
THE WOLF AT THE DOOR-
“Do wolves go to poor people's doors, mam

ma?
That is what th* minister said,

When he came to ask for money to-day,
And told yon somebody's mother was 

dead.
“Yes? They do really, and stand and howl? 

Then it is dreadful to be poor.
Just think how awful to go to bed

When likely c wolf will be at the door!
“What, rich people too—are you sure, mam

ma?
But then a policeman might drive them 

away.
Rich people can have their houses watched 

You know very well, all night and all ‘
“Another kind of wolf, but worse?

Worse than the poor people's kind? 
say,

Can it come to us? We are very rich;
I heard a man say we were to-day.”

“Ah, darling, ’tie well you are afraid,
The wolf is more frightful than you 

guess;
No policeman can drive him away.

His terrible name is selfishness!”
—* *e* *— 

CIRCUMSTANTIAL EVIDENCE.

Several lawyers were sitting in a 
court room waiting for “his honor” to 
come, so that the court would open 
and they could proceed with business. 
To amuse themselves they were “spin
ning yarns,” and, as might be ex
pected, every story was of some in 
cident of the law.

“Judge Holmes, it is your turn,” 
said a young attorney, addressing an 
old man who had been a silent listener 
to what the others had related.

Judge Holmes brought hia chair 
forward nearly to the centre of the 
group, seated himself, and com
menced hie story.

“1 suppose, gentlemen, I might tell 
you something.”

“I de not doubt but what it would 
be interesting, and I for one am 
anxious to hear,” said an attorney 
who had iq^ich respect for the old

“5ea! yes! go on, judge; tell us the 
queerest experience you ever had,” 
said another.

“Well, gentlemen, I will tell you 
how I came to lose faith in circum 
Btantial evidence,’’ said the old judge. 
“It was when I was upon the north
ern circuit, the first year that I was 
judge. That was a good many years 
ago, when the country was new. The 
judge then had to go from one court- 
house to another on horseback. There 
were no railroads then. I tell yorfj 
there has been a great change in this 
country. Well, I am getting off from | 
the subject. I was to hold the No
vember term in Piaiuville; the court
house was an immense log cabin; 
behind it was a log barn made on j 
purpose for the judge to keep liis 
uorse in. After a long, tiresome ride, j 
I arrived at Plainville; I noticed a ! 
very large crowd of people around. 
the court house, and wondered what 
it meant. While I was caring for my 
horse, four or five of the citizens, and 
the best citizens, too, of the place, 
came into the barn.

“ ‘Good morning, judge,’ said one 
who appeared to be the spokesman of 
the party.

“ ‘Good morning, sir,’ I replied.
‘“Fine day, judge.’
“‘Yes, sir, very fine.’
“ ‘Got much to do in court?’
“ ‘I do not know.’
“ ‘You have got one queer case, and 

a hard one, too.’
“ ‘Is that bo?’
“‘Yes—a murderer.’
“ ‘I am sorry.’
“‘It is bad, judge, ami a woman, 

too.’
‘“A woman murdered?’
“No, no; a woman did the murder

ing.’
“‘That is bail; I am very sorry to 

hear that any woman should lie ac
cused of murder.’

“ ‘It.s awful, judge. She is guilty, 
and that makes it worse.’

‘“Has she been tried?’
“‘No, she ain't tried; you’ve got to 

try her, and what we want is this; 
don’t let up on her a bit; you just 
sentence her, and we'll be glad to do 
the hanging.’

“‘But Huppoae that she is not 
guilty? you don’t want her hung in 
that ease, do you?’

‘“Blit she in tjuilty. She bought 
poison, and give it to her man. And 
did we not find his body in the river, 
and the poison in’his body?’

“ ‘And did not she ami her husband 
have a big quarrel, und she make aw 
fill threats to him the night before he 
was found dead ? There is no ques 
tion about the guilt, judge.'

