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A REVISIT TO LIBBY PRISON.

@omue time ago Chicugo capitalists pur-
md and removed to that ety “Libby
n"” of Richmond, Va., the old brick
parsbonse whers a0 many Uniou prisen
e were (ncarcerated duoring the
war. 1 is used ae & war museum snd
mmtains 8 large collection of very inter-
g relios )

g0 hus raised ber Jewelod haund
cinspedd her arm with anu e anid;

A & salnt may toy with & tyraul’s crown,
Aftar bis throvs hns been tuppled down,

As a slave may Lift his broke r
P test, lo might, ite strength sgaim

civil

WWhat is it they say, old comrades dear?
Mo sunimosity hartored here;
Na sectional fesling or parts

pite
ey
zh

B Libky Prisca? That's r that's
Tight,

"™We bave it the finvs * and peate

11. Lme the Dlasis of war stouid Cense .

Yo, lead me it "Tis the same low door

Thnt upen » g r ys ot befure

|
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LIBEY PRisON IN JS63,
On s day lke this. when the frost-cut)
lo vos
Prifting low on the smoky bresze,
Fell dew-dvel, on the crimsoned breast

B maty a lnd that Iy wt rest

fellow Iny

A nid

Hwnt

lits suit of gray
pr M eI,
Correst & moen,

stling smake at evenfall

ad—a Nnme-fringed pall!

As the
Pell o'er the dn

"Weil, how i
With inner s

k7 1 plainly wee,
it nwed to be

v 1t o
1. how

Herr wus the door and the post about
iy .
Where | eut iy nume with painful enre,
i ik f= npy chiid I las
ever d burned away

1 eun sursly find
well in !la;hl].
hut turned sround—

"dunt Lot mie grope
The spots 1 have
Eerv am
Thes ran
When the

wtanid
TI.’ 144

[ 2h]
the siairs
up this way from the ground, |
teaitor, Hoss, up therr wonld
the roll of our gaunt bund
socmm to be here alone—
I hear the 1one
drowned in a minie's

*How queer it

I ean almost fane)

9f n voice
ACTERI,

How, ont of my darkness faces gleam

Tinged nnd aglow with the campfire's
light,

Or wturved and dead In here at night

ohiE

“*Whsat wan, set looks. Not soldier fare, |

Not open fields marked such despair. 1

Oh! why do those eyes from out the gloom

80 sadiy peer in this prison room?

Leok, look, how they come from far and
1) 154} e

Anserubly call! The bouys are here!

*The courtyard fills, they’re trooplng in

ITA SURAODUNDINGS IN CHICAGO,

Dungeon and rat-hell, foul and dim:
Forwnrd, advauce! Old Lihby feel
The clash of spectral arm and stes];
While 1 -4 Samson ilind—o'erthrow
This cursed wailing place of woe!

- L] L] L] L] L ] L
“Ab, ves! Ah, yea! | raved. I know
The wnr was over long ago.

But lead me out where | can feel
The airs of freedom round me steal.
Yen, lead me out where brothers stand
Who've dropped the gon to clasp the
liand ! |

AFTER THIRTY YEARS.

LEVEN!

The mellow stroke rang out
sweetly on the atlll night air
of Rocklind snd & lonely warch-

ov who counted them as seconds bringing |
ararer and nearer the anddest day of her |
axistence, bent over her wretched sewing
and stifled & sob and a tenr.

There had been no Christmas joy in
Mary Burton's life for over & quarter of
s century, no pleasant birthday celebra-
tions, no holidny reunions—only sorrow,
Bitterness and longing, culminating In a
passion and agony of grief when Decors-
tlon Day came arpund.

Annow. Twelve! Memorial morn had
@awned, the day when vivid memory took
Ber back over the searlet path from Bum- |
ter to Richmonil, to find its Inst step near- |
Iy three decendes dintant, and yet she had
»ot forgotten one episode in which her
Beave hushand bad proven bis heroism,
saly to fall atthe threshhold of that gold-
s peace which made blue and gray
friouds mud beothers otice again.

