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afternoon, while a plle of snowy llnen

THE BAD BAY.

Ehe knelt beside the el wihers lay the boy

Who all the weary day Lud been so bad;

Tears wet her cheeks sud prayer was on bher lps
The while she drank gri=fs gall ln bitter sipa

“If you but knew. my boy

“ 1 bheurd her say,

“How you have burt me through this livelong day,
If yon counld know the love 8 mother hears,
Or that vour name's the burden of ber prayers”

And then she praved tll hope came back to ber
And happy tears replaced the grief drops' blur;
Bhe prayed for patience, prayed for light; but more
Prayed for the boy for whow sucl love abie bore,
Bhe prayed that he might choose the better part
And lose the growing bardness in Lis heart;

She pravad til] Joy unto her sou! returned

And mother-love through all ber being burned.

How [lke her (wwl she seemmd while kneeling there,
Her lps attuned 1o sweetl unselfish prayer,

How like the Christ that nightly over me

Bends, trusting that my love for Llm may be

Buch that upon the morrow | may go

More meekly on his errands here below

Some day that boy must feel love's rthralling thrill—

1 yet may learn to do my
—Baltimore Awmerism.

Master's wili

FROM GENERATION TO GENERATION
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HRERE was no death dance, no

ii joud wulling, no burning. Of the

five survivors of the horrible
guissaore, Sikrn was the only one un
wathed, When the first ray of day
fzht thinned the blackness around ber
sutficlently to glve or her bearings,
she crept out of her covert, back to the
ecene. The white men were gone, Lt
Uiclr work bad been well done.  The
grasses were dabbled with bLlood, the
pouls were clotted and el there were
il falnt groans from the dying and
mocking grins on the upturned faces
of the dead.

In the midst of the mangled bxlles
Bluck Wing lay dead. Slkra was oniy
& sgquoaw; she did not know
swoon and drip tears. but the sun was
high hefore she moved a mupscls or
drew a deep breath,. When, at Jast
bowever, she tradged over the satid,
slipped Into her cunoe, and paadled |
siowly down the bay there was not one |
bideons detall of the massnere of In
dian lsland tot seared deep into her
soul,

The government was held responst
ble for the massacre by outsiders, nnd |
the overt acts of hostlity on the part !
of some of the chlefs was cited ps the
cause by those more ciosely lnftined |
The perpetrators, perhaps cltizens of |
Eureka, githough suspected, were nev
er charged with the erime, but as tme
went on It was generally conceded to
be the work of private Individuals,
who had their own abject in view.

As time went on and the Indisns
were herded onto the Hoopn Reserva
tion, the story of the massacre was
buried benaath other debris of {ts kind
—treachery on the part of the redskin
and bad falth of the whites—until the
stronger race had gotten all the power
lnto Its hands, aond driven the Indlan,
his wrongs and Lis rights, out of the
path of progress,

But the lapse of time that accom-
plished this condition did pot wipe out
the Injustice of Black Wing's desth
from Rlkra's memory. Grown haggard
wnd old In the Interim, she had not lost
sue detall of the Island scene from her
nind. The boy she bore a few mouths
after the massacre was nursed and
eradled in the hope of revenge. His
lullables were the death-groans of the
wounded warriors and the walllngs of
the women and children who fell in
the struggie. His first llsplog wonds
were & vow of vengeance for Black
Wing's biood. He knew the grewsome
story glibly before he was old enough
to understand it and by the tlme he
was abie to zrasp the meaning of his
early training, Hevenge wax written
large in the very fiber of Lix bLeing.

“He = like Black Wing."” Slkra said,
as each year his straight voung limbs
groew longer, his lithe young frame
stronger, and she saw a hope of her
Hfe's obfeet heing reallzed. Mrs. Howe,
wlio lived In the lilg white house, often
asked, when the old sguaw eame to do
the weekly washing: “Why dan’t you
make the boy work, Sikra?* But she
stralghtenad her old, beut back, and
grunted: “Weila I not ralse him for
that.”

