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PLAY SOFTLY, BCOrS,

'm thinkin® av the goallen bead
I nestled to wy breast;
They're tellin' me, “He's betther off,"
And sayin’, "God knows best.”
But, oh, tny heurt 8 breakin'
And the wild, wild waves at play
Where the goolden head is buried low,
Close to Mugiln Bay,

I'm thinkin® ov.the roguisgh eyos
Of teudor Ielsh geay;
They're tollin’ me, "He'n betther off,"
And, “I'll thauk God some doy."
But, ob, my heprt in breakin’
And the wild, wild waves at play
And my baby's eyes all closed lu death
Close to Manlln Bay.

I'm thilukin® av the little hands
That's fastencd "rouud my hearts
They're tellin’ me, “Have courage,
Sure life's o meet and part.”
But, oh, my leart is brenkin®
And the wild, wild waves at play
And miy bahy's hunds ao stiff and cold
Close to Manila Bay.

I'm thinkin' ay the noble hoy
Thut kissed my tedrs awny:

They're telling me “How brave he was,
And toremost in the fray!"”

But, oh, my heart Ix beeakin'

;. And the wild, wild waves at play

And my baby and my soldier dead—
Close to Manlls Bay,

Play softly, boys, I know you will,
Rewembering he's awny—
My boy, who prondly marched with ye
On lust St Patrick’s day.
Play softly, boys, 1 know ye will,
Aud the wild, wild waves at play
And yonr comende lying lonely,
Close to Maniln Bay.

Play softly, boys, 1 know ye will,
And hush this pain to rest—

Aund soothe the bitter agony
That's tearin' at my breast.

How cau ye march at all, at all,
And the wild, sild waves at play,
And the boy who loved ye lyin' cold-

Close to Munila Buy.
—Utea Globe.
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66 0, mother, no; it I8 useless;
N let us gpedk no more about
| g

My mother stretehed her plump,
small hands towards the fire, her fio-
gera Invishly ornamented with rings,
the coquetry of Iudivs i the "d0s,

“Jomes," sald she, with ber most dig-
nifled countenance, “you are as stule
born as your father. [le, too, ohjectad
to marrlage. He belongsd to a club—
the poor man—to the Bachelors' Club,
and bad serlogsly sworn to remaln
fulthful to Its princlples. But you, too,
you will come to It

“Bat, then, In my Cather's day, young
girls were brought up more simply;
they aspleed no higher than to play the
plano  @rettily, write eorvectly, and
make a groceful courtesy. Then, on
leaving school, young girls eame luto
thelr familles with enough Instruetion
to understand the pages of n romanee
and follow a conversation, not enough
to humilinte thelr prrents, and often
thelr husbands, They were then really
‘home angels' ™

“You exhnust my patlence, and I
ean't bear soch  prejudlees. ‘Home
angels,' Indeed! As If one must be a
fool ar a nonentity to be domestle. A
bright woman eould never be satistlid
with thé role you assign her. If you
had not wasted your thme at college,
you would pot be so afraid of compar]-
sons."

“You are too severs—"

“Do you pretend that Latin and
Greek are lncowmpatible with modesty,
sweetness and domestle qualities In o
wounn 1"

“l i eertaln of 1et"

“Very well, then: we will speak no
mare of mnrringe. You will accompany
me to Desjarding, for you will meet
the twin slsters, and you may Judge
for yoursell, since my experience Is not
worth your own'

Poor Httle mother! T knew she and
ber old friend, Mwme. Desiardins, had
plotted together agnlust my bachelor-
hood, but o girl with the degree of 1B, AL
wug snongh to Felghten mie hato It more
securely than ever. When we arrlved
it Mme. Desfardios' she greeted me a8
“Httle James™ Thls exelumntion upset
e,

1 expected bor to nsk me if T had
brought my marbles glong, but Instead
of that she presented me to her daugh-
ters. The twin slsters resembled each
other only In thelr dresa. Mlle. Martha
was a very beautiful brunette—a Greek
goddess, with poare, siraight fentures.
Mile, Rose was less linposing, o sweet,
pretty blonde. 1 was sure that in splte
of her ulneteen years she still playnd
with dalls. She certainly was not the
“lewrned young woman my mother
hnd proposed 1 should covrt; It must
be the other one. There was dancing,
aud I offered my arm 1o Mlle. Rose,
After u waltz we chatted. She was
witty and & lttle sharp, this meek-look-
tug little blonde. I started a conversa-
tion on commonplanee subijects, and In
n short space of thoe 1 had judged my
companion to be a most charming lit-
tle woman, and it was with muach re-
tuctance 1 left her shile,

Hine eyes, blue gauze, smiling lips,
and a cloud of golden halr were all min-
gled In my sleep that nlght., Why not
the stately, sintuesgue, dark  beauty
my mother would so gladly welcome as
a danghter?

