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L I 
MR. BLACKLOCK. 

When Napoleon was about to crown 

tiimself—so I have somewhere read— 
they submitted to him the royal gene- 
alogy they had faked up for him. He 
crumpled the parchment and flung it 
in the face of the chief herald, or who- 
ever it was. “My line,” said he, 
‘‘dates from Montenotte.” And so I 
say, my line dates from the campaign 
that completed and established my 
fame—from “Wild Week.” 

I shall not pause to recite the de- 
tails of the obscurity from which I 
emerged. It would be an interesting, 
a romantic story; but it is a familiar 
story, also, in this land which Lincoln 
so finely and so fully described when 
he said: “The republic is oppor- 
tunity.” 

One fact only: I did not take the 
name Blacklock. 

I was bom Blacklock, and chris- 
tened Matthew; and my hair’s being 
very black and growing so that a lock 
of it often falls down the middle of 
my forehead is a coincidence. The 
malicious and insinuating story that 

V I used to go under another name 

arose, no doubt, from my having been 
a bootblack in my early days, and 
having let my customers shorten my 
name into Matt Black. But, as soon 
as I graduated from manual labor, I 
resumed my rightful name and have 
borne it—I think I may say without 
vanity—in honor to honor. 

Wild Week! Its cyclones, rising 
fury on fury to that historic climax 
of chaos, sing their mad song in my 
ears again as I write. But I shall by 
no means confine my narrative to 
business and finance. Take a cross- 
section of life anywhere, and you have 
a tangled interweaving of the action 
and reaction of men upon men, of 
women upon women, of men and 
women upon one another. And this 
shall be a cross-section out of the very 
heart of our life to-day, with its big 
and bold energies and passions—the 
swiftest and intensest life ever lived 
by the human race. 

To begin: 

II. 
IN THOSE DAYS AROSE KINGS. 
Imagine yourself back two years 

and a half before Wild Week, back 
at the time when the kings of finance 
had just completed their apparently 
final conquest of the industries of the 
country, when they were seating 
themselves upon thrones encircled by 
vast armies of capital and brains, 
when all the governments of the na- 

tion—national, state and city—were 
prostrate under their iron heels. 

You may remember that I was a not 
Inconspicuous figure then. Of all 
their financial agents, I was the best- 
known, the most trusted by them, the 
most believed in by the people. I 
had a magnificent suite of offices in 
the building that dominates Wall and 
Broad streets. Boston claimed me 

also, and Chicago; and in Philadel- 
phia, New Orleans, St. Louis, San 
Francisco, in the towns and rural dis- 
tricts tributary to the cities, thou- 
sands spoke of Blacklock as their 
trusted adviser in matters of finance. 
My enemies—and I had them, numer- 

ous and venomous enough to prove 
me a man worth while—my enemies 
spoke of me as the “biggest bucket- 
shop gambler in the world.” 

Gambler I was—like all the other 
manipulators of the markets. But 
“bucket-shop” I never kept. As the 
kings of finance were the representa- 
tives of the great merchants, manu- 

facturers and investors, so was I the 
representative of the masses, of those 
who wished their small savings pr$>- 
erly invested. The power of the big 
fellows was founded upon wealth and 
the brains wealth buys or bullies or 
seduces into its service; my power 
was founded upon the hearts and 
homes of the people, upon faith in my 
frank honesty. 

How had I built up my power? By 
recognizing the possibilities of pub- 
licity, the chance which the broad- 
cast sowing of newspapers and maga- 
zines put within the reach of the in- 
dividual man to impress himself upon 
the whole country, upon the whole 
civilized world. The kings of finance 
relied upon the assiduity and dexter- 

ity of sundry paid agents, operating 
kthrough the stealthy, clumsy, old- 

fashioned channels for the exercise of 
power. I relied only upon myself; 1 
had to trust to no fallible, perhaps 
traitorous, understrappers; through 
the megaphone of the press I spoke 
directly to the people. 

My enemies charge that I always 
have been unscrupulous and dishon- 
est. So? Then how have I lived and 
thrived all these years in the glare 
and blare of publicity? 

