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RS. MAJOR MURNANE sall-
ed boldly across the parade
ground. Miss Hubbard from
her lounging chair on Cap

tain Weir's porch woke to sudden anl
mation at the sight,

“There she Is!" cried Mlss Hubbard
“And, oh, there's poor Lieutenant
VYaughan—1 beg his pardon, the rich
Mr. Vaughan! Bhe's as graclous as a
duchess, and he—1 did think, for all his
gray hair and plain looks, that he was
& man. But now—it Is simply disgust-
h‘-“

The thithg was so ridiculously evident
that every dweller In Officers’ row wias
amused, but none dared speak his mind
before Mrs. Murnane, the ¢, O.'s wife.
lo the management of Mary Murnane's
love affairs remonstrance by even the
major himself would have resulted dis
astrously for the major.

That meek old campalgner rather
yearned for retirement, but Mrs. Mur
nane objected. To leave the army
would have meant quick death, for her
soul was soldered to the U. 8. A. With
such danger threfitening she wust take
weans to be an officer’s mother-in-law
and thus retain a considerable amount
of Influence and authority.

Lieutenant Vaughan bad proposed for
Muary, and, bowever things had been in
the past, be was now very eligible,
with money and Influence, He had
been extremely poor when he first ven
tured to love Mary, and Mrs. Murnane
had been worse than plain spoken ¢
bhim. Mary had been very gentle with
the hardworking, Ignored, middle aged
lieutenant, and her mother had been
angry at her forbearance, Now, how-
ever, his elder brother, a wealthy man
and mueh in evidence in Washington,
had died without a family and without
a will. The lleutenant was wealthy
and could command Influence, could
rise In the army list, Obh, meek old
major, die as soon as you have got your
retiring pension! Mother Murnane has
arranged for her future amid the de
lights of Washington,

“Mary,” sald the grim Mrs. Murnane,
“Mary., my dear, | have misjudged
Lieutenant Vaughan. Accept him. He
Is lu every way what 1 should desire
your husband to be,"”

“But—ob, mamma '™

Mrs. Murnane put her gloved finger
to her lps and smiled condescending
ly.

“Mary,” she sald, “T know all about
that young man Graves. Chut! When
a girl Is your age, she alwuys has 8
young man Graves. | have told Liea
tenant Vaughan that 1 have been mis
taken aond that he Is now welcome at
headquarters. He seemed, | confess,
surprised, but he Inughed and—er—
blushed. My child, marry him and for-
get the young man Graves,”

“But—oh, mamma!"

“Mary Murnane,” her mother cried,
with the gleam luo her eyes which had
for years overnwed the poor subalterns
of the army, “I know what Is best for
Yyou, and I have told you what to do—
accept Liculenant Vaughan! Why, you
used to like him."”

And she marched away.

But, although Mary, like a well dis.-
positioned young lady, should have
been quite willing to marry him off
hand at her mother's order—Mary sat
down and wept. She was helpless,

Consider that she knew nothing of
the world outside strictly regimental
laws, The fort was 125 miles from a
rallway, and nothing stretched be
tween rallroad and post but a few
scattered ranches and the reservation
of an Indian tribe. Her friends chang:
ed from month to month., Her father,
for all his scars, was no help to her.
Her mother was the ruler of her ways,
What on earth could the lonely girl do
but bow acquiescence?

When the elderly and scarred Lien-
tenant Vaughan left Mrs. Murnane, he
passed on to the adjutant’s office. In
the room sat a young man who bore on
his sleeves the sergeant’s chevrons of
the signal corps. He rose as befitted
his rank and recelved Vaughan with a
smile of hope.

“8it down, sergeant,” sald the lien
tenant, e sat down himself and sigh
ed. The two were sllent for a moment,
and then Vaughan spoke, twirling »
pen In his hands,

“Have you,” sald he, “all your sig
naling apparatus ready for the experi
ment "

“Quite ready,” the sergeant answer
ed, with a quiver of excitement,

“Then,” sald Vaughan slowly, “the
experiment will take place tomorrow
afternoon. How's your weather report
for tomorrow ¥’

The signal officer picked up a paper
on which he had been making ealcula
tions and read from it:

“Slightly higher temperature; light
winds from southwest.”

Vanghan rose slowly and sighed
agnin

“l have a bit of news for you from
Washington, Sergeant Graves. You

oo i oeed to mention It, bat your nxme
In first for promotion. [ think you can
count on a commission In your corps
within a month.”

“Good heaven, sir! If you only real
fzed what you have done for me” —

“For—for you? Well, you're a good
fellow, Graves,” the lleutenant said,
“hut don't fatter yourself that | did It
for you."