In another week I must agaln accom-
pany my wmother to the weekly recep
tlon of Mme. Desjardiug, and then they
woulil come to my mother's Friday “at
bhome."

Thus twiee a week 1 saw her, and
naturally fell In love deeper and deep-
er, “Dear little Rose” thought I, “true
home angel. What a wife she will be
to make home bright and happy—for
sonie onel” A strunge fear eame over
me when I recialled many lnstances

where Rose had appeared anxtons t
nvold we, perhaps out of consideration
for her sister, or perhaps to save me
from disappolotient,

Under the torture of this sudden sus-
pense 1 flew to my wother. "1 must
mitke a clean breast of (t, mother dear;
I love Rose, und you must help me to
guln her"

“(, James, 18 not this somewhat sud-
den? And those convietions you have
cherished—"

“Nousense, mother; lsten, this Is
serious, You will ndmit that so sweet
and unpretending a girl s seldom found
now, No more words, plense, but do,
Hke the gond mother you are, go and
ask Mwme, Deajardios for the hand of
her daughter.”

“My dear ¢hild, T will tench you how
to be consistent; I cannot go back on
my word. 1 will have nothing to do
with the arrangements of a marriage
for you," )

She sald all this with such an pmused
suidle that I could not think her serlous,
1 determined, however, to put an end
to thls suspense, and soon found an op-
portunity,

There was a concert and ball nt the
Desfardins' beantiful couniry home,
When mn& oyer her mother's hand
I suw ohe belng, snd henven sitor
ed wy soul ug I enught the lght of her
eyen. It peemed but an lnstant before
we were oulslde, wandertog about the
grounds, The wobds were on my lps
to apeak, when some obe enlled to ns,
“Cowe, Lo Marlanl 18 golng to sing!™
What cared 1 for Marlant? But Rose
hastened her stops, and I followed,
boping stie would at lenst stay outslde,
As we negred the honse, she led the
wity to a corner of the veranda, and
there the words and volee of the won-
derful singer renched our ears and en
tered our hoenrts.

My soul Is foll of dreams,
My soul §s full of love,

“Those words are mione, Rose, do you
understand? Don't you see how 1 love
you? You are the woman I have dream-
@l of since 1 have known how to dream,
You nre the companion I have longed
for, Rose; conld you ot love me?”

In a low, sad volee, she murmured:

“My friend, 1 am not the companion
you have dreamed of. Too often you
hnve described me, your ldeal woman,
You love me because you think me sfm-
ple, a8 young girls should be—and you
think becnuse you have sometlines
seen me attending to household duties
that I would mike a good domestic
wife, but you will love me no more
when you are undecelved, When you
know—" Her volee had bhoen firm
untll now, and though her words puz-
gled me and palned me I beenme aware
of the sorrow In her volee—a sorrow
which meant more than sympathy.

"“Rose, In the name of hieaven, what
Is 1t

She mastered herself In & mowment.

“How often have you cruelly told me
you wonld never marry a colloge grad-
unte—n bigestocking, as yon called her,
und yeot yori ought to have known—your
mother knows—"

The fool T had bheen! And how |
wished I could fall right thare on my
kneos to nsk ber pardon.  And yet how
could 1 have suspected that so mnch
feminine grace could be united to a
ripe and matore Intellect ?

*0, Rose, speak to me. Spenk In
Latin, In Greek, If yon will. Only say
you forgive me and will love me."—
The Princess,

Increase in German Trade,

A remarkable proof of the expunslon
of German teade Is furnished by {he
traffic returns of the Suer Cancl
Twenly yonrs ago the German share
of the eanal tratiic was 1 per cent. of the
total tonnage. It I8 now 11 per cout.,
1 large proportion of the trade nelug
with  Britlsh  possessions. Anothoer
curious fact In connection with ihe
canal 18 that the largest vessels pass-
Ing through are German,  As long ngo
as 1806 Germany fook the lead in this
regpeet. The steamer Friedeleh der
Grosse, of 10,000 tons, went throggh In
that year, paying dues amounting to
T2,000 francs, Severnl German steam-
e of the siome slze are mentlomws] (o
subisequent cnoal reports, and ot the
present moment others are belng huilt
for the regular service in China nnd
Japan,  German owners pald 8,000,000
feanes In canal dues o 1807,

