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THE GIRL WITH
A MILLION

~——— By D.C. Murray ———
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CHAPTER 1.

A Jittle dell in the heart of a wood was
@elivionsly dappled with leafy
A looxely clad man, bearded and specta-
eled, and a little on the right side of
!'n!‘._\. stoon a camp gtool before a small
Bivid easel; and libeled the landscape at
his ease, pausing at his work now and
then and drawing back his hemd to survey
it with an air of charmed appreciation,
Near him, on the gnarled trunk of a tree
and in the shadow of a moss-grown rock,
et a lady some ten or a dozen years
younger, leisurely torturing thread into
Bace with a hooked needle.

A little way down the dell a boy was
elombering among the rocks, s=hrieking
every now and then with eestatic news of
& heetle or a butterfly. e was n stordy,
Bloseved, golden-haired little fellow of
five, the picture of health, and he was
riskins his limbs and chattering to all ani-
male and inanimate nature—a delightful
bar. and all alive from his golden head
e his restless fost and tips of his brown
ligale Sngers. The moher snaatehed him
t» her arms and covered him with kisses,
Buddonly she looked up, fushed, half pite-
eus, with u tlash of tears in her eyves.

“Aostin, I feel afraid. Mlave 1 a right
to be =0 happy? llas any one & right to
be so happy?  Will it last?”

“Win knows?' he answered, “Homan
affairs run in averages, but then the av-
erages are not individuaal. We have had
almos: tronble enough in our time to have
paid for a lirtle joy. Let us take it grate-
fully.”

“Sometimes,” she said, “a shadow sgesms
to fll upon it all—the shadow of a fear.”

“The shadow of the past—experience.
The burned child dreads the tire. We are
bured children, both of ws, Five years'
Lliness and poverty out of seven years of
married life is a large allowance, And,
after all, our present happiness isn't phe-
nomenal, my dear, though it looks so. We
bave health, and we value it because we
have each missed it in turn, We have a
little money, and we think it a great deal
because we have been so deadly poor.
And then,” he laughed and half blushed,
“we have a little fame, and that is all
the pleasanter becauses we were so long
neglecied, Nwest is pleasure after pain.”

*1 am dangerously happy.” she answer-
ed.

“Come, let us unpack the luncheon bas-
ket. Cold chicken. Salad. Broad.
Cheesa. Milk., There we are. Fall to.
Bit dowm by your mother, Cupid. Take
a pull at the milk, old man, and then
you'll kave an appetite. What a sudden
shadow !

A cloud had floated between themselves
and the sun, snd a strangze quiet had fall-
en with the shadow on the woods.

“Anstin,” the wife whispered. “there is
that drendfuol man ngain. It seems as if
he had brought the darkness with him.”

A brown sloping path, covered still
with the fir needles shed in the foregoing
autumn. breke the wall of green which
bounded the dell, and down this footway,
between the silver stops of the birches and
the reddish stems of the firs, walked a
gray-bearded man, with his head drooped
forward and his hands elaspad behind him.
He looked neither 1o left nor right, but
went by as if unconscious of their pres-
ence, and in a little while was lost he-
Bind the thicker growth of trees. As he
went out of sight the sun broke through
the cloud, the leafage was inundated with
Eife again and the birds renewed their
BOTIE.

“Look.” she whispered;
follows him."

“Wlat an odd mood this is to-day!
said her husband, smiling at her. “And
why is the poor old gentleman so dread-
ful?™

“Bor, Anstin, do vou know? You can't
have heard. He i known to have hatch
ed plots against the Czar.”

“Well, yes, It is known also that he
Bas been wifeless and childless this twen-
ty vears, IHis wife and his two sons
died in Siberin. They went there without
trin), and people who know him say that
the loss of them in that horrible way
curned his hrain.  Suppose anybody stole
you and little Austin?  Suppose he drove
sou on foot through hundreds of miles of
fee and snow? Suappose that he made you
berd with the human off-scourings of the
world, and that vou died after three or
four long-drawn, hideous years? It might
be wicked, hut surely it would not bLe
quite without provocation if I blew that
man s<ky-high. 1 don't say that regicide
s 3 thinz to be commended, 1 don't de-
fend the poor old gentleman’s politieal
opinions. DBut 1 do say that human na
ture is human nature.”