Meantime the boy fished up and
down the streams, content to bask In
the sunshine, or roamed throngh the
forests nnd mountain solitudes, idle
but thinking, always brooding, plot-
ting, thinking.

“You will spoil the boy, Sikra, If you
do pot make him work."” the kind wom-
an of the white house sald agaln, one

how to

grew unider the knotted hands of the
old laundress, “ldlsncas will get him
into mischief." she added, as the stal-
wart fgure of the young buck swung
along the roadside, stopped At the
ﬂ!:mr. und sapuntered up to the

ek poreh, where his mother was

her realize the propriety of ber pres
“I'l 40 what 1
have aiways intendsl to do with this
game-bag"” sbe sald balf sloud. it
Liax bung here loug enough collecting

enee on the scene

trash. This is a good time to overhaul
it aud throw the rubbish awny.”

e gamebag was 8 ponderoos
lenther thing, and its capacity appar
ently uited. Old fish books and
thekle cnme first, rusted and rotten
from long disuse Then hatehets, horsa
gopher traps, door knobs, colls
of wire, shot ponches, iy boxes, smpty
sholis, B whisky ﬂu-k‘_ "'I"l-l" -_;-d'.m:;-!w.“
gloves —everyiblng. in short, that n
ateh-ull of such sort collects I the
ulirse of tweuty years. The last thing
brounght up was an old bunting kolfe

an ugiy-looking weapon, broad and
with n rude desrbort handle
The blade was rusted, sand looksd as If
not chsaned after 1ts lust thrust

Telt white hands touche] It gingerly
“I don’t know what o do with al)
these things after all” the woman
inaking up uto the gulzzienl eyes
of the tll young fellow, Wi efme
slnging “Bonnle Doon” throngh the
house, whistled the dogs over from the
stable, stirred the drowsy canary into
a flowd of song, and sent the oats genm-
pering away from the nelgliborbion of
the meat safe. “They were your fath
urs things, Hal, when he wasn't much
ulder than you." she explained, in the
subdued tones (n which one Instinetive
iy refers to the dead.  But the duty on
band was temporarily dropped when
the boy aunounced that & book agent
was in the front hall, and the con-
tente of the game bacg were left in s
heap on the floor.

whicies

short,

sald

Sikra still beut low over her tubs,
but now her eyex were wilil, and every
nerve o her body tingled with excite
ment.  The back of bher benefdacirens
was scarcely turned when the hunting
knife was swept Into her hands and
stenlthily concealed under ber apron.
Her boy did not follow her actions, but
siat ldly In the sunshine, watching the
lower hranches of the cedar fililng with
its tennnts for the night.  Meanwhile
thie plle of clean clothes grew with sur-
prising rapidity. A wonderful energy
was at work, rubblng, rinsing, wring
ing. and soon the work was completd,
and the squaw Jdeparted with Ler son.

The next week's washing wis ac
vomplished with the same degres of
unwonted energy. Rikra stood upright,
no Jonger bent and decrepit. Her hour
of triimph was come.  The knife stil)
hung wt her belt—the knlfe she liad
watched Blick Wing make from the
horn of the deer she had seen him kilL
At last Bikra bad found a trace of one
of her man's murderers.  This fact
worked Itself slowly Into her darkened
mind, for the knife in the game bag
erled out Howse's Implleation In the
erime.

But now, at the very wowent of her
Impending  trinmph, a shadow fel]
athwart her gleam of hope. The boy.
purtured into stalwart manhod for one
end, loked at ber listlessly when, with
Alated eyes and Hushed volee, shie told
bim the story of her discovery. e did
not seetmn o even hear her tale.  After
0 sleepless night, she went Lo rouse
him and try agaln to wake the ven-
geance in his biood, but he did not
know her. 9

Wild  with apprehension, the old
squaw’s frst thought was of  Mrs,
Howe, hier never-fulling source of sue-
cor. The kind eyes up at the white
bouse grew large with sympathy and
dread. “It's only a fever. Sikra”
young Hal came forward to assure Ler,
and eatebing up hig hat he followed
the distrauglit mother to her little hot.

