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PHIL ¢f THE
HOLLOW

By SHAN BULLOCK
4 Comvrl b1, 190), by American Press Assoclation

"U'"'i"'ﬂ""?""wmr‘
"_.'\"' N i morning in June 1 sat by the
window of g third class car
riage looking out upon a wmot-
ley crowd that had gathered
from Meatl: bills upon the platform of
Oldtown station to see the last of a
party bound for the States.

Listlessly 1 sat watching aud wait-
Ing, when of a sudden two yokels broke
their way across the platform, wrench
ed open the door, blundered into my
carrvinge amd took their places in the
further corners.  Their boorish ways
nettled me.  The erash of hobnails upon
wy foot roused me. 1 turned in wrath

“I'ermit me to say that you've come
to the wrong carriage,” I said in with-
ering tones. “This Is third class, only
third class. The firsts are waiting for
you higher up.”

No word came from the corners, not
a move or sign, My blood thickened,
und I was proceeding with a brutal ret-
ereiice to cattle trucks when right at
my elbow a volee iInterrupted mine
througzh the open window,

“Ned! 1 say, Ned! Isitye? Ye bear
me over there? Ned! 1 say, Ned!”

It was a bwnt old man, in gray frieze
and a beaver hat, that spoke. Shrilly,
almost tieroely, he spoke and sent his
voice througls milne across the carriage,
calling: “Nad! 1 say, Ned!™

No answer came to him from either
corner, but Sleuce might not batfle his
lmportunity. Again and yet again be
cilledd, his veice rising fiercer and shrill-
er, amd with that the youth in the op-
posite corner to mine turuaed his beavy
face amd speke,

“Can't ye see it's me™ he growled,
Lis hard and sullen, lis eyes
glancing furtively. “What d'ye want ¥

The old man craned farther into the
carriage. "What are ye dein’ there,
Ned Brady ™ Le shrilled, “*What divil-
wment are ye up to now? Where are ye
goin’? Aunswer me, sir!™

“Ah, quit yer talk an’ go home wi'
yeoo came back. “What is it to ye what
' dein™ ¥

“*But it is to
wild about ye?

Vol

me. Isn’t yver mother
Wouldn't she be here
this minute only for searchin® for ye?
What are ye deoin’, | cried the
ancient. Then, ne auswer coming, he
clutehed tizghter at the window and con-
tinuesd: “Where/were ye all last night?
Why didu’t yve come home to us, wait-
in’ youder an’ missin® our sleep? Shame
o ye. Ned Brady, black shiawe on ye!
Ye've been up o o good. Yer up to no
biaggard, ye blaggard!
Clollie cowe out, 1 say, be-
fore 1 Lring the polis! Cowme out!” cried
the ancient in a that blent its
ticree treble most strangely with the
plteons sound of the emigrants’ wail-
fnz that now came from the platform,
g beartbreanking sound piereed through
by that wid “Come
out.,” it weuat, “come out, ve divil, be-
fore 1 Lring the polis to yel”

It sevemed to me, sitting there ob-
servant, that at the word the youth's
face Llanched. Certainly be shrank in-
to his corner, cowersd there a moment,

gay Y’

i_‘qul-l 1w Yo

otil T L

VYolcey

passionate VvOL0e,

then tiade as if 10 rise,

But even as he zatbered in bis feet
his companion bent forwanl, whisper-
ed to Lit 1 word and turned his face.
It was 4 cruel face, with thin lips and
parrow black eyes, and, seeing it the
aucivnt drew  back  and  raised  his
bauds. “I'hil Gara,” said he, “Puil o
tlu- l]”“\'“ Ye too!”

“Ave e too. AN
Micky. we son?” The
amd hard, oold and satiric.
nol the lirst thue Ve ve seeh b In yer
life. Why can't ye quit shoutin® there
like a fool an’ go an’ bid goodby 77

“I'hil ¢’ the Hollow ! G’ wi® bim?*”
The ancient drew back a step, raisal a
Land sud rubbed bis eyes. “Goin” W i’
bim *" L repeated slowly, as it w his
inner self

“Well, an
'l ate Lim body and’
Lord, but y¢ guust be dotin’ in yer ould

LY laughesl harshily Al
wi' ¥e an’ bid the people goodby
now betore”

“Cotiie oUutl NI Yo oulae
out!”  Aguin the aucient clutcbed the
window anud ['Ll‘-hf‘-l in lus Tace, agail
broks “Ye'll not ge.
Ned Brady: y'll not go. There s solne
divilipent on foeot.  Ye'sve been at divid
mient in the pight hotse wi’
we.”  Fiercely be drew turned
the door hatdle and ude o enter, atd
just then the W Listle soundaed, the on
gine shricked, and the last glimpse 1
had of Micky as the train wmoved away
showed Lim tight in the porter s arms,
with hkis hamds raised and clinchaal.
“Ye divil, ye divil!” e erivel. AL, »
divii!” s died our belind a
piteous sound of walling., “Therd
g wild rush of streaming faces ddong
the platform, a quick huddling of ox
cited tigures by the signal box, skirls,
chivers, a wad waving of hats, then a
sudden hush the peace of the
bruoding telds.

