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SAVED BY A BOY.
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T sunset on & foe spring even-
ing, there was a great stir and

trustle In a quiet little upland vil-
lage of the Tyrol, the southwestern-
mos{ province of Austria. War had
brokes out between Austria and
Frapsce, and the French were ad-
vanclog with a large army towand the
Austrian border; so that the Tyrolese
bills, which lay nearest to them would
be likely to feel the frst sweep of thelr

fury.

Great was the excltement, and varied
were the reports that flew about. Some
sald the invaders were coming from the
south, on the side of Italy; other were
#qually sure that they were coming
frow the porth, on the side of Germany.
But, anybow, It was certain that they
were coming aud that when they came
they would burn every house and kill
every man tbat fell In thelr way.

But the brave German mountaineers
were not the men to be scared by any
danger, bowever sudden and terrible.

The head man of the village, Hans
Godrel, was himself an old soldler, and
peeded no one to teach him what to do
when ao enemy was coming. He at
once set everybody to work, bullding
barricades of felled trees, laying buge
stones along the hillside to roll down
upoh the assallants, and posting his
best marksmen [n the thicket on either
side of the road by which the French
must come; and he was especially care-
ful to stock with fresh wood the beacon
on the billtop that overhung the vil-
lage, and to station a trusty man beside
It, with orders to light the signalfire the
moment be caught sight of the ad-
vanclug enemy.

This was a fine time for the village
boys, and, above all, for little Gott-
fried Godrel, Han's son, who now saw
for the first time the stir and excite

bres. But the dauntless mountaly lads
looked down upon the terrible magnifi-
cence of the spectacle as coolly as If It
were only a circus,

“If there are not guns enough for us,
we can roll down stones on the French-
men!™ eried Gotifried, wanfully.
“They won't get up here quite so easily
as they think.”

But it soon appearad that they were
not thinking of “getting up" at all, for,
Iinstead of turning off toward the hills,
they kept stralght on across the plaln,
and vanished at length Into the gather
Ing darkness of night. Evidently they
meant to attack some other point, and
the long-expected assault was ot com-
ing, afier all!

Then Godrel's band broke up at
once, with a good deal of mingled
growling and laughing. Some of the
men were rather sulky at having taken
s0 mueh trouble for nothing, but others
made fun of the “chicken-learted
Frenchmen,” for whom one look at the
Tyrolese hills had been enough, and
one of two who had not looked very
happy when the first alarm was given,
now began to hold their heads high and
to talk big of what they would have
donme If the French had come on In
earnest

The next day everybody was at work
again as usual. Hans Godrel himself
did pot think it worth while to keep
watch, now that the French had gone
past, and even the man who tended the
beaconfire came and went to his hut,

But there was one person In the vil-
lage who was not quite so confident as
the rest, and that was little Gottfried
Godrel. He remembered all that his
father had told him of the devices used
in war to decelve the enemy and throw
bhim off his guard.

True, It was nol easy to see what

“ONE MORE ATURDY BLOW AND THE BROKEN '‘HR LOOSENED THE LOG FROM ITS

HEWiDu ¢ FPELL TAUNDERING AND CRASHING

INT THR ABVSL"

PLACK ANL DOWN THE FLARFUL
D SCENT LIKE AY ANROW,"”

ment of war, which he had hitherto
koowan only {rom his father’s storles.

All day long be snd his comrades
paraded the lttle viliage with toy flags
fastened 1o sticks, or went Into the pine
woods to play at fighting the French,
Iying In wa.t belind the trees Like ritle
wen, and then suddenly bursting forth
upon their lmaginable enemles with 2
tremendoys “Helsa!” (burrah),

But as day passed after day, and
nothing was seem or heard of the
French, the mountain men began to
relax their watchfuluess, and lo grum-
ble at baving to stand on guard all day,
looking out for an enemy that never
came, when they wanted to be gong
ou with their work and earning money.
One man wished to attend to his goats,
another to cut his wood, a third 10 get
ready his butter and cheese for the
next market. -

Poor Hans Godrel had hard work to
keep his recrults togetber, and, In fact,
but for the fear of being lsughed at
and called cowards, they would prob-
ably Lave all gone off In a body.

