Wne-beﬂ. was rlmlng tr-om
' que little charch of St
: vﬂlm just below the. an

{w  church; she rose at the
J t her milking-stool un-
“arm, while Jeen Tissot. who
anby her .side, meéchani-
his ocan . and there was.
‘a minute between them.
vious conversation had ap-
ly. been. ‘very ‘animated, ’ for
cheeks were flushed, and her
m sparkled like diamonds
her dark brows, while Jean
i ‘the verge of despair-as he
.distractedly on Marie’s pretty
e and charming little figure, in
fieat gray dress and white apron.
jrié was the farmer’s daughter,
ad did not wear the ugly, loose,
kets and unbecoming, round,
caps, redeemed from  ugliness by
ir streamers of the Avranches
nt. i
p, Marie was a coquette, and wore
t petticoats because she had small
a tight bodice, because she had
arming figure; a red rose in her
C Mr, because it contrasted well
th ber raven plaits; and a white
slin fichu over her gray dress, be-
it showed to ld\antage her
olive skin.
-angelus-bell ceased, and- Jean
d hls conversation.
1 meant it. If you won't
ne, 1 will go to sea.”
was _very bandsome: he had
1air and a long, golden mus-
blue eyes and a complexion
by exposure to sea and sun;
gwdly to look at in his knitted

Rﬁ

ah! Jean, you ‘all say that.

said it, and Jacques anc
Robert. Tell me some news—I_am
 that old tale. ‘If you do not |

‘me, I will go to sea,” ” mocked

said it, and Idoit. I sayit,
)y our Lady TI'll go this very
if you don’t promise to marry

turned a shade paler, but she :

as she answered: —

_Jean; 1 believe a sailor'slife
izppy one: you can try it.”
appy life! You pretend to be-
2an be happy without you?

I wodld give ten years of my
if 1 had only eleven to live,
ya;‘ say you love me, and

Tolored with delight; this |’

he in she loved to hear; this
i sweetest music to those
lititle ears.

@idn’t know it, there might
‘hope for me. Fool that I

tell you,” continued Jean.
aw't contridict you.” laughed
but the la 1gh wasuot so merry |
t it to be, and the fingers |

the milking-stool |
visibly. { love me, and thep I laugh at them.
.- Coguette! muttered Jean |

breath “Well, adiea,
You may search all
and you ‘will never find a man

yonas I love the veryearth!

i tread on,” and his blue eyes,
2d fire as he spoke. :
revoir,” said Marie, lightly.
us Dot au revoir. Let us
“each other for once, if|
e.  If we part to-night, it is .
forever. 1Ishall go to Havre |
 berth on board some ship, |
heayen  knows where, and:
long. as 1 live, Marie, do I
C 8t. Senier again. It I
the bot.tmn all the better.”
me?” int.errupted Marie, look-

hly at him under her longl

you?—yes, for youn. Forif1!

re dead, perbaps you would cowe '

ar.senses;. perhaps if 1 were lv-
in my grave you would know
.know now. In spite of all
u of me, Marie, I believe.
Ilm sure you love me,” said

: trembled and iurned paler.
18'threw up her head -haughtily
replied:
like your conceit.”
b you liked me,” said -Jean,
Y
dare say you think 1 shall cry
8 out when you are gone to
£0 on, mon cher, and we
Adien,” and Marie made
lover an elaborate courtesy, and
50 the house, leaving the dis-!
£ Jean to- his own reflections,

y.were not happy, those. reflec-
He meant all he had just said

He meant to go. to sea,

refused to marry him. He
1 @ him in splt,e of that:

It sure it was her love

'y that made her refuse, bnt |
i not be trifled with any

’lml gone too far; he would

rther, even as far as Havre,
from there wherever it pleased
,0f heaven ‘to take him;

night he would shake the

. Senier off his feet forever.

“.
! % a fisherman, he bad a boat
S-0wn and a house: and Marie had
: ,.u there was nothing to pre-
i from marrying at once—

Marie's perversity.

she- was; and the

j6 more the scorned him,
loved her, and t.he little

‘knew it.

on his heel snd,nve;
at La Metairie, with
ugf and dormer win-|cluded

ine

there rematned a H&m to 'win.

