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Come, listen, oh. love, to the olive-hued
dove,
The dove and the olive of old,
Companioned still in their werld above
As when the deluge rolled.

Hark! heaven, oh, love, to the voice of
the dove,
Hark, heaven, and hear him say,
“There are many to morrows, my love,my
~ love,
There’s only one to-day.”

And this is his wooing: you hear him say,
“This day in purple rolled.

And the baby stars of the milky way
Arecradled in cradles of gold:”

Now, what is thy secret, serene, gray dove:
Escaping death’s delugze alway?
*“There are many to-morrows, my love,my
love;
There's only one to-day.”

THE STORY OF THREE OLD JWEN

Shortly after the successful issue of our
struggle for independence, on a certain
might in the fall of the year, a storm of
unwonted violence was rioting in the
Catskill Mountains. The wind screamed
as though in a delirium of triumph,
flinging with tireless sury, the cold rain
over haughty peak and modest valley.
The long, pliant arms of the leafless moun-
tain willows lashed the black night in im-
potent rage and more than one craggy
mass, loosened from its bond of ages, tore
its awful way that night through the up-
land forest to the sodded level beneath.

Even Mistress Dorris, the merry, plump
little widow who supplied the customers
of the Old Leeds Arms with ‘‘ales, wines,
spirituous liquors, tobaccos and snuffs,”
even she was out of sorts, for what with
the going out of lanterns and the coming
in of water through the diamond panes of
the rickety lattice; what with the smoke
that seemed not to know the purpose of a
chimney, and the coughing and grum-
bling of the shivering old man in the bar
parlor, her head and hands were busy
enough.

There was something uncanny about
this visitor. * An absolute stranger, he |
bad entered in the height of the storm,
his appearance indicating a long foot
journey, had given his bearskin coat to
the potboy, with an injunction ‘‘to have
it dried and laid on the bed in the little
room over the the tap,” and, without a
question, had gone direct to the parlor.
He looked as ancient as the inn itself, of
which he evidently knew every nook and
corner.

“Bring me a mug of mulled ale, mis-
tress,” - he said, ‘‘and, hark ye, Hiram
Cook, the constable, is livin' still, ain’t
he?”

“Judge Hiram Cook is my father,” re-
plied the widow; “it is many years since
he was constable. He took the wagon to
court this morning; and may not trust the
roads till daylight.”

“To court!” repeated the stranger.
“Ay, I understand; it will be choice gal- |
lows fruit—choice gallows fruit!” and he
rubbed his skinny hands and blinked his
unnaturally bright eyes at a lively rate.

The gibbet is a depressing subject at
times, but to have it linked in an obscure
fashion with one’s parent by a grinning
old stranger, at the approach of midnight,
with the rain driving at the doors and
windows as though death sought admit-
tance, and the tempest moaning a dirge,
defines perhaps the limit of endurance.

Mrs. Dorris was evidently of this opin-

ion, for, forgetting all about the mulled
ale, she dropped upon the leather couch
and stared at Lier shriveled guest with the
blankness of a corpse.
+ “‘Yes,” he laughed, pulling his skeleton
fingers until they “cracked,” ‘‘sixty long
years have I waited for what to-morrow
will bring. These hills have been less
patient, for they I warrant have changed
since last I trod them, while I have known
no change—at least, here!” And he laid
his long fingers over the spot where his
heart should have been. “To-morrow,”
he continued, ‘‘this owl they call justice
will awake, and he will hear my curse as
he is dragged to the scaffold !”

“What crime is this?” exclaimed the
hostess, springing to her feet in the belief
that she was confronting a mad man,
‘‘that you dare to lay at my father's
door ?”

“Nay, mistress, it is of Reuben Elliston
I speak. I asked if Hiram Cook yet
lived, for it is fitting that he who tied the
silken cord around the murderer's neck
should be the one to take it from his
corpse!  Doubtless the final arrange-
ments have taken him to town.”

+¢0ld Reuben Elliston!”

“Ay,” continued the stranger, rising
and looking intently into the woman’s
eyes, ‘‘Reuben Elliston! Even now I
passed the stone house and saw a light in
the windows; you dare not tell me he is

" dead!”

‘‘Our neighbor has been near the grave
these many years, but death and he are
strangers. Since my earliest recollection
he has lived a life of seclusion, but we
grant to age what you would link with
crime.”

““Woman!” cried the old man, flinging
his hands above his head, ‘did your
Aather speak to you of Mercy Douglass, the
Bcotch girl, whose services as house
menial were bought by Squire Elliston
from the owners of the Glasgow packet for
‘the price of her passage, who ran from
his home and his proffered love, was re-
taken, tied to the scoundrel’s horse and
dragged to death among the rocks on this
very road ?”