Longest Flight of a Cannon Shor,

The longest distance ever covered by
a eannon shot 1t suid to pe Afteen miles,
but that probably was several miles
within the pessible it secomting ro
Captain E, L, Zalinski, the retirad arihy
officer, who ranks among the highest
authoritics in the world on munitions
of war, On the point of possible range
Captaln Zalluskl says: “Under oxlst-
lng conditlons amld with the guns, pow-
der and projectlles avallable, 1 belisve
it possible to fire a shot to a distanee
of elghtesn miles. The distance will
be greéater when a powder Is produced
that will exert n uniform pressure on
the gun througbout the course of the
projectile from breach to muszzle”

Use for Voleano Dust.

Voleante dust ecarrled Ly the wind
from the mountains of Puy in An-
vergne enriches the soll of Llmagne
with phosphorie acld and potash. Ao
cording to M. Nivols, Inspector Gen-
eral of Mines In France, It ls owing to
this natural fertilizer that the soll s
so rich, A fleld at Gerzat, Clermont-
Ferrtnd, hag ylelded a fine crop of
hemp 18 years running without any
manure,

Awhestos.

Ashestos is found In nearly all parts
of the globe, but there I8 probably no
prodoct of inorganlc pature about
which there 15 so much popular mys-
tery. The principal elalm for this re-
markable product Is that it cannot Le
cotnsumied by fire,

A man feels that he Is vindicated In
his clalm that he I8 n good father overy

time the baby cries to come to him,
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THE SILENT MARCH,

~ OT with the clual of the falicrs, not with
Lhet rerd) of the drome

Or the chivrs that greet the hero whett howe
from (he battle he comen,

Not to the soud of the Logis, mellow sud
clear wud awoet,

Do they pass on the homeward mareh with
never returnlug feet,

But Into the dim, deop sillloous, wheee nov-
ermore strifo moy coms,

With never a footfall sounding, the soldiers
are marching bome,

Bide h{ #lde, the Nne unbroken, as ‘Lwas In
thy yeurs ago,

When they went with fiyltg banners to meat
the ranks of the foe

Theso were the panthful heroes who fought
for the natlyn then,

These who march to silont musle, searred
and groy, lke ghoats of mek,

For them no buyonets fuabing 1o the tide of
the noonday san, -

For them Lhe echoless silence, loug slorce
were Lhelr battles woo.

Now sre the batteries silent that breathed
thelr murderons hireatl,

That 1ald like graln of the burvest the long,
dark swath of dedath,

tlone 18 the smoke of the battie that hung
o'ep the fardrawn line

TH! the sky wis bid at psonday snd the sun
forgot to shine,

And where the tide of carnage surged over

the tredden plaln

No whisper comes tn grans or flower of all

Its erimson staln,

There were tears and hours of longing for
those whao come no more,

For the wolees huwhod fo sifence and the
footstep on the floor.

In those far days of battle, those days of
bitterest wirfe,

When a man for fita eotiutry's glory sel no
price upon his Hle,

Rut guerded thit pation's honor down to his
Tnteat breath,

The soldier brave who knew uo fear, phoy
phrleyed not with deuth,

And ever ainee the wartime, when love and
home were sweet,

Have the soldlers jolned the silent march;
with never relurning feet,

Ot trom the door of the coltage, from pal-
wee of wealth, they cawe,

Atd the puth led on o sllence, the way was
ever the same,

And still the silent army s marehing asay

AWAY,

And the lust reernlt will join the ranks and
e mustered o sowe day.

~Buffulo News,

They ealled it Decorntion day in a little
village some twenty yones ago, It was
ane of the great days of the year. The
villago itself wos all green and white
The houses were white, with green blinds,
aud white fences inclosod the ample yards.
The green brunches of majestic trees mot
over the long, white roadways. T
wtores, with thelr green, bitten shutters,
the fiagpole in “the square,” the fowa
hall, with the hitching posts about it,
were nll white.  And on the Will stood the |
whife church. :

In thig hill church, the sorvices of Dio-
oration day were always held. The people
who looked down on the village from “the
ridge" could see the white stoople with s
four little spirea rising out of the depue
green, It was o landmark. The charch
bell was sweet, elenr nnd farreaching, In
the renr of the eharch wore the long, low
shods for the horses and earrlages, From
each side n little cemetery  stretelicd
away; the “old cemetery” on tve=left,
with time-worsy epitaplis on gray heud-
wtones, where the white-halred men mnd
wotnen wilkeds the “new comotory” on
the right, with white monnments and
flower-bordered plots, where childeon loy-
ed to play. Soldiers lny sleeping in both.