The confessional stood in a dark re-
cess, at the opposite side of the
church’ to the door by which Jean
had entered. There was a bell close
‘to it, with .which t0 summon the
priest, if he was not ln the confess-
ional.

The church was empty, and Jean
having lighted a candle and .saida
prayer at the Lady-altar, went into
the conf nal and knelt there,
knowing the priest: would - come and
sit;-as he always @id, at half-past six.

Presently - Jean’s. dévotions wcre
disturbed by a step he would have
recognized in.Australia or Siberia as
Marie’s; it advanced up the aisle to |
the lady-altar, and there it stopped.

-Jean Tose from his knees, and,
‘peeping round the corner of the re-
cess, looked to see if he were right,.
though he had not a shadow of doubt
on the subject. Yes, it was Marie.
Her back was towards him, as she
knelt with eyes and hands raised to-
wards the statue of our Lady; she was
evidently praying earnestly. - Pres-
ently a stifled sob reached Jean's ears:
then her shoulders began to heave,
her head sank on her hands, and she
sobbed wildly for some minutes.

“‘] was right; she does love. me af-
terall, Shall I goand comfort her?
I dare not; she would scorn me as she
has done sc often. Oh, if T were only
certain she loves  me—if I could be
but sure,” thought Jean.

Presently the sobs ceased, and as
the clock chimed half-past six, Marie
ros¢ and came towards the confess-
ional.

As quick as the thought waich oc-
curred to him, Jean seated himself in
the priest’s place in the middle of the
confessional, closed the wonden doors
and drew the curtains. Marie was
coming to confession; he would hear
her, and find out if she loved him.

The confessional was so dark Marie
would not be able to see him if she
{looked, and he could imitate the
priest’s voice to perfection.

Marie advanced to confessional, saw
the curtains were drawn, and con- |
cluded the priest was sitting, so she
knelt down by the grating. Aftera
moment’s pause Jean drew back the |
sliding shutter over the grating, mut-
tered the usual blessing in Latin, and
‘the unsuspecting Marie began her
confession.

Jean could see her profile through
the ¢‘grille,” her full face was turned
from him, bat" her eyes’ were cast
down, and the lashes were wet with
tears. She whispered a few ordinary
peccadiiloes, and then she burstl out
with a sob:—

**Mon pere, I am so miserable'"

A man’s al'mu opened and toldett

her to his heart.

» ©At last, Marie! * Yon can ngverf

deceh'e me again—I know the truth |
now. - No, vou shall not stit from
here t.ill you promise to be my wife,”
whispered Jean, kieslng her passion-
ately.

¢ “Let me go, Jean. Some one will
see us.”

“I don’t eare who sees us l’mm-
‘ise,” said Jean.”
_ %] promise. Now Iet me go. And
you go to Pere rand, he is waiting
for you. Oh! Jean, how dreadtqlly
wicked you have been. - Tdon’t know
‘what the priest won’t do to you,” said
‘Marie, who thought by making the
most ot Jean’s offénse; to cover her
owun confession.”
*Oh, Marie! I-am so happy'Ic;m’t,
be sorry 1 did it Must 1 goto the
priest?”
“Yes, unless you would rather go
to Havre,” .said Marie. archly.
‘¢‘Well, come and wait for me 4
said Jean, who "did not relish this
visit.
However, he wenb into the confes-
sional, and Marie waited for him.
i § sha'n’t play that trick again,
Marie, as long as I live,” he whis-
pered, when he came out.
“‘There is no need to do it again,”
answered Marie. And Jean Tissot
never went to sea. h
And Pierre and Jacques and Robert
wondered what arts he\g_:_\d employed
to win his bride; but that secret was
one neither they nor any one else in
St. Senier ever discovered.

‘Needed no Lessons.

A strong instance of inherited taste
and aptitude is cited by Mr. Morley
Roberts in his “Land-Travel and Sea-
Faring.” He was in Australia, in ‘the
land of sheep,” and had a collie pup,
which he named Boson.

He was only two months old. when
I took him with me to Strathavon,
and until then he had never beheld a

/

four days I kept him tied up close to
my tent, *but on the fourth day He

about one hundred and fifty rams.