I'lie worst grumbler of all was a big,
bony, Mi-looking wood-cutter called
Frauz Lietig, and when the men were
mustered obe morning for thelr usnal
duty, and Frans was missing, every
oue took It for granjed that be had got
tired of the service aod had gone home
la disgust. But presently a bunter
gcomie in from the higber ridges, who
liad found Listig’s cap and hatchet on
the edge of a preciplce, along whiech
there were marks of sliding feet In the
suow, as If someone bad slipped and
fallen over the brink

“See now, my sons.” shouted Godrel’s
deep, strong volce, amid the general sl-
lence of horror, “what happens to
skulkkers and deserters. He who turns
hig back on.the fiag of the Fatherland
eAD never come to & good end."

The old soldier's fiery words sank
deep to every heart, and there was
ho mote grambling for the next day or
Lwo,
~ On the third evening after Listig's
disappearance a great cloud of smoke

allltop above the village.
- The signal-fire was kindled!
The French are coming!” ran from

‘Every man cocked his gon and stood
‘ready at his post, while the boys, with
ttle Gottfried at thelr hesd, rushed at
pace up the steep slde of

) son Hill to cateh thelr first glimpse
e [eTng enemy.

long the great plain helow a roll-
ud was rising like a mist,

trick there could be bere, but Gottfr'ed
felt uneasy, nevertbeless; and the re
silt was that without saying a word to
any one, he piled fresh wood on 1o the
beacon, and watched beside it for three
nights running.

On the fourth morning. Just about
daybreak, the boy awoke with a siary,
and o strange feeling of there being
something wrong. There was already
light enough to see all around from the
great beight at which be stood, and his
first glance showed him something that
made his bold heart stand still,

Along the snowy slope of the Rudels-
berg & long, dark-blue line, crested witl
bright polnts, was creepiug onward |ike
some huge caterpillar, slowly hut stead
ily, pearer and nearer every moment,

The French were coming at last—ani
coming, too, not by the road, but by au
old, disused goat-path which some of
the Tyorlese themselves could not have
followed without a guide, How had
these strangers learned the secret of it
There must be treachery somewhere!

Quick an lightning the boy fired the
pile, and the resinons pine wood
erackled Into 4 broud, red blaze,

But just then & terrible thonght
struck him. The villagers, on seeing
the signal, would of course expect the
enemy by the high road—they wounld
never think of the goat-track, by which
the French could come right up behind
the village, and thus, so to speak, turn
all the German defenses inslde out,

There was only one thing to be dope—
be must go down with the news him-
self. But before be could reach the
village by the long, dificult, winding
foot-path, the French would have got
past the narrowest part of the goat-
track, and it would be too late to stop
them.

At thiat moment hls eye fell upon the
“log-slide,” which went stralght as &
plumb-line down the steep mountain
#lde to the village.

Just at the top lay a huge treedrunk,
lopped, barked and all ready for ghoot-
ing down. Could he bestride that trunk,
plunge down this tetrible short-cut, and
reach the foot alive? Perhaps and
even If It cost Wim bis life, he was de-
termined to try.

Between the stumps of the two great
brancres that forked off from the maln
trunk there was a narrow hollow, Into
which the daring boy wedged himself
firmly. Then, with a viclent push of
his right foot be loosened the log from
Its place and sbot down the feazful
descent like an arrow,

Everything seemed to spin round him
as he flew—hills, woods, rocks, streams,
all dancing In the alr together, while
the boom of the falling log sounded
in bis ears like one continuous peal of
thunder, .

It 1t should turn over, or even swerve

to one side, he woudt be crushed te
death on the spot; but he cared uot for
that, Down, down, down he few, i

'0UR BUDGET OF FUN.

ry and breathless, till suddenly there

came & violent shock, and the fiytug log

stood stlll, and be saw, dimly as If o
(& dream, the outermost huts of the
| village before him, while beslde him

stood two wen, starlug st him as if
| they had seen a ghost,
| “Tbhe French-the Rudelsberg goat

track!™ was all be could say; but It was
| quite enough.

“Rarl"” cried the younger of the two
to bis comrade, “off with you, and tell
the lads to get thelr guns, and ron for
their"lives to the Rudelsberg. 11l go
on before and bew down the bridge.”

And away tlew Kaspar the wood-cut-
ter, axe In hand, while Karl darted off
In the opposite direction.

The bridge of which Kaspar spoke
was a rude plank framework which
spanned a deep black chasm worn by a
torrent in the side of the Rudelsberg.
Just at the narrowest and most danger-
ous point of the goat-path along which
the enemy were advancing. This
bridge once broken, the march of the
French would be effectually stopped;
but could be get there in time?