“1 know, | know,” said the sergeant
and flushed and looked down, “1 am
hardly worthy”—

“Oh, don't slop over! sald Vaughan
roughly. “Have your Instruments,
cameras, everything, ready for tomor
row. By the bye, have a heavy top
coat ready. No; bave two"”

“I had thought of that.”

“As we've thought of everything we
should succeed,” sald the leutenant
cheerfully,
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There was an evening at the C. O.'s
that night, and Mrs. Murnane was ur
bane and graclous as she glanced at
Mary and Lieutenant Vaughan in a
corner,

“1 am so glad,” she sald to Miss Hub
bard, “that every obstacle has been
satisfactorily arranged and that Mary

s at last free to follow her own heart's
| T

The lieutenant certalnly looked devot
ed and" Mary wuch agitated st bis eur-
nest advances,

“It Is such a dreadfully dangerous
thing te do,” she was saying. “Ob,
don't look round st mamma! She'll

“She Is entirely willlng now.”

Tears came in Mary's eyes,

“Are you—sorry ¥ she sald.

Vaughan, with the elaborate courtesy
of a past generation, kissed her hand
and, having done su, looked boldly into
the eyes of the C. 0.'s wife.

“Khe's delighted to see us so chum-
my.” he murmured to Mary, “so de-
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“Nhe ts worthy of you, liewtenant,”
lighted that it seems almost a pity to
elope. She wonld so much admire the
feathers and trlmmings and the regl
wental band and the"—

“Mr. Vaughan," Mary almost sobbed,
“vou are speaking of my mother, and I
—1 am an undutiful, 8 wicked, a cruel,
u wretched”—

Vauglhan drew closer to ber.

“Little girl,” he sald, “I beg your
pardon. | have no right to tease you,
but you know as well as 1 do that
when your mother Is In the trenches it
takes a lot of strategy to dislodge her.
Now, listen. The experiment takes
place tomorrow afternoon. U'm ready.
Are yout"

Muary trembled.

“Oh, 1 dare not!”

“There I8 no netnal danger, and, upon
my soul, If you don't, | can't see but
that Mrs. Muruane will*—

“What ¥

“Do as she wishes to do,” cried the
Hentenant almost angrily, “and, how-
ever happy that might make me, 1
conld never agree to muke you misera-
hle™

His volee was hoarse as he went on
slowly:

“If & man cannot sacrifice himself
for the girl he loves, he has a very poor
notion of what love really 1s."

Mrs. Major Murnane rose from her
seat, and almost llke soldlers jumping
to attention the other ladies moved and
rugtled to the command. Mrs. Mur-
nane marched—one, two, halt—to her
daughter and Lleutenant Vaughan.

“Lieutenant Vaughan,"” she said, “you
have gnined the love of an angel, and
she Is worthy of you. God bless you
both!"

She kissed them each upon the brow
and made a quick trlumphant officer's
nhout face and marched back to her
sent.

Mary slipped away, and Vaughan
afterward bade his hostess a dutiful
farewell.

He was out early the next morning,
but it seemed that others had been
up before him. He met Murnane on
the walk, and Mary's eyes were aglow,
and she was a-tremble. She held out
her hand

“1 know all that you bave done
ghe sald, “and 1 thank you so much.
It is grand to have power and to use It
¢8 you have done, John."

“Now, what Is all this about?”

“Don't pretend you don't know.”

“But 1 don't.”

“Why, Arthur—1 mean Mr. Graves—
has bhad a telegram, His commission
is signed, and we know you worked
hard to push him to the front. Thank
von, thank you!”

“And who told you at this early hour
that he had got a telegram¥”

“1 just met him,” she sald,

“(h, dear—those 2arly morning walks
anid morning rides!”

“But now he is a commissioned offi-
ver, John, don't you think my mother
might yield a little? Do you think we
really ought to do this?"

“1 have known Mrs, Murnane,” sald
Vaughan slowly, “for twenty years,
and | know that she will never yleld.
I confess 1 am afrald of her, and 1 be-
lleve If she perseveres she will really
compel me to marry you."

“Oh, John, but this looks so desper-
ate a measure!”

Vaughan looked
plain,

“Before you could get to the rall-
way.” he said, “you would be overtak-
en, and Graves would be put under ar
rest, and you would be sent to a con-
venl. Now, by my way you canunot he
pursued, and, you see, you will compel
your mother to give her assent. Three
o’clock, please. You are a very nice
girl, Mary, but 1 dou't want to be seen
talking to you today.”

At 3 o'clock the high bluffs behind
OMeers’ row were crowded, In the
foreground were Mrs. Murpane and
her stafl of officers’ wives. They hung
rbout Lieutenant Vaughan and the
wajor and Arthur Graves, and Mrs,
Muruane had a great deal to say. She
#tood well to the front and received
belated congratulations on the engages
went of her child to Vaughan, and If
Mary blusbhed and trembled at hearing
them, why, that was natural.