The question seemed to revive a host of
buried memories. Mrs. Dorris remem-
bered that as a child she had listened to

the story of Murder Notch; had seen the |

_identical rock on which the ghost of a
- beautiful victim was said to sit at mid-
night, two burning tapers in her hands
and sing of her sad fate. She recalled
bow Tom Dorris—rest his soul—long be-
fore he bad dreamed of becoming her
“husband-—bad told her of the spectral

. dash up the road as the village clock struck
. 12, dragging at his heels the form of a
~ lovely woman.
"~ “Ha! your memory is quickened, mis-

- yowly watched her face.
. #There was such a story when I was
‘wery young,” she replid, ‘“but I never
. heard it coupled with the name of Reuben
" Elliston. = The great war has driven out
. many a legend, master, Old Reuben
 helped the cause with all he had; he is
__poor and nearly blind now, and folks with
5 tongues should spare their breath.”
The stranger’s eyes glittered with anger

1 feared it would be

generation !” he cried.
was to be my bride.
‘not break her vows he

s pride. She lies
‘He was tried for the'
o.deati by the rope,
18 execution

‘‘My father has told me nething of
this !”* said Mrs. Dorris.

““No ; because he thought death would
spare him the task,” cried the other
fiercely; ‘‘but I knew otherwise? Not one
day in all these long years that has not
brought a forecast of to-morrow! I knew
he could not die—I knew I must live; live
to see them drag him, screaming with the
reality of his late years’ nightmare, to the
punishment a guilty judge would have
spared him! Far removed from these
mountains, I have seen them by day and
by night, I have watched him in his pride,
the rich young squire, living down the
memory of his crime. Once ina dream,
many years ago, I saw him at a feast,
amid the roars of his drunken friends,
take from his neck the silken cord and tie
it upon his hound! Then, again; I saw
him, the aged head of an upright family,
living a life of peace, unruffied by the
past. I heard his thoughts: ‘One decade
more at most, and I shall rest as honored
as they!" Then I stood before him aund
laughed, and pointed to a forgotten grave
behind which stood the hangman and the
gallows! Again I pictured him, living on,
on, on, far beyond his hoped for limit, a
frightful fear in his heart; the hideous past
arisen from its grave and stalking ever by
his side. Ah, that was the dream of
dreams!”

As the star grass on the hills quivers be-
fore a storm so the old man shook with
the intensity of his hatred.

“‘Our neighbor and the Reuben Elliston
of your dreams wonld never be mistaken
for one another,” exclaimed the widow.
At this moment the judge, a tall, kindly
man, who did not look his great age by
many years, entered the room, accompan-
ied by a timid, sweet-faced girl of twenty.
‘‘Take off your wet cloak, my dear,”
said the judge; ‘‘daughter, Mercy Ellis-
ton will stay here to-night.’!

‘‘Mercy Elliston,” gasped the stranger.
‘I sent Amos, the mail rider, to Pough-
keepsie yesterday,” continued the judge;
“has he returned ?”

Mrs. Dorris threw her arms around her
father’s neck. ‘‘Oh, then it is true ?” she
whispered; ‘‘You have sent to Governor
Clinton for a pardon for Reuben Ellis.
ton ?”

The judge’s eyes inquiringly sougit
those of the strange guest.

“l have told her what you, Hiram
Cook, have 8o long concealed,” said the
latter.

‘*You here, Giles Raven!”

‘Do you remember my words of sixty
years back—that I should live to see it?”
““Hush!” whispered Hiram, ‘‘in pity
keep it from her !”

“His kin 7

‘‘Yes; forshe has known no other. He
took her from the breast of a poor woman
who had perished in the snow a score of
years ago. They have been all the worlg
to each otber. He named her ‘Mercy,’
after the one who lies over there.”

A foreboding of evil seemed to be lodged
in the girl's breast, which was certainly
not dissipated by the kindly little widow’s
tears and caresses. Why had she been
brought from the stone house! Why had
Reuben begged of the judge that he might
be alone for this night?

Giles Raven was not the man to spare
anyone who loved the object of his life ha-
tred. Shuffling across the room, he hissed
in Mercy's ear:

““To-morrow Ileuben Elliston will die
on the gallows in spite of this man’s et-
forts to defeat the law !”

“The gallows!” cried the poor girl.
“Oh, what fearful secret do you keep
from me ?”

“Come, dear!” whispered Mrs. Dorris,
who gained strength at the sight of anoth-
er's weakness, and Mercy's cheek lay upon
the widow’s shoulder as they passed from
the room.

For a full minute the two men, thus
tragically brought together again after
the lapse of a lifetime, looked at each
other in silence. :

““Giles Raven,” said the judge at length,
‘‘there is no boot but is too clean to tread
on such a worm as thou! Year after year
our neighbor has come to me and bared
his neck that I might see the accursed
cord upon it, and I have pitied him, for
never before in the world—mark me,
Giles, never before in the world—has mis-
chance borne so great a penalty !”

“You have light words for gallows
deeds, master !” sneered Raven.

‘‘Tear from your eyes the film of ha-
tred, Giles, and acknowledge what well
you know, that Reuben Elliston never had
murder in hig heart.”