‘“Has she been indicted?’
“‘Yes, at the lust court; she was in 

dieted, and we would have lynched 
her; yes, sir, wo came near stringing 
her up.’

“‘We must give nor a fair trial be 
fore we hang her,’ I remarked.

‘“We don't object to that Every 
body says that she is guilty; and she 
is guilty, ami must be hung, that's all 
there is to it, judge.’

“I concluded that it was not wise to 
continue the conversation any fur 
ther. I went into the court -room and 
took my seat upon the bench. 1 had 
a hard time to get into the court room, I 
the crowd of people was so dense. 
As I passed through among them. 1 
received many a gratuitous admoni
tion like this—‘Give her what she de 
serves, judge.’ I saw that the jxipu 
lar feeling was against the woman, 
and I, too, liegan to think that the 
people, for they were a good people, 
were right.

"After the preliminary business of 
the court was done, I found that by 
arrangement with the attorneys, 
every case had been put off so as to 
have the murder trial first. So the 
jury was drawn. I knew that every 
man in the jury box believed her 
guilty, but I could not help it It 
was impossible to get any jurymen 
who thought differently.

“The prisoner waa brought in hand 
ouffed. I thought the Handcuffing 
was unnecessary, but the sheriff took 
that precaution. The first impression 
that came to my mind as 1 looked at 
the prisoner, was, how conld one so

day.

Oh,

can

young and so beautiful commit such 
a terrible crime? She turned her 

i pale, tear stained face and looked at 
me. In that pitiful look I read her 
prayer. It was that I should protect 
her.

“ ‘Are yon guilty, or not guilty ?’ 
said the district attorney.

“‘Not guiityl’ Her answer waa in 
a firm, sad voice.

i “For a moment I allowed myself to 
believe that she had pleaded truth 
fully But when I beard the subdued 
hiss that came from the people I said 

j to myself ‘she lies.’ '
“We went on with the trial. The 

lawyer who had previously been ap
pointed to conduct the defense wan a 
young man, and a disgrace to his pro 
fession. It seemed as if he did all 
he conld to assist the prosecution. 
The evidence was conclusive. Her 

! husband had come home the worse 
for liquor. They had some hard 

j words; she had told him that if he 
did not stop drinking, she would stop 

i him. ‘You will be sorry for it. If 
you don’t stop, you will be a dead 
man. I will be better off as your 
widow than as the slaving wife of a 
drunkard.’ Then right after the 
quarrel she had bought poison. She 

. told the druggist that she wished to 
I ixiison some cats that disturbed her 
sleep. The next morning the dead 

! body was found, and the doctor found 
I poison in the body. There was only 
I one thing that looked queer. She 
had not been allowed to see the re 
mains. As I said before, the evidence 
was conclusive, and the verdict of the 
jury win ‘guilty,’ and I nniBt do my 
duty.

“ 'Mary Brainard, stand up.’
“She staggered to her feet and 

stood facing me.
“ ‘The jury have found you guilty 

of murder in the first degree. Have 
you anything to say why the sentence 
of the court should not be passed 
upon you?’

“‘I am not guilty!’ She bowed her 
head and stood waiting for what was 
to come.

“ ‘Mary Brainard, this is is a pain
ful duty which I have to perform. 
Usually in passing a sentence upon 
one found guilty of a crime, a court 
passing sentence utters words of ad
vice to the guilty. In this case I can 
not do so; the crime is too great. I 
will proceed at once t.o pass the sen
tence of the court. Mary Brainard, 
the sentence of this court is that on 
the twenty first day of February 
next, between the hours of twelve 
o’clock at noon and two o’clock in the 
afternoon, in the court house yard, at 
Plainville, you be hanged by the neck 
until you are dead, and may God have 
mercy upon your soul!’