Vaughan was In great spirits, but
Graves was very nervous and sllent.
Very soon a great balloon rose, In-
tintodd, from the ground, bearing a car-
rlage filled with all kinds of Instru-
ments and Vaughan and Graves, It
was held captive by a single stout
rope. It ascended to a considerable
hieight amd was then brought down.

“You would bhardly belleve it possi-
ble, Mrs. Murnane,” sald Vaughan to
the lady. “When you are up, you can
see every bush and stray steer for
wiles and miles. [ took two or three
shots with the camera. They will give
vou n new lklea of the country about

round the broad

But you should go ap yourself. Won't
you?

But Mrs. Murnane imperatively de
clined,

“1 could trust myself anywhere with
you, Mr. Vaughan" she sald, “but 1
should get dizzy."”

“Perhaps,” said Vaughan, “if Miss
Murnauve would"—

“Certainly,” eried Mrs. Murnane,
“Mury, my love, please Mr. Vaughan."

Mary suddenly weut white, and
Vanghan whispered, “Be brave!™

“I am alraid,” sald the girl.

“What nousense, Mary!" her mother
eried. “There's nothing to be afrald of.
Go along.”

Vaughan led her to the ear of the bal-
loon, where noue was allowed but
those employed. 1n a few minutes the
balloon soared agaln, higher and high-
er, aud Vaughan, to Mrs. Murnane's
groat nstonishment, walked calmly
back to the lndies.

“Mr. Vaughan' cried the C. O's
wife, “what have you done with Ma-
y™
“She’s up In the balloon, of course.”

“And with whom, pray, since you are
here ¥

“With Lieutenant Graves. He's the
aeronaut, you know, and there's only
comfortable room for two."”

Ars Murnane grew purple.

“Pring them down, sie!” she com-
manded wiib the volee of a battalion
ehisf. “Alone with that man! Mr.
Vanghan, you ought to have had more
sense. nnd Mary engaged to youl!”

“Fugnged to—me ¥

The pe-ple around had all thelr eyes
andd wars and most of thelr mouths
wide open.  Mrs. Murnane gasped.

“Do vou deny the engagement ¥

“Why. my dear lady,” said Vaughan
very eoolly, *1 thought you were under
a mlsapprebension last night.  Did you
not know Miss Murnane refused my
offer?”

“I'iwe disobedient— She dared!”

“But you yourself told me very plain-
¥ to cease any attentions to your
danghter.”

“17 Ol, that was months ago!

“1 am unaware,” sald the lieutenant
eravely, “that anything &t all has hap-

pened In that thne which should bhave
altered your mind on such a subject.”
\lrs, Murnane changed from purple

to a horrible yellow and gripped her
parnsol Hke a elub,  Miss Hubbard tit-
tered andibly,

Then the indignaot mother marched
capldly over to the man In charge of

the rope which beld the balloon, Bud-
denly be begap to yell.
“Leltennnt — Leftenant Vaughan,

plas=e, yer hovor, come here quick! The
rope’s slippin’, the balloon's tuggin'!
Julek!  Oh, murther!™

Mrs. Muruane charged on the man Iln
a fury. Vaughan followed lelsurely,
They were too late, The rope slipped,
and before a falr wind the balloon sail-
ed smoothly away, the desperate lovers
waving adleu.

Mrs, Murnane did not faint. She
walked over to Lieutenant Vaughan
and shook her parasol in his face,

“Mr. Vaughan," she screeched, *“do
you know wmy daughter I8 In that bal-
loon with a man who loves her?”

Vaughan looked longingly at the fast
disappearing balloon, and his weary
eyes wore wet., He turned to Mrs,
Murpane and held out bis band to the
frantic lady.

“With a man who loves ber,” Le
suld, "and with a wan she loves, Is It
unot? Be gentle, dear Mrs. Murnane.
Was it not a happy accldent?”

The old womwan In a passlon of tears
flung the offered hand aslde and went
bome.

It was only a few hours afterward
that the major recelved a hysterical
telegram from Mary, It came from &
railroad statlon where Graves had
dropped the balloon:

Forgive—married—mother entirely in control.
Had to do ss she smid—could not—next to your-
sell and to Arthur—the best, most unselfish man
in the world is Licutenant Vaughan,

PICKINGS FROM FICTION.

Ambitious people must always be dis-
appointed people.—“Fame For a Wom-
an.”

The best kind of courage often comes
from a full stomach.—“Captain Mack-
lin."

Love Is llke honey—it must he taken
by sips. One must not swim In It.-
“The Pharaoh and the Priest.”

The man who Is weakened In well
doing by the ingratitude of others is
serving God on a salary basis.—"The
Power of Truth.”

Nine times out of ten a woman falls
through love, and she must be reached
by love if she is to be restored.—“Down
In Water Street.”