‘‘Mercy Douglass was mine—she left
him to become my bride—he had spoken
of love to her—the law said that for a
term her labor was his—he retook her by
force—he slew her. Call you that a ‘mis-
chance,” Hiram Cook ?”

‘‘He was young and had youth’s haughty
ways; he erred, but when that poor girl
was dragged to her death it was because
no human arm could have checked his
course.”

‘‘Yes a jury called it murder,” grinned
the vengeful man, “and murder's due,
though long delayed by knavery, is near
at last!”

“‘God touch the governor’s heart and
bring Amos safely through the storm!”
exclaimed the judge. ¢I have written
Clinton that the conviction was under the.
English rule and might well be avoided.”

*And if the roads should delay your
mercy pleader ?”

Hiram replied with a sigh, which was
full of significance.

Giles rose and opened the door. *‘Hiram
Cook,” he said, ‘‘we three old men have

not so far exceeded the limit of human
years—for nothing.”

‘‘Father,” cried Mrs. Dorris from the
tap-room, ‘‘some one is coming up the
road; perhaps it is Amos.”

Poor Mercy, who had exacted the terri-
ble story from the widow, already stood
iu the dark road, listening for the slightest
sound whieh would hearald the bearer of
the governor’s clemency. The storm was
abating.

‘‘Loo-ee-0000 !” came faintly through
the blackness.

“It is Amos,” exclaimed the girl, who
knew the voice of gthe brave young fellow
better than most people were aware. Ina
few minutes the mail rider, drenched to
the skin,  drew rein at the door. Since
noon on the preceding day he had ridden
nearly 100 miles over the heavy roads and
had twice rowed across the river. His
had been a perilous and dreary task, but
his face wore a smile as he drew a packet
from the holster of his army saddle and
banded it to the judge, who stepped
quickly into the house, followed by
Raven. :

“Oh, Amos! It is good news, isn’t it ?”
Mercy implored..

The smile vanished. Amos knew not
on what business he had been engaged.
He loved the sweet face that looked so
pleadingly into his; he had not expected
to find Mercy at the inn, and the ques-
tion started the blood from his honest
cheeks. !

The judge stood in the tap room, be-
hind a suspended lantern, the official letter
trembling in his hand. Suddenly he

and the document fell to the floor.
- *God be merciful to him !” he groaned.
A piercing scream ran through the house
and the strong arm of Amos held a very
lovely burden.

staggered and grasped a chair for support

then, shivering as with an ague, he left
the room.

‘“Tell me what this means, Mrs. Dorris?”
Amos asked.

“It means that poor old Reuben Ellis-
ton is to be executed to-morrow.”

Mercy Elliston, in spite of her hysteri-
cal entreaties to be allowed to go to Reu-
ben, was taken upstairs by Mrs. Dorris;
not, however, to know the blessing of for-
getfulness, but to lay in a half conscious
state upon the widow’s bed and moan
away the night. The judge and Amos
sat in the parlor, the latter frequently sob-
bing like a child, in spite of the landlady’s
reassuring bulletins. .

*Oh, how can it be true!” sobbed
Mercy; ‘‘how can one so gentle as he who
saved me from the snowdrift have done
murder! You do not know him as I do,
or you would not hear fthem say it ?”

‘*‘Hush!” said her companion; “we do
not belleve it, dear.”

‘‘But the grave—the grave !” she cried,
“and the beautiful flowers he has always
grown for it, and the dark shadow on his
heart that I have so long seen but never
understood !”

Presently, however, Mercy slept and
Mrs. Dorris stepped downstairs with
words of comfort for Amos, in whom she
had begun to take a warm interest.

Giles Raven crept from ‘‘the little room
over the tap” and entered the chamber.
Making sure that the young woman was
asleep he pressed a kiss upon her forehead
and then, with a wildly beating heart, as
silently left the room.

It is morning. Far over the blackness
of the weeping forest that stretches al-
most to the princely Hudson glows the
cold light of a new day, while west and
south and north, from Overlook to the
Black Dome, a galaxy of granite monarchs
have already put on their crowns of mol-
ten gold. Inthe dawn’s increasing glory
the somber night clouds that move upon
the lower hills seem like strange monsters
from some vaster and still more gloomy
world. The robin wakes and chirps his
greeting to the morning; the trees shake
off their repletion of moisture; overhead a
silver star tells of a clearer heaven. The
face of nature wears a smile once more as
the radiant sun kisses away her tears.

But it is easier to charm a harvest from
the earth than to put gladness in a con-
science stricken heart. Over the heavy
road, in the early light, toils a care-bent,
aged man. He is bound on an errand so
strange that he half doubts his own iden-
tity, and looks behind him now and again,
as though expecting his true self to over-
take him and drag him back.

On his left lays the Stone House farm:
here is the turnstile—unchanged in half a
century. A hundred paces from the
mountain road there is a small raised bit
of earth; it is covered with dead flowers.
“I have laid no blossoms here!” he says,
and he kneels upon the wet grass and lays
his face upon them.