Up In the high belfrytower prs litthe
womden monnments used only on Decoras
tion day upon the soldiers' graves, Bach
yoar they are trimmed with Sowers and
evergreens, and for thut one day placesd
nt the head of the graves. Fack has up-
on it in block letters the nume of g sol-
dier. These are brought down to e fresh:
ly ornnmented the day before Deeibration
day. Cortain of these little monuments
are placed unguestioningly aside, pome-
times with & whispered word of those who
would trim them. A widow tukes one of
these, benaring hor husband's name, Two
belong to her; but her son's she ledves,
and glnnces about the vestibuls, Miss
Hannuh, with sweet, sad face, goes to!
ber and takes the other ona. The twol
women go out together to the slile porch,
from which they can look neross to the
spot, nndor shading trees, where the two
men Ne, Others follow them, till plf those
monuments set agide have boen elnimed,
aud n little apart from the gossip on the
posch a group of sad-faced women sit in
sileure, Each twines the evorgreens npon
the little muntment befurs her with ten-
der, stumbling fingers. The name upon it
her eyes cannot read, for the tears that
blind hoer, but it s writlen on her heart,
and on the “Rall af Our Honoped Dead.™

For waeks before the 30th of May plans
for the decorations were being made by

| Dyead.”

the committee, The day before Decorn-
thon day the congregation met. A vestl
bule ran acrods the frout of the church
from the side dovrs that opened out on to
the small stone porches, aud there the
men eant down great srmfuls of fragrant
EVErgreens, The little woodin saldler
momients, painted white, were bronght
into the vestibule to be trimmed. The
chatter and bustle begun with the work.
Little groups formed. Basy fingers soon
lowered the heaps of pungent green. Then
often some young man and maiden would
slip out together to guther o new supply.
And were it not for others who built up
the dwindling plles of spruce, the workers
wotld walt long for the two who first
went, When they finally eame back, he
with his conscious fuce hidden bebind the
odorous green branches, and she, so flush-
ol and shy, the merry jests were at their
CXPense, Buat, though persecuted, the
fuces of the lovers showed that It was
god to live,

Within the church, behind the pulpit on
the platform, two white columuns rose, out-
lined with the woven greens, thelr sides
hting with wreatha, These were connact-
od by & browder strocture on which were
the words: *Roll of Onr Honored Dioand,”
swnd in smaller bluck letters, in two long
columns, were the names of those soldiers
lying in the little cemoteries beside the
church. Spaces were left for the bunches
of Aowers, to be added in the moruing, At
the top of ench column the white statue
of an angel stood, Long ropes of green
wort deaped about the high gallery, in the
renr where the clioir sat and ubout the
side lights and windows were more grace-
ful loops.

As dusk fell the lads and lassies had
made their engagements for the nest day,
porsibily for life, and howe dutics were
ealling the matrons.  The little groups
hurried away aud the chureh was left in
quiet, Bach white pew door is closed
upon the green, well-povnded cushions on
the nnrrow, high-backed sents  within,
The little footstools are In prim arroy.
The hymnals aud the pulm loar fons stond
nently in the racks, The gilt pipes of the
organ In the gallery show above e rail,
amd the moon-faced brass elock on the
front of the gallery ticks in a lond, meas-
ured tone. ‘T'hic odor of the fresh-cut ever-
greens s like some heavy incense, The
pulpit looms up high and durk with the
big Bible, the hymaul, nnd the little book
of psalms arcanged upon it In a sovers
pyramid. The moonlight erecps into the
quict there, touching the names of “Our
Hbnored Dead" with its cold fingers, two
by two, up the long columusy, 1l the roll
wtunds elenr,

Through the village, ng the evening
grows, the sound of the band procticing
diligently is heard, A geighboring band
Julng in the ceremonics of the next day
and the rivaley Is keen. Al the Jittle
girls with long hair, at the inportant age
of T are to assist in decorating the graves,
Kach fond mother braids ber small vestal
virgin's hair in tiny strands to produce
the required crimpiness. A warm, spley
eddor from pantry and kitchen In the home
where the out-of-town gpenker is to be
entertained speaks for him a comfortable
inwer man, Oue of the prominent men of
the villuge is to make a five-minute speech
dt the monument “To Our Unknown
He hag rehearsed it for hours
it o meadow behind o oy stock,