Don't call yourself a friend and be
thinking all the time what the other
side of the friendship can do for you.
—"Aunt Abby's Neighbora.”

Phllosophy Is primarily a matter of
food; secondarily, a matter of clothes;
it does not concern the head at all.—
“Two Thousand Miles on an Automo-
blle.”

Half the trouble of this troubled
world comes from the fact that, for
ope reason or another, women are not
able to look up to the men with whom
they have dealings.—"The Vultures."™

A Couple of Inscriptions,

“I was in New York one day and
took a trip down to Coney Is!and,”
sald the agent of a Pittsburg nail
mish, 1 had henrd of Lhe slick fellows
down there, and so I left my wateh at
home and ecarried a duommy across
which I pasted a slip of paper bearing
the words, ‘Look Inslde for a fool” |1
hadn't got the salt taste of the océan
yet when the watch disappeared, and
It was three hours later, as | sat In &
booth drinking beer, when [ felt that
wateh in a side pocket of my coat. |
pulled 1t out In amazement, and I
found my slip of paper replaced by
one bearing the words, 'Look outside
for an ass!” It may be that I got the
bulge on the gang, but somehow I
have always thought that they ears
out a trifle ahead—Just a trifle”

Barbering Used (o Be an Art.

Time was when barbering was a way
up art. In anclent times barbers were
surgeons, the only persons whoe could
sclentifically “let bloxl.” In Loundon
there is still a barber surgeon class
They posseas a cap given the guild by
Charles 1. Around the barber's pole
still twines the snake, the subtlest
beast of the feld. a survival of the bra-
sen serpent lifted up in the wilderness,

the symbol of the heallng art.

THE LONDON TAPSTER.
. _..p——’-
Invd Luck Steries That Take the
Place of Open Beuging.
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snow who begs pardon for
Hberty of speaking to you,
sign you shall know bim.
l||n by begglng pardon for
uot so very rare liberty. b
duffers go on stralghtway
proficient tapsters
ways, so to
:::: with a gquick
brim: '

“Beg pardon, sir, I'm
beg your pardon
liberty of speakin’
thoroughfare llke
quite aware it is a
though trustin' youw
the great liberty of &
man, #ir, in takin' the
askin' if this street I8 the 'Aymarket,
sir? (Or the way to the Strand or the
day of the month, or something.)

You asnswer the question, but you
don’t stop the stream of apologetics.
“Thank you, kindly, sir,” pursues the
tapster, pouring out the words, “thank
you kindly, sir, If you'll so far pardon
the liberty of a pore, 'ardworkin' man,
sir, In askin' the question, which un-
fortunately I was forced to take the
great liberty, sir, through bein' out o'
work eighteen months an’ nothink to
eat since last Toosday fortnight, sir,
upon my word of honor, which nothink
but the cries for bread of fourteen
young children in arms would prevall
on me, sir—so igstreme kind as you've
bin to me, sir, which I shall never for-
get—to take the very great liberty, sir,
in a publlc thoroughfare, of askin’
which Is the nearest work'ouse 7"

If oace more you give him informa-
tion instead of coppers, you only pro-
voke another speech of the same sort,
for he can go on like that for a deal
longer than you want to listen. It is
only in the extreme that be will direct-
Iy ask for money, though I fancy that
it is merely caution that marks his
guarded way, as they say In the lyrie,
for If nccused of begging by some
watchful pollceman he can always
plead that he was only asking a harm-
less question. And the questions are
endless in variety. 1 give my solemn
word that | was once buttonholed by
one of these seedy tapsters with the
apologetic request that I would tell
him the number of stars on the na-
tional flag of the United States! This
Is a simple fact.—Leonard Larkin in
the Strand.
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AN ARCTIC MEAL.
Getting Supper For Mem and Doge
on the Polar Ice Sheet.

Dogs were unhitched and fastened, as
usual, and tbhen each of the Eskimos
climbed over the ice foot with his snow
knife and disappeared behind the para-
pet, where the other two were already
cutting snow blocks. 1 fastened my
dogs, got out their ration of pemmican,
cut it up and fed them, standing by
with whip in hand to see that there
was uo bullying, and that each dog got
4is share, Then I unpacked the cooker,
oil ean and kitchen box, passing them
up the lee foot as high as 1 could reach,
1 dld not wait for the completion of the
igloo to vommence my preparations for
supper, but with a few strokes of the
spade excavated a niche In the snow-
bank, put the cooker in out of the wind,
filled the lamp with oll and the boller
with ice, placed a few snow blocks
around it for st™ better shelter and
lighted up. By the time the igloo was
completed 1 had enough water melted
for our tea, and supper was entirely
rendy by the time my men had fed the
dogs, and they lost no time In freecing
their clothing of snow and joining me
In the igloo. Still less timie was con-
sumed in putting away the tea and bis-
cult and pemmican, and less again In
falling off to drenmless slumber.—Com-
mander Robert E. Peary in Outing.