1t Laed boon struggle. privation and lone-

ilwess sinve that mournful moment. Bhe

Bad eome to her dead huabund’s home af- |
ter the war, to be near hin grave, to con- |

wole Lis a
ond Mes, !

“Phe lawt look to-duy!" she murmured
Weokenly, placing aside ber sewing and
gaaitg frous the window past the moonlit
mesdow 0 where white monuments stood
lke sentinels on eternal guard, “The last
Sowers—the last good-bysl One gravel
@b, If it were only two—if the other but

mother, till abe, too, d

slept by her Iather's side, 1 could go In
LY |
ail morsing ad come
X £ <- :P
‘L[I ""I Il_|| _,.. :
;- '._ 2y 'T— A5

Mrs. Buarte nl recvived an offer to
Srohmpaiy a pithy family 1o Brazil as
Bousekevper. It sGid was ke ber pu exih
but it pronised comfort and & peryians
Lastane

She would rarry away with b b

Yer, wum g more ! L] wed
DeEart—ihe sorrowf © i
reaved mother t e L 1
& terribly for s dlionalet
and anguish lain anl her
sonl ke a hideous pa

Hlﬁ'-n:n‘ th hear her woltl nEg
busband's last woerds, &co ] ]
thelr ouly child, lintke Myrtle, t ie
year old, the river hoat on ¥ ey
wersé passengers had been atlas
ed und sunk by guerrilins

Mother as Itd wers soparated the
mafasion of reseue, and when the Iermble
night had passed away M5 v an
nowhere to be found

The franti ther had hauated the
vigipiry for weeks, wilh 1ors, sesking
for truoes of mlasing friends What Lad
™ i she never
wl 2% paliter lesdy was cast
AshiGre, wti-li i that
her child had fou

Mary Burt had given two to pAra
dise on thar eveniful ins if the
war, it seetned— Myrtle, the swenl, and
John Burton, private in the Aruy of the
Weat, byt sure captain n ¢ Lisgvenly
phalanx wi vulor and brought
the mesd deserved

“Crood-bye— lost one, my cherished

| one, dead o wild battle and dying o fear-

good-hye!™
the solemn dirge

Amid echora of the

village baud, Mary Burton placed her sim- |

ple Hora! offering upon the mound of ber
denr hero

Ooly & wreath of viclets, but they were
sparkling with the tear diamonde of a
loyal woman's exes, they were heary with
the kisses of lips pure and patient with
prayer.

Then the bervaved one sank to the shel-
ter of & fowering bush, watching the
mourners at other graves, with a sym-
pathy that lessened her own grief.

“"The sexton sald this was the grave,”
fell snddenly upon her hearing.

*“Yes, here in the headstone,” responded

DAWSE OF MEMORIAL

DAY.

-i_n!.ne_mtrp. “Rodney, look!
‘Jobn

a geatle fem
(Oh, we hare not come In waln.
Burton." "

Blie to whom John Burton had heen all
in all arose to her feet, athrill, and peered
through the shrubbery

Who were these strangers? What their
Interest in the little mwound so lonely and
obmeure?

“You are agitated, my dear. This may
sll be a mistake,” interposed the first
spenker, “We will seek out the Indy the
sexton told us of, Mra. Burton. Then
we will know, Myrtle”

Myrtle! At that moment the man's
compation turned, and her face was plain-
Iy seen by the startled, breathless wateh
er,

Mra. Burton's senses reeled, 1t seemed
for & moment as if heaven had flashed
one of it sweetest myoterien on her vis-
fon.

The dead beneath the sod lived again,
In every familiar lineament of the strange
woman's face, and she was “Myrtle!”

“Roduney,” spoke she, her eyes resting
pleasingiy on her companion‘s face, “‘yon
will see this Mra Burton at once, will
you not? Oh, my heart cannot tell me
wrong! Think! think what to me it must
be, after thirty years, to know that | have
found at last—my mother!”

“My child! Myrtle! You have hin
face, his voice. | am she you seek!”

Heaven told the poor, tortured heart
this as by an inspiration—the weeping,
clinging Myrtle verified It with a strange
story.