“As soon as I had finished, she 
sank back in her chair, like one ex
hausted. The people in the court
room cheered in token of their ap
proval. Just as the sheriff was about 
to take her back to the jail, a man 
elbowed his way through the crowd 
to where the prisoner was. Clasping 
her in his arms, he cried out—

“‘Mary! Mary!’
“She gave one wild scream. I shall 

always remember it I heard her 
say, -

“ ‘John, is this you?' She then fell 
forward upon his shoulder.

“‘The dead was alive; it was her 
husband!

“ ‘Yes,’ he said; ‘I am this worn 
au's husband, I am John Brainard. 
I went* away vewing that I would 
not return again until 1 had freed 
myself from my appetite for driuk. 
I am now a sober man. and thank 
God that I am able to save my wife 
from being murdered simply because 
the law says so.’

"That’s my story,” continued Judge 
Holmes. “Ever since then I have 
had no faith in circumstantial evi
dence.”

"Who was the man that they found 
dead?” asked one of the lawyers.

“That I never knew; a case of sui
cide, perhaps,” replied the judge.

“That was a queer experience, but 
it is only a fair illustration of what 
may have occurred many times in the 
past,” said one.

“And may occur many times in the 
future," said another.

“That is true,” said Judge Holmes. 
"But here is the judge of this court. 
The train must have been behind, or 
he would not have been so late. Busi 
ness, gentlemen, we must now attend 
to business.”

PHOTOGRAPHING BY ELECTRICITY.

A leading photographer told me 
the other day that the recent experi
ments in photographing scenes by 
electricity would soon revolutionize 
the entire system of dramatic print 
ing. It was Dan Frohman's idea to 
photograph scenes with the electric 
light, and the experiment was made a 
year ago and was a failure; but very 
recently a well known photographer 
made application to repeat the experi 
ment, and the success is a great stir 
prise in art circles. I have seen some 
of the work, and it is as full of merit 
as an oil painting by the old masters. 
The effects of grouping, stage set
tings and dramatic situations are 
so wonderfully preserved as to make 

I one think they are the original scenes 
j themselves. ’The artist now takes a 
photographic apparatus with a 4,000- 
eandle power electric light, and goes 

| into a theatre and photographs an 
actress just as she appears in the act 

I of stabbing a count The result is 
that we have a picture as large as a 
three sheet bill, which can lie "thrown 
up" to look as if it were a life model 

, Indeed, it is so natural that you can 
almost feel the keen edge of the dag 
ger and smell the blood of the noble 
count as it spurts over the Persian 
carpets. In a few years the bill 

| Ixiards of Washington will fairly 
reek with gore and domestic assassi 
nations, copied from real life by the 

’ aid of domesticated lightning and a 
125 dollar a week photographer with 

, a wart on his nose.

PARIS.
MISCELLANEOUS.

A Dollab in His Boots.— 
road car was rolling down Twenfi^ 
street recently in its usual trana'11 
way when a colored gentleman X 
ped on the rear platform, on w, 
there were several other persons!» 
sides the conductor.

“Fob the Lord’s sake, gem’n " t; 
colored passenger suddenly excla/* 
ed. “I declar’ I put a trade doll^1“ 
them pants this mornin’, and I’ll j 
a coon the cusBed thing's been ar*l 
gone worked right down intn , 
boot hvar. ’ W

“Bet you it ain’t worked insu. 
your sock,” said another passenger

“Bet you it has, though, for I m. 
feel it," was the reply.

The bet was fixed and the colored 
man took off his right boot and boc! 
and produced a trade dollar from hi 
inside sock. Then he took over tk 
dollar bet.

“Pretty smart, that little trick" 
said the conductor, as the car stih 
rolled onward as innocently as sin» 
ly.—¡Philadelphia Times.

--------- » «» *-------- _

to refrain from asking for a pencil to | • ( L RIOSlII I
actually make a memorandum of this

1 droll experience.
Then the host rose sadly and slow ! 

ly to his feet, and winking to a dude ; 
of the second degree, went out into | 
the corridor. Then, one by one, with 1 
excuses in vile English, all the other • 

j dudes followed him.
Little Mme. Theo did not see what 

happened in the corridor, and the lit 
tie tailor—her confiding husband— 

I will have to trust to these columns 
• for the facts.

