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CHAPTER 1.

A spoiled beauty—spoiled by a devotion
and love such as fall to the lot of few
women—Lady Rooden did not know the
meaning of the word “care.”” She was
only seventeen when Sir Charles Rooden
weed and won her; and from that time
be had surrounded her with such loving
<care that her lot ameng women was quite
exceptional. Few knew such unalloyed
happiness as she enjoyed. At times a
fleeting regret that she had no son to suc-
ceed her husband would come over her;
but even that regret was softened when
she remembered how deeply he loved their
little daughter.

The Roodens of Rood Abbey had been
for many generations owners of that fair
and fertile domain. The estate, which
was situated in one of the most beautiful
of the Midland Counties, was singularly
favored by nature, and not the least of its
charms, was the bright flashing river
Leir, smooth amd peaceful in places,
spanned here and there by rustic bridges
and widening in its course until it devel-
oped into the broad, deep reach in front
of the Abbey itself.

8ir Charles Rooden, the ideal of an En-
glish landlord—handsome, brave, gener-
ous, and a true lover of all out-door and
mnly sports—was still young when he
fell in love with one of the most beautiful
girls of her day, Laura Milroy, the only
daughter of the Earl of Milroy. In his
blind idolatry he never perceived that
she was vain or gelfish, that she was shal-
low at heart; he discerned in her only the
attributes of a good and moble woman,
and he loved her implicitly. His wife
was the center of his hopes and plans,
the one object of his care and worship;
and next to her in his affection came his
little daughter, whom, because of her
beautiful face and sweet serious eyes—
eyes in which dwelt a sweet brooding
seriousness—they named Angela.

Angela bad reached her twelfth year
when her first great sorrow fell upon her.
A sweeter, fairer maiden it would hardly
have been possible to find. To those who
knew how frail and uncertain human love
is, there was something almost pitiful in
,the devotion of the child to her father.
‘The blow, when it did fall, was therefore
all the more terrible to her. For there
came a day, bright and sanny, full of
perfume and sweetness and song, when
8ir Charles Rooden left home in the
morning with laughing, jesting words on
his lips and was cmned back in the even-
- ing dead.

The evening was-as fair as the morning:
The wind stirred the lilacs and the long
laburnum-tresses gently in the garden
below; nature seemed to be reposing in
the peaceful calm that had settled over
all.

“I wonder what it is, Angel ?” said Lady
Reoden. “A crowd seems to be moving
and coming in this direction. They are
carrying something. What can it be?”

“l do not see papa,” said the child,
whom nothing else interested; and they
grew silent as the tall trees and the wind-
ing of the river hid the crowd from their
view.

“I wish papa would come!” cried the
. child, presently; and then, after a few
minutes, there was a sound of tramping
footsteps, of hurried, hushed voices, and
the old butler came hastily on to the ter-
Tace.

“My lady, my lady, come in quickly!”
be cried. ‘Do not look toward the river!
Come in!"”

Lady Rooden turned to him in wonder.

“What?” she gasped, her face growing
_white and rigid.

“My master was found in the river, my
lady!” Jarvis replied, wrmgmg his hands.

“In the river? Iound in the river, do
you say? "Then he is dead!”

“He is dead; my lady, and they are
bringing him home!” answered the man.

With a wild cry Lady Rooden flew from
the house down to the avenue, where she
met the men bearing the lifeless body of
her husband. When she saw his dead
face, she fell, with a low anguished cry,
to the ground, and was carried back home
senseless.

It was not until the first shock was over
that any one thought of the child. They
found her lying near the window of the
room, in an agony of grief which no words
of comfort could abate.

The mystery surrdunding Sir Charles
Rooden’s death was never solved. Wheth-
er he had attempted to cross the river
where it was shallowest, and liad been
-carried away by the force of the current,
or whether his horse had become restive
and da;hed Jnto the water, no one ever
knew. 'No one had seen the baronet; no
«ne came forward to say that they had
met him on that day. That it was an
accident every one agreed, but how it
occurred there was no living witness to
tell. :

How deeply the genial, generous master
of Rood was mourned was shown by the
assemblage of rich and poor who came to
Pay a last tribute of respect to a neighbor
and friend.

In his will Sir Charles had not forgotten
any of his faithful old servants or any of
the charities he had supported. Yet to
those who listened to the reading of the
document there seemed to be something
strange in it. It was strange that no in-
come had been settled on the daughter
for whom he had always such unbounded
affection; strange that no dowry had been
Jeft to her; strange that not cne farthing
of what must ultimately be a large for-
tune should reach her until her mother’s
death; strange that so vast a fortune
sXodld be left to the absolute disposal of
a #rautiful young widow. No restriction
was placed upon her; there was no forfeit-
ure of money if she married again. The
only thing she could not do was to part
with property belonging in way to house
or estate. She could not sell a picture or
a tree; everything was to descend. to An-
gela just as she had received it.

