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E were standing, Dan Wilson
and I, on the bridge that
spans the platforms of Clog-
heen station, just leaning

dly upon a parapet and passing dull

tue. It was a chill, wet day in De-
rewber, one of the last days of the
year 18060, Twilight was falling rapid-
Iy through the mists. Above us the
roof stretehed black and grim; below,
the platform lay cheerless and desert-
ed, with the ralls gleaming between
them out and away to the shivering
flelds. There seemed no hope In the
world just then, no lght and no cheer.
One felt, standing there, as If shut
within prison bars away from all boun-
ty of life.

Iu awhile the street door slammed
behind us, feet sounded on the flags.
and two figures passed out below the
bridge and slowly went up the plat-
form, a man carrylng a rude bundle, a
woman earrying a child and a basket,
They were the only tigures on the plat-
form, and naturally one's eyes fol-
lowed them as they went. Dan, beside
me, grunted expressively, pulled his
soft hat over Lis eyes and, leaning his
chin upou the parapet, watched them
keenly.

“Do you know them?” paid L.

“l do” eawe back. “Keep an eye
their way.”

It wanted yet some ten minutes or
80 (minutes are of small account on
Irlsh rallways) of the up train's time,
and, discovering this by means of the
statlon clock, the two put down bundle
and basket and stood waiting by the
bookstall, the man with his back to-
wird us, the woman facing us in the
lnmplight. Distinetly pow one had
view of them and all their dolngs.

The man was a tall, upright fellow
of the farming class, dressed In tweeds,
patched overcoat, peaked cap and
heavy boots, his trousers heavy with
mud, his back splashed to the collar,
& clay pipe in his wouth and a switeh
In his bhand. Hlis face one could not
gee, but the woman's stood out clear
below her flmsy hat, and the sight of
it was not inspiriting. It was pale and
drawn, with a brulse showing upon
oue cheek, overflowing with grief or
suffering, the eyes heavy us with weep-
Ing, the lps tight and quivering. In
the sunsbine maybe It had been win-
some; now in the gloom and glare it
looked tragic. Her whole bearing was
listless and weary. She seemed strick-
en with hopelessness, and she rocked
this way and that, as If hushing the
child, with the ceaseless monotony of
one fearing despalr. She seldom spoke,
hardly once looked her companion in
the face. Just walting and suffering,
she seemed to stand, lstenlng and
watching, counting precious minutes of
time. But the man stood impassive be-
fore her—stolld, you might think, as an
0x.

Buddenly a bell tinkled somewhere; a
slgnal dropped heavily; the station
waster, In his sllk hat and bralded
coat, stalked out on the platform; two
car drivers, a porter and a policeman
strolled loto the gloom, and with that
the woman stepped nearer to the man,
#0 that ber arms touched bhis, and
looked up in his face. She was erying.
one could see; speaking passionately,
one could guess. What was she say-
Ing? Why was she weeplng? What
had sbe done, or what was in store,
that she should act so, should plead so,
should strip the shawl from her child
and passionately kiss its face, should
waste her tears on that ox of a yokel?
Hastily and touched with much pity 1
turned to Dan, questioning hlm eager-
ly. Who was she? What had she
done? What was golng to happen?
And for answer came the thunder of
the train below our feet and the grind.
ing of it up along the platform.

All was now confusion down there
for a little while, the porter calling, the
policeman stalking,. the car drivers
shouting, a passenger or two hurrying
in and out, and clearly above the hiss
of steam aund tramp of feet one heard
the sound of walllng, that bitter sound
which goes up so often among Irish
hills. “AL, goodby, James!" came the
volee, clear and broken, piteous and
stricken. “Goodby, goodby! Ye forgive
me, don't ye? A, say ye do!” Through
the gloom one had sight of the two, the
man standing with his bundle by an
open carrlage door, the woman clinging
to him with one arm and holding her
child with the other. “James'" she
erled, *1 may never see ye again! Ah,
suy ye do!" Her voice came pleading
and walllng. From the windows curl
ous faces looked toward bher, and a lit-
tle group behind her whispered and
nodded. But the man stood lmpassive,
one foot ralsed, a hand on the carriage
door, his head bent. Then, even as the
guard ralsed his whistle, he flung in
his bundle, turned and spread his arms

“Abh, goodby, James! God bless ye!
God bless ye!™

“Goodby, Mary; goodby I"

Just & moment they stood sllent, then
n bang and a shriek. a frantic wave of
the hand and a shout from the window,
aind Mary stood alone in the gloom.