It is half-past three o'clock on a 

May afternoon; a dismal, dreary rain 
is being whirled through the street 
bj as nasty a wind as ever blew out 
of the east. You are in the private 
office of that "kings of kings,” Henry 
J. Roebuck, philanthropist, eminent 
churchman, leading citizen and—in 
business—as corrupt a creature as 

ever used the domino of respectabil- 
ity. That office is od the twelfth floor 
of the Power Trust building—and the 
Power Trust is Roebuck, and Roebuck 
is the Power Trust. He is seated at 
his desk and, thinking I do not see 

him, is looking at me with an expres- 
sion of benevolent and melancholy 
pity—the look with which he always 
regarded any one whom the Roebuck 
God had commanded Roebuck to de- 
stroy. He and his God were in con- 

stant communication; his God never 

anything except for his benefit, 
\he never did anything except on the 
direct counsel or command of his God. 
Jest now his God is commanding bim 
to destroy me, his confidential agent 
is shaping many a vast industrial en- 

terprise and in inducing the public to 

buy by the million its bonds and 
stocks. 

I invited the angry frown of the 
Roebuck God by saying: “And I 
bought in the Manasquale mines on 

my own account.” 
“On your own account!” said Roe- 

buck. Then he hastily effaced his in- 
voluuntary air of the engineer startled 
by sight of an unexpected red light. 

“Yes.” replied I, as calm as if I were 

not realizing the tremendous signifi- 
cance of what I had announced. “I 
look to you to let me participate on 

equal terms.” 
That is, I had decided that the time 

had come for me to take my place 
among the kings of finance. I had 
decided to promote myself from agent 
to principal, from prime minister to 
king—I must, mjself, promote myself, 
for in this world all promotion that 
is solid comes from within. And in 
furtherance of my object I had bought 
this group of mines, control of which 
was vital to the Roebuck-Langdon- 
Melville combine for a monopoly of 
the coal of the country. 

“Did not Mr. Langdon commission 
you to buy them for him and his 
friends?” inquired Roebuck, in that 
slow, placid tone which yet, for the 
attentive ear, had a note in it like the 
scream of a jaguar that comes home 
and finds its cubs gone. 

“But I couldn’t get them for him,” 
I explained. “The owners wouldn’t 
sell until I engaged that the National 

the highest usefulness to him and his 
associates, as well as to myself. 

It \fras with tears in my eyes that 
I shook hands with him, thanking him 
emotionally. It was with a high chin 
and a proud heart that I went back 
to my offices. There wasn’t a doubt 
in my mind that I was about to get 
my deserts, was about to enter the 
charmed circle of “high finance.” 

m. 

CAME A WOMAN. 
In my suite in the Textile building, 

just off the big main room with its 
blackboards and tickers, I had a small 
office in which I spent a good deal of 
time during stock exchange hours. It 
was there that Sam Ellersly found 
me the next day but one after my 
talk with Roebuck. 

“I want you to sell that Steel Com- 
mon, Matt,” said he. 

“It’ll go several points higher,” said 
I. “Better let me hold it and use my 
judgment on selling." 

“I need money—right away,” was 

his answer. 

“That’s all right,” said I. “Let me 

give you an order for what you need.” 
“Thank you, thank you,” said he, 

so promptly that I knew I had done 
what he had been hoping for, probably 
counting on. 

I give this incident to show what 
our relations were. He was a young 
fellow of good family, to whom I had 
taken a liking. He was a lazy dog, 
and as out of place in business as a 

cat in a choir. I had been keeping 
him going for four years at that time, 
by giving him tips on stocks and pro- 
tecting him against loss. This purely 
out of good nature and liking; for I 
hadn’t the remotest idea he could ever 

be of use to me beyond helping to 
liven things up at a dinner or late 
supper, or down in the country, or on 

the yacht. In fact, his principal use 
to me was that he knew how to “beat 
the box” well enough to shake fairly 
good music out of it—and I am so 

fond of music that I can fill in with 
my imagination when the performer 
isn’t too bad. 

They have charged that I deliberate- 
ly ruined him. Ruined! The first 
time I gave him a tip—and that was 

the second or third time I ever saw 

"SHE HOOKED AS STRAIGHT AT ME AS I AT HER.” 

Coal and Railway company was not to 
have them.” 

“Oh, I see," said' Roebuck, sinking 
back relieved. “We must get Browne 
to draw up some sort of perpetual, 
irrevocable power of attorney to us 

for you to sign.” 
“But 1 won't sign it,” said 1. 