“A strange will!” the listeners agreed,
but it only showed the implicit trust Sir
Charles had in his wife.

Lady Rooden was a little surprised hor-
welf. She had not expected such unre-,
served generosity, and she had certainly
thought that provision would have been
made for Angédla. She caught the child
in her arms, and kissed the fair young
face in a passion of tears.
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“You shall not suﬁer. my darling,” she
declared, “for papa’s generosity to me. I
will more than make up to yoh for it.”

But Angela did not understand. She
only clasped her arms more tightly around
her mother’s neck.

After Sir Charles’ death, Lady Rooden
did not care to remain at Rood Abbey.
Her, one desire was to go abroad, to seek
in change some relief from her present
sorrow. She was married so young—
when only seventeen—and the whole of
her happy married life had been so com-
pletely engrossed by her love for her hus-
band and a ceaseless round of pleasures,
that she had given little thought to for-
eign travel. Now a great desire came
over her to see all the famous countries
and cities of which she had read; and
Angela was delighted with her plan.

She secured the services of a clever and
accomplished gentlewoman,” Miss Ave-
land; and a few months after Sir Charles’
death Lady Rooden and her daughter
started for a tour which was to last four
vears, while Rood Abbey was left in
the hands of faithful «!d servants, who
were to hold it in readiness for their re-
tura.

CHAPTER IT.

Five years had passed since Sir Charles
Rooden was laid to rest. May had come
round again, with its wealth of foliage
and of flowers—a fair, bright May, such
as poets love to portray. The London
season was a brilliant one—there had not
been a better for many years. The draw-
ing-rooms had been well attended; a great
many presentations had been made, and,
better than all, an unusual number of
beautiful faces had appeared at court.

One of the most commanding houses
overlooking Hyde Park, one of a stately
row called Palace Place, was especially
noticeable this May morning for the love-
ly flowers that filled the light Italian bal-
cony. A beautiful girl “stood near the
blooming hyacinths which occupied one
of the windows—a girl with a sweet, pas-
sionate face, and eyes that, lovely as
they were, could not be easily read. Near
her stood a tall, handsome man, Captain
Vance Wynyard. The girl’s face revealed
her love-story clearly. It paled and
flushed as he spoke to her; the proud
sensitive lip trembled, the eyes deepened
and brightened, as his words of love fell
upon her ears. The beautiful, passionate
face and eloquent eyes were those of
Gladys Rane, a niece of Lady Kinloch, a
debutante of the season, whose beauty
had made its mark.

Lady Kinloch, the mistress of the man-
sion renowned for its famous flowers and
known as Loch House, was a rich and
childless widow. She had adopted the
only child of her dead sister, and had
-brought.her up in the hope that the beauty
of which her girlhood gave promise would
develop to maturity, and that she would
one day make a brilliant match; but
whether Lady XKinloch would ever see
her adopted daughter make the brilliant
match she had hoped for was more than
doubtful, for Gladys had fallen in love
with handsome Captain Wynyard, who
had already lost two fortunes, and was
quite ready to lose a third, should it ever
come within his reach.

The bejeweled white fingers toyed with
the flowers, which served also as an ex-
cuse for bending her face, lest he should
read the love so plainly visible there.
Suddenly she looked up at him, forgetting
the hyacinths in the interest of her ques-
tion:

“Have you heard of the new arrivals,
Vance?”

*What new
asked.

“Mother and daughter—Lady Rooden
and her daughter Angela. All London is
talking about them:. The daughter is
seventeen, the mother thirty-five; but her
ladyship looks—so 1 am told—quite ten
years younger, and has been pronounced
one of the most lovely women in London,
as well as one of the wealthiest.”

Captain Vance's handsome eyes gleam-
ed ‘with interest.

‘“Rich, is she? Some people are fortu-
nate. o be rich and beautiful is to have
an undue preponderance of this world’s
gifts. . Tell me about them, Gladys.”

“Lady Rooden is the widow of Sir
Charles Rooden, of Rood Abbey. He died
quite suddenly four or five years ago—he
was drowned, I believe—and left the
whole of his large fortune to her.”

“She will be a prize, then,” continned
the Captain. “And what fortune has the
daughter?”

“Although he was so wealthy, Sir
Charles left no separate fortune to his
daughter; but at her mother’s death every-
thing goes to her—not before.”

“What will happen if the mother mar-
ries again?” asked the Captain.

“Nothing. Her husband wonld have

arrivals, Gladys?”’ he

the full use of her wealth while she lived;.

but it would go to her daughter at the

‘mother’s death.”

“And what,” he asked, looking up sud-
denly—*"what if the daughter dies before
the mother?”

“Then the whole of the property be-
comes hers, to do with as she wills.
What cold-blooded questions you ask,
Vance!” -

“I like to understand,” he returned. “It
is rather a novel state of things, and I am
getting quite interested.”

“I wish to heaven that you had Rood
Abbey and a large fortune.”

“So do I,” sighed Gladys.