Luncheon aver, he returned fo his
painting, to find the lights all changed,
Fle¢e worked away., however, with
contentment for an hour or two, while the
wandersd bevond the

“the shadow

great

wife and the boy

flimits of the dell. When lll""-' cime back
they found that he had packed up his
grape and was lying at length on the

goo=, with his face turned to the sky.

“1 do this better than | paint,” he said,
eockinz an idle ave at his wife from be-
neath the soft white felt which rested on
bis nose. “Shnll we get back now ¥

“] waant to carry something, papa,”
enid the Loy, possessing himself of the
camp stool. They sauntered on together
¢ranqguilly through the twinkling lights
which dazzled from between the leaves,
and their steps were noiseless on the
dense earnet of fir needles. The boy laid
down his burden to chase a sulphur-col-
ored butterfly. They had gone a hundred
yards before they missed him, and when
they turned to look for him he was seen
at the far end of a wooded vista, seated
on the camp stool.

“Jook at the little figure, Lucy.” said
the father. *lsn’t there something lonely
and almost pathetic in it? He looks as
ff he were waiting for somebody who
would never come—a figure of deserted
childish patience.” He hailed the child
and turned away again. “He knows the
road?’ he asked. “There is no danger of

his losinz himself 7"

“He knows the way," she answered
*=We have been here twice a day for a
sonth past.”

80 they marched on, well pleased, talk-
fog of indifferent matters, and the little

shadows. |

| follow «at on the camp stool behind them
Land held anfmated talk with Nature.

The gray-bearded man  wandered
through the wood with his chin sunk upon
his breast and his eyes fixed upon the
ground,  Tle was tall and gaunt and swar-
thy, and looked as if he had a considern-
| ble strain of the Jew in him, 1lis nose
wias like an eagle's beak and ascetieally
tine,  His temples were  hollowed like
those of a death's-head, and his eyes,
which were large and brown and mourn-
ful to the verge of pathos, were the eyes
of a born dreamer and a fanatie by na-
rure,

It was already dusk when the old Ni-
| hillst tured his footsteps into the wood,
| and having just remembered that he had
not broken his fast for seven or eight
hours, he had somewhat quickened his
usual thoughtful pace. when the sound
of o sob reached his enr and he stopped
suddenly to look about him. Within a
l,\'nn] or two sat the lost child on thd
| eamp stool, with his back against a bhroad
| trea trunk. The old man knelt on the
l-.:r:l-m and looked at the sleeping boy. Ilis
straw hat had fallen off and lay beside
him, his golden Lair was tumbled and
disardored, his long dark lnshes were still
weot, and his rosy chieeks were blurred and
soiled with the traces of his tenrs.

“"Eh! La, la, la?" said the old fellow,
in n pitying accent, “Lost! Did we
gleep in despair, dear little heart? in
tears? in terror?  And God sendeth a
hand, ere yet it is night time. To the
child, rescue, and to the old man teach-
ing.”

Then he took the child softly in his
arms, and gathering up the hat and the
camp stool, entered the wood., As he did
g0, a faint and distant cry reached his
oars, nnd he stopped to listen, Tt was re-
peated once or twice, faintly and more
faintly, and then died away, e started
anew almost at & run, but he was old,
and the lnd was unnsually solid and well
grown for his years, so that the burden
soon told on him, and brought him to a
walk again, It was a full mile, from the
spot to which the child had wandered to
the Cheval Blange, and when the little
hostel was reached the bearer's back and
arms were aching rarely, The landlady
met him in the passage with a ery.

“Oh, the little Anglais! You have
found kim, monsieur? Jeanne, run to the
woods and tell them that the child is
found.”