Roebuck took up a sheet of paper 
and began to fold it upon itself with 
great care to get the edges straight. 
He had grasped my meaning; he was 

deliberating. 
“For four years now,” I went on, 

“you people have been promising to 
take me in as a principal in some one 

of your deals—to give me recognition 
by making me president, or cha.rman 
of an executive or finance committee. 
I am an impatient man. Mr. Roebuck. 
Life is short, and I have much :o do. 
So I have bought the Manasquale 
mines—and I shall hold them.” 

Roebuck continued to fold the paper 
upon itself until he had reduced it to 
a short, thick strip. This he slowly 
iwisiea uetween ms cruel nngers un- 

til it was in two pieces. He dropped 
them, one at a time, into the waste 
basket, then smiled benevolently at 
me. “You are right,” he said. “You 
shall have what you want. You have 
seemed such a mere boy to me that, 
in spite of your giving again and 
again proof of what you are, I have 
been putting you off. I will talk the 
matter over with Langdon and Mel- 
ville. Rest assured, my boy, that you 
will he satisfied.” He got up, put his 
arm affectionately round my shoul- 
ders. "We all like you. 1 have a feel- 
ing toward you as if you were my own 

son. I am getting old, and I like to 
see young men about me, growing up 
to assume the responsibilities of the 
Lord’s work whenever He shall call 
me to my reward.” 

It will seem incredible that a man 
of my shrewdness and experience 
could be taken in by such slimy stuff 
at that—I who knew Roebuck as only 
a few insiders knew him, I who had 
seen him at work, as devoid of heart 
as any empty spider in an empty web. 
Yet I was taken in to the extent that 
I thought he really purposed to recog- 
nize my services, to yield to the only 
persuasion that could affect him— 
force. I fancied he was aotwsily 
about to put me where I could be of 

• 

him—he burst into tears and said: 
“You’ve saved my life, Blackloc!:. I’ll 
never tell you how much this windfall 
means to me now.” Nor did I with 
deep and dark design keep him along 
on the ragged edge. He kept himself 
there. How could I build up such a 

man with ills hundred ways of wast- 
ing money, including throwing it 
away on his own opinions of stocks— 
for he would gamble on his own ac- 

count in the bucket-shops, though I 
had shown him that the Wail street 
game is played always with marked 
cards, and that the only hope of win- 
ning is to get the confidence of the 
card-markers, unless you are big 
enough to become a card-marker your- 
self. 

As soon as he got the money from 
my teller that day, he was rushing 
away. I followed him to the door— 
that part of my suite opened out on 
the sidewalk, for the convenience of 
my crowds of customers. “I’m just 
going to lunch.” said 1. “Come with 
me.” 

He looked uneasily toward a smart 
little one-horse brougham at the curb. 
“Sorry—but 1 can't,” said he. ‘Tve 
my sister with me. She brought me 

down in her trap.” 
“That's all right,” said I; “bring 

her along. We’ll go to the Savarin."' 
And I locked his arm in mine and 
started toward the brougham. 

He was turning all kinds of colors, 
and was acting in a way that puzzled 
me—then. Despite all my years In 
New York I was ignorant of tho elab- 
orate social distinctions that had 
grown up in its Fifth avenue quarter. 
I knew, of course, that there was a 

fashionable society and that some of 
the most conspicuous of those in it 
seemed unable to get used to the idea 
of being rich and were in a state of 
great agitation over their own im- 
portance. Important they might be, 
but not to me. I knew nothing of 
their careful gradations of snobbism 
—the people to know socially, the 
people to know in a business way, the 
people to know in ways religious and 
philanthropic, the people to know for 
the fun to be got out of them, the 
people to pride oneself on not know- 
ing at all; the nervousness, the hys- 
teria about preserving these disgust- 
ing gradations. All this, I say, was 

an undreamed-of mystery to me, who 
gave and took liking in the sensible, 
self-respecting American fashion. So 
I didn’t understand why Sam, as I 
almost dragged him along, was stam- 
mering: “Thank you—but—I—she— 
the fact is, we really must get up- 
town.” 

By this time I was where I could 
look into the brougham. A glance— 
I can see much at a glance, as can 

any man who spends every day of 
every year in an all-day fight for his 
purse and his life, with the blows com- 

ing from all sides. I can see much 
at a glance; I often have seen much; 
I never saw more than just then. In- 
stantly, I made up my mind that the 
Ellerslys would lunch with me. 