Kaspar was famwous for his swiftness
of fool: but never—unot even when he
won a race agalnst all the best runners
of the district—had he made soch speed
As now, The snow was more than an-
Kle-deep, but he dashed through it lke
A monuntain goat, and at length, spent
and gasping for breath, came out upon
the narrow ledgepath, and saw that
he was the only living thing upon It

So far, so good; but at any moment
the foremost Freuchman might come
round the corner on the other side of
the bridge, and there was no time to be
lost. To work went the trusty ax, and
the white splinters and chips of wood
flew up In the alr lilke a sbhower of
spray.

One plamk was cut through, & second.
a third, and now the trembling bridge
hung by a single support over the black
abyss below, when suddenly, not fafty
yaftls from the brink of chasm, there
Issued from behind a projecting crag
the tall igure and dark, sallow face of
a4 French grenadier! And beslde him
stood the missing woodmen, Franz
Listig. who had betrayed the path to
his country’'s enemies.

But just at that moment Kaspar's
quick ear caught the trample of burry-
Ing feet behind him, and knew that his
comrades were coming up to the res
cue.

“Let them kill me now, If they like!"
he muttered through hia eclenched
teeth. “There are enough of our lads
behind to stop them, and my work Is
done!”

One more sturdy blow and the broken
bridge fell thundering and crashing
into the abyss. But miogling with the
crush came & sharp report and stifled
ery. The bafied sssallants had vented
their rage on poor Kaspar with a volley
of musketry, and the gallant fellow lay
bleading in the snow.

But he did not fall unavenged, The
concussion of the alr, caused by the
firing, loosened the great mass of snow
that tung threatening overhead, ana
down it come with & rush and a roar
like the bursting of a mighty wave
hurling headlong Iluto the fearful gult
below the three foremost Frenchmen
and their traitor guide, Franz Listig.
The rest turned and fled, and the vil
lage was saved—saved by one daring
child!

As for poor Kaspar, he was hit in ne
less than three places, and bls com
rades shook thelr beads and ex
changed gloomy looks as they ralsed
him and bore bhim slowly homeward
But he recovered In the end, and lived
to tell for many a year afterward how
hundreds of armed men had been haf
fied by the courage and cleverncss of a
single boy.

WHAT THE BARBER DID.

Anl All Because He Was Told te Cut
1t Bhort,

When the horny-manded son of toil
esne luto the backioom of the Labor-
ers’ Rest with his balr cut so sbort that
u pair of tweezers could not belp It he
was greeted by a great chorus of de
risive remarks.

“Cut it short; cut it short,” be fairly
shouted through the din.

“That’s what's the matrer with I’
answered the crowd, and they guyed
bim il be ordered tle drinks and re
stored the piace to qulet,

“lLemme tell you," be sald in explana-
tion as one after apother of the crowd
rubbed his bands over his head, “you
s¢e, | goes into the barber shop around
the corner, and he scissors snipper
there puts me ln & chair aod begios
chinnin' about the Chioese war, ‘Cul
it short," says 1, ‘I'm In & hurry.' And
he shuts up and goes snippln’ away.
and purty soon he begins again about
the way the Hepublicans had done for
Bryan, and | puts o and says: 'Cut It
short, pardner; cot it short’ and be
shuts up and goes snlppin’ away, and
I rests back in the chalr feelin' as com-
fortable as a milllonsire, and he gets
another start and wags bis Jaw onto
the President's message and [ says,
says 1: ‘Cut it short; cut It short,’ and
he closes his talker and snips along
and I has my eyes shut restin’ as peace-
ful as a baby .thinkin' about nothin’
and purty soon be begins agaln on the
mean way they treated old man Kruger
over there among the crowned heads of
Burope, and bhe wakes me up, and 1
uays, says I: ‘Wil you cut It short?
and he begs my pardon and goes snlp-
pin’ along as easy as & nurse at a sick
bed, and 1 snoozes and dreams, and
purty soon he giis goin' agaln about
the Philipininoes, and [ says: ‘Fer the
last time, will you eut 1t shori? and
then 1 sets up in the chair and gits a
look at my top end in the glass, and
thin Is what I see. Wbhat 1 says to the
barber wou't do to speak of amongst
gents, but he stands there so meek like
nnd lonovent sayin' all the time that 1
told himn to cut It short, that I gits out
of the chalr after a bit, and gives him
a dime and tells him If the fool-killer
had been In that afternoon, there
would be two funerals to-morrow, and
then I goes out and the barber stands
by the window watchin' me till I gits
around the corner and lookin' hurted
clean through, as If it wasn't bis fault,
and anyhow whose was [t?"