The three precursory bills footed 
up $21 75. The dude, under pres 
sure, yielded altogether $12 32. For 

1 the rest the dude in-chief timorously 
proffered to Meyer as a guaranty his 
gold headed cane, which Meyer, 
without so mnch as a grin in his 
sleeve, accepted. The gold-headed 
cane descended to the office. The | 
major-domo, wroth to perceive that | 
not even a waiter was to get any- | 
thing, followed it. Meyer furnished ; 
the menu and the wine list, and little 
Mme. Theo was regarded by the 
jerky reappearance of the five dudes, 
each secretly wondering if his credit1 
would be forcible enough to sustain I 
the faith of a supplementary cab
man.

When a World reporter inquired of I 
the major-domo of the “Dude Drop I 
In” a few particulars of this affair, 
that raspberry visaged official denied 
at first that anything at all had ever 
happened there. Pressed, adroitly, 
he confessed that such things were 
constantly happening. Altercations, 

I he said, between waiters of the 
| Brunswick and the electro-plated 
youths who patronize it, are so nu
merous, and invariably so energetic, 
that he never bothers himself to keep 
account of them.

“These things are frequent every 
where,” said the major domo, in good 
French, “but there are none of them 
the business of the newspapers. We 
are obliged every day to remind 
young men in New York that to have 
charged one dinner is not a sufficient 
recommendation to be allowed to 
charge two. If the World will pay | 
the bills of these young men we will 
only be too glad to give in exchange 
their histories of the table.”

“Enormous as are the resources of 
! the World.” replied the reporter, “we 
are hardly equal at such short notice 

I to so vast a demand. If we were to | 
| begin paying what you suffer in the 
way of bad debts we should under
take a task worthy of millionaires.”

“There are,” said Phillippe, of 
j Delmonico’s “a good many patrons of 
j the Brunswick, who, for reasons of 
I their own, forget to pay their bills. 
Perhaps it is the fault of the head 
waiter that he is too diffident. Per
haps, on the other hand, it is the fault 
of the young patrons that they are 
too poor. Here, we consider it un- 
gentlemanly to insist upon a settle
ment every time, and Mr. Delmonico 
has a patience truly marvelous. Any
body can come here and, after dining, 
indorse his name upon the bill. But, 
for the love of all the saintB, do not 
print this. If you do we sail rob the 
Brurswick of all its customers.”

I

The Gay City How Dudea were Dunned 
for Mme. Tlieo’fl Supper at Delmunlco'« 
Refltau rant.

All Paris has been roaring over the 
American diary, just published, of 
an opera bouffe prima donna lately 
touring in the United States. But. 
so far, none of the Parisian news
papers have printed a strangely true 
tale of Mme. Theo., and of a supper 
at which she was the honored guest.

The New York World says that 
when that fascinating wife of a clever 
Parisian tailor was in New York mak
ing a minimum of voice earn a maxi 
mum of salary, she was besieged by 
the dudal element of our society. 
They pelted her with flowers, to pay 
for which they “pooled” their meager 
allowances, they sent her notes which 

| hired correspondents wrote for them, 
and they asked her to suppers for 
which the Hotel Brunswick was as 
usual forced to involuntarily enlarge 
its confidence in the human race.

Bittle Mme. Theo used to accept 
everything with a charming smile. 
The bouquets she never declined. 
The notes she always handed to her 
husband, who indorsed on each the 
rough draft of a reply for his secre
tary to indite, and the invitations to 
supper she either refused or aceepted 
as she was prompted by the same 
conjugal adviser. It will, no doubt, 
pain a good many young gentlemen 
of the beau monde to learn that even 
the choice French poulets of Mr. 
Robert Cutting were invuriably sub
mitted to her husband bv Mme. Theo, 
aqd that she never failed to amuse 
that good humored little Paris tailor 
with full particulars of what was 
eaten, drunk, said, or done at the 
suppers to which her dudal admirers 
were rash enough to invite her.