Saw the Whole of It.

Alexander weeping because the world
wns 80 small has a counterpart in an
old inbabitant of Luss, a pretty little
village on Loch Lomend side, Scotland.
who at last has been persuaded to
elimb the mountain which has filled so
lnrge a part of his horizon all the days
of his life. In Luss he bas lived, as his
fathers lived before him, and from
Luss he has never had the ambltion to
journey, even as far as Glasgow. But
some one got him to the top of Ben Lo-
mond the other day.

“Eh, mon,” said he, with great self
congratulation, “but the world’'s a big
place when ye come to view the whole
of it!" 4
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Not In His Seat.

A certain congressman was very busy
at his desk in the house one morning
when n page announced, “A gentleman
In the lobby to see you, sir.” "“Tell him
I'm not in my seat,” said the congress-
man after looking at the card. The
boy, n sturdy looking chap, did not
move. “But you are in your seat, sir,”
he answered in matter of fact tones,
“and | can't say you are not.” The
congressman looked at the lad angrily,
but, seeing that he was In earnest,
moved Inte the vacant chalr of his
neighbor, *“Now tell him I'm not in my
seat.”  “Yes, s, sa tue boy Lriskly
and went to deliver the message.

Engagement Rings.

The rustoge of giving engagement
vings ranks back to leng before the
Christian era. With the ancient Egyp-
taus engagement rings were always
of iron, to indicate the mutual sacri-
fice of liberty of the contracting par-
tles.

Oune of the very earllest adornments
of betrothal rings was a loadstone,
which symbolised the attractive force
which drew a malden from her own
family eircle into that of her husband.
It is belleved thet the fourth finger
has aiways been the bride’s ring finger.

Hard te Part With.
The man at our boarding house has
/the remains of a once prosperous
! pocket comb, from which the teeth
have long since fled.

“Why,” we ask him, “do you carry
that ~thing around with you—that
wvorthiless old comb?*

And be replies:

“Well, 1 can't part with it."—Baltl-
tiore Newns.

"NATIONAL PHANTOMS

IHOSTS THAT HAUNT THE UNITED
! STATES CAPITOL

1 it e

I‘lﬂmd“mmulﬂ
Night When the Halls of Legisla-

tion Are Gloomy and Deserted, as

Told by One of the Old Guards.

Like most repositories of good stories,
the ancient man who has speut dec-
Rdes us u guard in the capitol in Wash-
ington did not yield up the fullness of
bis narratory riches without a struggle.

“IU's unpleasant to be made a mock
of by the skeptical,” be protested. “Do
You beileve in ghosts, young mau "

“If answering In the afirmative be-
¥els au lnteresting tale, 1 do.” returned
the writer.

“Well, starting on the premise that
you de believe to some extent lu the
supernatucal, | will admit you to my
coulidence,” resumed the old guard,
and bere goes for the authentic yarn
of the spooks that baunt the nation’s
capitol:

“In the loug, monotonous watches of
the pight lonumerable are the spooks,
bobgobline and the eerle, vapory
things which glide from the shadowy
nooks and erannies of the intangible
nowhere to people the capitol's vast
stretches of darkness. Of course you
know of the extraordinary acoustic
freaks which obtaln In many parts of
the great bullding—how a whisper, a
brenthed word at one particular point
is audible at another scores of feet dls-
tant? Yes. Now, at night these acous-
tie spirits simply go mad. Where they
by day were pygmies they expand into
glants, and a whistle, a sudden sound,
a footfall, resolves (tself Into a pan-
demonium.

“Weilrd, terrifylng nolses beat upon
the eardrums of the watchmen as they
pursue their lonely patrols through the
seemuing miles of corridors, and then
the spooks, the shades of the nation's
great, the astral bodles of those that
toiled In obscurity for the nation’s good,
dodge the watchmen's step, some
grand and awful in thelr speechless
dignity, some creeping humbly about
In apologetic sllence, some laughing,
some sobbing, but all of them horrible
—horrible,"

The old man paused to muse.

“Do you know,"” he sald, breaking
into his own reverie explosively, “Feb.
23 is a date dreaded by many of the
capitol night guards? It was on this
day. In 1848, that John Quincy Adams
died In the chamber of the house of
representatives, now Statuary hall,
where the exact spot Is marked by a
brass tablet. Promptly at midnight
on every anniversary of his death the
shade of John Qulucy Adams appears
In a sort of phosphorescent glow over
this brass tablet. Oh, dozens of guards
have seen It from time to time as well
as L and [ can refer you to many of
them for affirmation of my assertions.