“You know

him %" nsked Dobroski.
“Who is he? Where does he live?"

“Ile is the child of the Fnglish at
the hotel des ostes” answered the wom-
nn, standing on tiptoe to kiss the boy.
“He has been lost this five hours.” Do-
broski turned into the street, and the
woman followed him talking all the way.
“He is the only child of his parents, and
their cherished, TImagina, then, the de-
spair of the mother, the inquetude of his
father! They are rich. See how the child
is dressed, There is nothing you might
not nsk for.”

The old man smiled at this, but said
nothing. He surrendered Lis charge at
the hotel, where the boy was received
with such noisy demonstrations of pleas-
ure that he awoke. [Ieing awake, and
recngnizing his surroundings., he adapted
himself to them with an immediate phil-
asophy, and demanded something to eat.
A secomd messenger was dispatched to
the wood ro bring hack the party who had
gzone in search of him,

ITis mother kissed him frantieally and
eried over him, but his father sot out
for the Cheval Blane to thank his res-
cuer, He found Dobroski seated in a lit-
tle room with a sanded floor, and began
to stnmmer his gratitude in broken and
mutilated French,

“It was a piece of good fortune to find
him,” said Dobroski, speaking IEnglish,
to the other's great relief, 1 am de-
lighted that the pleasure was mine,”

*1 don’t know how to thank youo,”
said the Englishman, a little awkward-
ly, Ingging a purse from his trousers
pocket, For a moment Dobroski fancied
the stranger meant to offer him money,
but he merely produced a ecard, “That's
my name,” said the Englishman, blun-
deringly. “Austin Farley, Upon my
word, [ really don’t know how to thank
yon,”

“My good, goad sir,” returned Dobro-
ski, “what would you have hnd?% What
wius [ to do? Tle was sure to be found,
and it was my good fortune to have found
him."

“You must let his mother come and
thank you, sir,”! s=aid the Englishwan,
“I'pon my word [ really donu't know what
to say to tell you how grateful and oblig-
od T am., His mother has been in the
greatost anxiety., You must let her come
and thank you."”

“Well, well, Mr, Farley,” the elder man
answered, himself a littls ghy at the oth
or's eotcenled emotion. "If you will think
<0 mere an aecident worth thanks to any-
But pray let us say no more.”

"
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CHAPTER II1.

Thers wna a great erowd of people at
the railway station at Namur, and the
Luxembourz train had no sooner steamed
into the station than it was besieged by
the moh, and all the carriages were taken
by gtorm. One tourist, who had furnish-
ed himself with a first class ticket, and
had shouldered himself through the crowd
to the buffet, was exceedingly wroth on
his return to find that the carriage he
hind occupied was filled by third-class
sxcursionists, He spoke French with a
fluency, and an inaccuracy in combination
with it, which fairly took off his mental
fpet the official to whom he appealed, and
in & very passion and torrent of his ora-
tory rippled audibly the accent of Dub-
lin. He talked all over, arms and hands,
finger tips, head, shoulders, and bady, He
talked with all his features and with all
his muscles and with all his might, and at
last the official seized his meaning, and
procecded with inexorable politeness to
turn out all the third-class passengers.
The triumphant tourist stood by, sudden-
ly smiling and unrufled He bad a
round, smooth face, with a touch of apple
color on his cheeks, & nose Inclining some-
what upward, and an expression of self-
satisfaction so complete that It aroused

the frony of ane of the ejected. I

"o s well introduced to himsaelf, that
fellow," said he, but the tourist did not
hear, or did not care if he honrd, e
stood tranguilly by, holding the handle of
the door, vutil the carringe was cloared,
and was Just about to asceend when a
slow, guiet valee spoke hehind,

“Got that through, old man, eh?"

The tourist turned suddenly, and

| stretched out a hand to the speaker,

“Whnt?  Maskelyne, me boy.
ed.  Where are yon going?”

