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OHAPTER XIV.—(CoNTINUSD,)
“When my grandfather died his will
rovided that his two orphan nleces,
and myself, should be brought up

allke on the family estate and recelve
the same education. He also arranged
that my Aunt Marcia ghould remain
with me, He never loved me, hut he was
a just man, Had he known the tortur-

ing life betore me, I doubt not hie wouldﬂ

have made better provision for the
child of his eldest son, My Aunt Pa-
mella—but, no, I will not describe her.
The bitterness of childish feelings
come back through all these years.
Let her actlons tell you how hard and
pitiless she could be. She disliked me
thoroughly, She hated my mother for
coming into the family without a for-
tune to add to its grandeur, and dally
and hourly 1 was made to feel the in-
ferlority of my position to that of her
darling Flora, whose comfortable in-
come lay accumulating In the
banks, Childhood ls light-hearted and
elastic, so 1 did not feel this persecu-
tion as my helpless Aunt Marica did.
Often have I wondered to see her with
flashing eyes tearing around our hum-
ble little room in the upper story, like a
wild beast In its fury, vowing ven-
geance with a terrible earncstness that
frightened me even then, She loved me
s0 much that every slight to me was
& thousand-fold worse than open insult
to herself. It was a hard life, and grew
worse as 1 advanced toward malden-
hood, It was very Injudiclous, but na-
tural, that Aunt Marica should teach
me to look forward to some time In the
future, when I should trinmph over my
‘persecutors, How 1 remember her
gloating over my fair face ns a means
of lifting us away from our woeful life!
‘And how she encouraged my cfforts in
my studies, glorylng in my proficiency

JBbove Flora, whose abundart pleasures

diverted her attention.
At length a drawing masler came Lo
teach us. It wae your father, Walter,
and with his coming dawned a new ex-
fstence for me. He penetrated the thin
vell of affectation that hid Flora's sel-
fish, frivolous heart, and turned away
the moment his duties were over, It
was not so with me; he lingered by my
glde after our pencils had been laid
away, He joined me in my rambles,
He shared every pleagant hour 1 knew.
He was 80 kind T thought I could never
repay him. Perhaps out of gratitude
love was born; but I loved him as a
true, warm-hearted woman loves but
once In a lifetime. No wonder what is
left of me is called cold and fey. 1
thought earth held no brighter joy
when he whigpered his declaration of
love. My aunt had watched us with
Iynx-eyed vigllance. She said only that
I must keep it secret when I went to
her with my new-found happiness,
“At that time the house was throng-
ed with company, among whom was
the Hon. Mr. Conmore, then the pre-
sumptive Lord Collinwood, and his
brother Arthur., Regard for appear-

ances prevented my Aunt Pamelia | the frightened crowd.
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solent, hau;ﬁty relatives, who broke
the heart of your sweet mother, and, if
they could, would break yours too.!

“'Tell me what it is," I demanded
flercely.

“*Only this,’ replied she--‘you have
unbounded influence over Paul Kirk-
land. He goes olten to shoot on the
cliff that overhangs the lake, and he
who Is soon to be Lord Collinwood al-
ways accompanies. Bid him go to-
morrow; there ghall be a duck on the
water. Tell him to say, “Come, Con-
more, step upon the rock and let us
gce how close you can fire!” Only that,
Eleanor, and all your wishes will be
accomplished.'

“Oh, my children, my children, here
was my sin. 1 asked her not a word; I
meant to shut out the respongibility of
knowing what were her intentions, 1
never dreamed they were 8o terrible,
but I knew it was something wrong, 1
knew it, I knew it, but I would not
harken to the voice of conscience, 1
went stralght to Paul, while the fever
of anger glowed in my veins, Oh, pity
my undying remorse! Walter, his son,
and Eleanor, child of mine! 1 used his
love for me to ruin him forever. I gave
him the long-refused kiss; I let him
clasp my hand in his, and then asked
my boon-—to decoy his noble friend to
the rock upon the cliff, and challenge
him to fire, Paul seemed to wonder,
but with his unbounded confidence in
me he refused to question me—said
something about mistrusting I wanted
to win a wager, and promised readily,
We parted, Paul and I, gally and lov-
ingly. Oh, Heaven, that parting—it
was for life! Was it for eternity also?"”
CHAPTER XV.
; HE laid her head
back, fainting and
convuleed for
breath. Eleanor
sprang for the cor-
/ dial, and Walter
held the glass to
her lips. The spasm
passed, and both
besought her to re-
frain from further