A well trodden path, terminating at the
grave, leads toward the rear of the house.
Giles takes this path. There is no bar
upon the door, yet for a moment he feels
unable to enter. He must not turn dway !
To kneel at the feet of the man whose life
has been passed in penitence, to confess
his own misdirected life and obtain Reu-
ben’s blessing, is to give him strength to
ask forgiveness of one to whom alone ven-
geance belongs.

The gorgeous hills throw a ray of light
in the gloomy place. The dreamer knows
now that no guest but sorrow has sat at
this board for decades. Giles turns the
handle of the parlor door. An aged figure
kneels at the casement. . Upon his weary,
upturned face is cast the first gleam of the
morning. Perhaps it is given to these
dim eyes to see the orb of light once more,
for on the gentle lips there rests a smile of
wonder and yet of ineffable peace.
‘‘Reuben! Reuben!”

Slowly the eyelids droop and slowly the
head falls upon the breast.

It is broad day.

AN EXTRAORDINARY CASE.

A Dead Man’'s Name and Place
Taken By Another.

A remarkable story comes from
Sedgwick, Wis.

Sometime in the winter of 1892
Willis Gorman mysteriously disap-
peared, leaving a loving wife and a
handsome property. Search was
made, but the missing man could not
be heard from, and his neighbors
gave him up for dead. No reason
could be assigned for his disappear-
ance.

Eighteen months ago a man came
to Sedgwick and announced himself
as Willis Gorman. He looked like
Gorman, talked like him and was
familiar with matters known only to
Gorman and his wife, Still there
was something peculiar about him,
and people had their doubts. He
failed to recollect certain names and
localities, but he explained by saying
that he had wandered off when tem-
porarily deranged, and a blow on the
head had injured his mental facul-
ties. During his absence he had been
in Michigan, where his cousin, John
McGuire, had nursed him back to
health. This statement satisfied
everybody, and Mrs. Gorman was
convinced that the man was her hus-
band.

The supposed Gorman resumed his
old place as the head of his family,
and everything moved along pleas-
antly until two months ago, when a
son was born in the Gorman house-
hold. Then a cousin from Nebraska
came to see Mrs. Gorman and when
he saw her husband he declared
positively that he was not the real
Willis Gorman. The whole story
was_told to him and he pretended to
be satisfied. But the Nebraska man
was still anspiclous, He went to
Michigan and investigated the mat-
ter, and upon his return he exploded
a bomb in Sedgwick.

To make a long story short, he had
discovered that Willis Gorman died
at the home oY John McGuire, in
Michigan.. McGuire had found out
all about his history  and circum-
stances, and as he closely resembled
him, he thought that he would go to
Sedgwick and pass himself off for
the dead man. He succeeded won-
derfully well, and was getting along
finely until he was unmasked by Mrs.
Gorman’s cousin. When MecGuire
realized that his deception was
known, he burst into tears and of-
fared to marry Mrs. Gorman at once.
The lady’s relatives wanted to ac-
cept the offer, but she would not lis-
ten to it, and demanded that Mec.
Guire should sign a written confes-
sion and depart from the State, leav-
ing her and her child in peace.. |

McGuire accepted these hard con-
ditions and left. The case is the
sensation of the hour out West.

Sixteen Indian skulls were found
in one mound near Martin, Mich., to-
gether with implements of war and
a slate, upon which peculiar hiero-

ed at the contentsd
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glyphics were written.

RATIONS FOR TROOPS.

EMERGENCY DIET FQR UNITED
STATES SOLDIERS.

Wbat the Iron Ration is--The Sol-
diers of the Future To Be Inde-
pendent of Supply Trains.

Within a few weeks from now
United States soldiers will -be pro-
vided for the first time with an ‘“iron
ration.”” The boards appointed to
consider the question of emergency
foods, representing the various de-
partments of the army, are sending
in their reports, upon which final
conclusions will be based. Problem :
To make up a food packaze of small
bulk, which shall render the fighting
man independent of. supply trains
for a short period in case of an exi-
gency such as might arise from his
being wounded or cut off with a de-
tachment from the main command.

“Experiments in this line are being
made by all the great war powers,’’
said Major Woodruff to a reporter of
the Washingtou Star at the War
Department yesterday. “They are
trying everything imaginable for the
purpose. Here, for example, is an
element of the British emergency ra-
tion. It looks like a dog biscut,
doesn’t it ? Three ounces it weighs
and it is four inches square. It is
composed simply of whole wheat, sol-
idly compressed. A condensed loaf
of bread you might call it. The
French have a new ‘war bread,’
which is toreplace hard tack for the
use of their army. Its ingredients
and the processes for making it area
secret. When a piece of it is put
into hot water or soup, it swells up
like a sponge and is said to be virtu-
ally the same as fresh bread.”’