“I am going to Janenne by rmil,” said|
the other, accepting the proffered hand
with n hearty shake, once up and once
down, “From there 1 go on to a little
place called Houfoy, to see some ol
friends of mine."

"I'm going to Janenne meself,” sald
the Irishman, “Can't we ride tam\thar?"r

“1 suppose we can,” returned his
friend. “Baggage is registered.” He
was just as calm as the Celt had a min-
ute or two before been eager, and his
voice was distinetly American. e was
very precisely and neatly attired, his|
figure was tall and elegant; his face was
handsome but melancholy, and curiously
pale, The eyes were the best feature—
black, soft and lustrous, but they looked
as if he bad never smiled in his life. *I
sny, Fraser,” he snid, in his slow, mild
vaice, when they were both seated, “whero!
did you pick up your French? 1 npever|
heard anything like it.”

“I've knocked about Paris a good deal,” |
said Fraser. "1 speak Jorman with the
same facility, though it's probably me
Scoteh extraction that gives me that.”

Midwa ybetween Namur and Luxem-
bourg the two travelers changed trains|
for Janenne. The engine steamed lazily |
through a wost lovely country, and the!
young American, looking continnally out!
of window, seemed absorbed in contem- |
plation of the landscape. But it could
searcely have been the landscape which |
half a dozen times called a dreamy smile'
to his soft eyes. and once a blush to the
sallow pallor of his cheek. When the
tenin drew up in front of the little red
brick station, a building planned like a
child’'s rtoy hounse and not much bigger,
the blush came to his cheek again, and
his hand trembled slightly as it caressed
his black mustache,

“Well, it's good-by for a time, old fel-
low,” he said, shaking hands with Fra-
ser. “But I will see you again to-mor-
row or next day, mest likely, il you ean
find time to turn from affairs of state.”

“Are those your friends?" asked I'raser,
looking through the window as the train
crawled slowly along the platform. “An
uncommonly pretty gyurl! The ould boy
looks like an army man, [Ile's waving
his hand at ye,”

“Yes," said Maskelyne,
drawl a little exaggerated. "That is my
man. Good-day, Fraser, Tell O'Rourke
I'm down here and that I'll run over and
have a look at him."

A minute later he was shaking hands
with the voung lady who had execited Mr.
Fracer's admiration, |

“Weleome to the Ardennes, Mr. Maske-
lvne," said Angela, with frank good hu-
mor. “How are all our fricnds in New
York?"

“Thank you, Miss Butler,” he answre-
o, louking into her gray eves with a
smile which was all the brizhter and the
sweeter becanse of the usual melancholy
of his countenance; “I cannot undertake
to tell you how all your friends in New
York mny be, but the few scores of who:nj
[ have heard in one way or another sinee
I came to FEurope are very well indeed,
Major Butler, 1 am charmed to see you
looking so robust. [ had not hoped to see
you looking so well,”

“Dyspepsia,’” =aid the major. “When
[ wrote you I was really ill. T am all
right now. But I've been a good deal
worried, and when I'm worrfed I get
dyspepsia, and dyspepsin means despair,
That your baggage? Got the ticket for
i7"

At this point I'raser came up with
perfect sang froid, raised his hat to the
girl and accosted Maskelyne.

“1 say, ould man, tell me what's the
best place to put up at here?”

“[otel des Postes,” said the major.
Mr. Fraser raised his hat to the major,

“Let me Introduee you," said Maske- |
lyne. “Major Butler, this is Mr, Fraser,
a member of your British House of Com-
mons,"”

“Dolighted to meet you!™ sald the ma-
jor, but he did not look as if this state-
ment could be aceepted.

(To be continued.)