For awhile Dnn and | were silent
upon the parapet. Then said 1 careless

.47, o8 1 might:

“An emigrant, I suppose ?”

“No; a reservist”

“Oh! ON to joln his regiment. PPoor
fellow!" sald 1. And with the words
Dan tvowed quickly.

“Poor fellow! Arrah, what about
Bim? D’you !magine | care & button
for his feelings? Not I—not L. 1t's her
self,” sald Dan, nodding toward the
lonely fAgure that still stood looking
through the mists. “Ah, God belp ber
TPy her with all my Tiearl, Te'll for
get soon enongh. The worst that can
come to bim Is a friendly bullet. But
she'll never forget, and it's the palns a
denth she'll suffer every day. Think of
what she'll endure from this minute on
and on, walting and watching, dread
ing and hoping, torturing herself with
a thousand fancies, seeing him drowned
on the =en or killed In the war or lylng
wounded In forelgn lands. Think of
what she's endured this last week ever
since word came to James. Think of
what she did to keep him.™

Dan paused, stood awhile in thought,

iaen beckoned me toward the refresh
went rooms. “Come till 1 tell you," sald
he. "Come away (il 1 tell you

“Over there” sald Dan as we sat
smwoking In a corper, his words, as
falthrully as | can reproduce them, be
lng Just these — “over there beyond
Clogheen, on the way to Bunn, you'll
find two houses lo the towunland of
Glant standing nearly side by side on
the face of a Lill. They're decent lttle
places o thelr way, with a share of
bad land to each aund a plece of tur
bary and no stint of fresh alr whistling
through the doors. As long as | mind
the same familles have lived In them,
Just struggling for life and bread and
making thelr way through the world,
and about the same thme, sowe seven
and twenty years ago, two children
were born In them, a boy In this that
they christened James and a girl In
the other that they called Mary, the
same palr, you'll understand, that
we've just been watching on the plat-
form—aye, the selfsame palr.

“Well, alr, they came Into the world,
and somebow or other they muanaged
to keep alive In It and to thrive as they
grew. They got thelr share to eat, 1
suppose. There was always a roof to
stop the rain, and a hedge to turn the
wind, and a place to streteh in at night.
What clothes they had let out the wet
and let In the alr. Some days they went
to school, most days didn't, and for
playground hadn't they the width of a
county ? They were like hares for wild-
ness, and for devilment in every shape
you couldn't match them from Mall
Head to the Cove of Cork. No man
might fathom thelr tricks, and if you
saw the whins alight on the hill, or a
neighbor's donkey without a tall, or a
stone flying through the window, ten
chances to one, If you pulled the wrong
ear when you met James, It was only
because you missed Mary. They were
divils—pure divils.

“Anyway, they grew up, and in the
course of time things tamed them. Like
every one else In this world of pain
and hunger, they found a day when
sport had to stop and work looked
them In the eyes. For James "twas a
#spade and pitchfork; for Mary, besom
and church staff; for both, bent backs
and busy hands. Only of a Sunday
now could they fling their heels, or an
odd while at a falr, or an hour maybe
before the fiddler at dance or wedding,
and when the long day was done, If
one met the other by chance in the
boreen, 'twas ‘Good night, Mary,’ and
‘Good night, James," and so, quick and
tired, to their beds. But always they
had sight and knowledge of one un-
other. Never did they forget those old
free days, those mad, wild times of in-
nocent childhood. 8ide by side, you
might say, they grew together and put
the years behind them. Always,
through thick and thin, they were fast
friends, and at last, as was only nat-
urnl, there came a time when they
were more than friends, when James
didn't pass Mary In the lane, but
strolled with her across the hills or
stood looking at the moon with her

“James,” bays she, “sure t's not truet”

across a gate or sat with ber on the
warm side of the bedge. Aye, that
day came. It comes to us all. Sure
it's love that makes the world go
round. ‘James, dear,’ says Many;
‘Mary, darling,’ stammers James, and
there's a new world spinning below the
stars. Ah, sirs, but youth is heaven!