On reaching them, I found 1 had
left my fence tools behind, and I rode
back after them, Sancho following.
I did not notice that Boson remained
behind.  When I came back'in a few
minutes, I saw, to my surprise,. that
the rams had not spread out to feed,.
but were bunched in a close mass,and
that the outer ones were following
the motions of something which I

“Why, my child?” said Jean won-
dering what on earth he should say,
when she had finished. i
*‘Because I have driven Jean Tissot
tosea, He loves me, and I have!
served him as I served them all. I;
laughed at him. I cannot help it,

father, I am a coquette. ' It is my
pature. 1 want to make them love
me. ‘Tlove to hear them say they

Ah! but you were right, father. You
told me I should do it once too often;
I bave done it now. 1'shall never
 laugh again,” said Marie with a sob.
“Why not? asked Jean with a beat- i
ing heart.
i ““Why not? Because Jean has gone ;
Kt.o sea. Oh! father, when he is out
. tishing I wateh the clouds all the
while; if it blows I am miserable till
" hecomes back; but when he is at sea,
l miles and miles away, oh! what shall
I do? whatshall 1 do? He will never
come back here, never, never; hesays
80; oh, it will kill me!” and Marie
'rocked herself in an agony of grief.
| “Doyou. love him then?” asked!
that wicked Jean.
‘‘Love him? I am dying of love for
, him. I cannot live ' without Jean.
Oh! father, I never loved any man
but Jean; he is my first love and my |
last. Oh! what shall I do?”
What answer that rascal, Jean,
would have made to- this question,
wrung from Marie’s heart in the
agony of her ,remorse, will never
be known, for at that instant the
sacristy door openced, and simultan-
eously Jean jumped up, bolted out of
the confessional almost into the old
priest’s arms, as he came towards it,
and down the aisle as fast as his legs
would carry him.
The priest, amazed at such extra-
ordinary conduct, pulled aside the
curtaio to see if any one was kneel-
ing' at the grating, saw Marie, whom
; he recognized, sobbing her heart out,
and seating himself in his part, asked
in astonishment:
My dear chiid, what does this
meéan?  Who is that man?”’
“What man, father? 1 have Seen
no one but vou,” sobbed Marie:
“But I have only just. come into
church.”
**Haven’t 1 been confesslnz to you,
father?” said poor Marie, in an agony
of terror.
*-No, a young man in_a blue jersey
rushed out of the confessional as I
came into church. It looked like
Jean Tissot,” said the priest.
*‘Oh, father! - I shall die of shame

I bave been confessing to you, as I
thought, that I loved him. Oh! I
wish I were dead! I would have died
beforé I would have said what I have
just been saying to any one but you.”

‘‘Poor child; tell me all' about it,”
said Pere Legrand.

8o poor Marie made her confession
a second. time, " feeliag more shame

time.

| now. Oh! what will become of me? !

and wortification than despair this

could not see, hut which they evi-
. dently feared.

I reined in my horse, waved back

Sancho. and watched. Presently I
saw wooly little Boson, who certainly
was no bigger than the head of the
least of the rams, paddling round and
round the circle in a guiet, business-
like manner. I remained motionless,
and watched to see whether he was
doing it by accident: but no, he made
his rounds again ana again, and as he
did so, the huge-horned rams follow~d -
him with their eyes.
It was with much difficulty that I
enticed him home, and, from his air,
I have no doubt he would “have -fone
on circling his self-imposed charge
until his legs failed him.

The Borrowing Habit,
A certain amiable young housewife
who presides over a comfortable suite
of apartments in Harlem is convinced
that there is such a thing as being
tuo neighborly. ‘Her neighbors on the
floor above convinced her. When the
aforesaid neighbors moved into the
¢ building the first of last May, this
amiable housewife considerately sent
her neatly aproned domestic up-stairs
to inquire if there was anything that
; she could do to add to the comfort of
the new - comers. Down came a
prompt request for the loan of a ham-
mer and a stewpan. When the stew-
pan was returned it was cracked, but
that fact did not deter ‘‘the neigh-
bors” from asking for a bar of soap
and a few matches. The latter ar-
ticle they forgot to return, but they
kept up the borrowing habit steadily,
and did not get a real out-and-out re-
bufl until last we>k, when the young
aaughter of ‘‘the neighbors’ ”* family
came to the amiable housewife’s door,
and after stating that her mother had
unexpected gihests to dinner, begged
the loan of a pie for dessert,  ‘‘You
will have to excuse me,” said the ami-
_able housewife, with gentle frigidity,
“I am out of pies just now, and if I
had one I would not care to lend it.”