One of her late hosts is a very 
dude of very dudes. He is ridicu
lously thin. His legs certainly do 
not measure over seven inches in the 
girth of their broadest parts. When 
he patrols Fifth avenue he looks like 
a pair of runaway callipers measur
ing the sidewalk for fun. His face 
looks like that of a rubber doll. His 
high collar has elongated his neck 
to the most surprising extreme. He 
has the expression of a paralyzed 
jack in-the box. He could stab one 
with hit boot-toe, and the brim of his 
hat would make a respectable piazza 
for a country house.

His gift of borrowing would make 
a Bohemian grow green with envy. 
As soon as his name is mentioned 
in Delmonico’s, everybody in hear
ing takes out his pocket-book and 
calculates the interest on his I O 
U’s. About the only thing that 
spoils the appetite of Charles Del- 
uionico at the lettuce-salad-and-plain
dressing stage of his dinner is an 
allusion to this young prodigal. 
Phillippe, the head waiter, grins deep 
down to the lowest*pottom of his 
waistcoat when he hoars of him, and 
the pale Swiss at the desk trepiblirtg- 
ly computes the aggregate of his 
bills eveiy time he passes the door 
without looking in.

It was this dudeliest of the dudes 
who. speaking French with unusual 
fluency, was the last New York “So
ciety man” to ask Mme. Theo to 
supper. The little French woman 
referred his note, as usual, to her 
little husband. Her little husband, 
in the act of devising a costume for 
his wife that should show enough of 
her to the police, said: "BienBut 
it is safe, mv cherished,”’ and little 
M me. Theo, her performance being 
over, got into the carriage in which 
the swain was waiting and drove off 
to the “Dude Drop In." as they call 
the Brunswick nowadays.

There were six dudelings in the 
party — small, undeveloped dudes, 
who are to the consummate of their 
kind what whitebait are to fresh her
ring These tender creatures—who 
should have been in bed, all of them, 
by 10 o'clock—received her raptor 
ously. A private room had lieen or
dered. With infinite cackling and 
smiling and good French and bad 
English the procession streamed up 
stairs to it. At the door Meyer, the 
Alsatian head waiter, met them. In 
the shadow stood the high shoul
dered. raspberry visaged major domo, 
whose business it is to see that no 
waiter gets a larger fee than his 
own.

The dudes stumbled into the room. 
Little M me. Theo, taking mental 
notes for the little tailor at home, 
took the seat of honor. The subli
mate dude, who is the hero of the 
story, called for a menu and a wine 
list

There was a pause.
He called a trifle louder.
Another pause.
Little Mme. Theo went on with 

her mental stenography at a re 
doubled pace, and all the dudelings 
grew silent as young geese do be
fore a thunderstorm.

Then the dude en chef raised his 
voice and demanded an explanation.

It came in the form of three rec 
tangular pieces of paper. Meyer, the 
head waiter who presented them, 
bowed with an expression equally 
compounded of obsequiousness and 
doubt The major domo in the shade 
turned even redder than usual. The 
chief dude waxed as purple as a fox
glove.

When monsieur has been good 
enough to pay these trifles." whis- 
pered Meyer, in very audible French, 
“it is possible that monsieur’s com
mands for service of the new will be 
repeated.”

A ghastly pallor overcame the dude- 
en-chef.

