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“ Here. Gyp|” Fetch it!l"

8o saying, a tall girl with a merry
face, who was crossing the cricket-field,
flung a solid india rabber ball along
the smooth-shaven turf, and her com-
panioa, a frisky fox-terrier, bounded
after it with evident delight. Bringing
it proudly back, he was met half way
by a fine, athletic-looking young man,
who by his flannels and the bat he
swung carelessly at his side, was evi-
dently leaving the practising nets for
the night.

“Down Gyp!" he cried, but Gyp was
pot to be commanded by any but his
mistress, and though recognizing a
friend, made for passing him by, The
cricketer, determined to make the dog
obey, dropped his bat, and’cried, stern-
ly. * Down, sir |’ but the dog seeing the
beginoings of fun, dodged about hither
and thither with canine nimbleness.
Many a time the young fellow seemed
withia an ace of accomplishing his pur-
pose, bul only because the dog saw fit
to cajole him, for, at the last moment,
he eiuded him with all the ease in the
world.

A merry laugh from the approaching
girl drew the cricketer's attention to
her. “* It's the first time Iever failed
to field a ball, Ethel,” he said, joining
in her laughter.

“Down Gyp!" commanded the girl,
with raised forefinger, and instantly
the bail was dropped upon the turf.

“Gyp and I are alike in one thing, at
least,” said the ydumg man, with a
smile and outstretched hand. “ We
both know vur mistress.”

“ No nonsense, sir!” said the girl,
mesling his advance with equal frank-
ness. "1l can get lots of yowng pup-
pies to felch and carry for me. If you
were ab my beck and call I wounldn't
like you a bit.”

“Then you do like me a little bit,
Ethel 7"

“Bert! What a question to ask at
this time o' day.” .

“Aye!l” said the young man, grow-
ing suddenly serious; ‘ but sometimes
I can bardly believe it possible, and I
need to be told again to reassure me.”

“ Bert,” said the girl, laying her lit-
tle gloved hand on his white sleeve as
they moved towards the gate—for now
the sun was long past its setting—
“ Bert, you may be a professional crick-
eter, but you're evidently an amateur
lover, or you would not need telling
so often that I am yours if you can
only get the pater to say ‘yes.'’

“ Aye, there's the rub,” said Bert,
pressing the little hand as it lay upon
his arm, and looking lovingly into the
upturned eyes. ** The governor's not ex-
actly anlagonistic, but he's far from
enthusiastic. He would rather I had
been content to be his chief clerk and
pet cricketer, without aspiring to the
position of son-in-law.”

“It's your cricketing ability he ad-

mires you for chiefly, but, because you

are a professional, and he pays you, he
doean’t like the idea of giving you his
only little motherless girl, although he
knows you come of every whit as good
e stock as I—if not better—only your
peopls were well-to-do in the past, and
wa in the present. And that makes all

the difference. And then you know,
Bert "—with a shy glance—"he thinks I
might do better."”
" And he’s right, my darling.”
“That's a matter of opinion.”
& L L L

“I love her Mr. Harewood, and—she
saya—she loves me."”

“ Ab, you've taken time by the fore-
lock, and having the daugbter’'s con-
sent, you ask me as asort of sacrifice
to the conventions. Eh, Pembarton "’

**No, sir, believe me 1'd no such
thought, but these things, as you must
£now, have a habit of shaping their own
ourse."”

“Um " mused AMr. Harewood, absent-
Iy, his mind doubtless reverting to the
sweel tume 1n his own life when ““these
things "’ had run the same course; ““1've

not aword to say against v ol
say against you, and 1'f1111£hﬂli g

admit you are her equal in everything
-—hhl.:.l, worldly position, and that's a big
Ll u ‘i LE ]

when Mir. Harewcod callad Dert into

f
his private room. and, shaking him
warmly by the band, cried: *“* 1've great
]

news fer you, Pemberton. The coun-
ty commibtes have had aneye on your
recent good form and bhave written re-
questing me to let you off, to accom-
pany the team on its southern tour.”