“To all appearance they made a
well matched palr, as llkely, you
might say, as two saplings that grow
on the same ditch, only when youw
eyed them well and looked below the
bark you were blind If you saw no dif-
ference between them. Difference?
Why, there was the wide world of a
difference. James was a blg, strong
lump, sober and willing and ready
with his bands, good looking, too, In
his way and big of the heart, but as
obstinate and thick In the temper as
a tioker's muvle. Humor James and
he’'d gu on wheels; thwart bim and he
was Mke any patenost

“But Mary wis slim and supple and
woft, a likely colleen, with hair like jot
and eyes that were always dreaming
She had the look sometimes of one thet
movh lags it Wie K or pledines i e
fire. You'd find her standing by the
roadside just mooning at the sky or sit-
ting by the hearth staring at the crook,
and if you spoke maybe she'd hear you
aild lkely she wouldn't. What used
ghe to see? What kind of a mind had
she! What was it she found in big,
thick witted James to care about?
How was It she gave herself to him?
How was 1t at last that she nearly
broke her heart when one day they
quarreled over a trifle and bhe left her
there on the hillside and took the
queen’s shilling and swaggered away
to forelgn parts? God only knows,
No man can read the heart of a wom-
an. She's a curlous, unknowable mor-
tal, and Mary was more than un-
knowable with her big eyes that look-
«l at you and never saw you

“8o James marched away in bis reg
Imentals out Into the big worll, and
there behind him Mary walted and
watched all the days of his sokllering,
bearing from him once In & blue moon,
writing to him often and often  just

lived lonely on the hiliside and wairea
patient till one day be came swagger-
Ing back to her, straight in the back
and like a nigger ln the face, bringing
Hitle with bim but bis big self and a
bandful of triles from behind the sea
and a spear wound from a heathen be
low his beart. Man, but be marched a
Lero among the bills! Boys, but bis
tougue scattered lles nbout the hearth-
stoues! Ah, sir, but Mary was glad to
see hilm and walked proud by his side!
Bhe was happy now, happy as any
queen. There was no dreaming In her
eyes now when she looked at James,
no sighing when he spoke, no moon-
ing when she sat by him at the bearth.
Bhe just worshiped bim, aod be thought
well of ber, to be sure, and one day
they Jolped hands before the parson,
and be married them.
(TO BE CONTINUED. )

THE WORD “BUT.”

An Aunalysis of the American Habh
of Using It

The word “but” Is sometimes said to
be characteristic of Americans, N
warks the qualitying spirit, which besl
tates al extremes and llkes to adjusi
the bDalance of truth, If, for lnstance.
sowebody speaks extravagantly of K
erson’'s genlus the eritical spirit replies
“Yes, be was a genius, but” be had
such and sveh limitations. 1f, on the
sther hand, the lmitations are wmen-
tioned first at another time, the same
spirit observes, “Yes, he has those
faults, but be Is a genlus with it all.”
“But” expresses the desire to bave
both sides presented. Carrled to ex
cess, the habit leads to argumentative
ness and carping. The person who
gets only argument out of conversation
is usually a barren companion. Sowe
times also it shows an unkind nature.
when the word Is used regularly after
hearing others praised. It becowmes the
index of envy or of the absence of en
finsiasm. Qualifylng too constantly in
appreciation is like damning with faim
pralse, or, rather, pralsing with an ac
companiment of fulnt damns. The ar-
dent, imaginative temperament makes
less use of quallfication. Carried along
with a rush, whether of praise or re
proach, It seldom stops to split the
bair of exact troth. “But me no buts.”
it says. The little word Is wmon
lenlently treated by judiclal and scien.
tific minds, If its constant use s typ
leally American, as the English not In
frequently allege, It fits In with the
proverblal ldea of Uncle Sam—a sort of
cautions and skeptical New Englomd
farmer, with his “Waal, 1 don't jest
know,” rather than with the American
type which has been developed since
the west became a greater element In
the compound.—Collier's Weekly.

Narrow Escapes,

Mr. I. Golding gives In Chambers’
Journal some rewmarkable instances of
narrow escapes and curious fatalities
during the siege of Ladysmlith. “Whik
at lunch In their mess hut, which was
protected by sand bags, certain officers
were engaged in a heated discussion
In anger, one of the officers rose from
the table and hastily left the hut
Hardly had he closed the door belind
him when a shell came hissing through
the alr and pitched on the roof of the
hut. Penetrating the insufficiently pro
tected roof, the shell fell and exploded
in the center of the group of officors
killing or mortally wounding every one
of them. The officer who a moment
before had gone out of the hut did not
receive the slightest injury.” A doctor
who had not stirred from his dugont
for a fortnight came out one Sunday.
a day on which the Boers, as a rule
did net fire, and was killed by a shell
and the writer was “Impelled by o
power he could not resist” to dismount
from his horse, whose saddle was im
mediately afterward slit by a fragment
of shell.