The dny dawps. The dew is brushed
awny by puassing skirts os the women
hasten to thelr gardens to plek their ehoie-
vat lowers—each culls unsparingly, Early
i the torenoen the vestibule of the ehinrch
is filled with fragrance. Flowers of the
garden, cultivated so tenderly and gath-
ered so willingly, nre there, and groat
maraes of supwhalls, lranches of dog-
wood, with thelr whité petald erlmson

nshed, the sweet mock-orange, the rogy,
thiwering almond, all add their beanty.
The work presses; bonquets to tack an to
the little monuments, and each to be car-
ried to it= place; great bunches of fNow-
eri to be plueed in the church windows;
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TUE WHITE CHUNCH.
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everywhere flowers to be laviehed. Up-
stairs in the “infants’ room," are trays
to be filled with the bouguets ench child
Is to wenr, ond the large ones for the
soldlers’ graves. o

Already, from every direction, lines of
vehicles are coming luto the village from
all the little towns surrounding. The
band wagon is brought out, and trimmed
with fiags. The elght white horses which
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draw It have tiny fHags between their care
nndd waving on their backs; white horsens
always, the whitest in the lead, and the
more speckled at the wheels. The little
mnidens rigse from  thelr uncomfortable
nlght's slocp, with sore heads nnd exoeed-
lugly wavy hair. The out-of-town apedk-
ir haw drrived. The bell in the steeple of
the white church on the hill tulls the hour,
The #flowers have been ploced upon the
white columns; masses of bloom are about
the dnrk, old pulpit, nronnd the side
lamps, on the walls, and following the
gallery rall, The church Ik ready.

The procession of weterans forms in

“the square.”  They mareh to the shrill,
welird notes of o fife, and the intrepid roll

e L i
GABLANDA OF FLOWERS,

of a drum, The neighboring band has
come with but six borses, and none of
them white, The church is packed to sufs
foention,  The ministers of ull the
churches sit with the spenkers in the pul-
pit.  The veterans file in, The baud clat-
ters to the gallery, and sits with the cholr,
The etandard-bearer drops the great flag
neross the gallery rail, and its goft, silken
stripes swevp to the hends of thowe sitting
beneath,  The little girls in white, and
the proudest moment of their lives, march
to the front seuts.

The ceremonics begin, They are very
long, The commander of the G. A, R,
leads the sorviees, The air grows oppres-
sive with the heat and the strong fra-
granee of the flowers, A seloction from
the band" endangers the tympanums of
every one prosent, A poetess recites with
forvor nn original pocm of many stansas
to “Our Heroes." The cholr his a solo
for the lending sopraso of eneh chureh,
and other numbers interspersed among
the readings, prayers nnid spesches,

Then the procession forms, The flowee
girly have their baskets of fowers, The
band lends the way (o the comelerien. A
grave Is reached, Two little flower girla
come forward nmd knecl at either side of
the grave, The name of the soldier, his
tge, rank, rogiment, last battle, and date
of death dre solemnly read, A ghort
prayer follows. The childron place thelr
flowers upon the mound, The bund gives
three solemn sigunls, and at each the
Btura and Steipes aweep in salute oyer the
soldler’s grave. From grove to greave they
go, till all have been remembered, and the
sun ig sinking fu the west,

The village homes ore full of friends
ond relatives from ont of tawn, staying to
ten, Young conplea steoll in the twilight
theongh the ghadid streets. Ol soldiers
kit in groups, cocalling thelr hattle seencs,
In the cemeterles an the hill, the flowera
hiave fuded on the soldiers’ graves, The
little monoments show their whiteness
thickly under the durk plnes.—Chicage
Inter Ocoean,

Meant Confederntes.

One of LI s Hltle storles has just
come to light. Tt was told by D, Walk-
er at the Long lsland church club,  He
aays: “One weok before the assassinntion
of Prosident Lincoln he visited the hos-
pital at City Tdint, [ was stationed there
#5 o mewber of the sanitary commission,
I was then s boy of elghteen, Imagine my
pride at being ntgigtied to convey the Pres-
ident aronnd the hospital, 1 felt very big.
We came to one nnrt of the hospital where
we had seversl tents o what were then
enlled rebel prisoners.  With all the pride
of n Northern boy T suid: “Mr. Lineuln, do
you want to go into all those tents? There
are only rebels in there,' Laying his big,
generous hand on wmy shoulder he nuswer-
ed In his quict way: ‘Yon muost mean (Con-
federates.” And T have weant Coufeder-
wtex ever gince,” That Is the troe spirit
of Decoration day.  We shonld bury all
animesitics, all hard feolings in the graves

of our dead saldlers, We should twine ”

with the olive bzanch of pesce, the wood-
hine of fraterual love and the honor to the
brave compasscd by the nasturtinm,

Bull Nun antl Appomatfon.