Bert's face flushed with pleasure, for,
next to marrying Ethel Harewood, to
play for his county was his dearest am-
bition. “Of course Ishall let you go,”
continued My. Harewood, with grow-
ing enthusiasm, " and by George! if you
do well, Pemberton, I shall be proud
of you. Upon my ward you shall have
your chance |'"—then, very solemnly,—
* Pemberton, my boy, you are not half
a bad sort, and I like you, and—if you
make a “ century ' for your county dur-
ing the tour—you shall have her.”

rt Pemberton did not flush now.
He paled rather, for he knew the mag-
nitude of the task, and he knew, too,
that Harewood was not only aman of
his word, but very apt to set as much
store on Lhe converse of his promises
48 upon the promise themselves, were
his conditions not fulfilled, and Bert
felt faint as he realized how much de-
pended upon the three matches with the
southern counties.

He did not fail to write to Ethel in
the west country, and tell her the great
news, and he received a reply so full
of cheery confidence in his ability to
fulfill the condition, that, if anything,
he felt a trifle more nervous still, for
bBe knew Yeiter than she could the
greal unlikelibood of a ““colt " doing, in
his first few matches, what scores of
seasoned players seldom or never do
throughout their career.

The first match was in London, and
Bert made a capital impression. The
newspapers were full of his praises.
They prophesied a brilliant future for
him, and said that he bad the making
of a greal cricketer. Everything seem-
ed in his favor. He used his great height
and magnificent reach to perfection,and
his forward play was atreat to wit-
ness. His leg hitting revived a lost art,
and his driving was worthy of a Stod-
dart or O’Brien. All these things they
said, and much more. But he didn't
make a century. No one expected him
to. When both his scores were added to-
gether they totaled 101; but that was
not a “century,” alasl and, though
gratified with his success, and the ad-
miration it elicited, he traveled with
his comrades down to the seaside—
where the next match was to be played
—with anything but a light heart.

Worse was in store. 1The home team
won the toss, and went on to bat on a
good wicket, The ground, famous for
long scores, did not belie its repuiation,
tor they stayed in all day and part of
the next. Then came the visitors’' turn,
and Bert was sent in third wicketl down.
The lob-bowler puzzled him a lot. The
variety was not known at Unsworth.,
He poked, and patted, and, finally play-
ing back, hit his wicket, and retired
for a “*duck.” The rest of the team with
cne or two exceptions, fared little bet-
ter, and they had to * follow-on.”

When Bert went in a second time
there were still three hours before
stumps were drawn for the night, and
when the vlock in the pavilion tower
[‘:‘l‘.}l'ﬂ.tﬁtl to 6.40, and the umpire called
" time,” he had compiled eighty-three
and was well set. It was hard, but
there was no help for it, even had the
umpire known he was playing for a
bride.

The next day—dismally, drearily, un-
ceasingly—it rained. The players hung
about the pavilion hoping—one, indeed,
praying—for a cessation of the down-
tall, but in vain. At 5 o'clock the match
was abandened, and Bert's spirits were
as damp as the turf.

“Westward Hol” was the cry. The
morning broke fair and serene, as if to
mock our hero with the contrast, but,
like many another fair beginning, it
proved deceptive. The first day’s crick-
¢t, on Lhe charming west-country
ground, was broken by showers succeed-
ed by brilliant sumnshine. Bert, unfortu-
nately went on to bat when the sun
had had an hour's spell of shining, and
the drying wicket was difficult in the
extreme. He had to adopt a barn-door
policy, not conducive to rapid-scoring
and consaquent centuries, 8 WiR gne
of few who managed to keep their end
up for any length of time and had put
a careful twenty-seven to his name
when he was snapped at the wicket.

The second day was fine and warm,
and the wicket greatly improved, but,
unfortunately for Bert, the home side
bad the greater share of it, and were
yet undismissed when stumps were
d_l‘i.i.-:ﬁﬂ.