Life's Roeky Romd,

A man's life I8 full of crosses and
temptations, says the phllosopher of
the Atchison Globe. He comes lnto
this world without his consent and
goes out against his will, and the trip
between the two is exceedingly rocky.
The rule of contraries Is one of the
lmportant features of the trip. When
he is little the big girls kiss him, but
when he is grown the little girls kiss
bim. If he ralses a large family he is
a chump, but If he raises a small check
be is a thief. If he is poor he Is a bad
manager; if be is rich he Is dishonest
If he's In polities It's for ple; If he's
out of politics you can’t place him, and
he's no good for his country. If lLe
doesn’t glve to charity he 1s a stingy
cuss; if he does It Is for show. If he
dies young there was a great future
ahead for him; If he lives to an okl
age he has missed his calling. He is
introduced into this world and to the
next by the same process. The road is
rocky, but mans loves to travel It.

Sneezing In the Orlent.

Many savage and semicivilized races
of the orient have some curious cus
toms regarding the sneeze. When the
sultan of Monomtopa sneezes, for in-
stance, the fact 1s made kuown from
the palace by a certaln signal. Inpstant-
Iy every subject within hearing of the
slgnal sets up a shout, the cry is taken
up by others and so extends until It
runs through the confines of his em
pire. When the sultan of Senaar
sneezes, on the contrary, every womuan
ia his harem ar wHh'n boseing tu-ns
her back on him and makes a sign of
contempt by smiting ber hips with her
hands—disgusted that so mighty a per-
sonage should have to sneeze like an
ordinary moriai.

Little Things.

Littie words are the sweetest to hear
Little charities fly farthest and siay
longest on the wing. Little lakes an
stillest, and little hearts are the fullest
and little farms the best tilled. And
when Nature would make anything e=
peclaily rare and beautiful she makes
it little<little pearls, little dlamonds
little dewdrops — multum In parve
Much in little Is the great beauty of all
that we love best.

Had the Years,
Daughter—George and I are both ol
#nough to marry, papa!
Father—I was wondering If that was
the only collateral George had to stari
with.—Brooklyn Life
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TWO TURNS OF

THE WHEEL

The Story of the Rise gud Full of &
Comstock Fortane,

Sandy Bowers Was a (eamster, his
wife a buxom and DOt uncomely Scoteh
woman who took In washgng and kept
a winers’ boarding bouse. It was In
the early days of Virginia City, before
men bad grasped the full value of the
discovery, and the teamster, In cowm-
pany with others of his kind, came
Into possession of séveral hundred feet
on the lode at Gold HilL

His clalm became ene of the bonan-
zas of the reglon, and Sandy found
bimself richer than be had ever thought
any one could be, Nelther he nor lils
wife ever rose to the level of thelr for-
tune. They remalned the teatster and
the washerwoman 1o the end. There
Is a story that peither couid read nor
write, After giving an entertalnment
at the International hotel such as that
hostelry of many grandeurs had never
before seen they went to Europe for
two years.

When they came back they were still
the teamster and the washerwoman.
Europe had added no veneer, Hut the
money was still in plenty, “Money to
throw to the birds,” as the old wan
was wont to say. Nevada was more to
thelr taste than anywhere else, so they
elected to remain there, amd that
strunge monument of wealth, which Is
known all through Nevada and Call-
fornia as the Bowers mansion, was
bullt on the shore of Washoe lake.

The site was one of extraordinary
beauty, with the wall of snow capped
Slerra behind it, the sapphire sweep of
water in front. Money was never con
sidered In Its construction. It was
built of quarried stone and furnished
with the costliest 8an Francisco could
supply. A library of books with San-
dy’'s name on every volume was one of
its features, The door handles were
of sllver, the table furnishings the fin
est to be had at that place at that
tme,

Here the old people—for they were
getting old—settled and dispensed a
lavish hospitality. Here an adopted
child whom they dearly loved and had
named Persia died. Here, too, later on
Sandy died and was burled in the gar-
den under the shadow of the Sierra.
And here—the shades of evening begin-
ning to close on this strange drama
poverty overtook his widow, Bhe
strove to redeem her first losses hy
speculation, throwing good money after
bad. Tu her case the wheel of fortune
made a complete revolution. Her old
age saw her as poor as she had been in
her youth. She passed from stage to
stage and finally made a livelihood by
practicing fortune telling in San Fran-
cisco, it having been always under-
stood that she had the gift of second
glght, The erystal in which she gaz)
had shown her many things, but noth-
Ing stranger, more dramatic and va-
ried than her own life.—San Franclsco
Argonaut.