‘* For emergency rations evapor-
ated vegetables have been tried, but
not with great success. They are not
nutritious enough, and they do not
keep well. Here is a one pound can
of evaporated onions. Smells strong,
doesn’t it? It ought to, inasmuch
as it represents ten pounds of fresh
onions, In the same way potatoes,car-
rots,turnips and cabbages are put up.
Desicated foods are pow being pro-
duced on an enormods scale by many
firms in this country and abroad. A
gvod thing, which we may adopt, is
this desiccated beef. One ounce of it
is equal to five ounces of ordinary
meat, because it is absolutely water
free. It is too hard to cut with a
knife without trouble, and so the sol-
dier chops off a small hunk of it.
He puts the piece into a little ma-
chine like a coffee mill and grinds it
up. It comes out in fine shavings,
ready to be eaten on bread or to be
used for soup stock.

‘‘Beef tea, used asa stimulant, is
a good thing for soldiers. For an
emergency ration it is put up in cap-
sules, one of which makes a cup.
Each capsule contains the necessary
seasoning and costs two cents. Beef
tea contains almost no nutriment,
but only the flavoring and stimulat-
ing qualities of the meat.

‘‘It is certain that canned foods
will play an important part in future
wars. The Belgian iron ration is a
ten-ounce can of corned beef, put up
in a liquor that is flavored with veg-
etables. The German emergency,
ration is a one-pound can of pre-
served meat, with hard bread and
pea sausage. A biscuit composed of
meat and flour has been tried for the
German army, but the soldiers would
not eat it. The biscuit was supposed
to furnish the fighting man with
everything necessary for his physi-
cal support, water excepted. To be
satisfactory, a ration must be pala-
table as well a8 wholesome ‘and nu-
tritious. A dietary for troops can-
not be settled on a basis of theory
only; it must be tested in practice.
What will satisfy soldiers of one
nation may not suit those of anoth-
er.
“Very likely United States soldiers
would not put up with the German
‘erbswurst.” Yet that species of pea
is said to have been a leading cause of
the success of the German arms in
the Franco-Prussian war. Without
it the troops could not have endured
the fatigue to which they were sub-

.of him that he once took his favorite

Supposing the army supplies to be
regularly furnished, the fighting man
ought to return from the campaign
carrying in his haversack the same
emergency ration with which he
started out originally. But it may
happen that the regiment or brigade
is cut off from the main body, and in
that case the emergency rations may
be literal salvation. Or he may be
left wounded on a field of battle, un-
able to obtain anything to eat for
days, unless he has it with him.
During the recent war with China the
Japanese found emergency rations a
necessity in active service. An army,
or a large part of it, may be thrown
rapidly forward to hold a position,
and it takes a week or more to make
roads, so as to get supplies to the
front.

LARGEST LOCOMOTIVES.

Ponderous Engines that Drag Tim-
ber Down Mountain Sides.

In the vicinity of the town of
Verdi, Cal., the highways have been
completely ruined for carriage pur-
poses by ponderous road engines
which are used by the lumbermen.
They are larger and heavier than the
largest railroad locomotives. They
pro el themselves and draw from
eight to a dozen great cars laden
with timber from nearby forests for
the sawmills in Verdi. The wheels
of both engines and cars have 2-inch
flanges running diagonally across
their surface, which have the same
effect upon a roadbed as a millstone
on wheat, says a correspondent of
the Chicago Times-Herald .

As the lumber business is the main-
stay of Verdi, the citizens forego
their carriage drives without grum-
bling, and have never thought of re-
stricting the liberties of the road en-
gines. Without the flanges the
wheels would slip, as the engines go
up and down the steep grades—so
steep that it would not pay to cart
the timber with either horses or
oxen.

The engines cost great sums of
money, and are only practicable be-
cause there are millions of dollars’
worth of timbér upon vhe hillsides.
So they were created for a special
purpose and are altogether too pon-
derous and oxpensive to serve any
other purpose.

They are supported ané propelled
by three wheels, all driving wheels
connected with the same cylinders
(two in number) and guided by the
single wheel placed directly in front
of the boiler head. In order that
this wheel may be used as a steer-
ing wheel a series of ingenious ball
joints, permitting a swivel in any
direction, connect the cranks with
the driving rods.

A cab containing the steering gear,
a horiZontally placed wheel similar to
those used upon hook and ladder
trucks, is placed directly over the
boiler head. The pilot is also en-
gineer. The throttle, reversing lever,
whistle and guages are ranged about
this cab in convenient form. At the
rear is another cab, used by the fire-
man, also set up with gauges and
valves. Wood is‘the fuel used and
wood stations and tanks located every
mile or two along the road do away
with the necessity of towing a large
tender, and the only incumbrance to
the machine, aside from its load, isa
small tank strapped upon the boiler,
resembling the camel-back engines
used in railroad yards for shifting.
The connection between engine and
train is made with chain, the tongue
of each wagon fitting in a traveler
upon the rear axle of the preceding
wagon.

Petty Economies.