‘To-morrow ! To-morrow—or never|”
What a thought to go to bed with!
Neither was Bert the only person in the
world who went to bed with that
thought.

“Cousin Bob,” said FEthel Harewood
next day, “why don’t you take me and
Gyp down to-the match at Somerton?
You know how 1 dote on cricket.”
| ""Want to see your north country fel-
tlows get a licking " said Bob, smiling.

“1Do you think the match likely to be

“Hardly think so. They lost time the
first day. By the way, that new man

Myr. Harewood was a man who had |FPemberton has made a promising de-

prospered ﬂIlIEBdiﬂ%lj'. From small be-
ginnings he hbad scome the |argest
manufacturer and employer of labor in

the small town of Unsworth. He made |

A hobby of cricket. He played but lit-
tin himsell now, but was the patron and

mainsiay of the LTHH“'UI't.h C. 'U.—'iu.

fact, it was generally known as ‘Hare-
wood's Team "—and his fostering care
had made it the vary nursery of coun-
ty professionals. None but cricketers
need apply for a post in the works, and
a guod cricketing reputation covered a
waltitude of minor shortcomings. Bert
"emberton had been with him scarcely
Wwo years, but it had been plenty long
cnough to establish him in the affec-

ions of the Unsworth people as the best |

mt, and handsomeat fellow in the team,
'nd, also, in the heart of Ethel Hare-
wood as the only mwn in the world
for her.

She was one of those girls whom no
vnount of social elevation can oil ;
vand, to her, to love aman with all her
neart, and 10 ba baloved in return, was
cquivalent to asacred duty being laid
upon her to marry that man, or no one,
whatever his worldly position might be.

With this assurance of his sweet-
heart’s constancy ringing in bhis ears,
Bert bad sought Mr. Harewood to get
the required consent, but he could not

vail upom that gentleman to give
i\, though he had the slight satisfaction

nol recsiving a.hl-m;ﬁ refusal. The
week after the conversation, a scrap of
which is recorded above, Ethal went for
s " month or two " to visit her cousins
in the west of England. Bert thought
ke knew why.

lon with G

t *Fetch. it,
|across the anele and easily outstrio-
Filbel laad “ean eway some weeks

but-“

“Do you think ot Well, shall we got”

“"Why, cerlainly—ask and have.”

Could Bob have foreseen that the visit
to Somerton would cost his beloved
roounty the match, and remove Ethel
forever from his hopes, he would not
have been Eo merry.

When the couple arrived on the
Igruund the players were at luncheon,
‘and the visitors’ first pair were “not
out."” Ethel thought they would never
reappear, but at length they came leis-
urely forth and did so well that it was
. 4:30 before Bert could begin his colos-
sal task of making a hundred in two
hours.

For ten minutes he blocked avery-
 thing with provoking patience, then,
gradually delting out, be drove and
cat, and placed such a tone, that fifty

y 8tood to his credit when the clock said
1 250, leaving thirty-five minutes for the

' next fifty. A change of bowlers was

' tried, and the new one proved a teaser.
' Pemmberton was more than once in dif-
| ficutties, and once the wicket-keeper's

“"How's that!"” made Ethel's heart stop

runtil a gruff “Not oul” set it going
i ;t. was no use. There were but ten

minutes left, nnd Bert's scors was sev-

' enty-three. The changes at the word
 “over" seemed interminable to the anx-

ious 1 who sat in front of the pavil-
at ber feet. “Craciki™ The
ball came gliding from Bert's bat to-

- wards the eorner on her left. She bent

over the dcg. and whispered (fiercely:
yp!" Away went the dog

ping’ the (ielders. sneiched the ball

up and leisurely made for his mistress.

was intercepted by the men, and'

then the fun commenced. i

Gyp stood looking at thean againand
again, as though he fully entered into
the bumor of the situation, but easily
succeeded in dodging them whenever an
altempt was made to capture the ball.