“Once over the spot the shade begins
to gesticulate, after the manner of a
member addressing the bhouse. Then,
all of a sudden, the fine face becomes
distorted and agonized, the gracefully
waving arms fall convulgively, and
down sinks the shade with all the
movements of an expiring man. Then
the phosphorescent glow fades away,
and the ethereal efligy dissolves.

“But, although lost sight of, its pres-
ence is #till made known by the ‘clump,
lop, eclump, Hop' of Jnvisible foot-
falls departing down one of the long
vacant corridors.

“Stranger than this Is the ghost of
the entire congress of 1848, which ap-
pears in vigorous If spooky session ev-
ery once in awhile In Statuary ball, the
old bhall of representatives, as I have
previously remarked. Inaudible, but
spirited, are the debates; energetic to
the bursting point of vehemence are
the silent political dissensions. Pro-
voked by a dcubting Thomas, a mem-
ber of the eupitol night wateh several
years ago made affidavit that he had
seen this ghostly congress in sesslon.
Yes, be was a sober man and true.

“The shade of General John A. Lo-
gan is a frequent visitor at the capltols)
Almost every nlternate night at half
past 12 o'clock this ghost materializes
at the door of the room occupled by
the senate commi‘tee on military and
militin, Silently the door swings open,
and out steps the looming and lumi-
nous presence, to stalk In stately dig-
pity away Into the swallowing gloom.
This I8 a favorite phantom with the
guards. Its conduct is exemplary.

“Then there is the shade of Vice
President Wilson, who died in his room
In the senate end of the capitol, you
wilbrecall. Its peregrinations are few
and desultory. When It does come,
there is always an expression of con-
cern and self absorption in the ghostly
face, The wmovements of the vapory
body are restless and hurried.

“All of the older members of the
night watch are well acquainted with
Vice President Wilson's apparition and
never fall to salute it, although, truth
to tell, the shade remalns haughtlly in-
different to thelr deference. This spook
rarely fails to put In an appearance
when the body of a dead legislator or
statesman of national renown Is lying
In state in the capitol.

“Deep In the subeellar vaults spooks
of lesser magnitode revel in hordes.
Immediately beneath the hall of rep-
resentatives every night is to be found
a tall, erect, gaunt specter, whose iden-
ity bhas remaloed & mystery for yoarm
fn spite of unceasing efforts on the
part of the night watch to uncover
the secret of its origin and anteced-
ents, Its bands are clasped behind
its transparent back in a convuisive
cluteh, apd the face evinces a condl
tion of emotions prodigiously wrought
upon. Many attempts bave been made
by guands with rubber soles on their
shoes to catch this wralth unawares,
but fallure Is the Invariable result.
Presto! It bas blown Into thin air be-
fore the sleuthing watchman is within
forty feet of it." —New York HmL

Good Encugh as It I
“Doctor, If a pale young man named
Jinks calls on you for a prescription
don't let him have it.”
“Why not?"
“He wants something to improve bis
appetite, and be boards at my house.”

Unsympathetie.
“This is a cold, unfeeling world,” be
remarked bitterly.
“Ha!" returned his companion. “You
too, have heard the ribald laugh when
you siipped on a banapa skin, have

NAPOLEOY'S AWFUL HAND.

Due Theory of the Great Man's Fall-
ure at Waterloe.

Napoleou, sccording to Alexander
Dumas, iost such battles as be did lose
because he wrote such a flendish hand
His generals could pot read his notes
and letters, typewriting had pot been
uvented, and the trembling marshals,
afrald of disobeying and striving to lo-
terpret the indecipberable commands,
loliernal, wandered and did not come up
W the serateh, or not to the right
seruteh. Thus Waterloo was lost. Can-
not you fapey Grouchy banding round
Napoleon's notes on that sanguinary
Sunday? “l say,” cries the marshal to
his ald-<de-camp, “is that word Gem-
bloux or Wavre? Is this Blucher or
Bulow ¥ 8o probably Grouchy tossed
up for it, and the real words may have
been vone of these at which he offered
Lis coujectures. Meanwhile on the left
and center D'Erlon and Jerome and
Ney were equally puzzled and kept on
sending eavalry to places where it was
very uncomfortable (thovgh our men
weldom managed to hit any of the cav-
uliers, firing too high) and dld no sort
of gowl, Napoleon may never have been
apprised of these circumstances. His
old writing master was not on the
scene of action. Nobody dared to say,
“Nire, what does this figure of a centl-
ped mean, and bhow are we to construe
these two thick strokes flanked by
blots¥' The Imperial temper was pep-
pery; the great man would have torn
off his Interrogator's epaulets and
danced upon them, DIid he uot once
draw his plstol to shoot a lttle dog
that barked at his horse? And when
the pistol missed fire the great soldier
threw it at the dog and did pot hit him.
The little dog retreated with the hon-
ors of war.