The wild, black eyeas that met his,
as he entered, startled him with thelr
ferocity, and the wilder words held
him on the threshold. But Slkra’s dumb

When his wild ravings and thrests of
vengeance rose (o shrieks sand threat-
el to exhsust the flckering dawe of
iife, nothing but the coul, strong hands
that had first quieted him had any
power to calm him. 8o day after day
the struggle with the Destroyer was
waged,

“Poor old Sikra's heart seems set on
his accomplishing something before he
dies,” young Howe expisined, one day,
1o his mother. “It la pitiful to see her
hopeleasness whenever the symptoms
are discoursging.” And when others
sl “Let the good-for-nothing red-
skin die; be Is 8 mennce to the pelgh-
borhood,” the bos's blue eyes fashed
his scorn at their sentiments. “He s
all ahe has” lhe answered.

When at last they were ahle to say
to Slkra, “He will lve™ It was at
young Howe's feet she flung herself,
for It was Hal whose presence, she
dixlnred, had saved her boy.

In tme the old conditiona of the
twao  houssholds were re-established
Mrs. Howe tried to be more consider-
ate of the old squaw. Her selfless de-
votlon to ber boy during those bigh-
prossure weeks had awakened a sym
pretlietle feeling In the mother-heart of
the other woman. But Slkra was more
stolld and glum than ever befors—
muech to the surprise of the kindly Indy
of the white house, who had been
Nikrm's one friend  When she had fled
from the scene of the mussscre, hunt
o and belpless, It was Mra Howe wha
Lad taken her lu and given her shelter
and ewiployment. When shie lad fallen
1L It was Mrs Howe's cool, white
Innds that bad ministersd to her, say
ing her nod ber child’s life. Then in
the dark hour, when theg rest glm of
her fe's struggle seemed about (o bhe
torn from her, It was Hal who had
cotne 1o her assistance. She, llke ths
poor squaw, had only this one son, the
dght of her eyes, A troop of such
thounghts  came in sluggish  traln
through Sikra's mind as the suds few
high, frightening the canary from his
perely by their rising tide; and she
wondered if she could have ralsed thils
Loy for the purpose of vengeandce with
out this womnan's help

e Bounte blue skies smilled blandly
ot the summer world, and the nir hung
lieavy with & stiliness und pence that
hrought o certaln lethargy o bher de-
termination. Young Howe's
whistling or singing, chme Houting
through the woof of her fancies snd re
vallsd the bours be had sat pativently
In ber fever-ridden lttle hut In his
effort to save her &on. For what?

A Hal dashed oot of the pantry, o
moment nter, he canght n look in her
eyes as gulity own, which
prompted blm to count the ples w see
if shie had been steallug, oo

“Here's one for you,” he sald, find
Ing the number even, and slipping hee
o turnover.  As he perchied on the by
1o munch bis plunder, bis hat fell back
His face was very [alr, anud his balr
curied on his forehead llke a woman's,
But in bis lnughing blue eye shone the
lnage of the elder Howe. The bideous
grin of Bluck Wing's upturned face
wocked her from the seething suds. A
stittv]l groan seemed to rise from the
lissing stenm. The warm stresun that
trickled down her arm was only water
bt the red, clott] pools were sl
vivid in her memory. Howe had killed
Black Wing, Waus she this white wom
an's slave, or was she Black Wing'
squaw ?  Before nightfall the guestion
was definltely settled in ber mind. The
victuals always left for to take home
to warin over were tied lnto her apron
noder which the rusted knife  stil)
hung.