? recital, but, per-
sisting, she continued:

“I parted from Paul and from peace
of mind forever. The next day I heard
her betrothed give Flora a light kiss,
and say in his cheery voice, ‘I'm off for
a little sport with Kirkland on the
cliff.” With a vague, uneasy forebod-
ing, I went about my usual routine,
startled by a strange fear to find my
aunt had been absent since into the
midnight. Three hours after, and 1
heard a sudden outery on the lawn, I
flew to the window, There was a crowd
of servants around a hastily impro-
vised litter. Horror-stricken, I ran
down the stairs, passing Flora in the
hall.

“Just Heaven! it was Mr. Conmore's
bruised and mangled corpse. I heard

old Roger, the gardner, explaining to
‘l was gather-

from following her wishes and exclud- | ing herbs’ sald he, ‘and 1 see the
ing me from the drawing-rooms, and @ Whole. Miss Marcia seit for me. I see
s0 it happened Arthur Conmore be- | the honorable gentleman step onto
came interested In me, and showed a | the rock with his gun raised, when

flattering preference for my society. 1
told it to my Aunt Marcia, with a
girl's foolish pride of conquest, but

gald lightly my duty to Paul required | him.
! rock many a time, and iy was as firm

1 should repulse him. My aunt's eyes
eparkled. 1 will not stay to tell how she
worked upon my vanity and pride, my
evil, revengeful feelings, till

I had |

.: down came the rock, tearing along and

striking on those ugly rocks below. 1

| knew he must be dead before I got to

It's strange; I've been on the
as it could be; but I s'pose that last
rain loosened it somewhat, Oh, how
white and dead ke poor Master Kirk-

promised to bring Arthur Conmore to | !and was when he got to him! “Dead,
my feet, and keep him there uutil she : dead!" said he, and putting his hands

gave me leave to dismiss him. All |
thought about was to show Flora | was
not so insignificant as she thought.

Poor, giddy moth, | was fluttering |

around the candle of my destruction.
The firet 1 knew 1 was literally engag-
ed to two persons. My aunt hushed my

alarm and promised to bring me safely |

out of the dificulty. Meanwhile my ire
was kept aflame by the supercilious
speeches of Flora, who sneeringly told
me one day that if Arthur Conmore
would condescend to marry me she
would persuade his brother, to whom
she was engaged, to allow us, when he
became Lord Colllnweod, enough in-
come 1o keop us from starvation, Need
1 explain how sueh wik operated on
the mind of a sensitive, high-spirited
girl, brought up as | had been® Alas
1 was ready to Join with my auni, and
long for some misfortune o come to
place her beneath my feet. | still con-
tinued to see Paul, and luoved him even

passionately (han al
for my frequent

fimt. MHe

| to his head he fell back in a dead faint

himself. They've carrled him to his
boarding-house.’

“I did not wait to hear Flora's
shrieks, but crept back to my room,
There sat my Aunt Marcia, singing
"softly a war hymn,

“YAre you crazy ? eried |,
' know what has happened ?
“*1 know that Arthur Conmore, (o
whom you are engaged, will be Collin-
wood soon,' answered she exultingly.
“1 flung mysell nmpon the floor in the
abandonment of terror from the gullty

‘Do you

lHght that burst upon me. ‘Aunt, aunt,'
eried 1, "are you, and I, and Paul, his
murdervis?®

“She lavghed, Strange that | did no
see then It was & maniac's glee!

“rAnnabel” sald she, ‘you mual obey
me now, or ba lost, | shall go to Paul
Kirkland and tell him you wish to see
him no more that you are engaged to
shother. You must write It for me to
carry (o him.'