“What a curse poverty ‘is!” he contin-
ued. “Here are you and I— we love each
other—we have not said much about it, but
we love each-other—and yet——"

“I know,” she interrupted, raising her
faee, which was full of pain, to his—"I
understand.”

“If my career had been a little less
mad!” he sighs, regretfully. *“I have
wasted two fortunes, and 1 doubt much
whether I shall ever have a third. We
are in the same position, Gladys—you
will have to marry moue). and I must do
the same.’

“I suppose it must be s0,” she said,
resignedly. But he noted the pain in her
eyes, and the trembling of her lips.

*I know no two people in the world
who would be so happy together as you
and 1,” he added; “yet, because we neith-
er of us have money, we 1must stifle our
love and always live apart. I wish you
had fortune, Gladys, or that people could
do without money.”

*So do I,” said Gladys Rane, with a
bitter sigh.

let nenher of them for & moment

[kneels to England.

dreamed of what want of money and the
desire to obtain it would do for them in
the future. On that bright May morning,
among the hyacinths in the sunlight, no
warning came to them of the shape the
future was to take.

Every one seemed to be talking of
Lady Rooden and her daughter that even-
ing. Captain Vance went to his club, the
Royal, and found they were the topic of
conversation there. Nothing so interest-
ing, nothing so strange, had been dis-
cussed for some time—a mother beautiful
and fair as her own most beautiful child;
a child in grace and loveliness the rival
of her own mother, The discussion was
at its height when Wynyard entered the
smoking-room.

“I think all London has gone crazy
about the new beauties,” he remarked.
‘““Ashton,” he continued, turning to one of
his most intimate friends, “you were at
the Embassy ball last evening. Did you
see them 7

“Yes; they were both
Rooden and her daughter.”

“Which is the belle?” asked Wynyard,

“I could not tell you. I have never
seen two women so perfect. The old
comparison of a rose and a rosebud is
weak. No one would believe them to be
mother and daughter; they are like
younger and elder sister—the daughter so
slim and graceful, the mother tall and
s(ately There is not such another pair
in London.”

“Should you think there was any pros-
pect of the mother remarrying?’ asked
Wynyard.

“Yes, I should think it is almost cer-
tain; and I think I can guess who the
man is who will marry her.”

“Who is he?’ asked the ex-Captain,
anxiously.

“The one who flatters her most,” ladgh-
ed Mr, Ashton; “he will be the one to win
her, That is her ladyship’s weak side.”

Neither billiards nor cards had any
charm for Vance Wynyard that evening;
he was unusually thoughtful and en-
grossed. If he sighed at times, it was
because memory brought to him vividly
the beautiful, sorrowful face of Gladys
Rane.

there—Lady

(To be continued.)
BLUE LAWS IN THE ISLE OF MAN.

Imposed Severe Punishments for the
Most Trivial Oﬂ‘ennes.

The legislature of the Isle of Man is
called the house of keys, and was for-
merly a judicial body, whose duty it
was to Interpret the laws—to unlock
their mysteries, Anyone bold enough
and ill-advised enough to slander the
house of keys was liable to a fine of $50
and the” loss of both his ears. Two
deemsters were appointed to execute
the laws, which before 1417 were un-
codified and were known as breast
laws, being imparted to the deemsters
in secret, and by thenl kept within the
secrecy of their own Dbreasts so long
as they chose, or during the whole ger-
vice, though they were empowered to
impart and explain to the people so
much of them as should at any time
seem expedient.

Some of the laws as recorded after
the codification are extremely quaint.
Here is one which recalls to mind the
narrow bound and primitive way of
life of the Manxmen. Nowhere else
surely would the greater crime be re-
garded as the less—merely because in
the nature of things it could result, de-
spite the intention of the thief, only in
an enforced loan—and the lesser crime
be gravely reckoned as the greater:

“If a man steal a horse or an ox it is
no felony, for the offender cannot hide
them; but if he steal a capon or a pig-
gie he shall be hanged.”

“In the case of theft)”” another law
declares, “if it amount to the value of
sixpence halfpenny, shall be a felony
to death to the offender; and under that
value to be whipped or set upon a
wooden horse ordered for such offend-
ers.”

A rather ingenious law, designed to
check the breaking of pledges by un-
trustworthy servants who might have
an opportunity to get improved wages,
decrees that any servant hiring with
two masters must give his labor to the
first man he is promised to and his
wages to the second; should the offense
be repeated, the culprit is to be set in
the stocks and whipped.

The arms of the Isle of Man, which,
though it sounds like an Irish bull to
say so, are legs—three legs bent at thoe
knee, and apparently kicking outward
from a common center in the midst of
a shield—have provoked a number of
Jocular descriptions, of which the best
declares that one leg spurns Ireland,
one kicks at Scotland and the third
The feeling thus
typified appears certainly to exist to-
ward the two former countries, if we
are to judge by the following laws, ney-
er repealed, though, it is needless to
add, never in our day enforced:

“Irish women loitering and not work-
ing are to be commanded forth of the
isle with as much convenient speed
as may be.” Why Irish women espe-
cially is not explained; perhaps they
accompanied their husbands—the “spal-
peens” came aver for harvesting—and
made themselves obnoxious as beggars.