The Indian boy grew stronger each
day with the recuperative power of a
wild thing Day in and day out hbe
loltered 1diy arund the white house,
and sometimes a doubt arose In the
mind of the white-houke woman as to
the effects of this Ul-assorted friend-
ship between the two boys. Once, as
she saw Ler son turm aod dlug Lis
arm across the broad shoulders of the
Iudinn Ind In evident affection, sbe
tiinchied Instinctively.  Since thelr ba-
byhood they had tumbled over the
porch wgether, squabbled, fought, and
played ltke brothers—this  hiue-eyed,
rollicking young Saxon and the swart,
lithe aborigine,

There were many new squirrel traps
deviked, new schemes for spearing fish
and spariog small creatures in the for
oxt, and enthuslastle preparations for
n deer hunt In the mountains before
the young fellow's vacution shoule
end.

“We'll leuve all these things just as
they are till we get back fromn our trip
to Redwood Creek,” Hal sald, one day,
ns he plinned s outing with the In-
dian, “aod Ooish themnm when we have
more time"  The Indlan did pot ane
swer, The moon was bright, and the
young fellow's blue eyes shone with
the Hght of future hopes and plans,

The hunting trip was prolonged from
one week to two, then three, AL the
end of that time, Hul's mother began
ti grow uneasy. At the expiration of
the fourth week, when the Indian re
turnid withont young Howse, conster
nntion =spread throughiout the town.
Itagged, gaunt, Dbarefooted, half
starved, the Indian had arrived In the
village, telling of n fierce storm, sep-
nration from hin comrade, and weeka
of search and danger to find him o
the impenetrable forest. Senrch-par-
tien were quickly formed, and the

voloe,
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“I can’t belleve anything has hap-
pened to him," Hal's mother repeated
day safter day, when the searchers re-
ported fallure at every turn. Bhe
would |

- OLD =
FAVORITES

:
»
r
1]
’
»
¢
.
’

e e e
The Bong of the Camp.
Give us a song!” the soldiers cried,
The outer trenches guarding,
Vhen the heated guna of the camps
allied
Girew weary of bombarding.

‘he dark Redan, In silent scoff,
Lay grim and threatening, under;
\nd the tawny mound of the Malakoff
No longer belched its thunder.

There was a pause. A guardsman sald,
“We storm the forts tlemorrow;

ling while we may, anasther day
Will bring enough of sorrow. ™

“hey lny nlong the battery’s wide,
Below the smoking cannon;
Jrave hearts, from Severn and from
Clyde,

And from the banks of Shsnoon,

Mhey suug of love and not of fame;
Forgot was Rreitgin's glory,

Zach hoart recalled o different nams,
But all sang “Annie Lanrie”

‘oles after volee caught up the song,
Utiti] its tender passion

tose like an anthem, rich and strong—
Thelr battle-eve confession.

Denr girl her name he dured not speak,
iut ns the soug grew louder,

fumething upon the sollier's cheek
Washed off the sinins of powder,

Beyond the darkening orean burned
The blondy sunset’s embers,

R hile the Crimean valleys learned
How English lovs remenibers,

Aud once again a fire of hell
Itained on the Russian quariers,

Nith serenm of shor, and burst of shell,
And bellowing of the mortars!

And Irish Nost's ores nre dim
For a sloger damb and gory;
And English Mary mourns for him
Whe sang of “Annie Loaure ™

Slenp soldiers! s1ill in honorsl rest
Your vruth and valor wearing

e gravest ure the tenderost
The loving are the during

—ayurd Taylor

"1l Houng My Harp on s Willow Tree,

Il bang my harp on a willow tees,
I'll off i the wars again;

My penceful home hias no charm o me,
I'tie battlefield no pain;

e indy | bove will soon be n biride,
Witk o dindem ou ker hrow

D! why did she fiitter niy boyish pride,
She's going to léave me now

She took me away from my warlike lord,
And gave me n silken suit;

[ thonght no mors of my master's swonl,
When 1 played on iy masters lules

She seemed to think me n boy aboyve
Huer pages of low degres;

D4 had 1 but loved with a boyish love,
It would have been better for me.