“ive up Paul® eried |
never?

“rAnunabel’ sald she, steraly, ‘"all
my life | have worked for this: your
weak senilments sha't not balk me
now. Think of your mardersd mother

of your ewn hard ol -of the lnsuits
and indignities heaped wpon us and
e slrong &s an aveager’

1 cannot Nive without Paul
wd |
O "Feal” snswered she, bywesn  her
| elenched teeth, ‘you shall! Do yeu aot
there ia wo chance for guch & union’
believes you gullly of murder his
wie. Do you think Lhere 1 e
® for you as Bia wile? 1| il
would b wrelohed yoursall,
Bl wih you lale the guit of
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| and strong it o’ermastered the tender-
| ness of love, Then she held up the only

.solf as I came to gain a name for ex-

pitilessly, for her hate was so fleroe

hope that was left—the glittering coro=
net—the noble name of Lady Collin-
wood. Weary and hopeless in my de-
spalr, I let her have her way, Con-
gratulating myself that the worst he
thought of me, the more hope there
was for his future happiness, 1 wrote
my note to Paul, My aunt came back
telling me he sent only this mord to
me—that he should fly from the eoun-
try, and if he could, escape from re-
membrance of hope and me. 1 knéw
now by his narrative, how he changed
his name, and in India married a good
young girl, who loved him without his
seeking her favor, but died when her
son was born—how he was ship-wreck-
ed on the desolate island, and in the
inscrutable ways of Providence loved
and educated my lost daughter. For
me, I married Lord Collinwood, for his
father died scarcely a month after his
eldest son, He was a noble creature
and a tender hushband, but he had a
heavy grief to bear, for he knew the
fzy vell that lay on my heart. I would
not be a hypocrite—I could not return
his caresses. I loathed myself when I
endured them passively; I hated my-

emplary rectitude, which the shrinking
heart within me knew to be a whited
sepulchre, 0, heavens—the sufferings
I have endured, and kept. a smiling,
calm outside! 1 had not even the poor
consolation of my aunt’s sympathy,
The very day after my marriage she
gave unmistakable signs of insanity;
andshe died araving maniac, My hus-
band died too, and, horrible as it may
geem, it was an intense relief to be free
from the need of dissembling, 1 ad-
mired, respected, reverenced him, and
was thankful that he was taken from
#0 false and unworthy a partaer—from
g0 hollow and loveless a life.

“In after yvears I grew to ponder
upon the fate of Paul, until it grew to
be a morbid ecraving to make some
atonement to him or his children, If he
had them. I eaused numerous secret
Inquiries, and found at last that he had
galled for India. To Indla—on pre-
text of settling some property of my
husband’s there—I went in my broth-
er-in-law's ship—the only son left of
the hapless family—the present Lord
Collinwood, I mean. I found no trace
of Paul beyoud his arrival and depart.
ure with a son.

‘TO BB CONTINUED.)

THE UNSEEN LITTER.

Dirt In the Kitehen That the
wife Never Beholds.

Mrs. Lynn Linton does not lke the
“litter that is never seen.” She sayz:
“Out of sight, too, the dirty cook stows
away her unwashed saucepans and her
encumbered plates, so that the lady's
eyes ghall not light upon them when
she comes into the kitchen to give or-
ders for to-day’s dinner. Out of sight
they are beyond knowledge; and unlesgs
the lady be one of the old-fashioned
kind—one who turns up the down-
turned pots and pans and peers into
dresser drawers, to find clean clothes
and soiled—washleathers as black as
ink and half loaves of stale bread—rot-
ten apples and moldy lemons—silver
spoons and rusty knives, all in higgle-
dy-piggledy together, she will know
nothing of the welter of waste, dirt and
untidiness reigning in her kitchen. 1t
is all out of sight, and, for the most
part, out of mind, too, with the cook,
it necessarily out of the lady's knowl-
edge—those Roentgen rays we know of
not yet having become general detect-
ives to proclaim the hidden state of
closed drawers.”

Houso-

‘The Best Mother.