“You’ve got to eat somewhere,’’ said 
I. in a tone that put an end to his at- 
tempts to manufacture excuses. “I’ll 
be delighted to have you. Don’t make 
up any more yarns.” 

He slowly opened the door. “Anita,” 
said he, “Mr. Blacklock. He’s invited 
us to lunch.” 

I lifted my hat. and bowed. I kept 
my eyes straight upon hers. And it 
gave me more pleasure to loot: into 
them than I had ever before got out 
of looking into anybody’s. I am pas- 
sionately fond of flowers, and of chil- 
dren; and her face reminded me of 
both. Or, rather, it seemed to me that 
what I had seen, with delight and 
longing, incomplete in their freshness 
and beauty and charm, was now be- 
fore me in the fullness. I felt like 
saying to her: “I have heard of you 
often. The children and the flowers 
have told me you were coming.” Per- 
haps my eyes did say it. At any rate, 
she looked as straight at me as I at 
her, and I noticed that she paled a 

little and shrank—yet continued to 
look, as if I were compelling her. But 
her voice, beautifully clear, and lin- 
gering in the ears like the resonance 

of the violin after the bow has swept 
its strings and lifted, was perfectly 
self-possessed, as she said to her 
brother: “That will be delightful—if 
you think we have time.” 

I saw that she, uncertain whether 
he wished to accept, was giving him a 

chance to take either course. “He 
has time—nothing but time,” said I. 
“His engagements are always with 
people who want to get something out 
of him. And they can wait.” I pre- 
tended to think he was expecting me 

to enter the trap; I got in, seated my- 
self beside her, said to Sam: “I’ve 
saved the little seat fcr you. Tell 
your man to take us to the Equitable 
building—Nassau street entrance.” 

I talked a good deal during the first 
half of the nearly two hours we were 

together—parti} because both Sam 
and his sister seemed under some sort 
of strain, chiefly because I was deter- 
mined to make a good impression. I 
told her about myself, my horses, my 
house in the country, my yacht. I 
tried to show her I wasn't an ignor- 
amus as to books and art, even if I 
hadn’t been to college. She listened, 
while Sam sat embarrassed. “You 
must bring your sister down to visit 
me,” I said, finally. “I’ll see that you 
both have the time of your lives. 
Make up a party of your friends, Sam, 
and come down—when shall we say? 
Next Sunday? You know you were 

coming anyhow. I can change the 
rest of the party.” 

Sam grew as red as if he were go- 
ing into apoplexy. I thought then he 
was afraid I’d blurt out something 
about who were in the party I was 

proposing to change. I was soon to 
knov.r better. 

“Thank you, Mr.—Blacklock,” said 
his sister. “But I have an engage- 
ment next Sunday. I have a great 
many engagements just now. With- 
out looking at my book I couldn’t 
say when I can go.” Thi3 easily and 
naturally. In her set they certainly 
do learn thoroughly that branch of 
tact which plain people call lying. 

Sam gave her a grateful look, which 
he thought I didn’t see, and which I 
didn’t rightly interpret—then. 

(To be Continued.) 

Grave Problem for Wife. 
wnat to uo When Husband Seems to 

Have Transferred Love. 

There are two stock answers given 
by wives when they are asked the 
crucial question: "What would you 
do if your husband seemed inclined to 
fall in love with another woman?” 
One answer is: "I wouldn't do any- 
thing; I'd let him go!” and the other: 
“I’d flirt with some one myself.” Fur- 
ther than this the imagination does 
not seem to go. 

The first answer, translated, means: 
“If my husband could fall so far from 
my ideal of him he wouldn’t be my 
husband any more. >1 would feel only 
indifference and contempt for him.” 

The other answer is of a different 
caliber: “If he sees that he is in dan- 
ger of losing me he may regain his 
interest in me. What another man 
admires he may admire, too, and find 
that he loves me best, after all. At 
any rate, he will find that he cannot 
neglect me with impunity.” 