Carrled along In the wave of refugees
driven to flight by the guerrilla band, the

AT THE HERO'S GRAVE.

ehild had found a home with & family In
Lovisiana.

Only a name on a locket, “Myrtle,” link-
od her to an unfathomable past. She had
grown to womanhood, had married Hod-
ney West two weeks previously,

The day after their wedding the Incket
she had worn for years foll from (ts chain
and was crushed nnder foot,

Attempting to reclasp it, Myrtle discoy-
eredd o tiny folded paper beiween the
cover plates.

The printed chronicle of the birth of
“Myrtle, daughter of Jobn and Mary
Barton, of Rockland,” placed there by the

jed,
rton was slone in the world. ' latter so many years before, it seemed a

providential revelation to the motherless
waif.
It bad led them hither, to this—the hap-
pleat resnion of Memorial'Day!
All day long those devoted spirits re-
malned at the little mound, sanctified with
tenderness.

4 new
They watched blue and gray walk, arms
among the cool shaded paths
tiful bright
& the

| the bunch she carried for ber own boy's

| absolute upion—union of hearts, union

‘shown to his cournge.

hearen full of haoly, rranqgull shores of
hope and eternal bheanty

BAB ON DECORATION DAY.

A Bouthern Woman's Tribute to He-
roes Both Hlue and Gray.

It was just & bunch of white rosea, but
tha ribbons that tied it together told its
history—oue was blue and the other was
gray. [t was to be placed on the grave
of a boy who had fought for what he be.
lleved was right, and the gentlewoman
who wae to put it there beliered that all
animosity had passed by, and the Hiuge
and the Gray might be firm friendn. So

grave was ted up in this way, and in her
hand wae another ane tied the same; It
whs to be lald upon the grave of the
strnuger. That siranger, whose nuntne wan
even unknown to her, hind died fighting
like & brave man, and, therefore, deserved
to be remembered and to have tribute
1 thiuk it a benuti-
ful Iden this one of decorating the graves
of all the soldlern, but I like it better
when the custom Is carrled even further,
and when not a grave in the cemetery is
overlooaked.

It swevms to me & goodly and proper
thing for the living to remember the dead,
at least ouce & year, and it seews o kind
and loving thing to mnark this remem-
brance with sweet Bowers, As 8 people,
we are not very emotional, and if there
in nny way In which we can bring our
kindness to the surface, it should be done,
and so the encouragement of the day
nacred to the memory of those who have
gune bhefore In worthy of much considers-
tlon. Decorntion Dy must esseutinlly
be one eutirely froe from aby feeling but
thut of generosity and loviog kindpess, |
It dossn’t make any difference which side
a man (eught on—1he died for what he be- |
lieved was right. and for that reasotr he
deserves to be remembered by those who |
are living.  Decorntion Dy ought o
mean the union of the Gray aud the Blue;
there onght to be a flag for thet purpose.
for the colors blend mo beautifully that the
result |a exactly the tint of heaven itself, |
I wonder, my friend, if you feel an [ do. |
1 wonder | you despine all the fum-rll1
trappings—If you wikh more respect |
shown to yourself dead than you wmlght
posnibly demand alive—and when the long
years have gone by, yon wonld not like
somebody once a year to place a flower
on your grave, to show that you were still |
in touch with humanity. No matter who
it in: if 1t in the woman whose life was |
solled, 11 it in the man whose death wan
shumeful, or if 1t waa the soldier who wan
fighting for his eountry, just remember
that not one of them can defend them-
selves now, and that neither you nor 1
can judge them.