In a herdic the other day a manly
little fellow got up from his seat by
the door and moved down to the other
end to make place for a one-legged
gentleman whose crutch would have
made havoe of dainty dresses. “Thank
yvou, my son ' said the old fellow, “You
have a good mother.” “Best ever was,”
was the smiling response of the little
fellow, as he raised his hat and then
took the fare to put in the box. 'That
was a boy in a thousand, and his atock-
ings were darned at the knee and the
hem let out of his short knee-pants,
so that riches had nothing to do with
It. One must think sometimes, when
riding in public conveyances, that
“good mothers” are a scarce article, or
“hotter boys,” boys with Improved
manners. would be more frequently
met with,—Washington Star,

Paercise the Hest Cosmeiis.

Pink cheeks are much better obiained
with exercise than with cosmetios. 1If
a girl does not wish to appear at the
breakfast table with a pale, sallow fave
she should go out into the fresh morn-
jak alr and take a short, brisk walk
Rouge will supply thispinkness, bug the
morning sun has a cruel waye howing
up the effects of rouge. Sunlight Is
splendid cosmetie. Heek the sunlight
is the advice of n)l present-day hygien-
ists. Patients on the sunny side of Lhe
hospital ward recover soonest The
woman who always walks on the sunny
side of the sireet outlives her shade
seoking sister by ten yeurs. Rieep in
rooms where the sun has shed his raye
all day

A Wallnw iplesat

An Huglishman and an  Amerioan
girl at & slale ball waiv ialhing aver
some of the people present when the
former sald: "Thalt s Lard K whe
has Just passed.  Mave you met him ™

“Yen " was the anawer, and | thought
m entremely duil” “You surprise
e Mo s ane of 1he mast beilliant
Mghta of our servioe™ Heally ™ pe
tarned 1he Ameriean gicl  “Thea ill
I my ture e be surprised.  His bight |
Alchered s when he lalked with me |
i

ihat | sot him dewn ax oue of your

laliew diplawats

TALMAGE'S SERMON.

“QOBPEL FARMING"” SUBJECT
OF SUNDAY'S DISCOURSE,

Frem the Text “I am the True Vise

and My Father Is the Husbandman™
~Jeohn AV: 1-— Plowiag and Sowing
et We May Reap the Geod Thinge
of Lite.

HIB last summer,
bhaving gome In
different directions
over 'between ‘five
‘and slx thousand
miles of harvest
flelds, I can hardly
open my Bible
without smelling
_ the breath of new-
: iy mown hay and gee-
- - ' Ing the golden light
of the wheat fleld. And when I open
diy Bible to take my text, the Scripture
leaf rustles like the tassels of the corn.
We were nearly all of us born in the
country. We dropped corn in the hill,
and went on Baturday to the mill, ty-
ing the grist in the center of the sack
80 that the contents on either side the
horse balanced each other: and Jdrove
the cattle afleld, our bare feet wet with
the dew, and.rode the horses with the
halter to the brook until we fell off,
and hunted the mow for nests until the

is supperied by an athletic and !n-
dustricus yeomanry. So long ago as
before the fall of Carthage, Strabo

wrote twenty-eight books on agricul-
ture; Heslod wrote a poem on the same
subject—"The Weeks and Days.” Cato
was prouder of his work on husbandry
than of all his miitary conquests, But
I must not be tempted into & discus-
sion of agricultural conquests. Btand-
ing amid the harvests and orchards
and vineyards of the Bible, and stand-
ing amid the barvests and orchards
and vineyards of our own country—
larger harvests than have ever before
.been -gathered—I'want te run.out-the
‘analogy between the production of
crops and the growth of grace in the
soul—all these sacred writers making
use of that analogy.