Our Small Country,

One brother is a rich merchant in the
Stralts Settlements, on the Malay pen-
insula. The other brother was the
cook In a cheap restaurant on South
Clark street.

The merchant sent to the cook a
draft for sufficlent money to pay his
expenses out to Asia, and the cook
gave up his job aud has started for
his brother's home. The Interesting
thing about the whole incident is the
letter written by the wealthy mer
chant which accompanied the draft.

In the first place, the draft was made
payable In New York.

“l send you the money In a draft
payable in New York,” wrote the
brother from faroff Asla. “You can
g0 over and get it cashed there. On
the way I wish you would stop at Tex-
as and see Brother Thomas. [ haven't
heard from him for two years now.
and I'd like to know how he's getting
along.”"—Chicago Tribune.

Witcheraft.

Jane Wenbam was indicted at the
Hertfordshire assizes on March 4
1712, for “conversing with the devil in
the form of a cat"” under the provi-
sions of the act of 18604, repealed in
1736. Her prosecutors wished to have
her also Indicted for practicing witeh
eraft to the barm of Ann Thorn, a
servant girl about sixteen years old.
but this was not allowed, though evi-
dence was produced at the trial to
show what injury had been done il
victim by means of crooked pins and
by placing cakes and ecats’ halrs in
Ann Thorn's plllow and bow the pris
oner had caused the death of some cat-
tle slmply by walking through a tur
nip feld.

The jury brought her In “guilty,” and
Mr. Justice Powell passed sentence of
death, but took steps to quash the ver-
dict. Wenham's prosecutors published
an account of the case, but their argu-
ments were palverized by sclentific
men. Jane Wenham herself was liber
ated and taken under the protection of
Colonel Plummer, who gave her a co!
tage, and we are told by Dr. Hutchin
son that in 1720 the whole country was
fully convinced of her Innocence,

Heeping His Place Warm.

This story Is told of a successful gen-
ernl who was far from being a bril-
lHant scholar at school. After he be
came famous he one day dropped Into
the old school to pay a visit to the
ecenc ¢f Lis former wors. The tcacher
was anxlous to make a good Impression
on the genernl and put the puplls
through their lessons so as to show
them to the best advantage. After
awinke the general maod: “HBot which is
the dunce? You bave one, surely
Show him to me.”

The teacher called up a poor fellow
who looked the pleture of woe as he
bashfully came toward the distingnish-
ed visitor,

“Are you the dunce? asked the gen-
eral

“Yes, sir,” sald the boy.

“Well, my good fellow.” gald the gen-
eral, “here is a crown for you for keep
Ing my place warm."—London Tit Rits.

The Dead Man's Threat.

Returning home recently, a woman
who had taken out a summons agninst
her husbamd, a painter’'s laborer, on ac-
count of his ill treatment, saw by the
light of the moon her husband stand
ing. as she thought, behind the door
ready to strike her. She ran away.
but it was afterward that
the man was hanging by a from
a ventilator over the door with his feet
almost touching the floor. He was
dead. — London Mal'

..

WOR_(‘_RN AND FASHION

Walking Costume,
The smart walking costume [llustrat-
el la of covert cloth with strapped
seams on coat and skirt and rows of

SMABT COVERT CLOTH COSTUME.

stitching around the foot of the latter.
The sleeves and cuffs are also strapped,
and two “pattes,” as the French tallors
call them, fasten the front.—New York
Commercial Advertiser.

A Child's Frock.

A pretty frock for a child is made of
white plque embroidered. It is to be
worn with a gulmpe and is finished
around the top with a deep shoulder
ruffie embroidered around the edge
with a little cluster of flowers at in
tervals. There are several rows of
drawn work around the top of the
ruffle outlining the neck. The sleeves
are a little diferent from those usually
seen, being long and full, then dou-
bled In at the lower edge and finished
underneath with a band at the elbow,
the sieeve falling around the arm In a
big deep puff. Around the upper part
of the sleeve is an embroldered ruffle
llke that around the neck, this finlahed
at the top, several Inches below the
shoulder, with a band of drawn work
The upper part of the frock Is gathered
full, There I8 a belt of the material,
and below the skirt it s froned Into
plaits.

Black Viealting Coatume.