Btart out to make God's acre beautiful;
take the crimson roses of love, the white
ones of innocence, the lavender heliotrope
of devotion, the blue forget-me-nots of
never dying memory, the lilien of purity,
and strewing them all about here, there
and everywhere, make the day one of

of feeling and union of remembrance,
That Is what Decoration Day should be.
And all thesg noldlers who lie sleeping,
those who fought not only on the battle
ground of dispute, but in the greater one
of life, will, when the trumpet call rings
out Its summons on the greatl judgment
day. each stand before the (ireat Com-
mander, ready to answer the questions put
to him, And be sure he will not ask his
neighbor, “Did yon wear the blue or the
gray ™" Bat, instead, he will say: “Broth- |
er, we have fought the good fight, and
may God, In bls infinite mercy, Judge
ns” BAB,

THE 30TH OF MAY,

Historic War Events Which Took
Place on That Day,

Many an old soldler on Mewmorial Day
looka back to scenes and events of the
war suggeated in conversation or revived
by the sight of a former comrade. The
occurrences In line as “annivermary” hap-
penings grouped below, will be of Inter-
est to those who participated and those
who remember. They tell what took
place on the 3ixh of May, thirty-four,
thirty-three, thirty-two, thirty-one and
thirty years ago this Decoration Day:

May 30, 1561, a wolitary war event of
little importance marked the advanes of
the Feders] forces through Virglnin, This
wan Lthe occupation of Grafton by the
Unlon troops,

May 30, 1882, three active skirmishes
occurred—at Faig Oaling Va.; Tranter's
Creek, N. G, and at Zunl, Va. On the
same day Booneville, Miss,, was cap-
tured, the Cypross Creek and Tuscumbia
bridges weres destroyed, Corinth was evac:
usnted by the (:l:u;.rdrnu-:‘?amal Inw
was proclaimed eXA8, R *ort Royal,
Va., eame under Federal control.

May 183, the notable occurrences
were & inh at Greenwich, Vo, an at-
tack on the Confederate camp at Car
thage, Tenn,, and the capture of Tappa-

hannock, Va., by four Federal gnnboats.
May .h saw engagements at
—
AP : : ‘ .I L

Hanover Court House, Ashland and ()d
Church, Va., the Army of the Potomao
securing the advantage in ench of these
hattles

May 80, 1865, the ponce chronicle was
comptiete, showing the surrender of 174,
&l Coufedorate troops; the Twentieth
army corps was discontinged, and ver-
orans in the service murched howe A8
heroes 10 families and frieudas

A Requiem,
Sleep, O soldier! low, nw
‘Neath the blossoms’ srented snow!
Ne'vr awuke to varthly srorm
Song of pence, nor wars' alann,

bie

Rent, € soldier! clenr and swopt
Wavea atd winds the words repeat:
While the wtars above thees swinging,
Chuut the chorus to their singing,

Joy. oh, great ones, silent uevming!
Thon the mighty art apd we the droaming.
Restlesn slovpers! Voiceless, silent, we—
Thine the heavenly minstrelsy!

Thine the patriot’s name and race;
Thine the hero's erown and place;
Thine the fadelons, niar-wrought vialon;
Thiue the perfect hope's fruition!

Sieep, there, soldler! low, e low

"‘Neath the blossoms’ scented spow!

Ne'or nwake to earthly storms

Chant of penee, nor wars” alarma,
Good Housckeeping.

PATRIOTIC OBSERVATION,

It Should Not HBe Left Alone to Ore
ganizutions of Old Soldices,

At this season there should be no alloy
In the golden tribute of our countey to the
woldiera, sayu the Chicago Graphile, Their
wemory should be chorished, sieir bravery
extolled and their examples emolnted. It
in impiossilile to valoe too highly their
desds on Southern battle fisids, nor to
speak too emphatically of thelr patriotie
motives, The inculeation of the lessons
of patriotism is as much a duty as the de-
fense of the country. The annivernary of
the day when the graves of our beloved
heroes are strewn with the fowers of a
nation's love should be obwerved with all
the fervor which a patriotic and home-
loving péople ean command

The obmervation of Decoration Day
should niot be left alone to the organiza-
tionn of old soldiers, A genteful pation
should make of the day an annual ocon-
sion for the rehearsal of the valorous
dowdn of “the bhoys of "81;" citizens should
vie with each other in exemplifying their
affection for them, and the youth of the
land then, If st no other time, should
hear the history of their achlevementa. A
patriotic prople must not suffer the stigma
that they have allowed the enthusiastic
and bearty recognition of this occasion
gradually to fail.