In the first place, I remark, in grace
as In the flelds, there must be a plow.
That which theologians call convie-
tion is only the plow-share turning
up the sins that have been rooted and
matted in the soul. A farmer sald to
hie indolent son: ‘“There are a hun-
dred dollars buried deep in that field.”
The son went to work and plowed the
fleld from fence to fence, and he plow-
ed it very deep, and then complained
that he had not found the money;
but when the crop had been gather-
ed and sold for a hundred dollars more
than any previous year, then the
young man took the hint as to what
his father meant when he sald there
were a hundred dollars buried down

feathered occupants went cackling
away. We were nearly all of us born
in the country, and all would have
stayed there had not some adventur-
ous lad on his vacation come back
with better clothes and softer hands,
and set the whole village on fire with
ambition for city life. So we all un-
derstand rustic allusions. The Blble
is full of them. In Christ's sermon
on the Mount you could gee the full-
blown lilles and the glossy back of the |
crow's wing as it flies over Mount Oli-

., Davld and John, Paul and Jeaiah |

nd In country life a gource of fre-
quent illustration, while Christ in the
text takes the responsibility of calling
God a farmer, declaring, “My Falher
is the hushandman,”

Noah was the first farmer, We say
nothing about Cain, the tiller of the |
soll. Adam was a gardener on a large |
scale, but to Noah was given all the
acres of the earth, Elisha was an ag-
rleulturist, not cultivating a ten-acre
lot, for we find him plowing with
twelve yoke of oxen. In Bible timeg !
the land was so plenty and the inhabi- |
tants go few that Noah was right when |
he gave to every inhabitant a certain
portion of land; that land, if culti-
vated, ever after to be his own posses- |
slon. Just as in Nebraska the United
Btates Government on payment of $16
years ago gave pre-emption right to
160 acres to any man who would settle
there and cultivate the soil.

All classes of people were expected to
cultivate ground except ministers of re-
liglon. It was supposed that they
would have their time entirely occu-
pled with their own profession, al-
though I am told that sometimes min-
isters do plunge so deeply into world-
liness that they remind one of what
Thomas Fraser sald In regard to a
man in his day who preached very
well, but lived very ill: “When he is
out of the pulplt, it is a pity he should
ever go into it, and when he is in the
pulpit it is a pity he should ever come
out of it.”

They were not small crops raised in
those times, for though the arts were
rude, the plow turned up very rich
soll, and barley, and cotton, and flax,
and all kinds of grain came up at the
call of the harvesters. Pliny tells of
one stalk of grain that had on it be-
tween three and four hundred ears.
The rivers and the brooks, through ar-
tificial channels, were brought down to
the roots of the corn, and to'this habit
of turning a river wherever it was
wanted, Solomon refers when he says:
“The king's heart Is in the hand of the
Lord, and he turneth it as the rivers of
waler are turned, whithersoever he
will”

The wild beasts were. caught, and'
then a hook was put Into their nose,
and then they were led ovar the fleld,
and to that God refers when he says
to wicked Sennacherib: *“I will put a
hook in thy nose and I will bring thee |
back by the way which thou camest.”
And God has a hook In every bad man's |
mose, whether it be Nebuchadnezzar or |
Ahab or Herod. He may think himseif |
wery independent, but some time iIn |
his life, or In the hour of his death, |
he will-fmd that the Lord Almighty !
has & hook in his nose,

This was the rule in regard to the
eulture of the ground: “Thou shalt |
not plow with an ox and an #ss to-
gether,” illustrating the folly of ever
putting Intelligent and useful and plhi- |
able men In assoclation with the stub-
born and the unmanageable. The vast
majority of troubles In the churches
and in reformatory institutions comes
from the disregurd of this command |
the lord, “Thou shalt not plow
with an ox and an ass logether.™

There were large amounis of prop- |
erty invested in cattle. The Moablies

100,000 sheep a8 an annusl tax. |

b had 7000 sheep, 1,000 camels, 500
yoke of oxen. The Ume of vielage
was ushered In with mirth and music
The clusters of the "::u were put Into
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in that fleld. Deep plowing for a erop.
Deep plowing for a soul. He who
makes light of sin will never amount
to anything In the church er in the
world, If a man speaks of sin as
though it were an inaccuracy or a mis-
take, Iinstead of the loathesome,
abominable, consuming, and damning
thing that God hates, that man will
never yield a harvest of usefulness,

When I was a boy 1 plowed a fleld
with a team of epirited horses, I
plowed it very quickly. Once in a
while I passed over some of the sod
without turning it, but I did not jerk
back the plow with its rattling de-
vices. 1 thought it made no differ-
ence. After awhile my father came
along and sald: “Why, this will never
do: this isn’t plowed deep enough;
there you have missed this and you
have missed that.” And he plowed it
over again. The dificulty with a great
many people is that they are only
seratched with conviction when the
subsoll plow of God's truth ought to
be put in up to the beam.