The spectators were in great commo-
tion. All manner of cries were bandied
toand fro—"'Fielded, sirl” *"Shoot ham!"
and the like. Meanwhile—for the ball
could be plainly seen, and therefore was
not “lost"—Bert and his partner were
running for all they were worth, the
latter to win the match and the former
to win a bride. - :

“Call Gyp back, Ethel I cried Cousin
Bob, excitedly. _

“Do you think I'm going tomakean
exhibition of myself, sir ¥ Call him back
yourself,” said Etbhel, calmly. Where-
upon Bob cried, “Gyp! Gyp! Come bere
sit I until he was hoarse; while Ethel
was quietly unostentatiously counting
every run as if it were a jewel.

“Ninety-eight, ninety-nine, hundred !
—Gyp! Gyp! Down, sir.” Her voice
rang above the babel of confused
sounds—ecareless now of the fact that
«he was making an exhibition of her-
self—and the dog bounded to her, and
dropped the ball at her feet. -

The match was over and won. Cousin
Bob hurried Ethel off much against
her inelination, but not .against her
judgment—to catch their train home.
Bert—dead-tired, but happy—believed
he had won his bride by a special inter-
position of Providence, and Mr. Hare-
wood was evidently under the same in-
nocent delusion, for, that night, Bert
received the following somewhat ambi-
guous wire: ""Lucky dog!l She 1s yours
anyway—Harewood,” and this telegram
mounted and framed with her own fair
fingers, hangs to-day in Mrs. Bert
Pemberton's pretty drawing-room.
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TO CAPTURE THE MARKET.

canadian Cheese and Eniter In England -
A Most Promising Trade in Prospect.

A recent imsue of the Liverpool Daily
Post has this editorial: A glance at
the figures relative to the importa-
tion of Canadian cheese during the
last few years is unmistakeably sug-
gestive of a great futura for the tr:!,rie
in dead meat which is now inits 1n-
itial stage, for obviously the country
which is so favorable to dairy catifiﬁ
as to emable a large trade to be built
up in cheese must likewise be condu-
cive to the profitablel conversion of the
bovine species into beef. ;

Canada has been fortunate in & suc-
cession of enterprising Ministries, who,
whatever their differences of opinion

on les hautes politiques, have shown
unbroken continuity of view in thelr
recognition of the fact that the soil
is the chief resource of the country,
and that no earnestness of effort must
be spared in its degelopment. Cana-
dinm Ministries have in their turn been
fortumate in thie administrative skill
and courage they have found at their
disposal towards this end.
ITS ULTIMATE POSSIBILITY.

Im 1889 the export of Canadian cheese
to this couptry was 88,543,887 pounds,
by 1894 it had imereased nearly 50 per
cent. and in 1895 was about El.ﬁﬂﬂ,ﬂ‘.{}n
greater than in 1894. To come to plain
figures, the value of what was con-
signed to Great Britain in 1889 was
only $174,027, while in 1805 it had
risen to $536,797, and in 1896 showed a
still further advamce of over $1DI:'1,[]IJ{J.
It will be recogmized that relatively
to the vast extent and pastoral re-
sources of Camada this 1s very small.
But the trade has been of such a
steadily expanding characler that un-
der thi sysiem of cold storage trans-
port whﬁr:il has just beem initiated for
dairy produre in conjunction with beef
amd other foods, there 18 really mo dl‘!;I-
cernible limit to its ultimate 'possi-
h.l.tieﬂl =

Illi; was recently declared by a Cana-
dinn gentleman ata meeting In Liver-
pool that his coumtry manuf :u:ture.d the
best cheese in the world. The Legis-
lature, as almost everybody 18 aware,
provides a gafegruard against thosa
pefarious sophfstications whirch n*su'lt
in the empyreumatic compouni known
as “filled cheese.” Not only is iis
manufacture a punishable offence In
Canada, but the most far-reaching
precautions are taken to prevent its
beinr smuggled across the border from
the Umnited States. Ab the ]}'[“t‘ﬁﬂnt mo-
ment, as the combined result of free-
dom from admixture of foreigm fats
and excellence of manufacture, 1t 18
stated thnt almost the entire coutput
of the Domimion obtains the topmost
prices in the British market as the
“Best Canadian.” ,

TO CAPTURE THE MARKET.