Both answers aie, of course, super- 

ticial and based on the feeling of the 
moment—the feeling of “getting 
even." But the woman who is in 
danger of losing her husband's affec- 
tions will have many moments not to 
be evolved into sentences so clear- 
cut and self-sufficient. If a woman 
does not know that her affection is 
killed for a man when she finds him 
beginning to be attracted elsewhere, 
then, indeed, the situation is simpli- 
fied. If one no longer loves, every- 
thing is ended—the worst hurt is 
over. But in real life the woman who 
speaks the most proudly is the one 
who finds it most impossible to live 
up to that ultimatum of indifference. 
To see the one she loves daily, in all 
the intimate domestic happenings, to 
have everything speak of those cords 
of married life by which they are 
bound together, to know that there 
are still times when he is tender and 
she is dear—oh, that is not to wish 
him to go! He must stay and love 
her best, or she will die.—Harper's 
Bazar. 

TO SERVE WITH ROAST DUCK. 

Baltimore Apple Bread a Favorite 
Southe~n Dish. 

Baltimore apple bread was a favor- 
ite accompaniment to duck in the old 
ante-bellum days, and in many old 
Maryland families still finds abundant 
appreciation. To make it, rub through 
a pound of sifted and warmed bread 
flour, two-thirds of a cup of butter and 
three heaping tablespoonfuls sugar. 
Dissolve half-a compressed yeast cake 
in a cup of milk that has been scald- 
ed and cooled to lukewarm. Add to 
the flour and mix to a stiff batter. 
Add again three eggs well beaten and 
beat the batter until it blisters. It 
needs be very stiff. Cover and let 
rise over night in a warm place. In 
the morning it should be nearly 
doubled in bulk. Divide in two por- 
tions and roll out in cakes about half 
an inch thick. Spread one with rather 
tart apple sauce, cover with the other 
and let them rise together about half 

1 in hour, then bake in a moderate oven 

nmil well done. As soon as taken 
from the oven spread with more well- 
cooked and sweetened apple sauce, 
dredge lightly with sugar, sprinkle 
with nutmeg or cinnamon, and set 
back in the oven long enough for the 
sugar to melt. Eat very hot. 

HOUSEHOLD HINTS. 

Serve crisp celery with cold meat. 
It is always appreciated, and is a fine 
nerve tonic. 

For washing coarse clothes soft soap 
is best, and will go further than the 
hard yellow soap. 

To clean your pewter, first wash it 
in very hot water, rub with fine silver 
sand, and when quite dy polish with 
a leather. 

Croquettes baked in the oven in- 
stead of fried, and serve with a rich 
brown sauce, are the invention of a 

housewife who was once a victim of 
dyspepsia. 

The knife used for peeling a pine- 
apple should not be used for slicing it, 
as the rind contains an acid that is 

apt to cause a swollen mouth and sore 

lips. 

Instead of a table mat under the 
brass kerosene lamp use a shallow 
Benares brass tray. For the gas or 

elactric lamp tooled leather mats are 

in encellent taste. 

After nailing down a carpet, and be- 
fore putting in the furniture, sweep 
the whole surface well and then go 
over with a scrubbing brush slightly 
wetted with ammonia. 

Washing Laces. 
To wash laces make a suds with 

naphtha soap and tepid water, put the 
laces in it and let them soak for half 
an hour; then souse them around and 
squeeze between the hands to get the 
water out. Make fresh suds souse 

laces around again, but do not rub 
lest you break the meshes; squeeze, 
then rinse in two waters, with a few 

drops of dissolved gum arabic in the 
last water. If the lace is cream or 

ecru add a few drops of orange dye 
to the last water, or, if pure white, a 

few drops of bluing. Spread on a 

sheet to dry; when nearly dry pull 
gently into shape and roll from one 

end, keeping edges even; then wrap 
in a damp cloth and let lie for half an 

hour and press with a not too hot 
iron. 

A Good Soda Cake. 
Three-quarters of a pound of flour, 

three ounces of lard or butter, a 

quarter of a pound of sugar, five 
ounces of currants, ditto sultanas, a 

piece of candied lemon peel, a quar- 
ter of an ounce of caraway seeds, a 

small teaspoonful of carbonate of 
soda, two teaspoonfuls of vinegar, and 
half a pint of milk. Wash and dry 
the currants and sultanas. Rub the 
lard into the flour, add all the dry 
ingredients, well mix them, and make 
into a dough with the milk. Add the 
vinegar, and if necessary a little more 

milk; beat well. Place in a veil 
greased tin, and bake in a moderate 
oven for one hour and a half or two 
hours. The object of the vinegar i3 
to take off the taste of the carbonate 
of soda. 