For awhile 1 sat humoring thought.
then setiled back in my corner, brougihit
out a book and across it fell to obsery
Ing my companions. The two sul si
lent and passive. They were dressed
in peasant fashilon, rough tweed couts,
cordnroy trousers, hoeavy boots and
peaked caps, ootton leather
belts: on him called Ned a pair of Enee
gtraps, on him called Phil a pair of
buttoned legzings. The clothes of both
were faded and worn, odorous also of
stale peat sinoke, but while Ned's woere
patebed and mud stained Phil's wer
sound and clean, nor had they altogeth.
er that quaint rasticity of cut and man-
ufacture which stamped his companion
as with the very name of clodhopper

In other ways also one differed fan
the eother, even in detalls of aspect
sed's hands were rough and clumsy,
kis skin hard and sun scorched. limbs
ungainly, face tas 1 had seen, and saw
even wow. in part) beavy and Loorish;
po Leht in his eyes, no animat on in
vaice or featune. Just a yokel was Ned.
who had not slept and whose mind was
troubled.  With PPhil, however, things
were differeunt.  Ilis hands and skin
were those of your loiterer by gate
and corner, of your poacher and ue'er-
His limbs were supple, face

what of that
was thiin

i's

Ve

“Sure

“Goin® wi' him?*”

what of that? Drye thiuk
bones?  DBe the
agel”
uwas
Awa)

olll, Collye

into shiciliness
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ok,

Ve

ci iy

ahud

scurls,

do well.

lean and knowing, eyves keen and wary,
every inch of bim alive with the sub-
tlety of a fox.
sevenun] an instrument

Ned was a tonl; P’hil
Netl's hinsiness

|
|

| jom, If ye saw me skin on a bush.

' '
wiag with ?“]'."ll"' amd] dinerark, !'tlli.*-'p
with snare stud ot Hoaed 1 omet Nead
a lane 1 should Lave fooked across the |

bedee: meeting PLil, 1 sbould have
gripped my stick. That there was pawd
in Ned Brady [ felt sure: that there

was bad in I'hil Gara | knew instine
tively—just, maybe, as old Micky knew
it and wpuld have plucked the Iamb
from the \'ulf.

And to me, as to Micky, something
whispered that “divilment” was afoot,

“VYe¢ divil, yv divil!

I'e pair looked guilty. Their ways
bred suspicion. Amd just at that they
stirred in their cerners and fell 1o re
vealing themselves. It was Ned who
stirred soonest. leaning forwand, el
bows on knees amd hands clasped. Iu
spoke softly.

“I’hil! [ say, Phill”

Gara opened bis eyes, moved a little;
alse bent forwand. *Well?' said he
and glanced swiftiy toward me.

“Ye hearnd what be said? Ye seen the
way he was in®

“Who? oOuld Micky?™

Ned noedded response,

“To be sure, | heard . The ould
fool!"

“He—he was powerful put out.™

Nod's voice was tearful.  His lips quiv-
eredl. “Think of him sayin' what he
did. Think—think of them sittin’ up tor
me all night an’ goin® to search for mel”

“Ach, gunit yer nonsense!” said Gara
harshly and contemptuvusly. “Arrah
what about them?"”

“RBut - but—ah. I dunno.” Ned buried
face in hands and sat silent for a win
ute, then looked up suddenly. 'l go
back,” be said. “I'll go back.)”

“Will ye, then?” Phil leaned nearer.
His volce grew harsher. “Where to?”

“I'll go home.” aaswered Ned. T
go, I'll go.”  Again e covered his face,
again looked up. “I nearly went. An
other minute an’ 1I'd "a* gone with bim.”

“Would ye, then? Another minute
an’ ye'd"—

I’hil glanced at me, caught my eye,
scow led, leaned forward and behind his
hand \\'1;5!-"“']‘0'11 Stllllt‘lhillg in Nod's
ear, and with the words, whatever they
were, Ned's face whitened, and be sat
upright and stared wide.

“Ye—ye think that,” sald Ned in a
drawling whisper. “My God — my

God!™ A minute be sat silent, his back
limmp, hands sprawling on his knees,
then stooped once mwore, put a hand on
Phil's arm and whispered something
that 1 could not hear.

Ned Gara turned his face and fixed
me steadily with bis beads of eyes,

“Yer a good hand at watchin',” be
snid.

1 bhad nothing to answer,

“Ye'd know me angain, I'm of opin-
=up-
pose for a clunge ye hide yer ugly face
behind yer book an' keep yer eyes from
ver betters.”

Still 1 did not answer, 8o he edeed
along the seat toward me, his eyes still
keen upon my face.