The other law is at least fairer in
appearance, since it does not discrimi-
nate in the matter of sex, but it is no
more hospitable. It enjoins “That all
Scots avoid the land with the next ves-
sel that goeth to Scotland, upon paine
of forfeiting their goodes, and their
body to prison.”—Green Bag.

A Swift French Vessel.

Probably the swiftest vessel in the
world has recently been uilt in
France. This extraordunary craft is the
seagoing torpedo vessel constructed in
Havre by the well-known house of
Augustin Normand, the contract re-
quiring that it should maintain a speed
of from twenty-nine to thirty knots for
an hour under usual steam. At its
trial trip, It seems, this vessel, the For-
ban, ran a distance of more than thir-
ty-one knots in an hour, this being
equivalent to about thirty-five miles,
probably the greatest distance ever cov-
ered by a seagoing ship in sixty min-
utes—powerful engines being neces-
sary, of course, to drive the vesse?
through the water at such a rapid rate.
On this score, therefore, the statement
is not surprising that, although the dis-
placement of the craft is only about
150 English tons, it carries engines of
3,250 horse power.—Revue Industrialle.

The ancients had no marks of punctu-.
ation; all their letters were of the same
size, no distinetion being made between
those which began a senteuce or proper,
name and other letters. There was no

separation of the words, or even of the-

sentences, and hence much difficulty
has arisen in construing nany pas-
sages in the writings of the aucient
historians.

FOR THE YOUNC FORKS.

A VEXED QUESTION.

I went in the schoolroom. one morning;
My two little girls were there,

And over their atlas bending,
Each with a puzzled air,

Mary glanced up as I entered,
And said, with an anxious look:
“Mama, perhaps you ean help us;
1t says here, in this book,

“That we bought Louisiana
From the French. Now
queer!
For Nellie and I don’t undoerstand
How they could send it here,

“Whoever brought the land over
Must have taken so many trips,
Nell says they put it in baskets;

-Eila Johnson Kerr in St. Nicholas.

SIN DONKEYS AND SEVEN.
go about gayly dressed in
and baggy trousers of zaudy colors
ple with their stories. Often they sit
in the restaurants and public squares
and as they talk they shrug

to impress their hearers.
of the "fables that a famous
teller relates:

One day a wealthy man called upon

stovy-

he would charge to educate his son,

“Three hundred plasters,” said the
Hodja.

“What are you talking about,”
claimed the man.
I can buy six donkeys for
ters.”

“That is well said,” answered Nasar-
tin, “but if you buy six Jdoukeys with
your 300 piasters instead of educaung
your son you will be master of seven
donkeys, including your son.”

ex-

EPIDEMICS
PRESENT,

MENTAL PANT AND

In looking back to the medieval ages
we find them to be times in which ab-
normal social phenomena were dis-
played on a grand secale—times teem-
ing with mobs, riots, revolts; with
blind movements of -vast human
masses; with terrible epidemics that
ravaged Europe from end to end. They
were ages peculiar for the strange,
striking facet that whole cities, exten-
sive provinces, great countries, were
stricken by one disease. Men went
mad in packs, by the thousands. An
obscure individual in some remote
‘country place had fits of hysterics, and
soon all Lurope was wriggling and
struggling in convulsions of hysterical
insanity. The dark ages were strange,
peculiar—so, at least, do they appear
to us, who consider
superior to the poor, ignorant medieval
peasant, burgher, knight, with their
superstitions, religious fervor, and re-
current epidemic insanities, I am
afraid, however, that a similar fate
may overtake us. May not a future
- historian look back to our own times
with dismay, and perhaps with horror?
~He will represent our age as dark and
cruel—an age of the blind, senseless
Napoleonic wars, of great commercial
panies, industrial crises, Black kri-
days, and mobs and crazes of all sorts
and descriptions.

HOW THE PIGS GOT THE PLUMS.

I once lived on a farm in the western
part of Illinois. My father owned a
great many fruit trees, but the finest
fruit on the farm grew on a plum tree
which stood in the centre of a small
meadow, in which a few of the hogs
were wont to run.  There were a few
other trees in the meadow, and alto-
getber it made a very nice place to be
in on a warm day.

One morning’when the plums were
at their best my mother gave me a
small basket and asked me to go
down to the tree and fill it. "The tree
was loaded with the bright red plums,
and I soon filled my basket, and then
sat down on the grass under a large
shady tree to eat some of tle delicious
fruit.

Soon I heard a gruff “Ugh! Ugh!”
followed by the falling of a perfect
shower of plums from the tree. Quick-
ly turning, I saw six large hogs stand-
ing under the tree quietly munching
the fruit and racking the pits between
their teeth,

Having consumed all the plums on
the ground, one old hog, that seemed
to be the leader, went ap to the tree,
and giving anotlror “Ugh! Ugh!” rub-
bed his body against the trunk of the
tree, and shook down another supply.