Such was the temper of Napoleon,
amd we know what Marlborough
thought of the value of an equable
temper. Nobody could ask Bonaparte
to write a legible hand, so his generals
lived a life of conjecture as to his
meaning, and Waterloo was not a sue-
cess, and the emperor never knew why.
Of all his seven or elght theorles of his
fallure at Waterloo, his handwriting
wans not one. Yet If this explanation
had occurred to him Napoleon would
certainly have blamed his pens, Ink
and paper. Those of Nelson at Copen-
hagen were very bad. “If your guns
are no better than your pens,” sald a
Danish officer who came in under a
flag of truce before the fight and was
asked to put a message Into writing,
“you had better retire."—Andrew Lang
In Longman's Magazine,

SICKROOM PHILOSOPHY,

Never coufine a patient to one room
if you can obtain the use of two.
Never play the plano to a sick person
If you can play on strings or slng.
Never stand and fidget when a sick
person 18 talking to you. Bit down.
Never complaln that you cannot get
a feeding cup If there I8 a teapot to be
bl lnstead.

Never read fast to a sick person.
The way to make a story scem short
is to tell 1t slowly.

Never judge the conditipn of your
patient from his appearance during a
conversation. See how he looks an
hour afterward.

Never put a hot water bottle pext to
the skin. Its efficlency and the pa-
tlent's safety are both enhanced by
surrounding the bottle with flanpel.

Never allow the pa'' nt to take the
temperature himself. Many patients
are more kpowling than vurses where
there Is a question of temperature.

The Title of “Mrs.”

The title Mrs. was In olden time ap-
plied to nnmarried as well as to mar-
ried women and to young as well as
old. Bir Walter Scott spoke of Joan-
na (unmarried) as Mre. Joanna Baillle.
Although it was not perhaps so univer-
sal to address quite young children as
it was those over twenty-one by the
title of Mrs, yet it was frequently
done. The most ludicrous example of
this occurs in the register of burials
for the parish of St. Margaret, West-
minster. The burial of Mlilton's second
wife and that of his infant daugbter,
uamed after her, who died at the age
of five months, are both recorded In
that register, the name in each case
belng entered as “Mra. Katherin M-
ton,” without any mark of distinction
save the letter “C” for “child,” after
the second name. Even in the reign of
George [1., as we read In “Pope's Let-
ters,” unmarried ladies used to be
styled Mrs.

Wonderful Insect Vitallty.

It 18 a standing puzzle to the ento-
mologists how frail little insects of the
mosquito and butterfly order can brave
the cold of an arctic winter and yet re-
tain their vitality. The larva of the
milkweed butterfly has been exposed
to an artificial blast 68 degrees below
zero. Taken out of range of this arti-
ficlal blizzard and gradually “thawed
out” this same worm was able to creep
in less than half an hour afterward.
Butterflies have been found flitting joy-
ously about in the highest latitude man
has ever pénetrated, and the mosqui-
toes of Alaska and Greenland are
known to be the healthlest speclmens
of that race of little pests.

Eillert of Thlovaform ow (Chinmmen

It takes a very Iarge dose of chlo-
roform to anesthetize the Chinaman,
He passes under its Influence more
slowly and rarely shows the excitement
olten characierisug oi the inltal stagc
of anmwsthesin. Still more rarely does
he suffer from sickness on his return te
consclousness. This greater apathy of
nature helps to recovery from severe
accidents and operations.—London Hos-
pital.

A Basis For Social Succens,

Mr. Blank—1 was rather amused to
hear the children gossiping about their
little playmates,

Mra. Hlank—The little dears! if (hey
only keep on, how they will shine in
polite society when they grow up!—TIt-
Bits.

Ideas generate ideas, like a potato.
which cut In pleces reproduces itselfl in
a multiplied form.

you '’
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Tel. Main 1898, 13 SAN FRANCISCO.

WHY WE ARE AGENTS

Here Are 8oame of the Convincing
Facts That Caused us to Take
the Agency for the Fulton Com-
pounds, the First Things Known
that Cure Chroalc Kidaney Dis-
easce.

BLAKE,

First, lot it be distinctly usdersteod thal

curable; secend, uote the eertaloty of the re-
sults ss shown by the recovery also of ibe
trisnds they told who were similarly sficted
with supposed in ble kidoey At

N. W. Sgaulding, President Spsulding Saw

Co., San Fraoocisco, bad a recovery In his owa
and tuld seversl others who recovered.
‘“1“ Weake, capiiallst, Ssn Fravcisce,
recovered himself told two friends who re-
oovere
. Curl D, Ziele, druggist, 82 Paclfie
ﬂll: Ssao isco, recovered himsel! and

w and I A
troubles d.::loo into this form about

ml . The above cassa ware
ble by all other means.
Lh.i.'.ln itdan, dl-uuﬂ begin st lnm

should
known thing that will cure it If it has
the serious n?m Fulton's Renal
for t's ard Kidney Diseages, §1;
for Diabetes, §1.00. Jobn J. Fulton Co., #M¥
Washington sireet, SBau Francisco, sols com-
Send for b Wo are lhe sole

Save the Baby.