“Ye were mighty free of the tongue
awhile agn.” he said, jerking a thumb
toward his shoulder, “back at (id-
town. Ye wouldn't be talkin® like that
now, I'm thinkin™?"

I had no desire to talk like that now.
Raising my book, I leaned back in my
corner, but my eyes kept on his.

“Answer me!” e shouted.  “Say now
what ye said then! Say It if there's a
drop of a man Iin ye!” .

I lowered iy book, crossed amd un-
crossed my legs, lvoked my bhravest
“1 have nothing te answer,” [ said.
“What I said then you deserved'”—

“SQay It again!™  He was beside me
now, ugly and threatening, his beads
of eyes glowing lixedly.

“There's no nesed.”

“DBah, yve coward! Ye'd insult decent
people wi' the world to back ye. bt
ye'd slink away when they took ye to
task. That's yer kind, me Ulster boe
keen! 1 know ye, ye Orange spy!  lie
the Lord, buat I've a mind to mark yer
countenance. Who are ye, sir, to sit
there watchin® an® listenin® without he-
in' asked? e swung his hand close to
my face, then dropped It and with a
quick movement crossed the carriage,
dropped Into the seat facing mine. lean-
ed toward me aud looked me straight
in the eyes. “Who are ye af all?" he
asked, pot questioning me so much as
Limsell, “Who the divil are ye?”

I did not answer, not kuowing what
To spwak truth, fear held my
tongue in thrall, The man cowed mv.|
His voice ehillled my blood. Ile secemoed |
capable of any vielence. That sinister
face of bis. long and thin, crafty and
cruel, with its hard lips and wlcked
ryes, so tense, so Inscrutable, so void
of any good, drew all my faculties to-
ward it and shadowed them with some-
thing like terror.

“Who are ye?" he said, questioning
himuself the while his eyes pierced to
my marrow.  “If [ thought ye were"— |
His serutiny went on sty for a
minute, then founag words again. “But |
yer not.  No, ye haven't the look, an"
ye haven't the pluck. Yer too soft in |
the face an' white of the hand. \\'lulll
are ye?"  Leaning forward, be took the
book from wmy hand, opened it and
glanced at a page. “Naw; yer not a
schoolmaster.  Mebbe yer out of a
bank. Meb'w yer-naw, yer no counter
Jumper”™ e flung the book on the
seat beside e, sat upright and. crook-
ing his elbows, caught a thumb in each
waisteoat pocket.  “'H tell voo what v

o say.

are, s he. with a cock of the bhead
“yer a bagman”

1 was anxious to humwor the man. and
I suppose | nodded.

“1 knew It." said Gara, a gray smile
bovering on his face, 1 knew it the
minute 1 clapped eyes on ye. Thinks |
as 1 sits beyond in the corner—ye
thought 1 couldu’t see ye because me
eyes were shut—the lad with the book
is only a bagman on his rounds.” He
stopped and glanced up at the rack and
Lelow the seat. “But where's the bag?”
asked he, suspicion again in his eyes.

“In the van,” said L

“Aw, to be sure, to be sure.” Slowly
he spoke, his head wagging up and
down, then fell 1o fumbling in his pock-
ets and brouzht out a pipe. Stretching
high his arms. he yawned wearily and
rubbed Lis eves, “Heigho, beigho!™

It was heartening to see the man in
softer mood. My pulse took a steadier
beat. Over my book T watched hil
probe the pipe bowl with a finger, rap
it upon his knee and bring forth a piece
of tobaceo and a long horn hafted clasp
knife that held a single blade, Qpening
the knife, he raubbed the blade—a mar-
derpus, gleaming thing, with a sharp
]:.»ilit upon his sleeve and began whit-
tling the tobacco into his palm. It was
then that for the first time 1 noticed
upon his right shirt cufl’ a broad, Jdull
stiain. Suddenly lie looked around. and,
following Lis gaze, 1 saw Ned eronched
in his corner, his hands spread and his
eyes fixed wide upon the kunife. There
were fear and horror in his eyes, blank
terror upon his face, and, seecing him,
Gara raised his voice. "Ye eternal fool!
What's come over ye now? Are yve'
Gara stopped, looked down at the knife,
then seized his cap and flung it in Ned's

face. “Ah, go to sleep wi' ye, for a
fool! Lie back an’ go to gleep!” shout-
od bie, and slowly Ned lav back

(70 BE CONTINUEI.)

STAGE LIGHTS.
Thelr Various Uses nnd the Nmmes

by Which They Are hnown.