1t is the fact, nnfortunately perbaps,
that there is no country in the world
so largely depemdent on foreign fpod
supplies as Great Britam. Canadian
oheese has already established itsell
firmly in British markets, and 1n view
of the fact that ouyt of 340,250,064
pounts of butter imported from abroad
last year, Canada rnntrEE:-utqdi ﬂ;l:lljr E:;,-
895,984 pounds, her determimation LO
“Capture the market” will find read
sympathizers. Har people are our kit
and kin, they have already shown their
good will in practical shape by extend-
ing to our goods sxceptionally favor-
ahle terms, and sincag we must sustain
ourselves largely upon the produce of
other lands, there i every reason why
Canada should have oun custom rather
than countries which bear us no over-
weening affection, especially when she
is determimed to conquier by virtue of
a superior article and by that alone.

A CANDID YOUNG MAN,

I wouldn't marry you if you bad
three times the wealth of my father,
she said. s ;

I presume you know, he replied with
dignity, that if I had that much money
there would bhe no necessity for me
to marry.

UP-TO-DATE STATEMENT.

So he has Lurned the hridges behind
him has he?V :

Well. practically. He has sprinkled
tacks along the road.

e . — . s c—

YOUNG FOLKS.

WHAT A BOY CAN DO.

A boy can make the world more purs,
kindly word and deed;
As blossoms call for nature's light,
S50 hearts love’s sunshine need.

A boy can make the world more purs,

By lips kept ever clean; \

;E":-i.lanm can influence shed as sare
As speech—oft more doth mean,

Aj boy can) make the world more irue,
By an exalted aim;

Let one a given end ue,
Others will seek t sammnse.

Full simple things, indeed, these thres,
Thus stated im my rhyme; :
Yet whnt, dean lad, could greater be—

What grander, more sublime ?

A WREN BTORY.

One day Farmer Bowen took down
his saw and hammer and said to Moth-
er Bowen: .

“We've got to have aletter box outat
thej gate sof that when Jimmy BMitchell
comes along withl the mail he'll havea
place to put It." - '

So Farmer Bowen found an old starch
box and nailed it firmly to a post which
stood not far from the front gate, and
only a step from the main road to Hil-
lodale. In one side of the box he oub
a hole large enough to receive a good
bigi bulndle of mpapers and letters. For
it was a new country, and some times
Jimmy, the postman, came only once
or twice a week amnd there might be
a good deal of mail at one time.

“Now the letters won't get wet if h

it happens td rain before we bring 'em
im," he said to Mother Bowen. -

But that wvery might affter Jimmy
went by, Idick Bowen ran down for
thwe mafl and found the letters lying
on the ground, just as if some one had
thrown them out of the box.

The mext day Mother Bowen put a
letter im the box for Jimmy to take up
when he came baok that way, but in
the aftermoon Dick found it lji'lingf in
the grass some distance from the box

After that the letters were thrown
out of the box ularly. Jimmy said
he couldn't explain itand Dick wasg
sure that he couldn’t.

“P'r'aps it's imps,” said little Sue,
who liked fairy stories.

“I'll watch amd see,” said Dick, “I
cam find out."” ;

The next time aletter was placed in
the box Didk was hidden away behind
the big evergreen. He wuaiched and
waibtched, buf no onecamealong. Then,
suddenly he saw the letter flutter tothe

round, as ¥ thrown by unseen hands.

p he started and ran toward the box.
Two little brown wrens went {lultering
away, cheopimg imafrightened voice.
Dick put the letter back and hid a
second time. In a few minutes the
wrens came back! and threw the letter
oult again.