An attractive black visiting costume
Is bullt of fine plain and perforated
satin faced cloth. It has a circular
skirt with a yoke of perforated em-
broidery. The pelerine ls narrow over
tue shoulders, the lower edge reaching
half way to the elbows. Ia the front It
falls In two loose polnts over the bust,
and in the back It continues In a single
deep point to the walst llne, where it
I8 attached to the belt with large pas-
sementerie ornaments. The sleeves are
quite large and are gathered Into big
ruffled culfs edged with velvet. They
are entirely of the perforated cloth and
are slashed up the Inslde of the arm to
show a panel of black cluny lace.
There s a choker of the velvet.

Chie Shirt Walst.

The shirt walst styles are not vastly
different from the things we have worn
all summer, says New York Mall and
Express. Striped and checked fabrics
and the style of goods known as vest
Ings will be much worn. A chic walst
is the white flannel one here illustrated

WHITE FLANNEL WITH ORIENTAL BANDS

It gains distincetion by two bands of
odlental trimming down the front. An
other good Idea for a fannel shirt waist
is also given. This has a double plait
down e (ronl, with corresponding
plaita each =ide, those at the stde com-
ing over the yoke with rather a smart
effect. The cuffs are finished In sim
flar fashion.

Many Uses For Lace.

Lace, lace, lace enough for one to he-
come entangled in Its meshes never to
be extricated! It Is used for trimming
everything; buttons are also used for
trimming; twine lace Is also used ror
trimming coats; halrcloth 1s set in
walkfog skirta as a trimming very
smartly. The hand embroldered effocts
are considered better than ever.

A Medel Cook.

“Have you a good cook?"

“Splendid!™ exclaimed the bride.
*Why, when I want to experiment
vith a new cookbook she takes the
dlame for all the fallures and lefs me
aave the credit for all the successes.” —
Chieago Post.

Unsatisfactory.
May—Did Clara’s husband leave her
much when he died?
Belle—He left énough to make ler
comfortable. but not enough to get her
a second husband. - Life.

WAGNER’'S HOME,

Sew the Great Composer Came teo
Live lu Balrewuth,
How Wagoer came to make Bal

reuth bils bome Is a rather ilnteresting
story. He bad long dreamed of pos
sessing a theater where his composl-
tions could be Iuterpreted to suit his
ideas, but bad little bope that the
dream would ever be fulilled. When,
bowever, in his period of greatest de-
pression and loneliness bhe formed the
friendship of the late king of Bavaria
it seemed suddenly as If all things
were possible to bim. In 1867 his royal
protector  instructed the celebrated
architect, Gottfried Semper, to prepare
the plans for the theater, which was
to be bullt at Munich. Through po-
Htical and professional dissensions and
Jealousies the town council of Munich
 refused permission for the erection of
the theater there. In 1871 Wagner
visited Balreuth and, after taking
counsel with the celebrated bankers,
Messrs. Fenstel and Gross, decided
upon a site in that city. The xunici-
pality of the town, correctly estimating
the fuancial advantages which would
accrue, presepted Wagner with two
plots of land, one for the theater and
the other for bls own bhouse. The iat-
ter was lmnediately bullt, and in 1872
Wagner removed his famlily frow
Trubehen, pear Lucerne, to the new
bome, Wahufried. The corner stone of
the theatsr was lald on his sixtieth
birthday, May 22, 1872, It was esti-
mated that the theater would gost
300,000 thalers (about $250,000, and
this sum was very largely ralsed by
Wagner socletles throughout the world.
It was completed in 1876 and dedicated
with the presentation of “Der Ring des
Nibelungen™ on Aug. 13 of that year.
Bince then it has been the Mecca of
the lovers of Wagnerian music from
all parts of the world.
REAL HORSEPLAY.
Some Pranks Played by am Equine
Practical Joker,

A Staten Island physician Is the own-
er of a borse which has a foudness for
practical jokes. Recently the doctor
drove into the country to answer a sick
call. Arriving at the farmbouse he tied
Lis horse to a post, near which hung a
rope attached to a large bell used as a
dinner sigoal for employees, and went
in to see his patient. Pretty soon the
bell rang violently, The doctor and the
man of the house looked out, but could
see nothing except the horse. They
bad hardly turned away, however, be-
fore the bell rang agaln, and agaln
they looked, but could see nothing.