The Unknown Dead,

Here are some Interesting statintics
concerning the dead soldiers of the war:
There are 82 nationsl cemeteries, contain-
Ing 327,179 woldiers, nearly one-half of
whom are cinssificd as “unknown.” Twen-
ey-one of these burinl spota contaln over
5,000 bodles each, ninong them the famous
cemeteries at Viekshurg and Corinth, in
Minsisnippl. At Balishury, N. €., out of
a total of 12,132, only 97 are “known."”

At Andersonville and Hampton, Va.,
more than nine-tenths are identified. At
the Soldiers” Home, Washington, nine-
teen-twentieths, and at the cemetorion at
8t. Avgustine, Fla,, and Battle Ground,
D. Q. all are identified.

.The largest interments are at Vicks-
burg, where there are 16,020 of the dead.
At Nashrille, 10582 are buried. The
smallest national cemetery is at Beverly,
N. J., and contains only 164.

Ba they lie together, the known and thae
unknown, under long white rows of
headstones, ranked and serried as when
they fell fighting for their country.

Women of the G. A. R.
The important part that women are
playing In the memorial and charitable

work of the Girand Army of the Hopublic |

Is alwayn made manifest upon the oecen-
son of Decorntion Day services. Nearly
wvery post has attached 1o it 0 woman s
anxilinry. snd po wmnll part s entrusted
to it churge. In lookiog after the wants
and sipplying the needs of the sick, nurs-
ing the puffering, Investigating cases re-
ported as deserving of charity, and fn
gathering flowers to decorate the graves
of the dead, these noble women perform
a serviee that adds to the credit of the
#c!. They are worthy of all honor.

eir Iufluencs o for good, and it fs ju-
creaning all the time,

Napoleon was fond of any and all
works on legal mabjects and miliry
sclence. He sald a mun shiovld rend
along every llne and gather hints for
his own benefit from any source.

: WHEN TROUBLE COMES.

Whet troubide comes, r
Add 1o the byrdm T
Huat kesp up bheart ag
“Ihe darkest bt ikl pass oA
Lrom'y sy “Why is i1 7 witl frown
And vith henrt ind boead bow luwn
But ben besth, and let .
Bohold the sunahine ly the skivs
I t osit and birogd r things gone
| T
| Bot sing a bopeful, belpfol soug
Or whistle something lghit and gay
b And thos drive ball your cares away
sing of the pleasant tldugs life kuows
Not of the thorns, bt of the ross
Ench tite knows some joy every day,
Sure us Decomber lends to May
Lo sings when trouble's here
ble has hot much 1o fear,
Ly e tarry long

When stout

bonrt meets it with a song

But brissd o'er care and we oan mnke
This life u barden that will broak

The stoutest baok. But sing, aud ol
Tle lond is fifred. Lot it go!
|
| Then don’t furget when things go wrong
l'l'-- try the magie of a soug

For c¢hvorful heart and smiling face

Bring sunshine 10
Eben E. Rexfond

THE CAMPER.

thie ahaikivst Place

4 iy
0 "l Faght |
— |

| i
| | "v 'J | I' wins ot Jike post
i J‘d e M L T o
| | ?a' viideh as a rule fw
I f 'f s ol g belng
! J o} omfortable and
'l \ :
l i : letnresague, by the
. et place  there

1)
.F') were no clilidren In

this wagon, 4uil generilly one seen 1t
tie faces peoring from front and renr
and under the Aapplng canvias at the
wiiles, |
“Pertinps you may hive seen some Asy, |