Origin of Chess Terms.

origin of one of the most important
terms in their game. The word
‘‘chess” is said to be a cortuption of
the Arabic word ‘‘sheikh,” meaning
chief or king. The game came west-
ward by way of Persia, where the
word sbeikh becomes shah. It was
the game of the king. The term
*s‘check” is merely o give notice that.
the king is attacked, and ‘‘check-
mabe!’ means ‘‘the king is dead, the

‘mata” being from the same
roo as the Snanlsh .matador, the
slayer of the bull. 'The word check,
whether verb or noun, may be traced
through several curlous ramifications
back to. the Persian .and Arabie.
Even the word exchequer is curiously
tangled up in this verbal utwm'k.*
NewYo ySun.. .-

1I¥ & man thlnkr a mt« ‘deal o! hﬁa
wife, he gets 1ots of nice mmr for | w

i

u
"

*‘What shall I do, father?” she con-

her when she u liek, vblolg eata|
himseil i

Few chessplayers could guess the |

of others weighlng from six to

aboye
t.hat one block, weighing eight ‘tons,
was driven by the force of the waves
over very rough ground to a' distance
of about seventy feet, and this ata
height of twenty feet. ‘In the build-
ing of light-houses the _force - of the
waves. is often too apparent, huge
stones are flung about like pebbles;
iron fastenings are wrenched out and

straw.
Tremendous as must be - the eﬂ'ects
of the sledge-hammer blows -of  the

-stormy sea, yet these wonld not break

down a rock-bound coast rapidly, be-
cause, asalready noticed, a solid front
of massive rock can sustain for a long
time even the most tremendous
shocks. There are, however, several
circumstances which enable the wave
to get, as it were, behind the strong
outer ramparts, and to carry on the
work of destruction more rapidly.
1n the first place, the meteorological
agents, such as rain and frost, are
continually at work wearing down
and breaking up the land. Every
joint and fissure is sought out and
widened by these untiring workers,
and masses of rocky debris are broken
off and hurled jnto the seething wa-
ters. By the action of the waves
these are broken and ground down,
and boulders, shingle, sand, etc., are
formed from their fragments, and are
used as missiles' to batter down the
remaining portions of the cliffs. '

The waves catch them up and huri
them against the land with great
force, like the aischarge of artillery.
The face of the opposing rocks is

ing shower of stones and sand. ‘Holes
and caves are gradually worn out,

\% ot away, and followed me and my | jnto which the waves penetrate and | Ney.
ig dog Sancho down to the gate of

the paddock, where I had just driven derground, until at length ‘the mass|and cannon balls in the face?”

carry on the.work of destruction un-

is' undermined and falls with a
crash, shivered into fragments, upon
which the wild waves continue their
destructive work, grinding them
down to serve in their turn as instru-
ments of further inroads.

Then, again, the high sea waves
rushing upon the land, flll with wa-
ter all the chinks, gulleys, or other
openings that may have formed in the
rocks, and the pressure of the water
tends to rend these asunder, after
which they are easily broken up and
cast into the sea.

Mustache Dyé¢ Dying Out.

*“Yon notice the color of your mus-
tache?” observed the barber interrog-
atively to the New York Herald
1eporter with a tomato tinted fringe
on his upper lip.

‘‘Yes, Ido,” replied the other, a lit-
tle savagely, as if he resented the talk
as too personal. **What of it2?”

The barber became apologetic. I
was only going to say,” he explained
mildly, ‘“what a change has come
over the colors of mustaches during
the last few years. Half a genera-
tion ago it would have been impnssi-
ble to find 2 mustache of the color of
yours in the whole town. Men with
yellow or red—beg pardon, sir—men
with blonde mustaches invariably
dyed them:black. Almost every fel-
low you met had a dyed mustache.
Now one rarely sees one except in the
police départment, where certain tra-
ditions are retained as sacred.