Awom_nn who will not lle about any-
thing else will lle to her dressmaker
about needing ber new dress & day or

HUMOROUS SAYINGS AND DO-
INGS HERE AND THERE

Jokem and Jokelets that Are Supposed
to Have Been Recently Born-Sayings
and Dolnyge that Are 014, Curions and
Langhable -The Week's Humor.

| Mother (reading telogram) — Heory
|telegraphs that the game ls over and
'he came out of It with thres broken
i ribs, & broken pose and four teeth out
| Father (eagerly)-And who won!

| Mother— He doosn't say.

i Fatber (lmpatieatly)—Confound it all!
| That boy wever thinks of anybody but
;Inm-elf. Now, I'll have to walt watl 1
| et the morning paper.— Puck.

| A Matter of ConBdence.

| “"How did he acquire the reputation
[of belng such a brilliant man?” lne
[quired one voter,

"By meaus of bis convinclng man-
per,” answered the other. “He got peo-
ple to belleving that he thoroughly un-
derstood his own arguments, and they
| regurded him as a genius."—Washing-

| ton Star.

Juatifiably Postponed.

Mamma—What's the matter, Jobn-
nle?

Johnnle—Boo-hoooo! yesterday 1 fell
down and hurt myself.

Mamma-—Well, what are you crylog
to-day for?

Jobnple—You weren't howe yester
day.—Columbus Dispateb.

A Fetching Compliment.

She was not from Chieago,

“Do not anger me,” she sald

“How am I to know when you are
angry ¥’ he asked

“l always stawp my feet” she an-
swered.

He looked down at her dalnty shosa,

“Impoesible,” he sald; ‘there lsa't
room for a stamp on elther of them.”

That fetched ber.—Cleveland Plaln
Dealer.

Preparatory Course

“Your son doesu’'t seem (o be dolog
anything but play base-ball and row
on the river, and all that sort of thing,
| thought you sald you were golug to
send him to school and prepare him for
college?”

“No; [ sald | wns going o prepare
him for college, that's all.”—Philadel-
phia Press,

Bentiment In Circnlation,
“Never propose 1o & girl by letter.”
"Why not?¥ -

“1 did it onee, and she stuck the let
ter In a book she was reading and lent
It to my other girl."—Chleago Record,

Heen Kapecting It

Mr. Lurker--Excose me, Miss Soap-
per, but | have long sought this oppor
tunlty —

Misa Snapper—Never mind the pre
amble, Mr. Lurker, Run along In and
ask pa. He's been expecting this would
come for the past two years.—Tid-Blts,

A Plausible Explanation.

“I tled a knot In my handkerchief a
woek ago, and 1 can't for the life of me
remember what It was to remind me
of.”

“Perhaps it was to rewlnd you that
it's time to put It In the wash!"—Up-
sere Clesellschaft, .

Matrimonlal Lottery.
Miss Askios—Do you Dbelleve (p
church lotteriea? De Witte—Well—er
—1 rather like chorech weddings.—
Puck.

His Disheartening Ountlook,

Mra. Goode—You are the aixth man
who has asked me for something to eat
today.

The Tramp (sadly)~1 #'pose so. If
de competition In dis life gits any wuss,
some of us'll have to go to work.—
Brooklyn Life:

Too Bad,
M. Bingo—That's just like a man,
Bingo—What have | done now?
Mra. Bingo—! spent & dny making
that plllow, and now you've put your
hesd on It.—Harper's Bazar.

Very Dangerous.

“It's danj'us," sald Uncle Eben, “to
git Into de way o' complainin’, A man
kin allus stop workin' to kick, but It
comes hahd to stop kickin' to work,"—
Washington Star.

He Wanted Tew Know,

Ticket-seller (In theater box ofMce)—
Beats In the parquet are $8 and in the
dress circle $2.

Uncle Pumpkinduster (of Bwamp
Junetlon)—Bay, be that your “ankin’'
price” or what you expect tew get?—
Puck.

Childhood Recollections. .
Admiring Bon—Were you the smart.
est boy In school, pa; when you were ns
oldas | am?