Deloyt-

with his soft

Origin of the Unlon Jack,

The Britlsh unlon jack, the king's
enlors, combines three crosses—the
eross of St. George, the cross of St,
Andrew and the cross of St. Patrick
—all en a blue fleld. The unlon of
these three erosses occurred In an in-
teresting fashion, Primarily England’s
flag displayed a red cross on a white
ground. The white cross of St. An-
drew made its appenrance side by side
with that of St. George during the

relgn of James 1., the Seottish king who |

ascended the throne of England. It
wias not until later, however, In 1707,
that the two erosses were combined
on the one banner and the white pm-
Blem of St. Andrew ran from corner
to corner of the bloe field and erossed
the red emblem of St George,

Nearly a century Iater the red diag-
onal eross of 8t Patrick found a place
on the same flag. It was after the
Irish parliament was united to the
British that thls change took place, |

In England It Is stipulated that all
oolors, as flugs are termed, shall be
hand made, At first they were the
work of women members of regimen-
tal ramllles, hut later the privilege was
glven to contractors, who number less
than half a dozen, 1t Is sald. 1If, how-
ever, the wives and daughters of offi-
cers wiant to make colors for thelr
regiments they are permitted to do so,
but as a rule these regimental colors
are submitted to the garter king at
arms for his approval before they are
presented to the regiments for which
they have been made.

Joshing Her.

AMr. A—Golng downtown to seleot
your spring hat, eh? Well, you better
wait until night.

Mrs. A. (in surprise)—Night, George?
Why?

Mr. A.—Didn't you say It was going
to be & dream?

Bleaned by Comparison,

No one whoe had the slightest knowl-
edge of the facts could lmagine that
Sallle Itoyce had an easy thme of It
The eldest of three sisters left alone
in the world, she had problems of mo-
ment to solve. She made not Infre-

|'qm-m visits to the parsonage, and told

her perplexities out of a full and some-
times a sorrowful heart, One day,
when extra burdens welghed upon her,
she came with a tale of woe.

*Trust God and don’t worry,” was
all the minlster could say. “You are
doing your best, Ilave falth and be
patient.”

The advice seemed trite, and easler
to give than to take.

But while she was there Mlss Poxon
entered. Now, those who do not know
Miss PPoxon ought to know what man-
ner of woman: she s, She scrubs floors,
and teaches Sunday school elasses, and
egeolds recreant husbands, and  per-
forms other useful services In connee-
tion with a settlement of the Young
Women's Christinn  Assoclatlon. She
Is n character the llke of which one
might go far to meet, ““What is It to-
day ?" asked the minlster.

“I want you to buy four tickets to
the concert, and let me give them to
the Mavowskis; poor things, they want
to go and ean’t, and the profits are for
the playground; and I'm going to ask
Mrs. Packard to buy four more for an-
other family: and 1 heed some malted
milk for Mrg Iletruskl; they've just
got their twelfth baby, and the last one
not fourteen wonths old, and her hus-
band sitting round the house and do-

|ltn: nothing, and the children all puny

till they get old enough to go to work
and get enough to eal,

“1 should like to see the whippling-
post established; *I should ralnt If 1
had to do the whipplug, but 1 belleve
I could salt them a liftle; and old Mrs.
Wigzin—you remember old Mrs, Wig-
gin that you sent the cloak to? Well,
she's little Marv's mother, you know,

'that sings; and she's down with some-

thing the matter with her thigh; It
was a muscle gave way, but 1 guess
It's some cancerous trouble,

“She sews the collars on vests, and
gets three cents aplece, and when she
got that hurt she got round on a cane
as long as she could, and now her
wrist's glven out the same way; and
when you come In Sunday afternoon to
preach at the mlssion, do you suppose
you can come over and pray for her?