It is a fact not generally kaown that the
first and the last stand of the Confeder-
ates were made on Jand owned by the
same man. A purt of Bull Bun battle
field was owned by Mr. MeLenn, After
this famonus buttle be decided to move to
a locality where there would be less fear
from the ravages of war, By & strafige
coinvidence he took up his abode at Appo-
mattox, which subsequently proved to be
the final battleficld of the civil war,

BIAM.

How the Land of the White Klephunt
in Helng Diamembered,

The pnews that Siam has ceded an-
ather provinee to France Hustrates the
process by which the great powers of
Burope are gradually nhsorbing the
snee powerful natlons of the far Bast
The kingdom of 8tam les etween the
Hritish piovines of Bunush on obe
side and the tercltory of French Indo-
Ching on the other, 1t is enught De-
tween the two millstones, smd at lnter-
vals, now here and now thoere, o plece
of Its territory l= conflscatod,  Even
withiln the small section still normully
under the rule of King Kulalongkorn
the Siamese are but poppets In the
hands of resident Buropeans, English-
wen control the eommerce of the coun-
try, most of which goes through the
port of Bangkok, the caplial of Blam
nnd A ety of S30000  luhabltants,
What buslness the Eunglish have left
untouched Is ln the bands of Germnn
end French traders. Even the small
retall trade 18 conducted not by native
Slumeses but by Clinese merchnnis.
The royal Slamese navy, conslsting of
sne protected crulger and a few yachts
and gunboats, ls oflicered by English-
men gnd Daned, while the standing
army  of 12000 men 18 armed with
German rifles and dreilled by Germnn
offfcers.

The difficulty with Framce, which
now appears to be seitled, 18 of long
stuoding. In fact, as long ago as 1580
French influence began 1o be felt In
the Maloy peninsola. The controversy
In which the ceding to France of the
Province of Luang Prabang ls the final
step broke out lnto open lostility In
1803, when France sent gunbodts up
the Mekong River to enforee lts de-
mands, Sham pde an offer to submit
the whole matter to arbltration and the

MAT OF RIAML

Sinmese commiggloner to the World's
Fair asked thut the President of the
UnHed Swmtes act ag srbltrator,  See-
(retnry Gresham war reluctant to mix
In the quarrel, however, nnd after the
French arms hod met with some re-
verses o French naval sgquailleon as-
rended the Mennm River, on which
Dangkok I8 sitoated, In the fdee of a
severe flre and fually threatened to
bombard the Siamese capltal,

Then terms of peaee were arranged
and the Clty of Chantibun wag given
into the hands of the French us o gont-
antee that the provisions of the trenty
would be earrled out, This town s
0w o return to Sinmese controal, In
1800 England and France made a
treaty which guarantecs the permanent
ndependence of the central portion of
the Slamiese empire.

A NOTABLE TURF FiIGURE.
Col, M, Lewis Clark, Who Recently
Committed Suicide at Memphin.
Col. M. Lewis Clark, of Somerville,
Ky, who killed himsolf at Memphls,
Tenn, was proudnent In turf eleeles
throughout the Unlted States.  111-
health and wnlucky speculations un-
balaneed hils mind. Col, Clark wes
the grandson of Gov, Willlam oark,
of Missourl,  Over twenty-fiv years
of his life were devotsd to the Amerl-
pan turf, during all of whish no hreath
of senudnl has ever passiled his name,
He was the suthor of & majority of the
turf rules or laws of the present Jday
and the founder of the first Ameriean
Turf Congress. For over twenty years
hie had acteda A8 presiamg Judge of
Western race tracks. Ile has been at

COL. M. LEWIS CLARK.

the stand in Loulsville cver slnee the
“little red horse”™ Aristides captured
the firt Kentueky derby, twenty-two
vears ago. He presidpd at Memphis,
Nushville, Oakley, Dallus, Ideal Park
and the City of Mexico.

Experlence Is a teacher of mankind,
and sowe wen will learn of no otber,
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