Reminiscent Father—If | wasn't |t
wasn't the teacher's fault, He did hia
best to make me smart—Loulsville
Journal.

The Ravages of Tims,
Mrs. Walle—I'm sure the constant
anxiety must bave been terribly wear-
ing.
Mrs. Luers—Wearing? Why, in the
last three years I've grown to look at

two before she really needs it

least slz months older!—Life.

— ——— —

The Real Reason.

Mrs. Hauskeofs Yon my vew girl for
merly worked for Mrs, DeStyle.  She
clalius sbe left there of bar own scoond,
but | think she wus discharged.

Mm. Kaul-What wakes you think
Wl

Mre. Havskeep—1 judge s from cer
tin things sbe's let fall sloce sbe's
beea here,

Mm. Kauk-What were they!

Mre. Hauskeep = Disbes — Philadel
phia Press.

IMecovere | at Last,

“You've got an eartrumpet, | wee
That's what I've been telllug you to do
for two years."

“Oh! 1Is that what you've been tell
Ing me for the last two yeurs" Puck

Might o There.
“Maude thinks of applying for s pos!
tlou as soprane in & church choir.”
“Well, there's a church for the deaf
up on Tth street.”— Philadelphia Evew
ing Bulletin,

Dangerous.
The OmMice Boy-1 was Ciakin® of
lookin® fer another job,
The Messeuger Boy —You better ook
out.  You might git oue where you'd
have to work, —Puck.

His bDefinition,
Wilhie— Pa, what Is & publishec?
Author-My son, s publisher ls a
squatter on the unearoed lucreweut of
thought.— Life,

Why He Loved MHer.
“Are you proud of your baking pow-
der blscult ¥ be asked.

“I should think wpot,” she repllad
“I've tried dozens of times, but | never
could equal those made by the cook.”

“Has any one ever told you that your
ple crust excels anything lu that lioe
ever before mude?

“Never. My ple crust Is worse than
my blscult™

“Are you an adept at preparing daln-
ty Mitle desserts”*

“Ob, U've dove something o that
way, of course,” she answered, “but |
never would think of dolug the cooking
for any one for whom | reallr cured.”

He gave a sigh of rellef,

“Will you marry me?" he asked -
London Answern,

Didn't Connt,
Clengyman-—My child, beware of plek
Ing a toadstool Instead of a mushroon,
They are casy to confuse,
Child—That be all rolght, sur. Us
bain't a-goin’ to eat ‘e ourselvis—
they're a-goln’ to market to be sold. -
Tit-Bits,

lur"m‘u‘.

Rich Widow—Y8, my poor dear hus

band died In Florida,
doctors.

Dr. Sawyer sotto vooel - What ex
travagance, when one doctor could
have killed him.

We had three

Convalencence,

Jinks— What's the matter, old man?
Haven't sesn you for two weeks and
you ook Hke you bad been [l for a
wonth,

Spluks—Ounly a little attack of vaea
tion, but the doctor says that a week
of my regular dally work will bring wme
around all right —Denver News

Her i elinition,

“Yeu,” sald Miss Cayenne, ‘he s un
doubredly a eynle,”

“What ls your ldes of a cynle?”

“He Is a person who keeps you con
tinually in doubt whetbier he Is unusu.
ally clever or unusually disagreeable,"
~Wasbilngton Star,

Alteations.

“You don’t seud we any more violets
or American beautles or boxes of cuu-
dy,"” sbe murmuored,

“No, amswered Mr. Blyklos, Bt
that Is no sign 1 am not as gitentive uy
ever. If you would rather have violets
and roses and boxes of candy than the
cabbagea and potatoes amd  girloly
steaks that 1 send around say the word,
Your slightest wish shall be gratiped
even If 1 bave to eat at a dalry lunch.
room,"”

New Goif 8tick.

“1 see that you have added to your
collection of golf stlcks, Miss Frocks,"
sald young Postlethwaulte,

“1 do not understand you, Mr. Postle.
thwalte,” rejoined Misw Frocks, "My
collection of golf sticks has been com-
plete, so far as I know."

“Perhaps, but | saw Cholly Goslin on
the course with you this morning. ' —
Harper's Razar.

Man and Modea.

“What dld Allee wear to the box
party, Harry?'

“She had on a spotted sllk frock, a
kind of pluk velvet windmill in her haly
and n white lace cascnde hanging down
her back.”--Chleago Record.