“And there's the Hofers, you know.
There's a man that's good for some-
thing, but he got hurt, and now Jim-
wie's had to stop school and go to
work, and 24

There are no perliods In Miss Poxon's
sonve: sutions: she goes on until some-
thing happens. But Sallie could hear
0o wore,

“I'm just ashamed of myself!” she
seled. “And to think I came here to
tell my troubles!™

“Is your rent pafd?' asked Miss
Poxon, and without walting for an an-
gwer, followed the guestion by a string
of others, “Dwo all your folks keep so-
per? Have you got good shoes? Well,
then, my dear, you don't know what
trouble Is! And sometimes I get so
tired ; [ had to serub a tloge this morn-
ing, and take three children to the
flome for the Friendless, and a man
scowled when the baby cerled, and [
just told him they were not my chil
dren, and where I was taking them,
and I'd pald my fare and those chil-
dren were going to ride, and If he
didn’t like it be could take another
ear: and I do get pretty tired, but it's
lots of fun to be helping somebody ;
and dear, If you've got good shoes, and
the rent Is pald, and your folks are
kind, and you can say your prayers at
night and go to sleep, don’t ever think
you have any trouble, for you haven't.”
—Youth's Companion,

The Power Divine.

Whatever the trial or difficulty that
may beset and hamper the christian
life, there Is little doubt that to con-
gider the will power as divine instead
of human would mean added strength,
gurer victory amd stronger character.
If each one belleved he possesses a
gpark of divine will entrusted to him
by, the great Master, and as fast as he
uses this bit entrusted to him, he may
draw on the never-diminlshing supply
for more, would we not find ourselves
relying on something so much stronger
than the weak, hwman wlll that we
could go out “conquering and to con-

g

guer?

It 18 only by meeting all temptatlons
and overcoming them that we learn
the lessons of life. Maybe not all on
this plane of existence, Maybe some
things are not temptatlons to us that
are so to others. Ferhaps In forgot-
ten experiences we have overcome
them. The things we are fighting to-
day, If we overcome them before the
night comes, will be put as far from us
as the east Is from the west, and we
will have time In "the eternal years,”
we will have energy and strength to
learn new lessons.

Acknowledging God.

Addlson has sald: “If you wish sue-
cess In life make preseverance your
bosom frlend, experience your wise
counsellor, cautlon your elder brother
and hope your guardlan genlus.”

A shorter recipe Is to acknowledge
God In all your ways. There are two
ways ,in which people pass through

tu-.uu world, ope !s by remembering and

the other 18 by forgetting God,
of us God Is out of gight, To some -
deed Ie I8 out of mind. While the na-
ural eye cannot see God, the spirltunl
eye can see Him., The eye of the soul
sees God through falth, Walking by
falth Is always surer than walking by
slght, There are countless false paths,
but the traveller need not take any of
them. Falth In God makes the mind
clear so that we act wisely and right
ly.—Rev. G. W, Barnes, D. D,

Let Me b;Tlet.
Let me but live my life from year to

To all

year,
With forward face and unreluctant
soul,
Not hastening to, nor turning from,
the goal;
Not mourning for the things that dis-
appear
In the dim past, nor holding back in
fear
From what the future veils, but with
a whole

And happy heart, that pays its toll
To Youth and Age, and travels on with
cheer.

So let the way wind up the hill or down,
Though rough or smooth, the journey
will be joy:
Still seeking what I sought when but
a hoy,
New friendship, high adventure, and a
crown,
[ shall grow old, but never lose life's
st
Because the road's last turn will be the
best,
—Henry Van Dyke, D, D,

He Careth for AlL
There s nothing so high as to be

above God's care, and nothing so lowly |

as to be beneath It. e Who keeps
allve the unquenchable light of the star
vigible to a hemlsphere, kindles the
small taper of the glowworm that

glenms In the twilight on the mossy

bank. He Who piles up and loosens
the Alpine avalanche, shapes the crys-
tals of each falllng snowflake, He Who
guldes and bridles the storm wave that
breaks In thunder upon the reef. pre-
serves each Invisible coral anlmal that
bullds Its llme cell beneath the boom-
Ing surf.
rlous throne the seraph veiling his face
with his wings, takes note of the spar-
row falllng to the ground, and careth
for you.

The Light of Joy.