Phen ' hide in my breast every seifish
enre,
P10 fiosh my pale cliek with wine,
When smiles away the Lridal pair,
Pll hasten to give them mine,
“N laugh and I'll sing, though my heart
mny hired,
And T'1) walk o the festive 1rain,
And If 1 survive it, I'll mount my stosd,
And 1I'll off to the wars agnin

But one golden tress of her hair 170
twine,

In my helmiet's sable plume,

And then on the field of Palestine,

I'll seck an early doom;

And if by the Sarncen’s hand 1 rall,

'Mid the pohle and the brave,

A tenr from my lady love is nil

I axk for the warrior's grave,

WHAT S8EA SERPENTS ARE

Mousters that Have Burvived Most of
Their Bpecien.

I'rofessor Charles L. Edwards, of
Prinity College, told the Hartford Sci
entific Soclety recently o lot about the
jen serpent and had shown on n sereen
pictures of the monsters caleulated to
sciare an lnnocent youngster out of a
year's growth. Unfortunately, none of
he plotures wis an actual photograph,
sut the lecturer seemsd to tend to the
pellef that there was something doing
(o the mwonster line, and Rev. James
Goodwin, the president of the society,
ald at the close of the lscture that be
for one belleved more in the thing than
he had before. As to bow great that
srevious bellef had been he did pot
my.

Professor Edwurds In the first part
sf his lecture Lad thrown on the sereen
etures of se8 MOUSters as represented
iy yeurs past.  He expinined (o hls talk
that, while e spoke of “sea serpents,’”
the so-called and oft-repented sey ser
pent could not be a big snake, but
gome other kind of a monster (1 It was
unything). As back as far as Job men-
thon I= wade of a great levinthan and
secounts of some great  things  are
found In all early bistorles. One myth
pciié to have come from 8 spoerm
viile and another from the squid.
sven the Indinns had a bellef in a
nonster serpent amnd thought one lived
n the great lakes and broke up the
e In the winter when It became irrl
ated,

Professor Edwards gave a long list

dates when the great sea serpent
as been reported and related some of
the circumatances. They streteh from
1639 down Into 1008. A bishop, Com-
modore Preble, crews of Britlsh war

Edwards said there was no doubt thet
something was seen at that time.

It is slways described as black or
brownish, with aves in the upper part
of the bead, swimming at a speed of
five or six knots, carrying its head out
of water, generally with a mane, and
procesding with a humping motlon Hke
& caterpillar. A curlous appearsnce
was one reported Iln 18081800 in a

Swedish loke, where, It was declared, a |

huge animal had been seen 4 number
of times and had bheen watched through
glanses for Jong periods. Finally, a
newspaper sent un eminent naturalist
to Investigate and he reportad as hid
vonclusions that severa! monsters from
six to four feet Jong had certalniy been
weeti In the luke

Professor Fdwards sald that prob
ably in all the many cuses reported
something had Lween seen, for it ls lme
possible to Lielleve that all these people
were llurs.  The unlversal declaration
that the thing procewded with an undu-
iating motion does away with the the
ory of It belng netunlly & bhig suake;
He showel that the stories might arise
from the appearance of o manates, n
big stingray, o glgantie sguld (nue wad
eunght with arms wnd body 1 feet
long), & basking sbark., whiles of
school of porpolses A few years aghn
what was callsd the Florlda monster
was found near =t Angustine, with
arms nearly 100 feet jong  The hask
Ing shinrk grows to forly feet long cers
talnly. There Is no known [lmit to the
growth of fAshes. —Hartford Conrant

MIXED ON HISTORY.