Lights play an important paet on
the stage of the modern theater, sl
they hive many uses.  The spot light,
for instance, I cmployed to cast a cir
cle of light upon the stuge where a sin
gle person Is to be brought into espe
cinl prominenes. 1t consists of an are
clectric Hght inclosed in a eylindrical

hioodd sibout the diameter of o stove

pipe and provided at the open el
with & condenser lens for the purpose |

of concentrating the rays upon a small

A fload light I an are in a rectangn
lar box paintaed white upon the iuside
to serve as i reflector, 1t is supposed |
to tlowd the stage with light; henee its
TR,

PBunch lights are clusters of guas or
tncandescent  hights  either  arranged
within a reflector or exposed naked. |
'l-lu'-\‘ are usaed bitek of 2 scene hebind

HEESH |
|
!

doorways, where light is needed off |
the stage to represent the illumina- |
tion of that part of 1 dwelling not

shown. For the same purpose “strip”
Ughts are used  rows of incandeseent
lights fastened to a strip of wowd pro
vided with a hook, by which it may
be hiung to the back of a scene when
resguired.

“Side” lights are Ineandescent lights
arcanged on either side of the prosces |
ninm arch, Sometimes they are bnilt !
within the arch or they are arranged |
te be swung ontward when the eur
tain Is raisad. |

The footlights are familiar to all,
and the “border” lights are these hung
over the stage directly above (he seen
ery, shutting off the top of the stage
These are arranged in a trough like an
fnverted “U" to ecast thefr light down
upon the stage. These are practically
all of the lights used upon the stage of
n house, though magle lanterns
ciployed at times for the shmulation |
of water effects, moonlight ripples anl
lightning, The old fashioned ealeinm, |
using the oxyhydrogen gas, is so sel
dom employved in the modern theater
a8 to call for no comment,
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CALIFORNIA'S GREATNESS.

OLD TIME BASEBALL.

IT WAS NOT SCIENTIFIC AND FEW
RULES WERE OBSERVED.

The Hntier Was Known as the Pad-
dieman, nand the Plitcher's Object
Was to Throw a Ball That Could be
Hit—"Hringing In the Side."”

Time will not turn back in its fight,
put the mind can travel buck to the
tays before baseball or at least to the
days baseball was so  well
known and before It had become so
selentitic., There were ball games in
those days in town and country, and
the country ball game was an eveyl.
There were no clubs, The country boy
ol those days was not gregarious. He
proferved focking by himself and re
putining independent. On Sunday alt
ernoons the neighborhood boys met on
sotie well erossed pasture, and, wheth-
er ten or forty. every one was to take
part in the gne. Self appointed lead-
ers divided the boys into two compa-
pics by alternately pleking one until
the supply was exhausted. The bat,
wdiieh was no round stick, such as s
now used, but a stout paddle with a
Llade two inches thick and four inches
wide with a convenient handle dressed
on to it, was the chosen arbiter. One
of the leaders spat on the side of this
bat. which was honestly called *“the
pahdle,” and asked the leader of the
opposition forees, “Wet or dry?" The
pacddle was then sent whirling up in
the air. and when it came down which-
ever =ide won went to the bat, while
the others scattered over the fleld.

The ball was not what would be
callodd o “National league ball” nowa-
days. but It served every purpose. It
wis usually made on the spot by some
boy offering up his woolen socks as an
oblation, amd these were ravelsd and
woutd roand o bullet, o handifal of
strips eut from a rubber overshoe, n
Pivee of cork or almost llll_\'lllill: or
nothing, when anvthing was not avail-
uble. The winding of this ball was an
art, aml whoever could exeel In this
art was looked upon as a superior be-

before

ing. The Lall must be a perfect sphere
amd the threwds as rezularly bkl as
the wire on the helix of a1 magnetic

arnciture. When the winding was ¢on-

[ plete the sarface of the ball was thor-

soewes] with a large needle and
threidd to it from unwinding
when a thremd was eut. The dinmond
wis not arbitrarily marked off as now.,
Sometitmes there were four bases and

onzhiy
prevent

soltel lines sis or seven. 'lblll"\' Werre not
equidistant, but were marked by any
rortnitons rock or shrub or depression
in the ground where the steers were
wott to bellow and paw up the earth.
O of these tellurial eavities was al-
most sture to be selected as “the den”
now ealld the home plate, There were
There

oW

no miasks or mftts or protectors,
wis  no Scienee or chifeanery,
culled  “headwork.” The strapping
vonng oafs, cmhryonie teachers, presi-
ddesnts ad Iﬂ'-‘!iait'l‘h were too bonest for
this. The pitcher the whao
counlil throw a ball over the “den,™ and
feew could Jdo this, His ebject was to
throw a ball that could be hit.

The paddleman’s object was to hit
the ball, and if he struck at it -which

WwWis ol

e awsdd not do unless be chose and
miissvl it the catcher, standing well

ek, teded tooentel it after it had lost

f1=< momentum by striking the earth
once aind bounding in the air- “on the
first bhounce™ it was calliad  and if he

sticeveded the paddieman was “dead.”
atther took his place. 1T he
md it was pnot canzht in the
tichi or elsewhere in thie air or on the
Bottens” he coulid strike twice more,
Bt the third tioee e was compeelled to

.l:‘li

striek Qo

run. There was no agmpire aml very
Hitle wrangling.  There was no effort
o pestttioe tpon a0 base runner amd

tonteh hiim with the ball, Any one hay-
ing it could throw it at him, and it it
Bit B Be was “demd” —almost literal
Iv sometimes. I he dodaed the ball, he
nnti! the “den™ was

Kopl on ranning

Frene il soune of the ]nl:t'\'l‘l‘.-i Dreestinie
proficient in Cducking, dodging amd
sitle stepping, aml others learned  to

Cualifornia has the largest seod farins
in the world,

California leads all the states in the
prodtction of barley. |

The Golden Gate Is the western portal
for America’s great future comine res

California is the only the
['nion In whieh bituminous ek 08
found,

(‘ulifornia
wealth than
Union,

Californa  produces
and lemons than any other state in the
Union.