The mortality among babies during the
thiee teething years (s something frightful.
The census of 190 shows that ebout one io
every seven succumbs,

The ls  apparent With  baby's

bones hard the I | (opening In the
skull) closing up and Its teeth forming, =il
these coming st once creste & demand for
bone material that nearly half the little
systems are deficient in. The result I
reevishness, weakness, sweating, fever, diar-
rhoea, brain troubles, convulsions, ete., that
prove terribly fatal. The deaths In 1900 under
three years were 304,088, to say nothing of
the vast number outside the big cities that
were not reported, and this In the United
Bintes alone,
When baby begins to sweat,
out in sleep don't walt, and the
nelther medicine nor narcotics.  What the
little system is orying out for s more bone
material. Sweetman's Teething Food sup-
plies It. It has saved the lives of thousands
of bables. They begin to Improve within
forty-elght hours. Here s what physicians
think of It

wWorry or ory
need I

2534 Washington St.,

San Francisco, June 3, 1901,
Gentlemen—1 am prescribing your food n
the muititude of baby troubles due to im-
peded dentition. A large percentage of In-
fantile ills and fatalities wre the result of
slow teething. Your food supplies what the
deficlent system denmnds, and I have had
surprising success with . . n scores of cases
this diet, given with their ~egular food, has
not failed to check the infantile distresses.
HBeveral of the more serous cases would, 1
feel sure, have been fatal without It. It can-
not be too guickly brought to the attention
of the mothers of the country. It Is an ab-

solute necessily.
L. C. MENDEL, M. D,

Petaluma, Cal.,, September 1, 193,
Dear Sirs—1 have just tried the teething
food in two cases and in both It was & wue-
cess. One was a very serious case, so oritl-
cal that It was brought to me from another
city for treatment. Fatal results were fearsd.
In three days the baby ceased worrying and
commenced euting and is now weil. Its action
in this case was remarkable. 1 would ad-
vise you to put It in every drug stere in thies

city. Yours,
I. M. PROCTOR, M. D,

SBweetman's Teething Food will carry baby
safely and comfortably through the most dan-
gerous period of child life. It renders lanc-
ing of the gums unnecessary. It Is the safest
plan and a blessing to the baby to not walt
for symptoms but to commence giving It the
fourth or Afth menth. Then all the teeth
will come healthfully, without pain, dis-
tress or lancing. It Is an suxiliary to their
regular diet and easily taken. Price 60 cents
{enough for six weeka), sent postpald on re-
celpt of price. Pacific Coast Agents, Inland
Drug Co., Mills Bullding, San Francisco.

«Hot Cross Buns.

In its early days, when, It Is to be
hoped, it was more toothsome than it
I8 now, the hot cross bun played some
part In converting the people of these
Islands to Christianity. Pagan England
was In the habit of eating cakes In
honor of the goddess of spring, and
Clristian  missionaries found that
though they could alter the views of
the people in reference to religious
matters they could not induce them to
withhold from the consumption of con-
fectionery. 8o they put the sign of the
cross upon the bun of the Saxon era
and launched it upon missionary enter-
prise which has extended through the
intervening centuries and survived till
now.—London Tit-Bits.

A Wet Umbrella.

Never leave an umbrella standing on
the point In the ordinary way when
wet. The water trickles down, spolling
the sllk and making the wires rusty. It
Is miso a mistake to open it and leave It
standing, as this stretches the silk,
making It baggy so that it Is lmposal-
ble to fold it smoothly. The proper
way Is to shake out as much of the
water as possible, then stand the um-
brella on its handle to draln.

Compatisvas ALve Odloaus.

Perking, Jr.—-Why don't ye buy that
horse of Beth’s, pop? He's got a fine
pedigree.

Perkins, Sr.—Pedigree! The question
is, 18 he woth anything?! Why, Doy,
them sassiety folks what comes bere
in the summer has pedigrees.—Brook-
Iya Life.

A Barvier.

“What have you In the way of beef-
steak today?' asked the cheerful cus-
tomer who hadn’t pald his bill

“Well,” replied the frank butcher, “1
reckon about the only thing In the way
is Its price."—Baltimore Newa,

Investigating the Delay.
Bunday School Teacher—And it took
Noah 100 years to build the ark.
Street Arab—What was the matter?
Was there a strike?—Puck,

Stmple.
Ethel-A sixteen page letter from
George! Why, what on earth does he

say?
Mabel-He says be loves me.—Pitts-
burg Gazette,