Shoes were the pet meanness of a
distinguished English nobleman
whose ground rents in London alone
would have shod all its inhabitants
for centuries to come. It is related

pair in person to a cobbler, and that
after carefully examining them the
man said to him, ‘I never saw the
like since I’'ve been at the business.
You are either the greatest pauper
in England, or the Marquis of ——.”’

‘‘I am the marquis,and not the

jected. The sausaye is made of pea
meal, fat and bacon. It was devised
by a German cook, from whom the |
invention was purchased by the|
government for $25,000. The secret |
lies in the method of preparation, by
which the article is rendered proof
against decay. FEach sausage is
eight inches long and makes twelve
plates of nutritious soup. There
could hardly be a better emergency
ration.”’

“Among other things under con-
sideration by our War Department !
are condensed soups. This little
packet, which looks somewhat like a
bundle of cigarettes, contains just
three ounces of desiccated pea soup.
You observe, it is so compressed as
to be quite hard. I break it up and
throw it into this saucepan. To it I
add one quart of water and I place it
on the gas stove here to boil.: For
flavoring, though it is not necessary,
let us add a small quantity of these
evaporated onions. In the course
of fifteen . minutes I will offer you a
plate of very excellent pea soup.
Soups, you understand, are most
useful in rations. For health it
is not sufficient to put a certain
amount of nutriment into the body ;
the stomach must be distended.
Boup does that,. Incidentally, the
soldier who consumes one of the ra-
tions absorbs one quart of sterilized
water,

‘‘Condensed soups may be pur-
chased in tablets three inches square
and half an inch thick. Each tablet
weighs four ounces. and makes six
plates of soup. In food value one
tablet is equal to one and three-
quarter pounds of potatoes. Bean,
mock-turtle, green corn, barley and
potato soups are desiccated. in this
form. Tomato, vegetable and fish
chowder soups are simiiarly pre-
pared. What do you suppose this is?
It lookslike a button, doesn’t it? It
is a cup of tea condensed.® All you
have to do is to drop it into a cup of
hot water and stir it up. The sweet-
ening is in the button with the tea.
No, the sweetening i8 not sugar, but
,saccharine.” Coffeeis put up in the
same way, with saccharine, as well
as in a shape that looks like black
molasses.

“An iron ration is a short weight

“and highly concentrated diet intend-

ed to cover only a brief period. (It is

Inr food supp!

not to be used except when the fegu-
y cannot be obtaihed.

pauper,’’ said his lordship and far
from being offended, seemed greatly
amused. To mount a new pair of
shoe-strings, even, is pain and grief
to him,and a new pair of shoes al-
ways brings on a violent fit of gout,
so vehemently is he opposed to the
sad necessity of donning them at all.

Lord Eldon was a peer of this pat-
tern, only he proceeded to the other
extremity, and would never allow his
wife and daughters but one bonnet
between them. One wonders what
pratty Betty Surtees saw in him to
induce her to elope with him, cost
what it might.

There is a Frenchman whose ec—
centricity in respect of a pet mean-
ness is very often commented upon
in Paris, for, though he has a model
establishment and positively rolls in
money, he cannot bear to use towels
freely—his-own or his neighbors’. It
is said that upon staying at one of
the old castles of Brittany fora week
he took his hostess aside privately
and showed her over three dozen
towels that he had been gloating over
for days. ‘‘All these, madame, I
have saved,” he remarked, with great
delight. ‘‘Your servants put them in
my room, it is true, but I and my
wife have only used one between us.
Servants are careless, wasteful
creatures. “Ireturn the rest.”

‘' Hercules and the Hawk.

Some passengers over one of the
Berlin canal bridges the other day
noticed the sudden appearance of
two black points in the sky at a con-
siderable distance away, which de-

veloped. into two ducks. Behind
themat & lower level flew another
bird which suddenly rose into the air
above the ducks, and then shot down
upon them like an arrow. One of
the ducks flew sideways towards the
Thiergarten; the other, closely pur-
sued by its enemy. flew slanting into
the canal, and. reaching the water
exactly behind the bridge, dived,
while the hawk in its blind haste,
struck against the head of a statue
of Hercules, and fell once more, flap-
ping its great wings, dead on the
pavement of the bridge. The bird
was a splendid specimen, the wings
having an expansion of more than
three feet. ‘

There are those who say that the

Rebuilt by Surgical Skilli

An odd character is now in Win-
ona, Minn., in the person of George
Burns, who has good reason for his
eccentricity. e has papers to
show that he was head engineer on
the steamer City of Savannah, which
was wrecked on the coast of Massa-
chusetts on January 18, 1884, while
en route from Boston to Florida. He
was reversing the levers when the
steamer struck the rocks, and he was
thrown into the machinery, receiy-
ing injuries which crippled him for
life. There were 118 lives lost in
the accident, and Burns was one of
the thirty-seven surviving, For a
long while he lay on a cot in the
death row of Bellevue Hospital, New
York. Dr. Hayes Agnew attended
his case and removed five ribs from
his left side, and trephined his skull,
using 8ix ounces of silver sheeting
for this purpose. He was compelled
to wear a plaster of paris jacket for
four years after the accident. A
portion of the lower end of his spine
and both elbow joints are gone.
One knee cap is on the back of the
leg, and his heart is on the extreme
right side of his body. He is now
64 years of age, and walks very well
and has a cheerful disposition. He
is a member of the Grand Army of
the Republic, and served during the
war on the gunboat which was sta-
tioned at Cairo during the early days
of the Civil war.

