse in sev-

eral waters; then drain and dry.
When thoroughly dry remove the

lace very carefully from the bottle,
taking care not to break or pull
harshly, then pick out the edge gent-

ly with the fingers, fold it in quarter
of a yard lengths and place it

smoothly in a large book with a

weight on top. Very nice lace (an

be made to look new by this process.

Hanged for Cannibalism

Three scientific gentlemen of Sierra

Leone, one of them a Sunday school

teacher, were hanged recently by the
British authorities for cannibalism.

They belonged to a “Human Leopard
Society,” the members of which hid
in the bush in the neighborhood of

villages, clad in leopard skins, and
killed the villagers who came in their

way; these the society subsequently
ate. In their defense they explained
that the murders were committed in

order to obtain certain parts of

the booty, the hand, leg and heart,
with which to make medicine called

“juju.” They were taken from Free-

town to the Imperi country, the scene

of their crimes, where in a public
street a scaffold was set up, on which

they were allowed to hang for 48

hours, the scaffold being left in place
as a warning to other “ieopards.”

Survival of a Strange Custom.

A strange custom, dating back to

!jhe dark ages, has survived in some

of the mountain districts in Austria

—the painting of skulls. The small

size of most cemeteries in those re-

gions makes it necessary to regularly
remove the skeletons of the buried
who have lain there eight or ten

years, to make room for newcomers.

The relatives of the dead thus to be

exhumed are generally notified be-
fore the removal 60 that they can at-

tend to the cleaning of the skeleton

and be present at its deposit in the
so-called “bone-house” or “charnel-

house.” On such occasions the skull

is often ornamented with paintings,
representing rosaries, wreaths,
snakes, <fcc., or it is marked with the

name of the dead person .

Parks.

Hyde Park, the most attractive of
London parks, covers 400 acres. The

Bois de Boulogne, the most distinct-

ive of Paris parks, covers 2,250 acres.

Central Park, the most distinctive of

New York parks, covers 840 acres.

Trials of a Teacher.

Class in arithmetic.

Teacher —Suppose, Fritz, you have
a stocking on one foot, and you put
another stocking on the other foot,
how many would you have on both
feet?

Boy—l never wear no stockings.
“Suppose your father had one pig

in a pen, and he buys another pig
and puts it in the pen, how many
pigs would there be in the pen?

”

“Dad don’t keep no pigs.”
The teacher blew a heavy sigh

from his tired lips, wiped the per-

spiration from his scholastic brow,
and went at it again with renewed

courage.

“Suppose you have one jacket, ands
at Christmas your father makes you
a present of another jacket, how

many jackets willyou have then?”
“He ain’t that kind of father. He

never gives nothin’at Christmas.”

“Suppose your mother gives you
one apple, and you have one already,
what will you have?”

“Stomach ache. Our apples are

cookin’ apples.”
The teacher was not the man to be

discouraged by trifles. He began to

suspect that the boy was not well

ujf in arithmetic, but lie resolved to

make one more effort, so he said :

“Ifa poor little beggar boy has
a cake, and you give him one more,

how many willhe have?”
“1 dunno. I eat ray own cakes.”

Then the teacher told the children
to go out and play.

Some of the First.

The first boat was a log bestridden

by the navigator, who paddled it with
a stick. Hollowing the log with a

stone celt was the next step.
The first tool made by human

hands was a celt, or handleless axe

of chipped stone. With it a man can

killor skin game, hack wood or spike
an enemy.

A handle put upon the celt trans-

versely makes it an axe; a handle

longitudinally makes an arrow. The

bow, according to Prof. F. N. Cush-

ing, came long afterward.
The first house was a cave. Of

that there can be no doubt. The

buildings of to-day can be traced

through Grebk and Roman sources

back to the Egyptian originals, which

again grow from the forms of the an-

cient rocic temples.
The'jfirst horse had five toes and

was about the size of a fox. The mid-
dle toe is left. The others have per-
ished from lack of use, though traces

of them are to be found in the

“splint” on the side of a horse’s leg.
The first bridge was a footlog. A

handrail came next, then the rude

braces which made a larger span pos-
sible. By tli© time of Caesar, as

every schoolboy knows, bridges had
become formidable structures.

New Things That Are Old.