The little dudes wished, each in his 
small soul, that they were mile* away. 
It was all little Mme. Theo could do

I

i Few lntereetiuK l‘»ri«r»pll» lilven for 
Whutthry are Worth Head aud Draw 
Your Own Coucluflioii».

a wonderful cavb.
About a mile from the market 

town of Adelsburg. in Austria, and 
three miles from Trieste, is to be Been 
the most wonderful cavern in Europe, 
and possibly in the world, called the 
Adelsberg Cave, and which has been 
pxploied for a length of nearly 3,000 
yards, as far as a subterranean lake. 
This cavern consists of several grot
toes, from sixty to eighty feet high. 
The interior resounds with the noise 
of water, as a little river runs com
pletely through it, forming many 

I cascades on its way, and being finally 
lost to view in a fissure. This river 
continues its subterranean course for 
about eight miles, and after a time it

whence it emerges as a navigable 
river called the Laibach. The en
trance to the cave of Adelsburg is 
illuminated by hundreds of candles, 
and a transparent curtain composed 
of large sheets of crystallized lime
stone, is seen hanging from the roof. 
The vast hall or ball-room is about 
180 yards from the entrance. It is 
300 feet long and 100 feet high, and 
is adorned with transparent stal
actites of everv kind of fantastic 
shape and form. Until the year 
1818, this ball-room was the only 
part known; but at this date the 
wall of stalagmite was broken 
through, and a serieB of chambers 
exposed to view possessing a cathe
dral like appearance, from the stal- 
actities in many instances forming 
vast columns, by meeting the stalag
mites below. In the Adelsberg cav 
era, numerous specimens are found 
of the proteus, a kind of lizard that 
dwells in the bottom of the cavern 
lakes.

THE HEAD OF RICnELIEU.
Cardinal Richelieu was buried iu 

the vaults of the Sorbonne. At the | 
Revolution the Sorbonne was pil
laged for five days. The magniticent 
mausoleum of Richelieu was saved ; 
with ilitliculty by the intervention of1 
Lenoir; but a certain M. Cheval con- | 
trived to possess himself of the em
balmed face of Richelieu, which | 
seems to have been severed from the 
back part of the head. For a while 
he boasted of his relic, but a time 
came when he was afraid it might 
compromise him, and he begged an 
abbe called Armez to relieve him of 
it. The abbe carried it with him 
into Brittany and gave it to his 
brother, who. finding that the skin 
which covered the face was likely to 
decay, had it varnished with a yellow 
varnish used in bird stuffing. So it 
remained until about sixteen years 
ago, when one day a man arrived at 
the Tuileries with a smell casket un
der Ins arm, which he presented to 
Napoleon III., who found that it 
contained the mask of the great car
dinal. Finally, after so mauy vicis 
situdes, it was restored to its place in 
the mansoleum of the Sorbonne. 
Before this, however, a drawing was 
made from it, which is reproduced in 
the Gazette. Very ghastly it looks, 
but still strangely lifelike, with the 
long white mustache falling over 
compressed lips, and the shaggy eye
brows over empty eye sockets, and 
the Roman nose still giving an im
posing character to the face.

INGENIOUS WOOD-CARVING.
A remarkable specimen of wood

carving has been exhibited to the N. 
Y. Times by our townsman, P. W. 
Converse, it is a cane presented to 
Sumner Southworth of Williamstown, 
Mass., a friend of Mr. Converse, by 
Alanson P. Dean of Oswego, and is 
the work of the latter. The cane is 
of American boxwood, the handle 
being formed of the root of the tree. 
Mr. Dean has taken advantage of the 
natural curve by carving it into a 
symmetrical and artistic ornament. 
Just below the curve is a figure of a 
a lion destroying a serpent, the lat
ter in its death struggle coiling 
about the body of the lion. Further 
down are carved the name of the 
recipient of the gift, the date and 
other inscriptions and the remainder 
of the shaft is inscribed with maxims, 
such as “Continued cheerfulness is 
the most manifest sign of wisdom,” 
scripture texts and sacred and my
thological emblems. The whole is 
most elaborate and elegant, and the 
extraordinary part of it all is that 
the only implement used was an or 

. dinary jack knife. We doubt if the 
j equal of this unique work has ever 
been produced.