Howes crowding the solf satoe wny, |

e of a wild wayside bush. ™

The stivks supporting  the  canopy
bulged through hrown, tatterel
cover, thelr autlines distlnet as thie rlbs
of the starving horses orawling along
throngh the whlte hlur of dust.  The
wiagon Jurelsd B thee main
{Brreet of the it Neheaska town i

the

slowly

[ e wind swooping down from the
| Blufts o the santh, and remling
| rotten eanvas Into fantstle fringe
| J1oek followed

this
Noy
A dejectimd dog slunk
between the rear whesls In an apolo |
|;;»tiv attempt to ¢Maess sl f
The tmnn on the creaking seat lonned
forwnrd, holding the slack e In lan
[euld handds. He was sbout 40, thin
iumi stooplng of shonlder; his sullow
fce was lined; Nis bade way stred kol
with gray. He drove on to ihe ont
skirts of the town, There n great onk |
tempted hilm.  He drew up under Is |
whade, and mrned the lean horses loose
He ok a Bittle ut plece of shoot-lron |
nhout two feet long nnd under (1 batlt
A fire of twigs and sticke. He wont |
down to the creek twinkling near. a
mere thread In s parched grave, and
came back with o tin of water. He
put a handful of ground caffee [y a
skillet, poured water on 1t and set the
ntensll on the primitive stove. When

"aXLY THREE

HI'SDRED
ACRER AN" A WIFE AN' A cHILD. 1

AND RIXTY

the coffec hnd bolled severn] minutes
Lie wtralned It wiped out the pian with
& pewspaper, and lald In It o few sllces
of far pork. These cooked, he took
frowm the luterfor of the wagon a lag
of wolda crackers and sat down to his
lonely menl.

A young farmer Jogging along on
borsebuck nodded w B, sent bim also
A glance of eurlosity. “Campers”™ wore
& common sight.  OF late they hinid been
passing through In droves, but few
had appenred so forlorn ns this wmnu,

"How fur,” called out the camper,
“In It to the next town cast.”

“Twelve miles'

“Bad road

The young fellow stopped his horse,
swung half round.

CAMdadn®,  Goln® e

“Back w lowy.”

“Hurut out® hagarded the other,

“Yep, Corn whar | come from In
Western Nebraska only fit for fuel

Gverythin’ out thar deled up like &
drunkard’s throat."”

“DId ye hey much to lyse T

The eamper took n gulp of the coffee
and choked a bit

“Only three hundred an’ sixty acres
an' a wife an' n child'”

“Eh?" querled the young fariner stu-
pldly. He had ridden up close to the
wagon, and now lfted one leg over
the mare's hend and wheelgd around In
the saddle. The camper forgot hila strp-

{ L)

r i 5 | n
fs 8 i file K Hi# 1 e
B ass

Il ) l‘lll i L ..\ ' 3 " 2 t ai
rledl fouip Yeary ngu ¢ 5 - '8
way to bireak 1he sl bl
wigs lots young ' 4
Yol =vVer m Hley - "
shie"dd b sorry Tor 1 N A

e st sllenr @ few wl b
he looked up e went ob s Itk
1 kil W It | L]
Kitow | | w11k - i L
NuTer sev v fus ket "

figs Wonil wrong Flrst &

i Clalery 1 Liseth  TRMR L
s, T hadd 1o mortguge t L v
the time Mary Kep g1
digedsitentod Iiven it
Hithe girl, that 1t !
powerful, sevmed 2 it 1
This spritg she siss | r ] t
Uiix year so's we kin v my Wi
tosuther, FI thar U 1
i’ 4 wel spring s N
Things wus hokin' f . 't
ook in® ot wen tlaer o along I'his
everlnstin hor winads ls lorw
H-1low in The cory ielewd mp Wil
eracklod ke poywer What wus left
wouldn's wake decent fodder jt "uad
msakin the leenort of s toan a0t L S0
Py stlks that meant peace anil [H-
noss to Lim addyin® a slow dea in
Nim a-hopin' G the last ear Wis sBfiy-
ehwl,  Thinkin', 1oo, all the thue 1hat &
middlin' min ‘ud saye (1, an' Gedle
melglity havip® Noods ) ir to swieel)
other en's farins swhy !

A mieidowlark «hirgead Its f tree-
Whes mpostand wonigg dn the shihise D
almished dog. cust nu insinuaatig cye
At the skiller

“Mary,” the cnmpar oot thantiesd !--'I"
it word,  Khe went off with o din-
mer that wos stayvin « hotel,
Pl el ghel did well s
Then—1he dixtor sald ‘twas plalry,
thie nedghbors sald eettin fur lnre
i her—whilchever "tans, she d e
morignge on the farm wis Topeciise .
e furnitgee wns sold,  Half peud fure
the coffing—the othor half fur et W
Mrisse Lier mother got before she went
nway.”