I watched this performance for some
time, and then informed my father
about it. It is needless to say the pigs
were promptly turned -out of the
meadow.—Chicago Record,

CANINE FRIEND IN NEED.

“Talk about tlex sagacity of dogs,”
remarked Jenkins, as he scornfully
surveyed the records of the good deeds
done by canines in general, “Why, 1
saw something the other day which
beats the world—something which,
addition to proving thre reasoning pow-
er of dogs, showed also that some of
them at least possess a great capacity
for affection for their own kind. A
friend of mine uptown owns several
dogs, among the lot being a magnifi-
cent gireyhound and a diminutive span-
iel, the two dogs, notwithstanding the
disparity in size, being warm friends.
The other day the dog-catcher wagon
wias making the rounds, and, as usual,
missing the curs while corraling the
animals which are well taken care of.
It happened that my friend's front
gate had been left open, and the two
dog mentioned escaped to. the street
just as the wagon turned the corner.
Tlore was a great cry on the part
of the catchers, who grasped their nets
and made a scramble for the little
spaniel, not seeming to like the idea
of tackling the big hound. The poor
little spaniel realized her danger and
attempted to esceape. She flew like one
possessed in every direction, ounly to
be headed off by the men witly the nets

and a score of small boys. She finally
halted, panting, in the middle of the

o T s 3 1 story- s | ;
In Turkey professional story ite‘llea | century of popularity,
raisteoat | :
Walsteoal { tre in which thelr adventures are dis-

“That is too much. |

300 pias- | ¢
y e { fun at the vintagers,

ourselves \':mtly‘

! the fence, and then,
|
that seewms |

| that wasn't a
| know:"

| the crowd,

street, and one of the men approached
her with his net. It secmed that the
Nitle thing's doom was sealed.
“Suddenly there was a bark and
the big greyhound eame leaping into
scattering the small boys
and compellipg the catchers to take
to the wagon. The hound reached the
side of the spaniel and, taking in the
situation, reached down, grasped his
wee companion in his capacious mouth
and was off down the street like a
shot. He didn’t stop for the gate, but
with a great, gracéful leap, was over
gently depositing
the spaniel on the ground, stood wag-
ging his tail, ax if knowing that he
had discomtited their enemies, while
the spaniel gamboled and made the
welkin ring with her shrill barks., 1f
great thing, 1 don¥

—New  Orleans Times-Demo-
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But I think it must have been ships,” |

PUNCH ANDJUDY,

Generations of children have found

{ pleasure in witnessing the anties of

Punch and Judy, and after nearly a

the mimic thea-

(played still gives amusement to both

trimmed with gold and amuse the peo- !
[ ways
their ,

shoulders, gesticulate and make faces |
This is one |

yvoung and old. The origin of this al-
attractive entertainment is not
English, as many who have enjoyed it
may suppose, but, according to an old
book, Punch and Judy are of ltalian
ancestry. In the distriet of Acezzn,

i near Naples, the people are very muvh
i addicted to the making of wine from

| grapes;

Nasartin Hodja to ask him Low much | ;
| their love of droll wit and comice

| vintage,

|
\
{
|

in |

is envious that from
have been famous for
fun,
Many years ago, in the season of the
which is a time when every-
body seems to be fuil of fun ang frolie,
some comic players came  along,
through Acezza. They hegan to poke
and in the wa
of wit, the players got the worst of If

Now tlrere was among the vintagers
a fedow with an enormous red nose,
long and crooked like a powder horn;
amd he was the very drollest and wit-
tiest of the whole company. The play-
ers were so tickled with his wibty say-
ings, all set off by ‘his odd face and
very queer air and manner, that they
almost went into hysteries of laughter,

After they went away they began to
think that this droll fellow would be a
great accession to their company; 8o
they went bhack and made offers to
him. . These he accepted; and such
wis the success of Lis'efforts that the
company acquired great fame and a
great deal of money. Lverybody went
to see this witty buffoon, and all were
delighted.

This example led to the establish-
ment of a droll or buffoon in all com-
panies of comedians; and he was al-
ways calted after the orviginal one,
whose name was 'ucco (' Aniello,
This was, in the course of time, sof't-
ened into  Polecenello; the French
made it Polichenel, and the English,
Punchinello.  After a time the Eng-
lish, for the sake of brevity, eeft off
the latter part of the word, and called
it plain Punch,

How Judy origindted, history does
not record; but it is very easy to sur-
mise her story. Such a merry fellow
as Punch had as good a right to a wife
as anybody, if he could get one, Why
not? One might think that his beet-
like nose would lxave stood In the way
of nis finding a wowman willing to mar-
ry him; but his wit was an offset to
this. Women arve fond of wit, and
Punch would hdve played his part ill
if e could not have made it cover his
nose.