The United States mint at San Fran
ciscn s the institution «of the
Kind In the world.

For many yvears past San Francisco
has been and still s the leading whal
ing port of the world

The glory of California’s tlowers is

state in

cupita

thie

larger per
other state in

has a
any

more oriises

Liraest

practical.  The stute produces  more
boney than any other,
California  produces  more  Loglish

walputs than all the other states, and
they are of better quality.--Exchange

A Home Thrust,

There is @ gl story told about the
late Henry Bergh, While walking
about the streets of New York city one
morning he suw a teamster whipping a
balky horse,

“NStop that, you brute,” he excliomed,
“or I'll have you locked up inside of
five minuses! Why don’t you try kind
ness on the animal? Don’t you sup-
pose & horse can be reached by a kind
word the same as a human being?”

“1 b'lieve ye're right, sor,” replicd

| #eore was Kept by

the teamster, a quick witted lri.«:lnu;m.|

who, with all his fanlts of tetaper, Wus
not a bad man at heart, “an’ if a harse
has feella's, sor, don't ye s'pose his

dhriver has too? Thry a koind wor nd’

e

on the dhriver, if ye pl'ase.
The stern face of Mr. Bergh relaxaed

into n smile, and In the better under-

standing that followed the horse for-
got that It was balking and started off
Ina trot.

The Proper Caper,

“And what did you do when the doe-
tor told you you would have to quit
wearing a corset and give up sweets?”

“1 sent for another doctor.”
Record-THerald,

Chicago

Whoeves makes the fewest persons

Cinvestigate,

throw the ball with the acearacy of a
rithe Ll
No atter how many players were

{ on a =iths, ench and every one had to be

ut o, amd i the last one made three
sticeessive home rans he “hrought in
the siche™ amd the outtichlers. pitchers
il cateher luud to do all their work
Tl !lu_\ who comhd “bring
No victorious

OVer asin

I s =ide™ was a hero,

peneriad was ever protuder or more
latdedd,  Horatins at the bridge was
sl potitoes in comparison.  He was
the uncrowmed King, There were no

foul hits, I a ball tonched the paddle
ever .u.‘rii-.;hll_t" it was a tick, stud three
mmde a compulsory run. The
Sotne one entting
noetehes in o stick, and the rans dar
ing an afternoon ran inte the hun-
dreds, 1 the ball was lost in the grass
or rolled under a Scoteh thistle, the
cry “Laost ball!™ was raised and the
game stopped antil it was found.—Cin
cinnati Commoercial Tribune.

tivks

What a Lie Did,

The madness of suicide as a relief
from mental angulsh was vividly illns
trated yveans ago by an incident which
oceurred in an Itallan town. Moretti,
a tailor, was sent to prison on a charge
of frand, His sweetheart eallsd upon
the police otticer to ask how long Mo-
retti was likely to he confined amd was
toldd that it would be probably for
many years. The policeman had been
Instizated to say this by the girl's
mother, who disliked the mateh. Over-
whelmed with grief and thereby driven
to despair, the poor girl put an end to
Lo life by polson, A few days later
Moretti was relensed from custody,
the feensation against hlm having

oo proved false,
to fTid hisg atianesd bride a corpse,
Frenzied at the sight, he, too, destroy-
ed himself. The lie wrought a double
tragedy.

A Polite Man,

A man was hurrving along a strect
one night when another man, also in
vialent haste, rmshed out of an alley.
amd the two collided with great foree.
The second man looked mad, while the
polite man, taking off his hat. said:
“My dear sir, T don’t Enow which of
us is to Llame for this vielent encoun-
ter, but I am in too great a harry (o
If T ran into you I beg
your pardon: if you ran into me don't
mention it,” and he tore away at re

aneasy is the best bred in the com-  jaubled spead.

sany. Nwift,

{
:

He returncd home |

NEW SHORT STORIES |

Actions sSpeak Louder Than Words.

Mr. William Alden Smith, represent-
ative in vongress from the Grand Rap-
ids (Mich. district, was once defend-
ant's atterney at a trial on a criminal
charge. The complaining witness was
known to he of bad reputation. Mr.
Smith naturally made the most of that
fact.

One of his witnesses was a stalwart
blacksmi'h. This blackgmith had a
venerable figure, a conspicuous feature
of which was a long white beard fall-
fug upon his broad chest.