The Parrot That Scared the Cat.

Cats may not be superstitious, but they
object to being startled just as strongly as
any nervous old maid, particularly by a
parrot. When a parrot in a large cage
arrived in a passenger’s baggage at the
Great Northern depot yesterday morning,
Baggagemaster Miller set him on the floor
of the baggage room. There he stood for
two mortal hours in dead silence, and no
coaxing of the passengers could arouse
his loguacity.

When tbe crowd had left the depot a
large sleek cat appeared on the scene, and
spying the bird, marched majestically up
to the cage and sat down. He poked his
nose between the bars and sat contempla-
ting Poll, thinking what a dainty morsel
he would make if those pesky bars were
only out of the way. He had sat thus for
an hour, and the silence had gradually
grown denser when Mr. Miller was
aroused by the unearthly screams from
Poll’s direction:

‘‘Ha! ha! Come on, boys.”

The cat did not care to continue the
conversation; he just went, his tail up,
lifted and swollen with fear till it looked
like a feather duster. The parrot smiled
a gleeful smile, and the cat did not come
back to trouble him.

A Ciever Marksman.

A sporting gentleman, who had the
reputation of being a very bad shot,
invited some of his friends to dine
with him.

Before dinner he showed them g
target painted on a barn door with a
bullet right in the bullseye.

This he claimed to have shot at one
thousand yards distance.

As nobody believed him he offered
to bet the price of an oyster supper
on it. On one of the guests accept-
ing the wager he produced two wit-
nesses whose veracity could not be
doubted to prove his assertion.

Since they both stated he had done
what he claimed he won his bet.

During dinner the loser of the
wager inquired how the host had
managed to fire such an excellont
shot.

The host answered :

‘“Well, I shot the bullet at the
door at the distance of one thous-
and yards,and then I painted the
target round it.”

Long -Suffering Couple.

The Monroe County Court has appoint-
ed a guardian for the estate of Isaac
Brewer of Stroudsburg. This is the
climax of a strange career. He and his
wife, Alice, bave had ups and downs with
the most alarming frequency during the
twenty-two years of their married life.
In that time the wife has, it is asserted,
deserted her husband forty-two times.
Forty-one times Isaac was able to coax
or hire his better half to return home; but
the forty-second time she refused, and she
is now living with her daughter. They
would have a slight disagreement, and the
wife would leave home. Perhaps she
would be absent several days, and then
Brewer would go iu search of her. The
twenty-third disappearance was caused by
a custard pie, and it cost the husband
$200 in cash und the deed of a house to
get his wife back. It seems their tastes
differed as to custard pie, the husband
seeming to have peculiar ideas about its
make-up. Now the wite says she cannot
be hired to go back home, and a guardian
has been appointed.

Fun With Peanuts.

A peanut hunt is lots of fun for an
evening party. The hostess hides
peanuts in all sorts of queer places
about the room, sometimes putting
two or three nuts in the same place.
Then she provides each of her guests
with a little basket tied with gay rib-
bons, and then the ‘‘hunt’’ begins,
Sometimes a march is played and the
hunters mnst keep step to the music,
stopping when it stops, and starting
again when it starts. After a certain
time the finds are compared. The
one who has the largést number wins
the first prize, while the ‘‘booby’’
prize is fittingly awarded to the one
having thefewest.

Some other trials that are great
sport are often introduced. One is
to see who can carry the most pea-
nute in one hand from one table to
another. A boy ought to win this.
Forty-two is a’'good number.

Lead Mining Deci!ning.

The United States 'geological sur-
vey report says that the lead miring
industry for 1894 was one of except—
ionally low prices. Mining declined
and it was necessary to draw on for-
eign sources to supply deficiencies.
The production of refined lead in the
United States was 219,000 short tons
in 1894, ’I(‘he production ‘of 1893 was
229,000 short tons.

Shot by a Horse.

A peculiar accident occurred in
East Monmouth, Me. A man by the
name of Prescott was leading a colt,
when the animal whirled and kicked,
striking Prescott in the region of the
hip pocket, where he carried a loaded
revolver. =~ The revolver was dis-

‘‘Napoleon ocurl” has been done to

death by actresses. -

~ealf of Mr. Prescott’s leg.
bl A L

| it.

Soda and Charcoal.