THE MARBURG ARCHIVES.

An interesting discovery has re
cently been made in the Marburg 
archives, in the shape of thirty large 

| parchment volumes containing the 
official documents relating to the 
employment of Hessian troops bv 

i British Government and to their par 
' ticipation in the American Revolu- 
I tionary war. These volumes not 
only contain the entire diplomatic 
negotiations between the Landgrave 
of Hesse and Great Britain, but-also 

| the complete correspondence of this 
i prince with his Generals in America. 
I with excellent sketches and maps of 
¡the localities of the Hessian head
quarters.

Dentist’s Queer Story.—A
“Why,” said a prominent dentist to a 
Journal reporter, “a beautiful young 
lady came to me and insisted on hav
ing her really tine teeth pulled out 
and false ones put in their place. I 
protested that it would be foolish, 
silly, senseless; but she said no, she 
would have them out, and if I would 
not do it some other dentist would. 
•My teeth are not fashionable,’ said 
she; ’they are too long, and short lit
tle broad teeth like corn kernels are 
all the fashion now, and no one ad 
mires my mouth, and I will have 
them.’ So I made her the teeth, and 
they cost her just 9800. She couldn’t 
see any one for two weeks after I 
pulled out her own. They were the 
upper ones only, and I made them 
up with gold plates for a handsome 
young fellow who had his own teeth 
knocked out in a base ball game. The 
worst of it is that he is in love with 
this very girl whose teeth he wears, 
and she knows they are hors. Just 
ponder on that.”

A certain Albany young lady has 
standing engagements for every 
night in the week except Friday night. 
It is the opinion of a certain young 
gentleman that she is the believer in 
the superstitious idea that Friday is 
an unlucky day. and holds this par 
ticular night in baud to kill offrineli
gible suitors. At ftuy rate he asked 
permission to call last Monday night, 
and was told she was engaged. 
“Well, how about Tuesday night?” 
said he. "Oh, I have promised M-----
to go with him to-----Tuesday night.”
“Well,” 1’11 call around Wednesday 
evening.” Don’t you do it,” she says, 
“for that is Mr.----- 's night” “What
about Thursday night, then’" "I 
have a particular engagement for 
that evening.” "Well, I can come 
Friday night?” “Yes, I'll try to find 
a place for you Friday evening.” 
Now that young man says he’ll be 
hanged if he goos there Friday.

----------»«»fl
A cubic inch of gold is worth $210; 

a cubic foot, $362.380; a cubic yard. 
$9.797,762. This is valuing it at $18 
an ounce. At the commencement of 
the Christian era. there was in the 
world $427,000/>00 in gold. This bad 
diminished to $57.000,000 at the time 
America waa discovered. when it be 
gan to increaXe. Now the amonnt of 
gold iu use is estimated at $6,000.000,- 
000.

disappears imo the caverns of Laase.
i . “ .'i _____ _ «> navi<rflhla

Mrs. Burnaby, the wife of Col. 
Burnaby, the English traveler, has | 
published a book of her wamleringB [ 
over the Swiss mountains in winter 1 
with two or three guides. She ad ’ 
vises all consumptive patients to: 
foilow her example, assnring them I 
that they will find climbing up a ■ 
perpendicular mountain far easier! 

t than walking on level ground.

A practical application of the el<r I 
trie railway system, in connection I 
with industrial economy, has been I 
made at the extensive linen bleach I 
ing establishment of M. Fournet, a I 
Le Breuilen Ange, France, the objee, 
being to collect the fabric after it bat 
undergone the tinaj whitening pW 
cess of exposure to the rays of th» 
sun. The train for this purpose is 
driven by a locomotive having s 
Siemens dynamo electric machim 
for a motor. The currents to drivs 
this motor are derived from a batten 
of Faure accumulators, which an 
contained in a separate vehicle, hi 
practical operation, the train starti 
from the factory with the wagons 
empty, and comes to a stop when it 
arrives at the bleach fields. By th« 
simple movement of a handle, th« 
motor is thrown into the requisite 
gear with a set of windlass roller! 
used to windup the linen—the whole 
operation being alike ingenious and 
efficient. ---------  —----------