“Do you know the family of the com-
plaining witiess in this trial?" asked
Attorney Smith.

“1 do.” replied the blacksmith in stol-
fd tones.

“What s their reputation—good or
bad ¥

“Bad.” In the same stolid tones,

The prosecuting attorney, to whom
the witness was promptly handed over,
waa counted a clever man at cross ex-
amination,

“Ilaven't you had trouble with the
father of the complaining witness?”
he Inquired in exultant but lmpressive
mAanner.

“No,” replied the blacksmith dellher-
ately. “No."

“No trouble at all?”

“Nothing of muech importance.”

“Ah, there was something ¥

“1 aceused him of stealing a bell off
my brindle cow.”

“Amnd he denied It, didn’t he?”

“Yes," replied the blacksmith of the
venerable beard, “but he brought the
bell back next day.”

The Ruling Passlon Strong.

“Old Adam Yorepaugh,” said a friend
of the veteran showman, “once had n
big white parrot that had learned tc
suy:

“*One at a time, gentlemen—one at a
time. Don’t crush.

“The hinl had, of course, acquired
this sentence from the ticket taker of
the show. Well, one day the parrot got

!
4

“ONE AT A 1IME, GENTLEMEN."
lost in the conntry, and Mr. Forepaugh
leapusd into his bugey amd started out
posthaste to hunt for it

“People here and there who had seen
the parrot directed him in his quest,
amd tinally as he was driving by a corn-
field he was overjoyed to hear a famil
inr volee.

“He got ont and entered the field and
found the parrot in the widdle of a
flock of crows that bad pecked him till
he was almost featherless. As the
crows bit and nipped away the parrot,
Iving on his side, repeated over and
Uver:

“*One at a time, gentlemen—one at a
time. Dwon't crush.' "—XNew York Trib
une.

When Spencer Boarded,

Among the stories told of Herbert
Spencer some time ago was one relat-
ing to his boarding house experiences.
His doctor had advised him that soll-
tary meals were not good for him, and
he went to 2 boarding house, but did
not stayv, The “pleasant lady™ who sat
next to him and who was to engage
him in Hght and cheerful talk was a
sad disappolntment. A friend asked
her how shie liked the boarding house.
Could she recommend it? “Oh, yes, |
think I can.” she replled. “But there
Is a Mr. Spencer, who thinks he knows
about seience and philosophy. 1 have
to correct him every night!” One of
Spencer’s pecullaritles was to carry
about two little plugs in his pocket.
and whenever conversation around hlin
became annoying he took them out
and put them in his ears.—London
Chronicle,

Invited the Minority to C(nll,
Colonel Bradley B. Smalley Is the
leader of the Democracy of Vermont.
When Governor Russell of Massachu-
setts was alive Colonel Smalley thought
it would be a fine thing to have the

 governor come to Burlington and make

a speech.

He telegraphed to Russell, “Will you
come to Burlington and address the
Democracy of Vermont?”

Governor Russell telegraphed back,
“I am too busy to come to Vermont at
this time, but if you will come to my
house I shall take great pleasure In ad-
dressing you."—Dhiladelphia Post.

Filng Pavemenin,
“Our cities are better paved than
yours,"” =said an easterner fto l'uilrl

States Senator Weldon B. Heyburn jof
Idaho.

“Yes," was the reply; “plenty of tlags
updgr vour feet, but not near so many
over your head as cut our way."

England's Magna (harta,

That shriveled parchment, the char-
ter of English freedom, was saved. it s
salid, by the veriest chance from the
seissors of a merelless tailor. Struck
by the great seals attached to a picce
of puper the tailor was cutting up, Sir
Robert Cotton stopped the man and
gave him fourpence for the docunment

[ he would have destroyed. It is now in

the British museum, lined and mount-
ed and in a glass case, the seal n
shapeless mass of wax and the charac-
ters quite illegible. - London Mail.

FAMOUS FOR FAT.

Daniel Lambert, Who Died In 1808,
Got Too Obese to Wabble.

The fame of Daniel Lambert as a
champion among fat men in England,
if not in the world, still remains un-
rivaled. Daniel was born at Lelcester
in 1770 and died in 1809 at Stamford.
The grandson of a celebrated cock-
fighter and addicted to sport ithrough-
out his life, his dimensions were not
extraordinary, and his habits were not
different frow those of other lads un-
til he was fourteen years olkl. When
twenty-three years of age, however, he
turned the scale at thirty-two stone,
aud, although he is recorded to have
been then able to walk from Woolwich
to London, at the time of his death, in
his fortieth year, he had attained the
prodigious weight of fifty-two stone, or
28 poumds, and was more or less help-
He was a modest man, and when
he had achieved physieal greatness
fame was thrust upon him. He was
for a long time unwilling to be mude
a show of, but he gained a more than
local reputation, and people traveled
from far to see him, resorting to vari-
ous devices in order to be allowed to
do so. At length the prospect of profit
overcame his resolution, and for four
years before his death he exhibited
himself in London and In the prov-
inces,