We all have our sorrows, and they
may be very bltter, We all have to
endure paln, perhaps, agaln and agaln,
and It may be very hard to endure, We
all have our griefs and our losses, ..nd
ofttimes our hearts may seem to break.
But through all these experiences the
light of Joy may continue to shine
within us, and our peiace need not be
hroken. The happliness God gives |Is
part of the life of Heaven, and Iln that
home the light goeth not out by day,
and there ls no night there.—Rev, J. 1L
Mlller.

CANADA'S USE OF NIAGARA.

Government Competes with Private
Power Companien,

The development of the hydranlie
power of Nlagara on the Canadian side
Is leading to some Interesting se-
quences, says Cassler's Magazine,

A tribunal called the Iydro-Electrie
Power Commlission has bheen
and In the hands of this body has been
placed the entire domestle regulatlon
of the power product of statlons comn-
ing within government control

In addition there has been glven to
the varlous municipalities the right to
undertake the distribution of electrical
energy within thelr respective limits

In order that the commlsslon may be
In a position to dlctate terms to the ex-
Isting private companles It Is lmportant
that the co-operation of the munlcipal-
itles be obtalned, and this appears to be
partially accomplished.

The city of Toronto has already ar-
ranged for 15,000 horse-power of elec-
tric energy from Nlagara, the price be-
Ing $§14 to $16 per horse-power for a
supply for a 24-hour day, Including
transmission to Toronto, the local dis-
tribution to be In the hands of the mu-
nicipality, and It Is belleved that a
numhber of other clties and towns wi..
make similar arrangements,

These agreements are made with the
Hydro-Electrie Power Commisslon, and
It in turn must either secure the power
supply from the existing private com-
panleg or else proceed to develop Its
own statlons,

It is hardly probable that the latter
alternative will be found necessary,
sinee the result wonld be to leave the
private corporations with the greater
part of thelr prospective custom per-
manently taken away, so that the real
consequence of the recent legislation s
to compel the companles to supply the
municipalitles through the commission
at prices determined by the englneers
of the new hody.

It Is possible that such measures will

prove advantageous to the publle, but

much wlll depend upon the manner In
which the law I8 earrlied out. It has
been Intimated that this leglslation wil]
render it exceedingly difficult for pro-
moters to Induce outside capital to en-
gage In the development of natural re-
sources In Canada hereafter,

A Bigaminst,

Little Wlllie—Papa, what ls a biga-
mist?

Mr. Hennypeck—A bigamist, my son,
Is a—S8hs-s-5-8! Is that your mamma
comlug up the street? No, I see It Isn't.
Well, a bigamlist Is a benefactor who
prevents at least one of his fellow men
from marrying.—Puck.

Earring Shaped Lake,
The Peud d'Orellle lake, In Idaho,
took its name from Its shape, which pe-
sembles that of an earring,

He Who sees from Ills glo-l

creatd, .

BUPERSTITION AND MEDICINE.

the Quoer Things Glven
Credence by Many.

P'et superstitions aond deluslons ecan
be foumd In every household, suys the
Washlogton Star. “"When there 18 a
case of slekness 1o the house and some
domestle animal dles you will dud that
some think the patient will surely re-
cover., The wmost persistent superstl-
tlons In the world are those that are
based upon the hablts of animals,’” sald
Dr. J. Dudley Morgan, *If one ls walk-
Ing. The nelgh of a horse Is a portent
'brushea the face It Is supposed to mean
that & ghost 18 following, but in day-
tine It tells that a stranger ls com-
|Llls. 8he nelgh of a horse I8 a portent
of death which will come from the
flun.rler from which his head is polnting
when he nelghs

“The halr of a dog, the skin of a
snake and the pelt of a bluck cat are
' lieved to possesy medicinal qualities,
while the handling of a toad 18 sald to
give warts, German-Canadians are full
of superstition. A white splder crawl-
{Ing toward one, the howling of a dog,
the sight of a snake all foretell death.
| 1'he killing of a toad or the crowlng of
0 hen foretells raln, If the eat washes
Its face It means that visitors are coms
Ing. If a bee stings, kill it and the
wound will not swell, The black tooth
af a hog und the blood of a Llack hen
have curatlve powers,