M. Gentilli’s speech recorder, or 
glossograph, as it is termed, continue« 
to attract much attention in Vienna 
It is described as a combination of 
delicate levers and blades, which, 
being placed upon the tongue and 
lips and tinder the nostrils of a 
speaker, are vibrated by the move 
meats of the former and the breath 
flowing from the latter. This vibra 
tion js transmitted to pencils; the 
latter transcribe the several signs 
produced by the action of the tongns 
and lips, and the breath from the 
nostrils, upon a strip of paper moved 
by a mechanical arrangement: s 
unique system of writing is the result 
of this—based upon the principle of 
syllable construction and combination 
of consonants.

A German has invented a safe 
which, on its lock being tampered 
with, throws open its doors, seizes 
and drags and locks in the burglar, 
and handbuffs and holds him in readi 
ness to be conducted to the police 
court in the morning.” This sortol 
a safe may be very good for protection 
against the burglars, but what this 
country is in need of is some con
trivance that will nail the cashier as 
he is going over the back fence in 
the direction of Canada, with the 
funds of the bank. During the past 
vear or two the financial concerns 
have suffered more at the hands ot 
defaulters and decampers than they 
have at the hands of burglars.

The fashion of carrying bouquet» 
in the hand is no longer in vogue in 
high life: instead, they are arranged 
in half-circles in small holders and 
attached to the waist-belt. This is » 
convenient way of carrying them, 

not too 
exagger- 
be over 
trimmed 
take the 
bouquet

and they look well when 
large; but, as everything is 
ated, they are very apt to 
done. Small half-baskets 
with beads, lace and ribbon 
place of the old fashioned 
holder.

A Texas paper tells this cheerful 
tale of the experimental school of 
medicine: “A woman came to » 
prominent physician and asked for a 
remedy for her husband’s rheutna 
tism. The doctor gave her a pre
scription and said: ‘Get that pre 
pared at the drug store, and rub it 
well over your husband’s back. If it 
does any good, come and let me 
know, I've got a touch of rhenma 
tism myself.’ ”

A two-foot rule was given to a la 
borer in a Clyde boat-yard to meas 
ure an iron plate. The laborer, after 
much time, returned. “Noo. Mick,” 
asked the plater, “what size is the 
plater’ “Well,” replied Mick, with 
a grin of satisfaction, “it’s the length 
of your rule and two thumbs over, 
with this piece of brick, and the 
breadth of my hand, and my arm 
from here to there, bar a finger.”

When you see a prominent citizen, 
a bright and shining light in society, 
and an energetic man in business, 
and all that sort of thing, pause in 
the middle of the pavement and 
gaze about him with a glassy look in 
his eye you needn’t thiukof apoplexy 
and paralysis. He is simply trying 
to remember an errand his wife told 
him to do.

A gentleman who had taken the 
right of shooting over a moor in 
Ayrshire at a high rent bagged only 
two brace the first day. After count 
ing the price, he grumblinglv re
marked to the tenant of the moor 
that the birds had cost him two 
guineas the brace. The tenant very 
innocently replied: A weel. sir, ve 
may be thankful ye hail gotten sae 
few o’ them: they’re far too deur.”

A gentleman accidently stepped on 
a dainty poodle led by an elegant 
woman. “Stupid, a little more and 
von would have crushed Fido.” “Ah: 
If I had crushed him I would have 
replaced him." “You flatter your
self.”

? English traveler thinks that 
we have mighty comfortable quar 
ters in our sleeping cars. Yes. we 
generally do have a pocket full of 'em- 
when we start, but we fee 'em all out 
to porters before we get there.