Now that we have supposed Punch
to have had a wife, and also supposed
heir name to have been Judy, what
more natural than for this amiable
couple, now and then, to have a bit of
a breeze? 'They lived a wandering
life, and like otleor people in their sta-
tion, took a little liquor to 1alse their
spirits, Affer the effect was over, feel-
ing a little peevish, they fell to call-
ing each other hard names, and hard
blows followed. So this is their whole
history.—Detroit Ifree I'ress.

and it

antiquity they

The Czar's Melancholy,

The Czar is said to have recently be-
come so taclturn as to produce a paim-
ful effect on those about “im, During
his sojourn with the Danish royal fam-
ily he Iras been daily observed by a
person who has a countiy seat in the
neighborhood of the casde, and who
has sent an account of his hupressions
to the Berliner Tagebiatf, "One has
never heard him indulge in a hearty
laugh,” he says, “and his smiic is mel-
ancholy and tired. 1 have often scen
him lately walking in the castle park,
dressed in his thick brown s¢it--which,
however, does not conceal his extreme-
ly delicate physique, He was always
accompanied by one of his relations,
most often by the I’rincess of Wales or
her daughter Princess Victoris:; but
he himself spoke very little and was
apparently always eungaged with his
own thoughts, and only half heard
what was said to him, while his fingers
were Incessantly passed through his
thin beard. He walked with his head
beny, his eyes cast on the ground, and
he carelessly raised his soft felt lat
without looking, up when some few
passers-by stood still and greeted him.”
—8t. James's Gazette.

The Longevity of Trecs.

America does not seem as favorabe
to the longevity of trees as are many
parts of the Old World, It is said that
pines in the north of Burepe are known
to have endured for nearly 500 years.
In Bavaria there is a lareh which is
known to he 225, Many oaks in Ger-
many are known to be over 200 years
old, and many over 200 years. Of other
trees individuals are known that have
reached the ages set opposite to them:
Ash, 170 years; birch, 160 to 200 years:
agpen, 220 years; mountain maple, 225
yvears; elm, 130 years, and red alder,

| 145 years.

In our country there are few that are
more than mere remnants, Most of
Bartram's trees are gone wholly or are
fading. The famous cypress has yet a
few green branclies. T'he fine silver fin
on the Johnson estate in Germantown,
which figured in the early issues of the
Horticulturist and often elsewhére, is
entirely dead now, though less than 100
years old.—Meehan’s Monthly

The simple remedy for a creaking
door is to apply xhlit!h\ sweet oil with a
festher to the hinges.

WHERE PIES ARE MADE.’

————

An Establishment That Turns Them Out
by the Thousand.

“If you want to see sowmething In-
teresting.” he said, “come with me. It
will make your mouth water if you
have a taste for the sweets, and in addi-
tion it will give you an insight into &
business that has reached immense pro-
portions within the last ten years.”
Down this street, and up the next, and
up a long tlight of stairs, to a otfice
where the lucky number of thirteen
misses were at work. This was the ini-
tial bow to the largest pie factory in
the whole of Gotham, and for that mat-
ter the entire country. IHere it is that
an average of 18,000 pies are turned
out every.day of the week except ri-
day, when the figures go over the 20,-
000 mark, because of the demands for
Sunday. Pies, little and big, and in all
conditions of preparation, ave to bo seen
here, and the average office boy or
down-town “elerk” would imagine him-
self in pie heaven were he to get upon
the ground.

Ask the most experienced housewife,
and she will readlly testify to the state-
ment that if is no easy matter ro make
a first-class pie. Pie making is easy
with the young bride only, * Still, in
this big factory spoken of, it really does
seem a simple affair—-the putting to-
gether of froit and dough—because the
workmen go through the performance
in Empire State Express order: but it
is practice and experience with them
rather than personal pleasure. To
make a ple correctly, as well as digest-
Ively, it is necessary to resort to four
pProcesses, .

Take, for instance,

a mince pie, The

1 work of preparing the filling is the first

undertaking, and then in regular order
come the task ol making the crust,
filling the pie and baking It. Contrmy
to some ideas, it 18 essential to the wel-
fare of the aforesaid pie that the meat
required be of a superior kind,  'This
obtalned, it 18 consigned to an lmmense
steam-jacketed copper kettle that has
the capacity of a medinm sized barrel,
In this way It is cooked, and then in-
trusted to the beneficial graces of an
enormous chopping machine, that does
Its work as finely g8 a projectile from a
twelve-inch gun might do with a wood-
en fence, Next come for attention the
beef  suet, apples, cltron, currents,
splees, and finally the brandy, and these
are mixed with the mincemeat by an-
other machine, and are gent to the fil-
ler,  While the mincement is being
mixed with the other mixture, another
force of men are preparing the crust.
This foree of men work hefore an Im-
mense trongh, and are rigged out in
clothes of immaculate  white, wlith
bare arms as powdered with flour as
the hair on their heads, ‘T'he trough is
partly filled with flour, and shortening
or lard is worked into it hy the white
workmen,  Water fhat hax bheen gpe-
clally iced Is worked into the mixture
in the trough, and the whole thing soon
takes on quite a dough-like appearance,