My word is to all SBabath schoo!
teachers, to all parents, to all Chris-
tian workers—Plow deep! Plow deep!

And If in your own pergonal experi-
ence you are apt to take a lenient view
of the sinful side of your nature, put
down into your soul the ten command-
ments which reveal the holiness of
God, and that sharp and glittering

| coulter will turn up your soul to the

deepest depths. If a man preaches to
you that you are only a little out of
crder by reason of sin and that you
need only a little fixing-up, he de-
ceives! You have suffered an appalling
injury by reason of sin. There are
quick poisons and slow polsons, but the
druggist could give you one drop that
could kill, the body. And ein s like
that drug; so virulent, so poisonous,
so fatal that one drop Is enough to kill
the soul.

Deep plowing for a crop. Deep plow-
ing for a eoul. Broken heart or no
religion. Broken soil or no harvest
Wky was it that David and the jailer
and the publican and Paul made such
ado about their sins? Had they lost
their senses? No. The plow-ghare
airuck them. Conviction turned up a
great many things that were forgotten
As a farmer plowing sometimea turne
up the skeleton of a man or the an-
atomy of a monster long ago buried
g0 the plow-share of conviction turn:
up the ghastly skeletons of sins long
ago entombed. Geologists mnevel
brought up from the depths of the
mountain mightier ichthyosaurus o)
megatherium.

But what means all this crooked
plowing, these crooked furrows, the re-
pentance that amounts to nothing, the
repentance that ends in nothing? Men
groan over their sins, but get no bet-
ter. They weep, but their tears are
pot counted. They get convicted, put
not converted. What l& the reason!
1 remember that on the farm we sel
a standard with a red flag at the
other end of the fleld. We kept our eye
on that. We almed at that. We plow-
ed up to that. Losing sight of that we
made a crooked furrow. Keeping our
eye on that we made a stralght fur-
row., Now In this matter of conviction

" we must have some standard to gulde
L. It 18 u red standard that God bhas

set at the other end of the flald, It
other end of the fleld. We kept our oye
that you will make a straight furrow,
Losing eight of it you will make a
crooked furrow. Plow up to the Cross,
Alm not at either end of the horlzsontal
plece of the Cross, but at the upright
plece, at the center of It, the heart of
the Son of God wha bore your sins
and made satisfaction. Crying and
weeping will not bring fou through.
“Mim hath God exalted to be a Prince
and & Baviour to give repentance.” ON,
plaw up te the Crosa’
.- 8 &

Amin, | remark, in grace as In the
farm there must be & reaping. Many
Christians speak of religion as though
R were & matler af sconomics or Insur-
ance. They supect to reap in the next
worlh Oh, ne! Now s the time &

Joy all ripe. Why do you not go ana
reap it? You have been groaning over
your infirmities for thirty years. Now
give one round ghout over your eman-
clpation. You say you have it so hard;
you might have it worse. You wonder
why this great cold trouble keeps re-
volving through your soul, turning
and turning with a black band on the
erank. Ah, that trouble is the grind-
stone on which you sge to sharpen your
sickle. To the flelds! Wake up! Take
off your green spectacles, your blue
spectacles, your black spectacles. Pull
up the cormers.of your,mouth as far
as you pull them down. ' To the felds]
Reap! reap!