“I've found 'em!
shouted Dick.

And Farmer Bowen, DMother Bowen
and all the others ran dewn from the
houge to see what the matter was.

“Poor Mrs. Wren,” sald Mothen
Bowen, who had a tender heart; ''she
th ht we put up the house for her,
and she didn't want letters in it.”” After
that a stone was placed on the letters
to hold them down, and the twe wrena
couldn't tumble them out any more.

I've found 'em "

WEDDING OMENS.

Few girls are dauntless enough to
risk being married on & Friday, and al-
s0 in the month of May, which is con-
sidered a very umnlucky timse, while
June, September, October and Decem-
ber are deemed the luckiest months of
the year, but June is the greatest of
)l 1

Monday, Tuesday and Wednesday are
considered the best days to be married
on, if assurance of happiness is de-
sired.

Monday for wealth,
Tuesday for health,
Wednesday the best day of alll
Thursday for crosses,
Friday for losses,
Saturday no luck at all.

All brideskelect rejoice when tne
marriage day dawns brightly rememb-
ering the old adage, ‘'Blest is the bride
upon whom the sun doth shine."”

Amd all are equally certain Lhat:

To chonge the name and not the let-
- ter,
Is a change for the worss, and not the
better.,

The postponement of a wedding is
regarded with such horror that many
will be wedded on a sick bed or in a
house of mwourning rather than change
the date.

It is an overbold woman, indeed, who

will let her vanity so far get the bet-
ter of her as to don her bridal robes
in their entirety before the hour set
for the ceremony, as such an act pre-
sages death and dire misfortuse.
White is the color usually chesen for

bridal robes signifying purity and in-
nocence; but others may be chosen
wisely, as the following rhyme as-
serts :

Married im white

You have chosen all right.

Married in gray,

You will go far away.

Married in black,

You will wish yourself back.

Married in red,

You'd better be deads

Married in green,

Ashamed to asen.

Married im bl

You'll always be true.

Married in pearl, |-

You'll live £ whirl.
— Married in yellow,

Ashamed of tha fellow.

Married in brown.

You'll live out of town,

Married in pl

Your spirits will sink.

To iry on a wedding 1ing bafors {he
ceremony is unpropitisus. Bhould the
ahaking hand of the groom drep this
symbol of .ove in ihs acl of putting it
on the iride's finger, ‘he ceremony had

E —mm- L —— = 2 == o ——

better ba stopped at nnce. To iewe 1t
is prophetic of evil, and t¢c remove it
?ﬂer it is placed on the finger is un-
ucky.

The throwing of rice and eld aip-
pers is descended from anatiquily, rice
meaning fertility and plenty, while the
old shoe is supposed to invoke the faver
of the fickle goddess of fortune.

No bride or groom must turn back
after starting, and tha bride must be
sura when she leaves home to placa in
her pocket & silver coin, so that in fu-
ture years she may not come %0 want.

THE PROPER GIRL TO MARRY.

She sings at har worlk, she laughs at
her misfortunes, she snaps her fingers
at cars, she knows not the meaning of
worry, says a writer. How is it that
ane girl is ead and moody and taciturn,
while another is bright amd gay and
voluble? 18 it a question of temper-
ament, or is it a question of trainingi
Most likely of both. I suppose we in-
herit a certain dlsposition to be gay
and glad or dull and sad, and this tend-
enoy, born with uvs, ean be modified eith-
ar way to a certain extemt. If wae
give way to gloom, it is bound to grow
upon ws until it becomes part of our
nature. If, however we strive to shake
off our dull moods and succeed a lit-
tle, it Is possible to develop a really
bright nature. The happy girl is a
pleasure to herself and all around her.
Her gayety is to soms #xtent contag-
ious, and often dull people in her vic
inity wonder why they have been sc
bright of late. A bright girl is
hsme what sunshine is to a garden
Her gemnial presence calls for all rl‘.hn!
sweet blossoms of human hope.  The
happy girl cures the sidk at heart
e.rLEs the wounded in the battle ol
life, and scatters blessings all around
She is.better tham a doctor, more i
be desired tham o skilful physician,
greater wonder worker im the domyrlr
of the heart than all the wizards that
evar breathed. Be you therefore, hap-
py, or at least, as happy as you can.
A sweet, sunny face will redeem many
irregularities of feature, and a peal ol
hearty laughter is often more atirao
tive tham a pearly complexiom. I1f |
were B young mam I should, in look-
ing for a wife, esteem a bappy face ol