‘‘But, we don’t sell a bottle of mus-’
tache dye. in a week now, or hair die,’
either. Our customers have got to
realize that .it doesn’t fool even a
blind man. You ¢an tell ’‘em a block
away. I’'m told that Inspector Byrnes
has issued an order prohibiting the
ward detectives from using mustache
dye on account of it being a ‘give
away.’ When people see a man who
has been dyed they feel instinctively
that he must be a sleuthhound from
the station house.

“The importations of dye from
Paris have fallen off to nothing, and
apprentices in barbering don’t have
to learn the business of applying it as
they used to. In this shop we had a
wooden ball with a nail hammered in
it, to which we would attach some or-
dinary rope tow, Then the appren-
tice would pitch in and dye it, and
when he could apply tbe fuod so that
itgave an even color and didn’t stick
the hair together like so ‘much glue
we would turn over a customer tohim
to try his hand on.

**Another thing that isn’t used so
much these days is grease. This
store consumed three pounds of it a
day ten years agq, and ‘we don’t get
away with a solitary pound now. I
once :calculated: that 100,000 New.|
York men carried around 150 pounds
of wax in their mustaches.  This was
at the rate of one ounce of wax to

 forty mustaches.”

Singing Ca! tﬂo Into Quietude,

*“Dhe signs of an approaching stam-
pede," says @ cattle man, ‘‘are famil-
.iar to every man who has been muc
oh the trail. First a few cattle wlll
begin to low, or rather to uttera sort
of roar. ~ All through the herd single
animals will get up and begin to
mm around.. The others become

a amn , ‘be tushing head-

h. The most sooth-

m
teen tons having been quarried out
of thelr original beds sevent.vae feet |
“the sea. He mentions also

twisted as if they were ropes ot-'

and it mmethlng is not done | 2¢,
ot them the whole- herd will,
n

cuted, a statuci
snbsequently [-

been t.aken for rallwu
vshal Ney  was tried, ~was - issued |

power to fly from the country. This
he refused to do. The. gendarmes |
came to arrest him.. Ney saw, them
standing in his courtyard. and put up
his window. - 5
~+What do you want®” he asked.

‘‘We are looking for Marshal Ney,”
said one of the men,

‘“Well, come up-stairs and I will
show him to you.”
‘The officer’s entered the dwelling
and ascended to the Marshal’s room.
«] am Michel Ney,” he said, open-
ing the door to them.
He was sentenced, by a formal vote
of the Mouse of Peers, to be shot.
When the announcement of the sen-
tence was brought to him in the
Luxemtourg prison he was asleep. He
was wakened,and the Secretary of the
House of Peers began to read the sen-
tence. Very near the beginning of
the documeut came the list of Ney’s
titles, bestowed upon him by t.h
peror:
*You, therefore, Duke of Elchi
gen, Prince of Moskowa, Grand Cor-
don of the Legion of Honor, Grand—'
‘Oh,” exclaimed Ney, ‘‘please skip
all that; just say Michel Ney and a
lot of rubbish"’
Ney was the son of a hardworking
cooper. and had risen from the ranks
of the army. He was a child of the
people, and whatever may have been
his vanities, he threw them them all
aside in his last days.
“When he was led out to death, an

sheep at close quarters. For three or | ground and cracked by the unceas- "uncer ordered a bandage tied over

his eyes.

“Why should you do that?” said
‘‘Aaven’t I been accustomed
for twenty-tive years to look bullets

He himsell ordered the soldiers to
fire, standing and facing them.

His career summed up in one life
/the spectacular heroism of the past.
—Youth’s Companion.

A Happy Country.
Within the walls of a Japanese
garden dwells the all-reposing pcace
of nature. The murmur of the city’s
life is shut out. . Their is a charm of
quaintness in the .very air. All
speaks of a time gone Dby; itisa
dream of the past, before the Japan

.| of telegraphs and newspapers and

steamships ever existed. The influ-
ence of a kindly people shows plainly
here.. Of the human tenants no
creature seems to be afraid. - The hit-
tle frogs resting upon the lotus leaves
scarcely shrink from my touch; the
lizards sun themselvs within easy
reach of my hand: the water snakes
glide across my shadow without fear
and a praying mantis insolently
poses on my knee. Swallows and
sparrows not only build their nests
on my roof, but even enter my roor\s
without concern—one swallow has-
actually built its nest in the ceiling
of the hath-room—and the weasel
purloins fish under my very eyes
without any scruples of conscience.
A wild uguisu percheson a cedar by
the window, and in a burst of savage
sweetness challenges my caged pet to
a contest in song; and . always
through the golden air, from the
green twilight of the mountain pines,
there purls to me the plaintive, ca-
ressing, delicious call of the yama-
bato. No European dove has such a
cry. He whocan hear, for the first
time, the voice of - the yamabato
without feeling a new: sensation at
his heart little deserves to dwell in
this happy world. b

Webster’s Opinion.