The Savior folds a lamb In his bosom,
The little child filled all the house
with her music, and her toys are scat-
tered all up and down the stairs just as
she left them. What If the hand that
plucked four-o'clocks out of the mead-
ow Is stil]1? It will wave in the eternal
triumph. What if the volce that made
music in the home is still? It will sing
the eternal hosanna, Put a white rose
in one hand, a red rose in the other
hand, and a wreath of orange blossoms
on the brow; the white flower for the
vietory, the red flower for the Savior's
sacrifice, the orange blossoms for her
marriage day. Anything ghastly about
that? Oh, no! The sun went down
and the flower shut. The wheat
threshed out of the straw, “Dear Lord,
give me sleep,” sald a dying boy, the
son of one of my elders, “Dear Lord,
give me sleep.” And he closed his
eyes and woke In glory. Henry W.
Longfellow, writing a letter of condo-
lence to those parents, said, “Thoss
last words were beautifully poetie.”
And Mr. Longfellow knew what (»
poetiec, “Dear Lord, give me sleep.”

'"Twas not in cruelty, not in wrath
That the reaper came that day;
"ITwas an angel that visited the earth
And took the flower away.

S0 may it be with us when our work
{s all done. “Dear lord, give me
sleep.”

1 have one more thought to present.
I have spoken of the plowing, of the
sowing, of the harrowing, of the reap-
ing, of the threshing. I must now
speak a moment of the garnering.

WHEEL HUMOR.
*] was told you wouldn't {nsure bi-
eycle girls. Won't you insure me?”
“Not on your life!"—Cleveland Plain
Dealer.
She—Do you know this blcycle re-
mijnds me so much of you? He—How
fg that? Bhe—I always have a dAlck-
ens of a time getting It etarted.—
Cleveland Leader.
“] see they are applying ball bear-
ings to a great many things now.”
“Yes, they have a ball bearing rign
down where I keep my watch.'—
Washington Times. 5
“] want the blcycle number of The
Beottish Quarterly Review,” sald he to
the newsdealer. “I don’'t think The
Scottish Quarterly Review Las [ssued a
bicycle number, sir.”” “No? How rery
much behind the times!"—Pittsburg
Chronicle-Telegraph,
An elderly 1ady in Cleveland vicieus-
1y “swiped” with an umbrella a scorch-
er who missed her by about two Inches,
and the spectators applauded. An um-
brella is very well, but there {s some-
thing to be said In favor of an ax.—
Minneapolis Journal.

She (on the way over)—Juat to think
that this big ship is absolutely under
the control of the man at the wheel!
He—Oh, that's nothing! The man on
the wheel at home claims to have pow-
er enough to control the whole nation,

Philadelphia North American.

BITS OF KNOWLEDGE.

An ordinary silk hat weighs only
Eeven ounces,

The value of bicycle exports from
Great Britain, whole or in portione,
was last vear a million and a hall
sterling.

Luminous inks may now be used to
print signs to be visible in the dark.
Zinc salts and calcium are the mediuma
generally used.

It is reported that a white whale was
seen recently in Long Island Sound.
This animal |s rarely seen outside the
Arctic regions.

The synapta, a water inaect, is pro-
vided with an anchor, the exact shape
of the anchor used by the ships. By
means of this pecullar device the in-
sect holds Itself Armly in any desired
spot,

Up to the beginning of the fourteenth
century the popes of Rome were con-
tented with a single crown; and in 1303
the first double one was assumed and
in 1364 the present tiara, or triple one,
was adopted.

It is sald that a large well known
bank has an Invisible camers In & gal-
lery bebind the cashier's desks, so that
Al & signal from one of them any sus-
pected customer can instantly have his
photograph taken without his knowl
edge

When the Trans-Siberian Rallway b
completed in 1900, It will be poasible
for a globe trotler (0 eacircle the globe
In thirty days. Over the naw rouls he
wWill be able to reach S5t Petersburg
from Loaden in forty-Ave hours, and
arvive at Port Arthur in 280 hours

Three miles aa hour s about ke
average speed of the Gulf Stream. A‘
eertaln places, however, It altaing »
speed of BNy-one miles an hour, (A
extraordinary rapidity of the curresl
Giving he surface, when (he sun W
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The Mexican geverameni has amend
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