Comfort in Kitchen. 
In every kitchen there should be a 

very high chair and a very low one. 

Economy of strength is true wisdom 
on the part of a worker, and much 
standing and constant fatigue—and 
sometimes actual illness—may be 
avoided by the use of proper chairs. 
Plain ironing, mixing of puddings, and 
many other task ? may be done as well 
when sitting on a high chair or stool 
as when standing; and the low chair, 
is useful for sitting in to shell peas 
or string currants, when it is con- 
venient to have a bowl in one’s lap, 
and another bowl or basket on The 
floor beside one. 

To Make a Dull Piano Bright. 
Alcohol is used by workers in fac- 

tories to remove the dull appearance 
from highly polished surfaces of 
pianos, but the putting on of this 
liquid must be carefully done, or the 
finish will be burned, and the case 
have to be dressed and polished the 
same as it was when new. This 
process is costly, so if alcohol is 
rubbed’on the dull spots with a soft 
cotton or flannel cloth only a little 
of the liquid should be used. Put on 
with a light stroke across the sur- 
face, then should follow a brisk rub 
with a soft silk or cheesecloth rag. 

To Curl Ostrich Feathers. 
To recurl ostrich feathers start a 

quick fire of fine kindlings on top of 
the stove or hearth; when the wood 
is in a good blaze throw say two good 
tablespoons of salt over it, and as 
soon as blaze is dying down hold the 
feather over the coals, turning con- 
stantly to keep from singeing.—Good 
Housekeeping. 

Creamed Chestnuts. 
Put a pound of large chestnuts into 

boiling water, and cook until they will 
peel; then shell them and simmer in 
rich milk enough to cover them until 
they are soft and tho milk Is thick. 
Do not attempt to remove the inner 
skin of the nuts, as it holds them in 
shape. 

GIRL WOULD SERVE IN NAVY 

One of Cleveland’s most patriotic residents is a 15-year-old girl, Grace 
Mullen, who wants the government to admit girls to the United States navy. 
Miss Mullen wrote to the navy department upon the subject and expressed 
the hope that patriotic girls would be given the same encouragement as boys 
to serve Uncle Sam upon the seven seas. Her letter has not been answered. 

MOONSHINING IN NEW YORK. 

Illicit Stills Constantly Working in 
Crowded Sections of the City. 

“Don’t talk to me about moonshin- 
Ing in Kentucky,” said the internal 
revenue agent. “There’s more moon- 

shining going on all the time in little 
old New York than could be done in 
ten Kentucky's. In the crowded sec- 

tions of the East and West sides stills 
spring up right along and for awhile 
conduct a flourishing business in the 
low grade whisky they manufacture. 

“You see, it doesn’t take much trou- 
ble to equip a still with corn and yeast 
and start in to make the mash which 
is finally turned out as a pretty poor 
sort of whisky. The great difficulty is 
in getting rid of the peculiar smoke 
and odor from the stills without ex- 

citing suspicion. This is usually at- 

tempted by running the still in con- 

nection with a dye shop or some other 
chemical enterprise as a blind. We 
keep watch on all such establishments 
and have the town well covered by 
sharp-eyed and sharp-nosed agents be- 
sides. 

“We are constantly arresting these 
small moonshiners and sending them 

LIFE IN OCEAN DEPTHS. 

Carnival of Tragedy Among the Deep 
Sea Fishes. 

“All the deep sea fishes are enor- 

mous eaters,’’ says a naturalist. “There 
being nothing to eat but the life about 
them, they live upon each other. 
Every faculty for killing and devour- 
ing is provided—luminescence to daz- 

zle, swiftness and strength to overtake 
and overpower, knife-blade teeth for 
tearing, abnormally large jaws for 
crushing. Whatever the prey, or how- 
ever large it may be, there is little 
trouble in swallowing it. The mouth 
yawns like a cavern and the stomach 
distends to hold a body even larger 
than the swallower. The appetite in 
fishes seems never wanting and com- 

plete digestion with some of them is 
only a matter of half an hour. For 
this reason slaughter goes on unend- 
ingly. Usually it is produced only by 
hunger, but some monsters, like the 
bluefish, even when gorged, kill foi 
pure love of killing.” 

World’s Poisonous Snakes. 

| The most dangerous snake is the 

j African mamba, the most specialized. 