He was apparently a man of some
wit, for once, before he permitted the
public to gaze upon him, an inquisitive
person had gained access to his pres-
ence by pretending to be a fellow
sportsinan interested in the pedigree of
a nuire, whereupon Lambert promptly
replied, “She was bred by lmpertinence
out of Curiosity.” Defore the days of
Daniel Lambert, Edward Bright of
Malden was a well known fat man, al-
though his mume no longer lingers as
a household word. He died In 1750 at
the age of thirty years, weighing forty-
two stone and seven pounds, and is
stated to have been an active man till
a yvear or two before his death, when
his corpulency so overpowered his
strength that his life was a burden and
his death n deliverance. Both Bright
and Lambert seem to have been genial,
good humored fellows and very popular
among those who visited them. In-
deed popularity seewms to be the lot of
the corpulent in fact as well as in fie
tion. The heroes of fiction, however.
have the advantage in the matter of
lasting glory, and the names of Daniel
Lambert and the fat boy of Peckhim
sink into Insignificance beside those of
Falstaff and the fat boy in “Plekwick.”
—London Standard.
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THE WORD **MOB.”

How It Worked Its Way Into the
English Language.

The word “mob” is an abbreviation
It is nothing but a fragment of the ful
Latin original “mobile vulgus"™ — “the
fickle common people.” First the nour
“vulgus” was dropped.  *“Mebile,” com
ing into common use, was in a few year:
cut down to "mob.” By Swift it was
abominated to his dying day as a pe
.nliarly odious kind of slang. Adidi
son sympnthized with this feeling. It
No. 135 of the Spectator “mob" Is pw
down by him as one of the ridiculou
words which he fears will in time bt
looked upon as part of the speech
There must have been then a host o
minor defenders of the purity of owm
tongue who bewailed its increasing use
and polnted to that fact as evidence o)
the growing degeneracy of the lan
guage. Bwt the assalled form stoutly
held its ground and outlived its cen-
surers.  Addison's fears have been re
alizedl. The abbreviation has thorough-
ly established itself. Accordingly o
word which thelr predecessors stigma-
tized as a corruption of the vilest kind
is now used unhesitatingly by the most
precise of modern jurists. The reason
of 1ts prevalence I8 obvious. It came
to supply a very genuine want. There
is no other single word that conveys
definitely the fdea of a particular sort
of riotous assemblage.—Harper's.

LUNAR SCENERY.
Its Appearance Proves the Moon's

Lack of Alr and Water.

It is by indirect methods of observa
tion that scientists learn of the ab-
sence of atmosphere in the moon.
There are various arguments that ecan
be adduced, but the most conclusive is
that obtalned on the occurrence of
what s called the oceultation of a
stur. It sowetimes happens that the
moon comes directly between the earth
and a star, and the temporary extine
tion of the latter is an occultation. We
can observe the movement when it
takes plaee, and the suddenness of the
extinction of the star Is extremely re
markable, If the moon hud a coplous
atmosphere, the gradual interposition
of this would produce a gradual ex
tinctlon of the star and not the sudden
phehomenon usunlly observed,

This absence of alr and water from
the moon explains the peenliar and
welrd ruggedness of the lunar scenery.
We know that on the earth the action
of the wind and of rain, of frost and of
snow is constantly tending to wear
down our mountains aml redoce their
hard outlines, but no such agents are
it work upon the moon.

JE—

Applied Scicence

When James Russell Lowell
minister to England, e was guest at
n banguet at which one of the speak
ers wius Sir Frederick Bramwell,  Sir
Frederick was to respond to the toast,
“Applied Science.” It was long after
midnight when the toast was pro-
posed, and several speakers were still
to be cnlled. Rising In his place, the
scientist sald:

*“At this hour of the night. or, rather,
of the morning, my only Intgrest in ap
plied selence is to apply the tip of the
mateh to the side of the box upon
which alone it ignites and to apply the
flame so obtained to the wick of a bed-
room candle.”

A moment later Lowell tossed a pa-
per across the table to him bearing
these two lines:

Oh, brief Sir Frederick, would that all
could catch
Your happy talent and supply your match!

—Youth's Companion.

wis
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A rrecaation,

A farmer wrote to his lawyer as fol- |
lows: “Will you please tell we where |

you learued to write? [ have a boy |
wish to send to school, and I am afraid

HERCIC REMEDIES.

Whipping Waas Prescribed at Ome
Time For Insanity and Fita

111 bealth is a bad thing at any time,
but 150 years ago it was made more
terrible by the remedies in use. Blood-
letting, of course, was a simple affair,
A writer in Macmillan’s Magazine says
that everybody was bled twice a year
—in the spring and autumn. The bar
bers were the surgeons and, like wise
wen, adapted their prices to thelir pa
tients.