This was repeated, and the doctor de-
termined to solve the mystery, so al
the third ring, instead of golng Into
the house he stepped behind a tree lo
the yard. He kept his eye on the bell
rope and In asbout a minute was sur
prised to see hils horse lift up his head
and give the rope a bard tug. When
the physiclan sprang out and confront
ed the horse, the animal put on a look
of innocence,

The same horse the next day was
turned loose In the doctor's barnyard,
and while there the beast saw a basket
banging on a pole about seven [feet
from the ground. In the basket was a
pet cat. The horse put his nose up to
investigate, and the cat gave the in-
truder a scratch. The horse turned
around, looked back over his shoulder
as though to take alm and measure the
distance and kicked cat and basket
into the alr. The equine joker then
gave a low whinny of delight and
walked away.—New York Mall and
Express.

TEETH AND SIGHT.

Decayed Molars Cause Disturbance
of the Ocular Nerves,

“Many people who come to me to have
their teeth attended to complain Incl
dentally of failing eyesight, and when
I tell them that bad teeth In nine cases
out of ten are the cause few feel in-
clined to belleve me” sald a well
known New York dentist.

“Bad sight Is generally attributed to
overstudy, debllitated constitution and
a hundred and one other causes. Hut
have you ever heard any one place the
blame on the teeth? Bad teeth are the
direct result of insufficient application
of the toothbrush, and bad eyesight,
resulting from the decayed molars ex-
citing disturbances of the ocular
nerves, s the next inevitable penalty.
That Is a fact which seems to be little
known.

“The other day 1 extracted four de
cayed teeth of a young girl who was
almost totally blind. Her puplls were
dilated and Insensible. A week after
I had pulled her teeth her sight was
practically restored. Two months pre
vious to this cure the girl had been ex
amined by an expert ocullst, who,
after putting her to various eye tests
designated the case as ‘hysterical am-
blyopia,” and I guess that's about all
the satisfaction the girl got, judging
by her condition when she came to me.
In saying this do not think for a mo-
ment that | am in any way prejudiced
agninst oculists. [ merely cite the In-
stance.

“In the course of a year I attend (o
the teeth of scores of people with im-
palred vision, and in every cgse where
the teeth are drawn the sight ls soon
after either greatly Improved or entire
ly restored.”—New York Times.

Plekwleks In Livery.

The diguity of some fat coachmen
in New York I8 very lmpressive, Thelr
development js ontlined distinetly by
thelr conts, They have swelled steadily
and persistently year after year, aml
every now and then the coats have
been let out and the buttons moved to
accommodate Increasing Inches of
girth. A coachman’s figure has a great
deal to do with his success. The at-
tempts of fat men to look lean some-
times verge on the bumorous. They
beld their bheads high to escape the
imputation of obesity and puff out thelr
chests beroleally. But with all their
hauteur, pomposity and pretentious
bearing they look only llke very fat
men in tight clothes, reminiscent of
Piekwick im livery.—New York Press.

Withont Trimmings.

Payne, an esaminer at Cambridge
university, whose questions were al
ways of a pecullarly exasperating na
ture, once asked a student at a special
examination to “give a definition of

happiness.”
“An exemption from Payne,” w
the reply —~ - TN
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DROPSY

De Your Anklce or Limbs Swell?
Are Your Eyces Pully? We are
the 8ole Agents for the Oaly
Thing Knowa That Curcs the
Kidney Discascs That Cause
Dropey, viz.: Fultoa Compounds.

1% is mow well unown Thai dropay is not ia

faelf & diseass, but s mearly siwsys & sywp
tom of kidsey dis ihat les the
sbroale b i bl Heuce,

up to the discovery of the Fulton Compounds,
fropay was It is mow, however,
surable la nearly nine tenths of all casos. Here
s sn interestiag recovery, 1o which we refer Ly

m'!:-. X

Mrs. Peter Goyhenix of llmore street,
m m:‘“ha fally to ul A -3
Says. Ehe was

tativ
Overland Monthly, the uinouest
of the onne nad the recovery were fully attested
Lu thelr columns.
Mrs. Thomas Christol of 488 Twenty-seveutd
#street, Ban Francisco, was slso swollen with
dropsy, as the result of chroule kidpey disenss,
W more than seventy-five . h{u.d hed
sormal weight, snd had to woved |n shocts
sud was closs to death's door sl she had

four physicisns. She wus put on Fulion

Cum, Three weeks showed improvemoeal
wud siz mooths she was well, and permite
bhiis reference.

1f you bave dropsy don't temporize. There is

:nl, oo thlog koown tbat will cure the chrounle

idney disesse thet (s behind it sopd that 8

Dulbn'.(.hn&ound, The Reval Compound for
idney

Bright's sod Disoases, 81; for Diabetes,
n John J. Fulton Co.. #% thlng.tua
streot, San Freocl sole pompounders ud

zr“mm. We are the sole ageuts for this

Save the Baby.