A writer in The Household Com-
rnion speaks up for these two
‘common things’’ as follows: :

A box of washing sodain the kitch-
en and another in the "
closet are greataids ix cleanly house-

those to which something has burned
or fastened itself so firmly that scrap-
ing is a disagreeable necessity, are
easily cleansed ifa small lump of
soda is put in the pan and covered
with cold water. Set the utensil
over the fire until after dinner, and
you will find that all the grease or
crust is loosened. Granite wear and
tin last much longer when cleansed
in this way, which is preferable to
the pot-cleaner that is & network of
iron or steelrings. The soda is also
excellent to cleanse and whiten un-
varnishéd and unpainted floors, ta-
bles and other surfaces, and quite
indispensable in flushing the waste
pipein the bathroom and kitchen
sinks once or twice a week. In this
ease the soda should be dissolved in
boiling hot water and used at once.

Charcoal is another simple and in-
expensive purifying agent that is
most useful in keeping a house free
from smeils of various kinds. A
few good-sized pieces in a refrigerator
occasionaly purifies and preserves
If you have that abomination,
an enclosed dark place under the
sink for pots, etc., put some char-
coal there, as well asin the cupboard
where you keep cooked food.

Short Work With Patients.

To diagnose patients at the rate of
two and a half a minute seems pretty
quick work. According to a German
contem porary, this isabout the aver-
age performance of Pastor Kneipp, of
cold water fame, at Woerrishofen,
When receiving patients on a busy
day the pastor sits at & long table in
& large plainly furnished room, smok-
ing & hugh cigar. He dictates his
‘‘prescriptions’’ to an assistant in a
solemn tone, as if he were presiding
at a religious ceremonial. Men,
women and children of every station
in life file past him. In an hour and
a quarter he gets through 180 with-
out difficulty. There is no examinge
tion, and few questions are asked.
Indeed, there is little necessity, for
cold water baths and bandages and
walks on wet grass with bare feet ex-
haust the worthy pastor’s pharmaco-
paeia. There is one exception—an
ointment composed of honey and
medical herbs for those who suffer
from diseases of the eye. But then
the ointment is a sovereign one for
everything, and so Pastor Kneipp
manages to break the record as an
oculist as well.

Measuring Starlight.

An English astronomer named Min-
chin has invented an instrument
which accurately measures the quans«
tity of light given out by a star.
Stars are designated as being of the
first down to the twentieth magni-
tude, aceording to the intensity of
the light given out. The magnitude
of a star has hitherto been judged by
the eye, and anything like exactitude
could not be obtained. By the new
invention the rough designation of
magnitude is represented by num-
bers which give the exact ratio of
one star to another in light-giving
powers. The star Arcturus, for ex-
ample, is estimated by the new proe
cess to give 754 times the light of
Regulus.

This instrument will be of great
use not only in astronomy, but in
meteorology also. The amount of
light which reaches the earth from
the stars varies according to the
state of the atmosphere, aud the in-
ventor claims that forecasts of
weather cau be obtained in this way
which will be far more accurate than
those obtained at present.

Great Bread Eaters.

‘‘Bread is one article of food that
is cheaper in England and Scotland
than in this country, ’’ said Mr. John
Stephenson, of Glasgow, Scotland.
Mr. Stephenson and a brother con-
duct bakery establishments in Glas-
gow ahd London, the largest, per-
haps, in the world, certainly the
largest in Europe.

‘‘The people on our side,” he con-
tinued, “eat more bread than do the
citizens of America, and not so much
meat or vegetables, which are d%arest
in Great Britain than in this coun-
try. We make two-pound loaves of *
square form, the weight of which
must be stamped on each loat, and
the law against lightweigho bread is
very rigid. Every week we consume
8,500 barrels of flour, the biggest
part of which comes from the United
States. Of late we have been getting
agood deal of Argentine wheat, and
a little from Australia. About the
best wheat in the world is grown in
Hungary, but of that there is no
great quantity imported into Eng-
land.

A Wonderful Automaton.

In the year 1770 the most wonder-
ful automaton that has ever been
constructed was exhibited at Exeter
Exchange, London. This automatic
wonder represented a country gentle<
man’s house, and was of such intri-

no one disputed the elaim of the ex-
hibitor when he declared that he had
worked 27 years in perfecting it. It
showed the regulation English ¢oun-
try house, with parks, gardens, cas-
cades, temples, bridges, etc., besides
over' 100 appropriately clad human
figures in the gardens, on the bridges,
chopping wood and at various build-
ing operations. In the park were
several deer moving naturally about,
and four horses and a coach follow-
ing the meandering road. Besides
the above the figures of boys were
seen fishing from the bridges, while
a boatload of ladies and gentlemen
regularly rowed across an enlarge-
ment in the brovk, much to the con-
sternation of the natural looking fig-
ures of geese and ducks whicli were
«paddling about in the ‘water. The
whole of these animate and inani-
mate figures were inclosed in a space
of only 4% feet square.

~ In a Wisconsin village recently a
funeral  procession was very largely
made up of men and women on bi-
cyles, the deceased having been o

charged § the bullet lodging in the

member of a bicycle elus

cate and elaborate construction that -

-
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keeping. Greasy spots and pans, or