his dough is taken to another force
of men, who roll It out Into thin slices
and place it on tin plates, "This op-
eration Is perhaps the quickest of any
of the processes. ‘The men go througly
the mountain of dough like wind
through a sand hill,  Quicker than It
takes to tell, the white-covered ting are
dellvered to the fillers-in, and no army
of old topers ever filled in ax rapidly as
they do. All use a long-handled dipper
which has a capacity just sufficlent to
fill one pie. With this dipper in one
hand and the dough-covered tin plate
in the other, the filler-in dips the dipper
into the bharrel of filling alongside of
him, raises it In the alr and with a
graceful movement of his wrist turns
it Into the waliting plate. This accoms-
plished. everything I8 ready for the
oven, The latter is a gigantic thing
operated muech on the style of the Iter-
ris wheel, Suspended by Its axle above
2 red-hot fire is awheel about 12 feet
long and 16 inches in diameter, Eight
fron platforms are hung from the rims
of ‘this wheel, and upon these plat-
forms the pies arve placed. The manner
of suspensjon Is such that the ples al-
ways remain horvizontal, One of the
platforms is always over the opening in
the oven, 'T'he attendonts cover the
platform with pies and the wheel {8
then turned until the next platform
comes into view, which in like manner
Is filled. This is continued until the
eight platforms have been covered,
I'he next turn brings into view the first
lot put in, all baked to a nicety. They
are then removed and the platform
filled again. Again the wheel turns
nnd another army of haked pies Is pre-
sented and removed, 'l‘h{iu continued
hour after hour so long ok the demand
Iagts, An average of about 1,100 ples
are haked bourly over this oven, The
ple factory.Is a great institution, and
must be seen to be appreciated.

Clocks of Savages.

Neither clock nor timepiece Is to be
found In Liberia. The reckoning of
time s made entirely by the movement
and position of the sun, which rises at
G A. M. and sets at 6 P, M, shinost to
the minute all the year round, and at
noon is vertically overlbread, The isl-
anders of the South Pacifiz have no
clocks, but make an ingenions and re-
linble time-marker of their own. They
take the kernels from the nits of the
candle tree and wash and string them
on the rib of a palm leaf. The first or
top kernel is then liglvied. All of the
kernels are of the same size and sub-
stance,- and each will v a certain
number of miuutes and then set fire to
the -next one below. The natives tie
pieces of black cloth at regzalar inter-
vals along the.string to mark the divi-
sions of time.

Among the natives of Singar, in the
Malay archipelago, another peculiar
device is used. T'wo bottlex ave placed
neck and neck, and sand is put in one
of them, which pours itself into the
other every half hour, when the bottles
are reversed. There is a liue near by,
also, on which arve hang twelve rods,
marked with notches from one to
twelve.

Curious Eggshells.

Amcng the things of curious interest
at the University of Chicago i3 a vase
'(:nntninin:: the remains of cgg sholls,
These sbells once contamed hard boiled
eggs, which were preserved by having
bitumen poured over them and were
placed in the tombs for the sustenanqe
of the dead during their journey to the
other worid, The shells are seyeral
thuu~uml years oud,

WILL RAISE ELEPHANTS.

Novel and Extensive Entexprise Projected
in California.

Lewis Sells, one of the proprietors o
Forepaugh & Sells Bros.” Cirous, owns
500 acres in Merced, Cal., and the firm
is trying to obtain 500 more aeres to add
to them.

lostead of raising fruit, says the San
Francisco **Call,” they wi'l raise animals.
They have come to the conclusion that
the climate of Culifornia is alvantageous
for that purpose. and in view of that fact
are endeavoring to get animals properly
mated here. The firm has a man in Eng-
land, George O. Starr, enzaged in se-
curing animals. He has been an exten-
sive traveler in South Africa, Fast India
and throughout the world, having made
forty-iwo trips between America and
Europe. His whole time is devoted to
securing animals. The firm already has
a big stock.

First there is a palr of hippopetami.
There are two or three pairs of lions, of
the African and Asiatic variety; there are
fourteen elephants, there are one pair of
llamas, seven camels, all sorts of autelopes,
leopards, one pair of tigers (Itoyal Bengal),
one pair of zobras, one eland, one pair of
nylghaus, seven Kkangaroos, and speci-
mens of ull kinds of wild animals.

The clephants will be placed ina retreat
representing as near as possible an African
jungle. ‘T'hey are the most secretive of
all the animals. There will be large
cages built for the lions and tigers, the
floors of which will be the ground, and
in these cages there will be compartments
made of trees and tropical plants. so that
aside from the confinement of the grated
eages the conditions will be almost ident-
ical with their native lairs.