‘In the year 1840 the locomotive
was a small, weak :machine that was
emploved to drag a few coach-like cars
at a speed of about ven milesan hour.
Then the directors and stockholders
of railroads constituted the meekest,
class of citizens, very different 'from
the dictavorial, influential class of
the present.

Daniel Web:ster, in describing the
American railroad of that time, said,
¢They are made of two stringers of
scantling, notched into ties thatoften
get loose in the ground. Upon the
stringers two straps of iron, the width
and ‘thickness of wagon-tires, are
nailed.

““These straps of 1ron freéquently
get detached at the ends, which turn.
up like snakes’ heads, and pierce the
floors of the cars.” Such an adcident
| actually happened to a car bet,ween
Elizabeth and New York.

. “Then,” said Webster, ‘‘the wheels
slip on the iron straps, 1n winter es-
pecially, so much that no dependence
can be placed upon the time of ar-
rival, and many people think it is not
certain that railroads will be a suc-
ces‘s."

A Pocket-Picking Goat.

Saturday a young ‘man was seen
frantically pursuing a goat along
Madison street. The goat, when
to | caught, “was made to disgorge a blue
piece of galico, in which was_tied up
to be used for the purchase of l
stamp for a let.ur 10 tho
best girl.  The goat bad pu{led it ont
‘of his . poektt-«&tlrtp (GQ 'Ihlp

'weewabun be exertea s M

y purposes, L
‘When the charge under which Mar. |
against him, it was leit vm.hin his | e

1 bottom. 'That it is of great depth is

works.

teoric showers has ever equaled that
of 1883, on the . night ‘of November
12-13. It was visible all over the
United States, Merxico, and the West
India Islands, intermingled with fire-
balls which darted forth at intervals,
leaving behind luminous trains which
remained in view from five to thirty
minutes.  In North Carolina one was
seen which appeared as large and of
greater brilliancy than the moon.

In Indiana another, not so large,

Pstreams of red and white lights.

showers—so brilliant, so grand, so
"‘subﬁme—-—was ever  betore beheld by
‘man.

upward and beheld the firmamént
descending in flery torrents over our
beloved land, the home of the brave
and the land of the free. It ap-
peared as 1f the heavens were on fire.
The impressions made upon the
minds of the people 'were varied.
The educated and intelligent looked
upon it with supreme deiight. The
uneducated and unintelligent viewed
with fear and trembling.

The colored people of the South
were frightened out of their wits.
They assembled in gronps and prayed
as colored people only can - pray—
thinking that Gabriel was about to
blow the t.rumpet call ‘‘Come to judg-
ment.”

California’s Mysterious Cavern.

,On the north side of Table Mount-
ain and near its top is an opening in
the lava that has since- its early days
been known as ‘‘the lion’s den.” It
was so named from the fact that for
years it was the lair of a band of fe-
rocious California lions that, when
the country was largely devoted to
sheep-raising, made mighty depreda-
tions upon the flocks and caused the
owners much annoyame and loss.
When pursued the animals would
seek retuge in this den and no hunter
would dare to enter it. The ground
about the entrance was covered with
bones and remnants of sheep and oth.
er animals. With the increase of
population the lions have gradually
disappeared, although as late as lust
spring two of the animals were séen.
to enter.the cave, The Oroville Mer-
cury says no known man has ever
penetrated this cave to its fullest
depth. - The mouth is about four or
five feet high-and three feet wide and
the opening descends with a sharp in-
cline  for about 200 fegt. Further
than this it has never been explored.
Now, however, a party of young men
have made arrangements . to explore
it, and, if possible, ' penetrate toits

certain, for one can stand at the
opening and heave great stones down
the declivity and the sound will
gradually die away in the distance..
The young men have procured several
hundred feet of rope, torches and lad-
ders and will thorougbly explore the
cavern. .