INVENTOR OF SEWING MACHINE 

Perhaps no modern invention, except the steam engine and dynamo, has 
done so much for civilization as the sewing machine. The man who invented 
the needle with the eye in the point made the sewung machine possible. He 
was Elias Howe, Jr., and he is called the inventor of the sewing machine. 
The picture herewith shows the birthplace, and his portrait suggests that he 
would have been eminent in any position. Look at that head of his. A com- 
posite of Benjamin Franklin, William Penn and old John Hancock. 

On the Boston and Albany railroad, about eighteen miles west of Wor- 
cester, one passes a sign to the effect that down in the valley near by was 
born Elias Howe, inventor of the sewing machine. 

to jail. But enough spring up in their 
places for you to say with safety that, 
as I say, there’s more moonshining 
going on in New York city right along 
than there could be in ten Kentuckys. 
—N. Y. Sun. 

CODICIL WITH A POINT. 

Jocular Bequest of David Hume to 
v His Lifelong Friend. 

A jocular bequest of David Hume 
to his friend John Home was curious. 
Home liked claret and disliked port, 
calling it poison, and the two friends 
had many discussions on the subject. 
They also used to have disputes as to 
which of them took the proper way 
of spelling their common family name. 

The philosopher, about a fortnight be- 
fore his death, wrote with his own 

hand the following codicil to his will: 
“I leave to my friend, Mr. John Home, 
of Kilduff, ten dozen of my old claret 
at his choice and one single bottle of 
that liquor called port. I also leave 
him six dozen of port provided that 
he attests under his hand, signed John 
Hume, that he himself alone finished 
that bottle at two sittings. By this 
concession he will at once terminate 
the only two differences that ever 

arose between us concerning temporal 
matters.” 

Turk in Michigan Univsrsity. 
Hrand M. Malejan, a native of 

Swas, Turkey, has entered the med- 
ical department of Ann Arbor uni- 
versity. Mr. Malejan is an accom- 

plished linguist. It is his intention to 
i»ecome an American citizen as soon 
as the law will allow. 

Beardless Americans. 
The fantastic trimming of beards 

'nto formal shapes corresponding to 
old-fashioned box-hedges began during 
Elizabeth’s reign, and has continued 
to a greater or less degree to the pres- 
ent day. In England now 9 gentle- 
man is supposed to wear a mustache, 
and until comparatively recently the 
growth of one was the first ambition 
of the youth of this country. It is 
hardly ten years since the American 
usage changed, but the revolution was 
so complete, when it did arrive, that 
nowadays, young men are almost in- 

the most deadly and one of the largest 
of the cobras. It flies at everybody 
and everything; it goes out of its 
way to quarrel; it will even come 

down from a tree to solicit an in- 
terview. Over in India there is the 
great king cob-a, or hamadryad, a , 

size larger, quite as fierce—it has 
been known to chase a man on horse- 
back; he had to ride for his life— 
but its poison is a degree less vir- 
ulent. The difference, however, may 
be considered negligible and ceases 
to interest the patient after a few 
minutes. Among the Austrian cob- 
ras, the pit vipers of America and the 
great West African vipers there are 

species with evil reputations, and the 
most alarming feature is that the 
aggressive snahes are all desperately 
poisonous. 

Mansfield’s Awful Pun. 
On the banks of the Thames just 

above Windsor was moored for years 
a house boat belonging to Lady V., 
who is a lifelong friend of Richard 
Mansfield. Her son is in America and 
called on the distinguished actor the 
other day. Mr. Mansfield's second in- 
quiry was after the house boat, where 
he had passed so many enjoyable 
days. 

“Oh, mother wearied of the water,” 
explained the young Englishman, 
"though she loves the old house boat. 
So she had piles driven in the bank 
and raised the house on them and 
there it stands high and dry and com- 

fortable.” 
“What does she call it?” queried 

Mr. Mansfield, unblushingly. “The 
house boat on the sticks?” 

variably clean-shaven, and their eld- 
ers are gradually yielding to the new 

fashion.—North American Review. 

All the “Foots” She Had. 
One morning a little girl, who lived 

in South Boston, was endeavoring to 

put a right shoe on her left foot, 
and vice versa. Her father, who was 

much interested in watching her 
fruitless trial, exclaimed: “Why, 
Millie, you are putting your shoes on 

the wrong feet.” 
“Tlat’s all the foots I dot, papa,” 

replied the child. 