Who Bald "Give Me Liberty or Give
Me Death*

Al A recent mesting In this city of
caolored citizens from various parts of
the country wn ncldent o
not only lli‘l.:-_ur:-[r,nlnl to soime eatent
the negro's need for o bettep odu®ation
Liut showed nlso that he had a4 marked

says the Washington

vareed whileh

sonse of humor
Star.
Many of

the uplifting of thelr race wepe present

those most interested n
al the merting
the theme of the ealorwd

ability. which, it was

il spesclhies Were In
Ing made on
man's natural
statedd, awnlted only s falr chanee 10

bsentue dpparetit

Ete  long groat  etthusinsem  was
srousedd,  each ppouker, 48 he  wont
turther In the Fmilogy of his brothers, |
recelving  wore odenfeniug applon
I'be e pride of the audience was

nppealed to by o speaker, whom we

may eall Mr Jackson man wih re

ftrkable natural powers of pratory
“let us stand up for our fdehts,” ne
shouted, waving his hands sbove lls

hond, “Lat us renemiber the sentimen
et forth In the Declaration of lnde
pendence,  that
peaned Ly the haod of Patrick Heory
Ave, I woulldl say In the very words of
Thomns Jefferson. “Ciive me lberty or
give me Jeath™ ™

For n mowment, deeply lmpressed by
thls omitorieal ollmax, the colored
Lbrothers were silent.  Then u Hstone:
In the rear of the assemblige legnn
tr laugh hilartonsls

“Whnt's the matter, brother®*
fedl \r

“Suh, It happen to bhah been Cen'al
George Washington wlio spoke dem
fmmortal wads, ‘Gib me Hberty or @il
me death!” ™

Emboldened by this sally, nnotles
gentloman ventursd s critielsm:

“And shuly, suh, yon knows lat
Bepedict Arnold was de man dat
penned dat Immortal  docnment, e
Decluration ob Independence™

These ohlections to Wik statements
compietely nonplused the enthusinstie
orntor, and he resumed his feat with
greatl humilintion, while the entire as
semblage Indulged In a hearty lavgh
Gt Wi expense

Bome members even dared to shoul
thiat the criticisors were themselves i
the wrong, As it was the patriotie
feelings of the ocension turned into a
huge  Joke a8 gqulekly ns an lelele
would melt In an Aungust sun.

tmmortsl  document

e
Tavkann

“The Woman in Bualnesa.*

YAS A new womnn,” he sald, 1 sup
o Yo will not oliject to the wod
ding ring ns a4 symbol of man's tyran
ny

“Of course [ shinll* she replied. “Un.
der no elrenmstunees would 1 consent
1o wedr such o thing. 1t I8 not essen.
tinl o a marriage, and It stands for
ull that 1= objectionable In the mar
ringe relntion.™

“Apd on the same theory,” he can
tinued, “1 suppose yon will refuse 1o
wear an engngement ring, nlso®

“Well—na,"  slie  answered, slowly
ond thoughtfully. “That's u very dJdir
ferent watter.”

“Iut theoretienlly It—"

"There 18 no use argulog”™ she in
terrnpted, I don’t care what 11 Iy
thearetically,  Practically It s vory
often o dlumond, wille the wedding
ring s only plaln gold, nnd thnt malkes
all the différence in the world.”—T1
ISies.

Had Heard of It—-Somewhere.

Benator “Tom™ Platt was fingering ¢
gllt-edged book that had come to hin
In the moll, He seemed so much In
terested ln It thut Benator Quiy osked
what he was rending,

“Thin,” explained the Noew Yor)
“bouss,” ns he turned the pages slowly
“In & reprint of a corious volume mnel
thotight of by Willinm Penn and hh
followers, but which | am told b
senrcely known among thelr descend
nnts"

“And what Ia it called,” asked the
Peunsylvania statesman,

Platt tossed It on Quay's desk. 0l
was the Bible.—Baltimore Herald,

There is only one way to escape: I
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In the fortified rock of Gibraltar
fiere are 62 miles of tunneis. They
ire stocked with an ample supply of
rins, smmunition snd provisions, in
endiness for a slege.

There wus some (rouble over the
lividing lne botween the towns of
{ew Hartford and Harwinton in Con-
wetieut untll the original survey of
he towns lald out in 1729 by the pro-
irietors, who were taxpayers of Hart-
ord, was found, and this record will
s used In making n new survey.