What adds a peculiar interest.to
theexpedition and gives zest to the
explorers is the well-known fact that
in the heyday of his career as a ban-
dit Joaquin Murietta and his band of
faithful followers made the recesses
of Table Mountain the base of their
operations in this section. From
there they would swoop down on the
miners, and then, laden with gold
dust, retreat = to the . mountains.
Search as thev might, the officers
could not locate them. ' It bas been
supposed by many this same cave was
where the -famous outlaw secreted
himself. It may be, too, that deep
down in the bowels of the earth Joa-
quin hid the greater portion . of his
ill-gotten, but nevertheless just as
pot.ent wealth.

‘' Why He Fired in the Alr,
A report of.a French duel has the
following interesting conclusion:
«Monsieur Lelache having fired his
shot, 1t was now the turn of Monsieur
Boboche to discharge his weapon. He
| waited calmly for a moment, brought
up his pistol, awaited the word—and
fired in the air.
«“This was not, however, 80 great an
‘act of magnanimity as. might be sup- |
posed, for his antagonist had climbed
a tree!"”

Gl'llll‘Wﬂto ; i
When ‘we seem to be sacrific ng
things most pr&lﬁau ‘to U8’ we are
often recelving . them back
imperishable form. When we seem
to be working solely for ot-hers we are.
often serving ves in the highest
nd noblest/ wq—bOhMiun Union.
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s o awfully preity
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upon it with supreme dellght,mﬂng: - willin
thanks to the God of the heavens for | C€88.
| the manifestations of His wondertu} :

But nothing in the history of me- |

| was  seen emitting most beautiful |

Nothing in the history of meteoric

Never shall we forget, as we looked | -

hone in k

iety, lnclu to tems, :m
-comfort. The pangs of
tearless, though the inﬂue
or chloroform may caixse

In the earlier daysof surgery
cream and utter- suc

y tears. 3, b
pure waves of emoﬁou and ]
the heart, are almost powerless to
mitigate pain. Perha
weeps from pain does?
conscious though selfish pl
words, from emot.ion. '

the nervoulmtam keepg m)
lin and pimul sentlm_cn
sustains the ' evil.

mother otaorl'ow. !

ever, prescg.

ious nerve centers. Sleep cures‘m
And so does Time, the restor ,
sons subjected to many and

griefs forget how to weep, and
old as compared to the young are al
most tearless. Tears have ' valt
in the life of humamw, uot,

but as signs.  They show th f
centers are being: relieved of bg Ieh:l_

tion 1s learning how to bear up against
sorrow.—-New York Medical Journal

A Voloanic m i
Chimbornm. ‘the ' #Pride © Y
Andes,” at one time thought: to: be
the highest” mountain peak:in the

world, is now reckoned as, ,

21,424 feet above 'Sea’ level, W
certalnly enough to giv
majesty if not of mystery.. i
natives of that region have
belief—a legend which tell

. ¢Chimbo” was once a full

than he is at. dglle

Pizorro inva t

cas,”’ Chimborazo reared his majest
000 and 30,

resent:

the strangling ot the last ;
cas, brought dewni.h m&h& 1

on; am ;" i
mountain, the fomi

“the Inca’s Head," was cumed, i
until ‘this day no 1man . has
reached within 8,000 feet, ¢

mit.” ¢The Inca’s Head”

piece of granite lymg

the peak..
formed theapex. -8t

' No wuro ot Steami
British papers state that an en-
gincer liviog in m:mwnum'my
completed, after 'L)nmn years’ ex- '
perimenting. ade for steam en-.
gines by which all steam is returned
back to the boileratterdoing its work

down great masses of St
ducing its height by about -

in the cylinders. = In several cases, it

is said; he has installed his engine
aud it 18 at work ‘with extrmrdlnary
results. Inonc case, in textil
factory, the engine with bls device is
doing as much work with one ton
coal as it formerly did with ten ,

The problemr of how to m

‘theivast amounnt of steam eveg

blown off inte the air after d

‘tain work has long oechpied
gineers, and its thorough solution
would be worth many millions ol
lars, in many ways.

zently pursued a umrSon h
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its nose with his gum
writhed a mOanG, :

1 omlves more: d‘l!lum
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