“In a certain districet In Germany the
touch of a corpse’s huud Is still regard-
ed as curative of many local ills, Less
grewsome s the remedy for hernla still

Bome of

npplied in the warsh country, On the
nlght of St. John the Baptist's day,
June 24, a patient must be dragged

through the split of a cleft ash tree.
Three men bearing the name of John
must perform the operation and It must
be condiucted n dead silence.  For ery-
sipelas a fire Is lighted and a pinch of
nehes from it Is rubbed on the skin to
the accompaniment of a saying to the
effect that the ushes and the sore went
over the Reqd sea together, the ashes
came back but the sore never again,

“Recently In Georgetown a police-
man wag bitten by a supposed poison-
'ous smake and the old remedy of kill-
ing chlekens, cutting them open and ap-
[plying them to the bite until the ehick-
ens were cold and dlid not turn blacik
was tried. Twenty-six chickens were
used on the policeman In extracting the
polson. This remedy for cramps I8
used to-day In other places than
Georgetown: ‘On going to rest pat
your slippers undep the bed and turn
the soles npward.'

“In the wardg of Garfield hospital
tust fall there was a patient who insist-
o on keeplng several apples under his
bed to help the dropsy. The things
that people will carry within their pock-
ets, wear around thelr necks or hoilies
or put on thelr fingers are legion, Have
i white potiato in each pocket of your
trousers atd you will never bhe troahled
with rhenmatism or If you suffer with
cough and cold exchange the potato for
a lamp of camphor. XNo doubt there
are some of us who now have a horse
chestnut in our pockets or are wearing
i nickel ring. Sevepal years ago the
writer wns Induced by an intelligent
and considerate friend to wear a nut-
weg for ohstinate boils.

“In no other western European conn-
try Is superstition so prevalent as in
Austrin-Ifungary. Quite recently the
chamberlain’s office changed the nnn-
ter of box 13 in the Imperial opera
house and the Imperial Court theater
becanse the publle objected to sitting
l}l . box bearing this unlucky number,
‘ut this superstition reaches (ts helght
In medlcine. Speaking of the health
exhibition, Dr. Heinrieh Gran declared
that In many [nstances  superstition,
and especially loeal superstition, was
an absolute menace to public health
In the Austrian hospltals one finds no
block or pavillon W, no ward 13 or
stuirease 13, Very few patlents will
ronsent to be operated on on the 13th.
And In that respect Friday, too, is con-
slidered just as unlucky.”

Romance of a Necklnce,

Some years ago an old Frenchwoman
'died In a poor part of Dublin, and her”
|Hllit- effects were put up for asuction,
Among other odidls and ends was a
necklace of dirty looking green stones.
However, a shrewd palr of dealers
thought there might be “money in it"
and decided on purchasing, clubbing to-
"gether £5 for the purpose.  On taking
it to a well known jeweler hie promptly
offered £1,500, which sum they reoused
und sold the neeklace of purest emer-
alds for £7.000 in London, where Lord
Ruosebery on his marrmge pmrehased
it for something Hke £200000. The old
Frenchwoman's mother had Deen at-
tached to the court of I'rance, and the
emeralds had once formed part of the
crewn Jewels.—London Answers.

Time to Get Mad,

A member of the Philadelphia har
tells of a gqueer old character in Altoo-
na who for a long time was the judge
of a police court ln that town.

On one ocenslon, durlng a session of
hig court, there was such an amount of
ronversation and laughter in the conrt-
room that his honor became very an-
gry and confused. Suddenly, In great
wrath, he shouted :

“Sllence, here! We have deeclded
above a dozen cases thls morning, and
I haven't heard a word of one of
them " —Harper's Weekly.

Nl;_'hli-uln‘ Au'rllnln..
Malze—When summer nen propose
what rule do yon follow?"
Marie—Present company always ac-
epted.—Kansas City Times

There are lots of people who put up
with things all their lives that other
people wouldn't stand temporarily.