After 10 yeurs Incessant labor, Mra.
Lizzie HofMmnan of Anthony has fin-
shed what is probably the oddest bed-
juilt in the country. It is a pateh quilt
nade of 14000 pieces of silk of all
iinds and colors, and every plece of
ik came from n different bride’s hat:
Suring 10 years M Hoffman has
wen rallecting these pleces.

A remarkabie Industry of Parnguay
% the preparation of sssence of orange
enves.  More than 150 years ago tha
lesuit priests, who then ruled that
woluded  country, Imported  omnoge
weds and planted groves, which have
ow  beeome mmense forests, filled
vith stmnll estyblishipents for extract-
ng the essence, which s exported o
Franee and the Unitel States for nsa
nosonp and perfumery making It s
itso employed by the untives in Parn-
piny g 8 healing olotment and a hale
‘|T‘:‘.

Every englineer {s now famillar with
he fact that Lo ]l woedern works of
my slze the mwaking and repairing of
ourls 15 mannged by oo spectl depart-

nent of the works The “‘ionr] alid
fays" when o gang of men would
stamid in Jlpe, walting for their turn at
the prindstone, have gone by, In a

poddern shop, when a tool nesds gring-
g It I8 sent to the tool department
ind muother one, wll ready for use, |8
szl e mt e It & easy to see linw
el more sennomiledl such A method
g, far the preparation of tools 1s Kept
who are doing
aidd who are neocssyrily
thnn the general
while the Inftee
in walting for a

t the hads of peaplh

would lw
fors not waoste time

irn ot the grindstons

FATHER CRONIN, LONG

A CATHOLIC EDITOR.
The Rev. Patrick 1. Crondn Is re-
bt oldest editor of o Cathelle newspa:
per in the Untted Btates,  This veners
yhile newspaper min anil priest s «l-
ot of the Catholle Unlon and Times of
ufMalo, N Y., nnd has recently cotng-
|.||'h-fl thirty years of servies ot that
[ra e
In ndelition to his abllity to wicld a
trenchant pen L his wlitoria]l  work,

FATHER CRONIN,

Father Cronin has written verse which
lias won Wim a reputation, He 15 also
A powerful orator and among scholare
I8 recognized ns o man of great ltep-
ary attainments.  Dwesplte s years,
Father Cronln shows o marked enpne-
ity for work and besliles his editorial
duties, on which he several
Lours & day, he hos charge of o large
parish at Tonowamla, N, ¥

Nimirly all of the tmany priests who
exercissd the sacred minlsiry at the
time Fatwer Crouln assiumed bls pros-
et editoronl  posfrion have passed
nway. In every cuse the venerable
ariest petined thelr obitoaries

pends

A Vegetable Chair.

One of the most wanderfal ploces of
furmdture fn the world Is a vegetable
chinir, which onme from Korea, and
s grown from o single sesld, lanntesd
twenty-six years ago. The seed wue
that of o gingko tree.  In fertile sol)
anld amid sanshite and rin the seed
grew into o vine, when the native g
lener st alwout to fashion by lngenk
sus twistings, compressions wud traine
ngs into an arm chalr.

Much proning was necessary In o
der to make the lower brunches des
velop In size and strength,  Fhe chale
wis  carefully formed by 1ging the
young snd pliable branches together
with strong fber ropes, aml as the
tree expandied the roies beld firm.

The ehalr welghs more than 100
pounds, and s cven aarder, stundier
i more Imperishable than onk. It iy
three feot four lnchies In height, and
twenty-tive inches In width, and soma
of the knots which formed betwoeen the
binding ropes are twenty-two inches lg
rircumference. The bark bas been re
moved, and the surfuce, which is gold.
ofi brown In color, has taken a fing
vollsh, and in spite of (ta look of lampy
intagonism it is quite as comfortable
1n the conventional factory made chalr,

As a rule, when