Her Distinct Advance.
“Britlsh Museum Newton, the nrchae-
ologist, was a capltal story teller, and
Mr. Hare hns preserved two or three of
his tales. One Is a spiritualistic xeance,
wherg an old cockney wan Informed
that the spirit manifested was his de.

censed wife, whereupon the I'ollowln¢|

dinlogue took pluce:

“Is that you, Arrlet?”

“Yen, It Iy me,"

“Are you 'appy, "Arriet?

“Yes, very ‘appy.”

“Appler thin you was ith me, ‘Ar-
et

“Yen, much ‘apples.”

“Where are you, 'Arrlet?"

“In 'ell."—A. 1. Hare's “Story of M)
Life"”

Immense Coal Beds,

The beds of the Immense conl felds
lntely discovered In Zululand extend
downward to forty-five feet lu places
and the conl Is of gnod quality,

Disappolntment doesn't alect men and
women the same. When n man runs

across an old love letter he wrote to Lils
wife he laughs, but his wife eries.

TAKING SHOTS AT HORSUS.

Photographers Must Kinplor Trivks to
et ol Pletnres

“It is mo wasy matter to make a
horse pleture,” sald Alfred 1 Meyor of
Pach Brothers, “although every nmw
tenr thinks himself wqual 10 the LAk,
A horse must be pken frow the proper
polnt or bis ewner will uot recoguize
the pleture. 1f the camern I 1o Bear
the subject certaln poluts will be w3
sggerated In the photograph The best
results are obtalned by placing  the
horse on a slight incline, so that the
fore foet are a trifle higher than the
hind feet. This position throws the
bead up. Then snappiog the fHugers
or making any slight nolse will enuse
the animal o prick up his ears, and ut
the moment when be Is fn this position
of attention the photographer makes the
pleture,

“When horses (n harness are to be
photographed they must be posed on
level ground or an a slight lucling.  To
make them look allve a hat or a cand 18
sometimes segled I front of them,
and at the moment when they ook up
the snap shot 1s maide. When pletures
of horses ln aetlon are minde we usual-
Iy place the camera near the ground,
and by that means we get the best hoof
position, which cannot be secursd whei
the cnmern |y beld or placed at the ors
dinary helght. To make pletures of
Jumplug horses the sawe wethod Is em:
ployed, aud the helght of the Jump is
somethmes exnggerated by placing the
camera below the track level. An ex.
cavation ls made in the ground for that
purpose, and pletures made from there
fncrease the apparent helght of hunlles
and make a small jump look somethilug
remarkable"—New York Tribune.

‘Illlll

Max Pemberton has In contemplation
a novel dealing with Cambridge unl

versity lite. He s & graduate of Calus
college.

The latest volume In which Jeanette
Gllder has discovered material for a
drama 18 Mrs Schuyler Crowninshield's
new story, “The Archbishop and the
Lady."

It s pleasing 1o note that the suthor
of *“The Love AfMalrs of An Old Mald”
has dedieated ber new novel, “The Ex-
patriates,” to her husband, Arthur Hoyt
Bogue, Mra. Hogue, who Is at present
living In New York, lntends to continue
her literary work and ber author's read:
Ings.

Miss Lyda Farrington Krause, better
known as Harbara Yechton, bhas puls-
lished through Houghton, Mifin & Co.
*Fortune's Hoats.” The story Las been
running serially In the Churchoisn,
Miss Kraose pever falls to glve one a

pleasing pleture of the fresliness and |

the purlty of girlhood.

Amella E. Barr has completed a
novel called “Souls of Passuge,” & atory
based upou the doctribes of  relnear
natlon, which Dadd, Mend & Co, puls
Hsh. She ls ot preseat planuning s novel
centering around Cromwell, In which
she will emideavor 1o iustrate the do
westie slde of bis character.

“The English-Amerlean,” a novel of
love and adventiure, the sceties of which
are lndd In England and Awerden, Is
book by Emmn Homan Thayer, pre
seited by the Continental Publishing
Company, Mrx. Thayer, It will be re
called, s the nuthor of “Wild Flowers
of the Rocky Mountalns” and “Wiid
Flowery of the Pacitie Const.”

A story of Jane Austen's denlings
with her Bath publisher relates how,
like Milton, she sold hor first book for
B0 outright.  The publisher allowid
“Northanger Abbiey™ (o e on his desk
for Nfteen yenrs, when Miss Austen
bought bmek her manuscript nt ity orlg.
lnal figure. Bhe bLad become famoun
durlng the time, but obvlously this had
oot affected the Bath publisher,

LAW AS INTERPRETED.