In spite of the protests of inven-

tors, and those who believe they
have investigated everything since

the deluge, that there is nothing
new under the sun, the Psalmist

was right when he put that thought
into the colloquial language. On the

Assyrian slabs, and on more than

one old European fresco, is seen the

paddle wheel for boats, although the

propeller is not in evidence. The

bicycle seems to have been known in

China more than 200 years ago, and
the velocipede was seen in Europe
even before that. On a page of the
ancient painted glass in the old

church at Stoke Pogis, England, may
be seen the representation of a young
fellow astride of one of these ma-

chines. He is working his way along
with the air of a rider who has in-

troduced a novelty, and is the object
of the unbounded admiration of a

multitude of witnesses.

Risks in Queensland.

There are risks and discomforts in-

numerable, as well as pleasures, to

the artist who goes flower hunting in

Queensland. It is what bushmen

call a bad snake country, though, as

compared with Southern Australia,
a much smaller proportion of the

snakes are vonomous. Walking down

an alligator path on the Pioneer river,
Mrs. Rowan kicked what she thought
was a gray stick from her path, but

which turned out to be a venomous

snake. Sketching some great blue

water lilies as large as a cheese plate,
about which scarlet dragon flies

fluttered in their coat of mail, some-

thing touched her cheek, which she

brushed aside in mistake for a worm,

but a Second glance showed a long
tree snake swinging by its tail.

Among the discomforts is the nettle

tree, which, whether it is grasped
gently or firmly, leaves hands swollen
and stinging for days .

Signaling in a Fog.

A novel arrangement for signaling
at sea during fogs has been placed
in position on Winter Quarter Light-
ship, No. 45, now repairing and re-

fitting at Wilmington, Del. It con-

sists of two safety oil engines, sup-

plying compressed air to two upright
boilers, which in turn are automat-

ically acted upon by timelocks placed
above. These open and close the
whistle valves alternately every 55

seconds. No steam power is used,
the power being derived from explo-
sions of oil vapor. The pressure of
air is regulated at forty pounds, and

gives a 3hrill blast at each explosion.
The new appliance is expected to

prove effective in maintaining and

operating the fog whistle when coal

might not be obtainable for fuel, and
in transmitting a clear tone for many
miles.

Abstainers From Meat.

A vegetarian diet does not mean

living on cabbage, turnips, carrots

and potatoes, but simply abstaining
from the flesh of birds, beasts and
fishes. Bread, fruits, nuts, peas,
beans and the various grains form a

diet unrivaled for the production of

health, strength and happiness,
while, with the addition of eggs,
milk, butted and cheese, a vast va-

riety of dishes can be prepared suit-

able for every constitution or condi-

tion of life. Vegetarians having good
digestions and clear consciences are

always cheerful and happy—no pes-
simists among them.

There is a society in Egypt whose object
is to drive foreigners out of the country.

TALE OF BURIED TREASURE

French Swindlers Who Found Many
Dupes Among Tradesmen.

It is a well established fact that

many people who would not be

swindled by any other confidence

game willallow themselves to be be-

guiled of their savings by a tale of

buried treasure. The latest example
of this came to the attention of one

of the .criminal courts of Paris the

other day. The accused swindlers

were Pedro Baquet, olive of skin and

black of hair, and Edouard Antoine,
who was pale and red-headed.

Their modus operandi was beauti-

ful in its simplicity and results.

They would carefully select some

Paris tradesman and send him from
some town in Spain a cleverely
worded letter about a mysterious
box containing 860,000 francs buried
for political reasons in the environs
of Paris. The swindler, usually a

prisoner of State in Spain, professed
to know the tradesman slightly, and

pretended that his daughter, then in
a school in Spain, must be present at
the discovery of the box. He would
then invite the tradesman to pay the

expenses to Paris of the daughter
and a servant. The daughter would

bring with her the plans and explan-
ations necessary to recover the treas-

ure. For his reward the tradesman
would be promised a third of the
treasure.

The tradesman in most cases would

reply that he did not know the writer,
which brought forth a second letter,
saying that the “Spanish prisoner of
State” lived for some time in the

same street with him at Paris and
was a regular customer. He would

further explain that he had been

commissioned to invest the money
in munitions of war in France, and,
hearing of his intended arrest, had
hidden the treasure. The second

letter would say : ‘ ‘Take the Bastille-

Charenton tramway and get off a

little before you reach Charenton.
Follow the right hand sidewalk and

you willsee six benches. It is be-
tween the fifth and sixth benches
that the money is hidden. There

are trees and stones by which I can

indicate more exactly the spot.
Twelve hundred francs is the sum

which willbe necessary to take my
daughter from her pension ."