In a field inclosed by n sixteen-foot
high fence will be the places for the
elands, nylghaus, niger and other antel-
opes, and in another the zebras, llamas
and camels will be raised where they will
be broken to work in harness and to bear
packs similar to the work done by these
animuls in’ their native country,

It ia expected that the camel ranch
will be & most profitable part of the en-
terprise.  Camels breed in captivity even
better than in their wild state, and will
be invaluable for use in sections of the
country where water is searce, and where
it is impossible to drive mules, or where
a railrond cannot be built.  1tis expected
that the development of mining in the
desert secticns of this country will give
employment to large numbers of camels,
and the demand for them will be un-
doubtedly very great.

A whole flock of kangaroos will be
turned loose, and it will not be strange if
within ten years Californin will become
us noted for kangaroos as Australin is ut
this time.

Tropical birds will be unother feature.
A large amphitheater will be erccted,
covered with glass, in which the birds
will be turned loose.

A large artiticial lake will be made, the
water for which will be supplied from the
Hoffman-Crocker frrigating system, and
the pair of mppopotnmi will be placed in
it, where they will be undisturbed for
months at a time,

Over 1,000 neres of Innd will be used
and natives will leok after the work who
understand the habits nnd characteristics
of the animals, It is expected to supply
the zoological gardens an.| menageries of
the entire world from this only zoologienl
Ineeding ranch on carth, und it will e
the medns of advertising Californis mere
than anything yet iotroduced. Agents
will be sent to every part of the civilizel
world to represent this enterprise and to
gell and train new animals.

Oil Fuel for War Ships.

A writer in u recent’ number of the
Revista Nuutica remurks that allthe great
naval powers huve been experimenting
with petrolonm fuel. In 1893 muny of
the Italinn war ships carried a supply of
astaki to be used as an adjunct to their
ordinary fuel supply, while many of the
torpede-houts were fitted to use it exclu.
sively. England is stuted to huve made
the most progress In this line, while Russia,
to whom the matter is of special imporc-
anca, owing to her enormous supplies of
petrolewin, comes second, The advant.
uges of the liguid, it is stated, comprise a
reduction in the weight and volume of
combustible required for a given horse-
power fn the c¢ngines. An increased
radins of action s thus obtained. The
oll can, moreover' be stored at least paryi-
ully ‘below water line, out of the way of
shells.  There 13 no fear of spontaneous
combustion of the oil, such as occasionally
ocenrs with coal, and’ being free from sul-
phut, the oil fuel is not likely to deteriors
ate the boiler nbell or tubea. The opera-
tion of firing, so arduous with coal, be.
comes extremely easy with petroleum, and
once, the draught is properly adjusted,
there s no stream of telltale flame from
the funnels of the boat. The furnace
doors can be kept closed, thus avolding
the rush of cold air on to the boiler, which
occurs every time fresh conl is placed on
the furnace grate. The operation of
vcoaling,” if one may use the term, be-
comes ulso extremely simple, and ean be
carried onut successfully in-mid-ocean an |
in rough weather. 7The evaporative
power of the oil is, weight for weight.
superior to that of coal and in practice
15,200 pounds of water have been evap.
orated from heat at 212 degrees Fuahren-
heit, with one pound of oil, that theoreti-
cally duebeing about 20.5 pounds.

*‘Zome of our chief authorities on power
appear to be of the opinion that liquid
fuel is likely to displace coal in the near
future over a large uren.," says the Iron
and Trades Review. *The residue of the
distillation of petrolenm or shale ofl,
known by the name '‘of mazouth and
astatkis, is successfully used on more than
seventy-two locomotives on the Vol
railway. In Kngland there has recently
been. constructed a torpado boat of about
eighty-six tons displacement. She has &
double bottom divided up into eight
water-tight compartments, which are used
as tanks or bunkers for the oil and which
holds from fifteen tons to sixteen tons.
As these compartments are entptied of the
liquid fuel they are filled with water, so
that the draught an | stability of the boat
remnins nl\vuya the same. This boais
engines are ordinary  triple-expansion.
The boiler is of the ordinary locomolive
type, with the special fittings necessary
for liquid-fuel burning. It i3 fitted with
thirty-one oil jets, which are fed by a
Worthington pump, which draws the fuei
from the double bottom and delivers it/
mto a cylindrical tank, where it is put
under air pressure. It has been eluiméd
that -the results of all trials up to the
present time have been to show that there
are only two ways of burning liquid fuel,
viz.: either by means of atomizers for
large powers or gasitiers for small powers.
Of course, in- an]and where coal is
cheap, and oil or petroleum so relatively
dear, we could hardly expect the latter
to make such headway as in Hussia or
the Balkan states.”

Her Six S Sons Are Poheemon. LR
There is an old lady named Skesﬂ
Hving in London who has six som on:
the police foree, all of whom have over

twenty-four years' service to ;:hett
credit. Mrs, Skeats has had but one
daughter, and she has evineed the fam-
ily trait by marrying & Lomlon nol%o
' man,