| greater wvalus thom a merely pretty

OIL6.

DAMP HANDS. .,

Many girls suffer great discomfort
from damp hands. This complaint gen-
erally arises from a weakly oconslitu-
ticn ar 1 highly nervous temperiment.
Excessiva perspiration is not only vn-
pleasant for the sufferer. but remlars
the hand: repulsive to others; there-
fore, anycnn who has the misfortune
to suifer from this complaint should
do his utmost to cure it. It is usually
worse i hot weather; but in inost cases
he patient suffers both in winter and
sumuner., If it is not a very bad ease,
it may be successfully treated with
ablutions of very hot soft watar, and
the application, after drying, of fuller’s
earth ,or a medicated powder prepared
as follows: Salicylic acld, three parts;
tale, seven parts; starch, ninety parts.
Before going oul into society in Ghe
evenings, when the hands are likely to
gel very hot and damp, plunge them
into water in 1:1']:&1:131. 5{31}.5 powdered al-
um has been dissolved.

In severe cases it wil] be found ne-
cessary to resort to more stringent
remedies, and the inside of Che hand
should be rubbed two or thres times a
day with a cloth dipped in the follow-
ing solution:' Eau de Cologne, fourteen
parts; tincture of belladona, three
parts. :

i

ANCIENT SUICID ES

_—

A Meinons Crime, and Indignities Were
iFeaped Upon the Badles.

Among the early Greeks suicide was
uncommon until they became conlam-
inated by Roman influence, says a writ-
er in |Lippincott's., Their religlous
teaching, unlike that of their Asiatic
contemyporaries, was strongly opposed Lo
gell-destruction. While a pure and
manly nation, they regarded it as a
heinous crime, and laws existed which
heaped indignity upon the body of the
suicide. By an Athenian law the corpse
was not buried unti! aftar sunset, apd
the hand which had done the deed—pre-
sumably the right bhand—was cut off
and buried separately, as baving been
a traitor to its owner.

The only suicides ever spoken of
with respect, or anything approaching
commendation, by the early Greeks,
were those of a purely patriotic char-
acter, like those ol Themistocles and
King Codrus, both were considered
patriots. The latter, when the Hera-
clidaa invaded Attica, went down dis-
guised among the enemy with the in-
tention of getting slain, and having
picked a quarrel with some soldiers
succeeded in bis object. The reason for
this act was that the oracle bad pro-
nounced that the leader of Lthe conquer-
ing urmy must fall; and the King sac-
rifived hi.-,t_h{u in order that his troops
might be victorious and his country sav-
ed. Themistocles is said to have com-
mitted suicide rathar than lead the Per
sians agaiast his ewn people.
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GLASS HELMETS.

If science has its way we should pro-
bably before long be ordered to Wwear
glass helmets as a protection against
sunstroke. This is the idea of afamn-
ous French scientific man who has
ufcldant;?l}i'. rni_g._d_a some very ﬂ!,l:ll'll‘_.'}l;I:H‘
discoveries in the nature df sunlight.
This s¢ientist believes ‘that the X rays
sunlight dre what nroduce sunstroke,
and that with his glass caps or helmmets
he will be able to bring about abso-
lutely complete Immunity from this
complaint, im just the same way as
the ancient Greeks did, who always
wore brass helc.cts of a charaster
which made them impervious to the X
raya of the sun.