If the 1,200 francs was sent the

dupe would receive a third letter,
demanding 2,000 or 3,000 francs more

under various pretexts, a favorite
one being an additional bill of the

directress of the boarding school,
written on a finely lithographed let-
ter head and signed “La Directrice

Dolores de las Navas.” The game

would keep on until the victim’s

funds were exhausted.

The swindlers were caught because

they had chosen Perpignan as the

postoffie when Barcelona grew too

warm for them. There were half a

score of witnesses against the swin-

dlers, who had lost all the way from

700 to 6,400 francs. One of them, a

Mme. Bouglet, after having sent all

her money, received a letter saying
that the tale of buried treasure was

an invention, and that she had better

say nothing if she did not wish to be

laughed at. Others had spent hours

waiting for trains which should bring
them the orphaned Henriette, who

would wear a black dress and carry a

white handkerchief.

The swindlers were fined 3,000
francs and sentenced to five years in

prison, and the judgment was or-

dered printed ir. ten Parisian and

twenty provincial journals, the Judge
adding that he hoped there would be

fewer fools in consequence.

Remarkable Lake On An Arctic

Island.

One of the most interesting of the

results achieved by the Russian

naturalists who spent some time on

the Island of Solowetzh in the North

sea laboratory has been the discovery
of a remarkable lake on the Island of

Kildine, in the Arctic Ocean. This

lake, which is completely separated
from the sea by a narrow strip of

land, was discovered by the Russian

naturalist. M. Herbenstein, who was

struck by finding in the lake a fish

which is exclusively marine in habit,

namely the common cod. On the
surface the water is fresh,and inhab-

ited by fresh water animals, such as

daphnids, etc.; this water is brought
to the Jake by streams from a neigh-
boring marsh. Under the superficial
layer of fresh water is found salt

water, supporting a marine fauna —

sponges, sea anemones, nemertines,
polychaetes,marine molluscs (chiton
aeolis, astarte), starfish and panto-
pods. The salt water is believed to
reach the lake by an underground
communication with the ocean.

Why “Raliway Bob” is Famous.

•‘Railway Bob” is the name of
+

a

famous dog in Australia. He passes

his whole existence on the train, his
favorite seat being on the top of the
coalbox. In this way he has travel-
ed many thousands of miles, going
over all the lines in South Australia.

He is well known in Victoria, fre-

quently seen in Sydney, and has been

up as far as Brisbane. The most

curious part of his conduct is that

he has no master, but every engine
driver is his friend. At night he fol-
lows home the engin# driver of the

day, never leaving him or letting him
out of his sight until they are back
ill the railway station in the morning,
when he starts off on another of his
ceaseless journeyipgs,

Tree Climbing Rabbits.

It seems almost a stretch of the

imagination to think of rabbits climb-

ing trees. Yet in Australia many
rabbits have somehow acquired the
tree climbing habit, having been

forced, on account of the persecu-
tions of dogs and other animals, to

drop burrowing and imitate squir-
rels. An Australian sent on to Eng-
land recently the two front feet of a

rabbit that bad been killed on an

acacia, three yards from the ground,
and he wrote in his letter that this
was not at all a remarkable thing,
and he had offien 'found them, or at

least the traces of thoir claws, on the
bark of trees four, five and six yards
high.

There is an underground river near

Charlotte, N. C., 45 feet below the sur-

face. It is 700 feet wide and about 6 feet
a depth. It was discovered in 1898.

LOVE AXD SORROW.

Love and sorrow met in May,

Crowned with rue and hawthorn sprly,
And sorrow smiled.

Scarce a bird of all the spring

Durst between them pass and sing,

And scarce a child.

Love pat forth his hand to take

Sorrow’s wreath for sorrow’s sake,

Her crown of roe.

Sorrow cast before her down

E’en for love’s sake love’s own crown,

Crowned with dew.

Winter brea'heJ again, and spring

Cowered and shrank with wounded wing

Down out of sight.

May, with all her loves laid low,

Saw no flowers but flowers of snow

That mocked her flight.

Love rose up, with crownless head,

Smiling down on spring time dead,
On wintry May.

Sorrow, like a cloud that flies,

Like a cloud in clearing skies.

Passed away.

, —Pearson’s Weekly.