He bwgan gnthering up his traps
prepmring to reste bis lonrnes

You're goln’ back East—whnt o
Ao ¥ asked his contidant

Plie cnmper climbod wenelly up te
the erenking sent.

“God Knows!" he suswered. V1 don'ty

an” I don't eare wueh”

An ltalinn “Wake"

A curions nud lopressive custon of
Routhern Dinly I the nment which
takes place ar the death of & person, and
witlle the body les awalting  burlal
The earpse Iw fully dressed wml inld
upon the bedd, with  the and
shotilders ralsed,  Lighted candelnbra
wee placed gt the sides. A young girl
I« generally dressed n white and
addorned with Ihe relntives
wndd rrieonds guther S st 00 an irreg-
uinr semiclecle abont Wy foor of the
Avintervals they foln In £ welzd,
meotonots wail. that = distinetly Orf-
etitnl, and resdebles nothing Europe-
Perbnps nonenr relative will ap-
proaels the Ter, and with wild aetious,
clasping ber head andd 1wearing ber halr,
will deseribe the Hnesss gnd sufleringa
of the departed gne, the good qualities,
and the disconsoliteness of those left
beshidiad, the mournful cry belug flunlly
taken up by others. Cne who las lost
# parent will ssaostimes keep up this
nwfal denth ery for over twenty-fone
Hours.  But though the lamentntions
nre wo vlolent the grief of these people
weems tn be assunged. and after n day
ar two they appear to be fully reconcll-
e 1o clrenmstances anid mention the la-
mented ane o quite a Neght and alry
manner. - Harper's Bazar,

Ilf'l" I

flawers

nn

Vaccinating & Fire Brigade,

Yesterday morning an outhrenk of
fire oceurred o one of the warls of
the smallpox hosplital In Parkhill road,
and Information was sent to the cen-
tral fire station. Superintendont Wiilis
and a econtingent of fireimen and mam-
hers of the salvage corpe went to the
iustitution. nnd the fire, which was not
of o serlous charieter, was soon oxtin-
gnished.  Mr. Willls and Inspector
Smith, of the salvage corpm, and the
men were about to return 1o headguar-
ters when they were wid that they
could not leave the hospltal until all
had been vacelnated. The operation
wis Auly eurrled out, and trosh clothes
were sent for, In order that those the
men were wearing at the tle might be
tharoughly disinfected. - Liverpool Mer-
Cury,

Most Horrible of Lifs Destroyors,

“It s o stratige feet,” salil my friend,
the Franklin street physician, “that sle
ot of ten would-Le sulcldes now resort
to that most borrible of all deadly
doses, carbolle acld, It caunes more
pain, more genuine, Hogering agony
than any deadly dose 1 can tienition.
Yot Ita popolarity mmlml--nfuinrr.-;",
vapecially among the unfor WOA e men-
Lwrs of the half world whalinve ecome
wenry of lfe snd seek the comfors of
the grave, The antldote? O, gy nnti-
dote after the ncld hns bhesn swillowed
Is of Hitle avall. A mixtuee of our apd
wikter should e given, dlso el lagl-
nouk drinks. 1 onee hind o patient re-
cover aftere wking a sl guaniity of
the aeld, and she sald she 1Imu;:hl"n||e
wits swallowlug molten Jeg It v a
horvible Dfe-destesyor.”—Bailale (TS
rley,

3 ] A Joke In Stone,

ustridle bas 0 postollice

“Talking Hock.” The origin o?n“:"l::
nHine I8 thus stated; Someons Alscor-
erid In the victuliy n g
whleh hud been pidntod the weorde
“Turn me over,” It resileed considor.
nble sirength 1o Avcompllsl this, and
when It was dooe the tarnand, “fureg
me back, aod et me foul ROfneane

elua” wan found palnted on the other
s » ® 0
#lda of 1he stane.
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