Pollcles of Insuranee made In another
state where the applicant resides nnd
where the policles nre dellvered to him
are held, In Mutual Life  Insursnes
Company v, Dingley (€. C. App. 9th
G 49 Lo K A 182, 1o be wuliject to
the stutues of New York, when they
are made, executed and payable o that
state, und the premivms are to be pald
there, nud they contain a walver of the
service of uotlees required by statute,

Constitutional amendment giving the
Bupreme Court Jurlsdiction In all cases,
both of the lnw and the facts, s held,
in Cassel va, Tracy (La.), 40 L. R. A
272, to require the remanding of a case
which was pending on appeal when the
smendment was adopted, but In which
the record did not present the evidence
or an agreed statement of facts, This
wan done In order that on a second trind
the testimony could be reducsd 1o writ-
Ing and glve opportunity for the Hu.
preme Court to discharge It constity.
tlonal duty of Judging the facts as well
an the law of the case,

Linbility of bank directors for de

posits recelved after they knew the
bank to be Insolvent or In falling cfr-
comstances la held, In Utley va, HiD
((Mo.), 40 L. R. A. 328, not to extend to
| deposits recelved whon they actually
{ belleved 1t to be molvent, merely he
| enuse they neglected to Investigate or
keep posted as Lo ts nfalrs.  The case
alwo holds that false statements In n
| report to the State Department would
| mot make the directors lable to a com-
mon-law actlion for decelt In favor of
one who deposited In rellance on the re.
port, If the statements were made In
[ good falth, belleving them to be trye,

An Eany-Golng Htate.

Bishop Thompson of Misslssipp! sald
the other day: “I suppose there Ix »
larger percentige of old men In Mis
sissippl than ln any other Btate—nt
least, It secmy %0 to me, and [ have
been In a good many. By old men |
mean from B0 1o 00,
decrepit old men, who hug the Areside,
but are quite lively old fellows.” “How
do you account, bishop, for this Inrge
propartion of old men In Mlsalssippl
asked wmomeone. “Well” gald the
bishop, “there 18 no chance to become
rich In Misslsslppl. Everybody knows

oarly grave trylng to.”

They are not |

it and does not worry himself Into ap |

WAYS THAT ARE DARK.

A Few of Them Kxpossl in a Convers
sation in n Lar,

“Hhe told we | looked pale,” sald the
setlous faced girl on the car, “abd so
she took me upstuirs abd pot  sowme
rouge ou wy cheeks and seht me off to
the party feeling lke an Enster egg

“sbhe suld | was lovely, lowever, nnd
I edmit that 1 thought the embelllsh
went rather becoming when | gazed ln
the wliror at wy ploky refloction, Hut
I bud & miserable time ot Mary's. |
bad forgotton to ask my hostoss w heth.
er my vomplexion was & fust ¢olor or
not, w0 when the rest bolibed for ap
ples 1o the most ridienlously undignl.
fed fanbiton, 1 was obliged to wbstaln
for fear of emerging many shindes
whiter thnn when 1 went In

“Alwo, though my face became very
wirtn from daoeing, 1 did not dare
pans my bundkerchlel over 1t lest the
sonneloss lnen abworb the rich, warm
blood thint mantled™ay bushingcheeks,

1 owan over so stHT amd uncomfort
able o my life, 1 spent my tine e
deavorlng  to  catch  surreptitions
ginnees nt myself o the many mirrors
that adorned the walls, 1 was welf
connclous And absorbed, and 1've oo
doubt every man there cousldered me
a brainfoss Wdiot,

“Whett | got home | found my comm:
plexion was Intact. 1t hado’t rubbed
off In apota or done any of the horeible
things | expected It to, but It looked
to me drendfully as I It ed come out
of n battle

“I'iis was my frst experience with
‘Boughten' beauty, and It's golug to be
my lnst,” sald the serlous faced irl,
emphatically, “Up to this time | have
pluched my chiecks  when | wanted
them fusbed, Lut | can't recommend
this method, either, It glves one such
a spotted look, quite as If spinal men.
Ingitls wore nbhout to supervone.”