The mortality among bables during the
three teething years Is something frightful.
The census of 180 shows that about one In
every seven succumbs,

The cause I8 apparent. With  baby's
bones hardent: the font | (opening in the
skull) closing up and its teeth rorming, all
these coming at omce create & demand for

bone material that nearly half the little
ut are def in. The resuit s
peeviah K swealing, fever, diar-
rhoea, brain troubles, convulsions, eto., that

prove terribly fatal., The deaths In 180 under
three years were 30,088, to say wmothing of
the vast number cutside the big citles that
were not reported, and this in the United
Hiates alone.

When baby begine to sweal, worry or ery
out In wsleep don't walt, and the need I
oelther medicine nor narcotics.  What the
little system s erying out for Is more bone
material. Sweetman's Teething Feod

up-
plies it. It has saved the lives of thousands

of bables. They begin to Improve within
forty-elght hours. Here Is what physicians
think of it

534 Washington St.,

Ban Francisco, June 2, 1902
Gentlemen—! am prescribing your foed in
the multitude of baby troubies dus to Im-
peded dentition. .\ large percentage of in-
fantile ills and fatalities sre the resclt of
slow testhing. Your food supplies what the
deficient system demmnds, and I bave had
surprising success witk 1. n scores of cases
this diet, given with their -egular foed, has
not falled to check the :nfantile distresses.
Several of the more serious cases would, 1
teel sure, have been fatal without it. It can-
mot be too gquickly brought to the attention
of the mothers of the country. It Is an ab-

solule necessily,
L. C. MENDRL, M. D.

Petaluma, Tal, Beptember 1, 1M8.
Dear Sire—] have just tried the teething
food in twe cases and in both It was & sue-
cess. One was a very serlous case, so critl-
cal that it was brought to me from another
Fatal results were feared.

commenced eating and is now well
in this case was remarkable. 1 would
vise you to put It in every drug sters In this

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

Bweetman's Teething Food wiH earry baby
safely and comfortably through the mest dan-
gerous period of child life. It renders lane-
ing of the gums unnecessary. It is the safest
plan and a hiessing to the baby o not walt

for symp but to kiving It the
fourth or fAfth month. Then all the teet!
will come healthfully, without pain, d&is

tress or lancing. It Is an auxillary to theh
regular diet and eanily taken. FPrice 8 cent
(enough for six weeks), sent postpald on re
ceipt of price. Pacific Coast Agents, Inland
Drug Co., Mills Bullding, Ban Francisss

Carious Tombatene,

On a gravestone in the parish chureh-
yard of Great Yarmouth, England.
there is sculptured the unusual repre-
sentation of a clown seated in a tub.
which is being drawn down a river by
two swans. Beneath this stone les
one of the many victims who were
drowned years ago by the collapse of
an iron suspension bridge on which
they had crowded to see a clown pass
underneath in the manner described
The feat, which was a novel form of
advertisement by a traveling clreus,
was actually performed, but the rush
of people from one side of the bridge to
the other after the man had passed
under caused the tragic ending.

Getting Around It.
“Thomas, you have disobeyed your
old grandmother.”

“No, 1 dido’t, ma.”
“Yes, you did. Have you not been
swimming 7

“Yes, ma.”

“Didn't T hear her say to you not to
go swimming "

“Oh, she didn't tell us that. She only
came out and sald, '‘Boys, I woulln't
go swimmin'’ and [ shouldn't think
she would, an old rheumatic woman
llke her. But she didn't say anything
about our goln’ swlmmin'.”

An Infamy.
Some years ugo we retmember tavel

ing at the door of a secondhand book-
shop an excited Irishman, He bad
Just bought the “Irish Melodies” for a
shilling, when be turned round on the
bookseller and burst out, “But I could
kill ye for selling these Immortal gems
80 cheap!”—Athensum.

-_—

All on Ome Side.

“I am told your bride is very pretty.”
sald Miss Peppery.

“Yes, Indeed!” replied Mr. Con Beet,
“Several of the guests at the ceremony
were pleased to call It a ‘wedding of
beauty and brains’™

“Well, welll She must be a remark-
able woman! That's an unusual cow
bination ln one person.”—Philadelphin
Press,

It is sald that it takes three genera.
tions to make a gentleman, but five to
fmsure perfect and patriclan bhands.

The utopla of today is the reality of

tomorrow — Pasg”
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