A gentleman who so indulged him-
selfl as to go to bedl to be bled was
charged half a crown and his fipe lady
half a sovereign. Certaln days were
unlucky for bloodletting, and nothing
woukl induce the barbers to operate
on these occasfons. Serious diseases
seem to have been beyond the medical
skill of the day. Villages and towns
simply drove out the infected from
their midst.

Among remedies herbs of course
played a great part. “For salves,” runs
an old notebook which had a great
vogue, “the country parson's wife
secks not the city and prefers her gar-
den and fields before all outlandish
gums.” Sage was held a very great
medicine. 1t was even asked in Latin,
“Why should any one dle who has sage
in his garden?” If any one had a dis-
ease of the mouth, the Eighth Psalm
should be read for three days, seven
times on each day. As a remedy It
was “sovereign.”

For insanity or fits whipping was
prescribed.  Little wonder that mor-
tality was great. In old days in Wes-
sex, England, persons with Infectious
diseases were confined in the lockup,
and whipping was deemed too good for
them. Should the sick be loud in la-
ment, the watchman kept them quiet by
this popular discipline, and one town
has upon its records, “Pald T. Haw-
kins for whipping two people that had
the smallpox elghtpence.”

Fortunately the spirit of this age Is
different from that.

“THE SLEEPLESS ARCH.”

Old Hindoo Principle the Basis of
All Modern Bridges.

Although the building of great arches
of masonry dates beyond the anclent
Roman civilization, the principle that
gives strength to the massive stone
bridges of twlay is the same that built
the bridges of the Roman empire.

The history of bridge building Is, te
a lurge degree, the history of the arch,
whose etficiency lies in the truth of the
old Hindoo saying that “the arch never
sleeps” because each separate section
of which it consists, beginning at the
keystone, or central section, Is con-
stantly pushing against its immediate
neighbors until the pressure finally
reaches the tirm foundation upon which
the strugcture is erected.

To secure a perfectly trustworthy
foundation, therefore, the bridge build-
er hus often to penetrate far below the
surface of the earth, and neot Infre
quently the part of his structure thuas
coversdd up and concealed Is greater
than that visible above ground.

It was their inability to solve the
problemy of a trustworthy foundatien
tbat led the ancient Hindoos to dis-
trust the arch, arguing that the sleep
less actlvity that held it together was
equally active in tearing it to pleces.

Not only is the modern bridge builder
skilled in setting his structure on a
firm base, but thoroughly acquainted
with the time honored materials for
his work, to say nothing of pew ma-
terials. and an important part of his
student training in such modern schools
as the Massachusetts Institute of Tech-
nology is devoted to methods of test-
ing materials during construction that
would have surprised and delighted
even the most accomplished of the an-
clent Roman engineers.

Harrying Up the Baby.

A correspoudent sends us an extract
from a poem which recently appeared
in a South African paper, thinking we
shall approve of its sentiments. We
do, we do. The inspired verse ls entl-
tled “Making a Man™ and begins:
Hurry the baby as fast as you can,

Hurry him, worry him, make him a man;

Off with his baby clothes, get him In
pants,

Feed him on braln foods and make him
advance:

Hustle him, scon as he's able to walk,
Into a grammar school, cram him with
talk,

Fill his poor
facts,
Keep on a-jamming them in till it cracks.

—London Review.

head full of figures and

A Bargain Hunter.

It was a pleasant looking Irishwom-
an, says the Philadeiphia Ledger, who
walked into a store and asked the price
of the collurs she had seen displayed
in the window.

“Two for a quarter,” sald the clerk.

“How muoch would that be for one?"

“Thirteen cents.”

She pondered; then, with her forefin
ger, she seemed to be making Invisible
caleulations on the sleeve of her coat.

“That.,”” she sald, “would make the
other collar twilve cints, wouldn't 1t?
Just give we that wan™

A Pailr of Misers.

Mr. and Miss Dancer were reputed
the most notorious misers o the eight-
eenth century. The manner in which
this couple were found after death to
have disposed of their wealth was even
more strange than could have been
thelr method of acquiring it. The total
value was £20.000, which was thus dis-
posed of: Two thousand five hundred
pounds was found under a dunghill,
£500 in an old cout nailed to the man-
ger in the stable, {600 in notes was
bhidden away in an old teapot, the
chimney yleldgd £2,000 stowed in nine-
teen different crevices, and several
jugs fliled with coin were secreted In
the stable lort

Marriange In the Insles of Greeoce.
In Kaso, one of the most southern
islands of Greece, the parents upon

| both sides tanke upon themselves all the

responsibilitles of courtship and mar-
ringe. Courtship, as we understand it,
is not In any way permitted to the be-
trothed couple. No moonlight walks or
tete-a-tetes are allowed. Such a course
would be deemed highly reprehensible,
and all wooing, If there be any, must
take place in the presence of the eld-
ers. But there Is no great time fop re-
plning at these decrees of custom, for
the marriage follows the offer as

I may hit upon the same school that quickly as may be,

you went to.”