“f Bathe mioe tn sealding water when
I wint g good eolor,” sald the girl next
ber, YA cloth dipped o the bolling
(igquid and then held to each chook until
it Is scarlet s the preseription,  Then
dash on ead de cologtie, and by the
tiine ote I ready to go out one’'s skin ls
delighttully plnk™

“That woakes wrinkles,” sald
third young woman of the trio,

“Mulleln leaves are good enough for
me.  Uet your country friends to send
you a box of them.  They're fuzzy
things, and oue will act ns a cosmetie
balf a dogen times

“rCourse there's no color to come off
~they're green,  IUs the fuex that
minkes one's choeks red.  Grandmother
told me about them, She used to use
them when abe was a girl.  Every one
Ald then, she suyn. 1 think 1U's vulk
gar to ‘spread the bright vermilion on
| the tenderioin,” ns my brother says.”

And then the shopping district was
renched pud the young women filed out
soberly, leaving o couple of highly edi
fied men In the weat o front of them,

~Baltimote News

the

Irun IMssolved by Wat p

Rome (nteresting experiwents and re
searches Into the ability of waier to
crercise & destruetive lnlldence on iron
plpe, which bave beeu recently made o
Kurope, have ylelded rosulis oot gens

Jerully expected. 1L lias been ascer
talped that waters containing » lttle
Wime, but an appreciable guantity of
dinsolved earbonle acld, wore oliserved
to exercise & solvent actlon op the lron,
and  the course of the action was

| traced,

A known quautity of lron Allngs was
placed I cach of three vessels, which
woere respectively filled with ordinary
Lelver water, and the same water afler
earbonle acld bad passed through It for
| & few minuten, and aftor the adidition
of sufMielont Hme to Just neotralize the
| earbonle acld.  The vessels were sealed
| by wmereury from contact by the alr,

:lml. nfter the lapse of a coertaln e,
| the lron dissolved lu each case wan de
termined, 1o the thest case the walor
| bad dlssolved about 31000 per cent, 1a
| the wecond 2 10 per cent, while In the
{ third only traces of iron could be dis
| cerned. The water o the second cise
| was clear, but on standing exposed to
the alr fervie oxlde separated. It was,
therefore, Inferred that water contiln-
Ing earbonle acld and very Hitle llme
dissolved lron ma ferrous  carbonate.
The latter Is then decomposed by the
oxygen of the nlr and ferrle actd in do-
posited and earboule neld formed. The
Intter can agaln attack the lron. and
thus water containing Ilitle earbonle
acld may have & powerful action upou
iron pipes.—Phlladelphin Record,

Founds us Adopted,

The followlng anecdote In related of
Lord Rowobery: He had appolpted to
meet & (rlend at a small country sta-
tion, an they Intended to travel ln the
same directlon. The traln nreived, but
(oot Wik frlend. Away In (he dininnee
hin carringe was soen driving along nt a
gellop. 1t would take about five mn.
utes 10 get to the siatlon. The Eael
entreated the statlon-master to sLop the
traln, but the latter refused, as the traty
was alteady tate.  An alterontion on-
|nupd. nod the Earl at last passlonately
exclalmed: “We will soe nbout that!"
Bltting down between the ralls In front
of the engine, he woulil not budge un-
tl hin friend bad got mifely into the
traln.

In His Mouth fur & Year,
“Bol" Watson, a colored resldent of
{ Atlantie Olty, N, J., on a wiger, per
formed the novel fent of keeplng n sil.
Ver quarter In his month for ny entire
| year, and when the contrmet explred,
was pald §10 by 1. 1L Riaveon, the
|atakeholder. The losor wny Willlam
Nagle, of Harrlsburg,

Watson ate, drank and slept with the
plece of sllyer In his motth, Hundreds
of people knew of the wager and would
|frr.qurn|l; demand to see the coln, No
person caught Watson withont the coln
in his mouth,

The quarter hos been worn smooth
the milling having entirely dlllII'IN'llﬂ'li
and the stamp nearly so,

Bomething to Be l)ru?lnd.

Among the lutest wonderful contply.
(ances |s one that has been Invented by
an eleetriclnn of Clousenburg, Austrin,
It Is described g an eloctrien) Appar-
atus which enables a porson to sit Ins
durk room and belold n weene In nn.
other part of the town, or In a distant
town, rognrdiess of Intervening ohatg.
cles. He nvearts that his Instrument
transmits light waves, just an sound
Waves are transmitted by a telophone,

You can't get bread from a stone, bui

‘70 ean gut money Crom a gold brick.
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