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They ealled him Stenne, young Stonne.
He was a resl Paris boy, puny and
~pale, perhaps 10 and perhaps 135
* yearsold, for with thege imps you can
never tgll, H's mother was dend, and
hin father, formerly a soldier in marines,
- Avus the puavdian of a squave in the
@uartier du Temple,  Everybody knew
Father Stenne and loved hin, bobies,

‘of that part of Paris which seelsn refuge

from carriages in these flower plots sur- |

rounded by sidewnlks. Everybody knew
“what a pleasant, sympnthetic smile the
' old fellow hid behind  his bristling mus-

Ne o tache; the terror of both dogs and luafers,

and they also knew but to call up thut
smile-they liad but to ask:

“How i4 the little boy to-day?"

How old Father Stenne loved thatboy!
He felt so happy when tho little fellow
came for him in the evening afier sehool,
and thay walked down the alleys hand
in hand, stopping before each bench to

groet the regular visitors and answer |

their polite questions,

Unfortunately the siege changed all
this. Father Btenne's square was closed
and petroleum  was stored  there; 50 the

old man, everon thewateh, nad not
allowed to smoke, passed his life wander-
fng alone smong the deserted, over
torned shrubberies.  Ho conld not see

his son now until late at night, at home, |

and you should have heard him talk
wbout the Prusdlans and seen  his mus-
tuche bristle up fisroely! Young Stenne
didl mot complain much of hia new life,
You see a sicge is lots of fun for the
boys; sehool i closed, no more examinge
tions now, every day {8 a holiday, and
the streets are like o fudr.
" The ¢hildl used to stay out wntil night-
fall, running about everywhere, Ho fol-
lowed the companies of his ward as they
tramped off to duty on the ramparts,
and always picked out those that had
tho bewt band. Young Stenne was well
upion this subjéet, and he could tell you
why the bund of the Ninety-sixth was
poor, and why that of the Fifty-filth was
sogood, Then again he watched mo-
hiles drill.  Besides these amuscinents,
thers were the waifing processions,
which formed before the doors of the
butchers and bakers, in the dark winter
marnings, when the lights were all ont,
und he woulil stand upin file like the
yest, with his basket under his arm anld
hias feef in the slush and sater; hera he
made acquaintances nnd talled politics,
and; as he was the son of My, Stenne,
evarybody asked his opinion, But what
was' most fun was pitching pen-
nios,  and  that famous game of
spaliiohe,” which the Breton militia

had broughtinto fashion during the siege, |

Wheén you could not find young Stenne
either on the ramparts or at the balker's,

he was preity sure to be at the game of |
“galochie,” on the Sqnarve du Chuteau |

d'Ean.  He conld not play, of course—
that cost too much; bat he lovked on,
und opened the biggest, greediest eyes in
tie world,

There was one fellow in a blua smock

whesn he admired espegially; he only bet |

dollar ehips, antd when he ran you could

hear the silver jingle in his pockets,
One day o8 he was picking up s coin

whiah il rolled away and stopped just

at young Stenne’s feet, the g lfellow |

“waid to him in n Jow volee: *It makes
you squint, docs it? Well, if you want

*fo know Tl tell you whers you can ger
some,™

5 Wkan the gama. was over le led him
th & corner of the square and proposed t0 |

hign to go with liim and sell newspapers
to the ssinng; he got 30 franes a trip.

Btenne refused at first and was highly |

indignant. For three days lie would not
go back to the game—what awful days
those three were! He coulil not eatl or

shining dollars, slipping along on their
faces, The temptation was (0o strong,

“hnd on the fourth day he returned tothe |

Chateau d'Eun, saw the big fellow, and

" allowed himuself to be talked over.

[T e ]

B

. down the solitury, white road.
“Pams, then, quickly,” he said. stand- |

One snowy morning they started out, |
each with a cloth bag slung ncross his |

shoulder, and with the newspapers hid-
den’ under his blouse, It was hardly
MNght when they reached the Flanders
L The biz boy took Lim by the hand
nnd led him up to the sentinel, n good
humored, fat old fellow with a red nose,
und said to him in a winniog voice:
~ “Kind sir, do let us pass, pleass sir;
mother's ill and father's dead, and my
young brother and I want to get into
the fleld and try to find some potatod.”
. was actoally orying. Stennes

of himself, hung his head. The |

sentinel looked at them & moment, then

z pside, and they found themselves on |
road to Aubervillises, How the big |
fellow laughed !

Indistinctly, as in a dream, ycung |
hnﬂt'med the factories that now
were used as barracks and garnished |
with wet rags, and the high chimueys |
that plerced the fog and threw up their
empty, broken walls toward the clonds. |

- Here and there a sentinel, hooded officers |
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weamning the horizom  through their |
little tents sonked with thawing |
before which ihe campfires were
" The bigfellow knew the roads |
whera o eut across the flelds |
pickets; still, potwithstand- |
precautions, thry fell upon an
of sharpshooters, wrapped io |
short cloaks and huddled upina
"diteh half full of water. that runs along
the rallrosd track of Soissons.  Here the

]
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- big fellow repeated his tale in vain; they

» waiit « would mot allow him to pass. Wiils be

i
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stood there ning, an ol} sergvant
out the crossing-Sewper's

/
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Young was trembling

| picking up polatoes,

siying, The other merely shru
| -
shoulders and kept on advancing.
{ denly they heard the clicking of & gun | gio e sharpshootors going out into the
| being eocked,

the gardener's
| house, with tree trunks for casements. I
| The lower fuor was full of soldiees play- | Grenne told how le Jad gones " to the

ing envds, while some weve cooking a | Pepssians and what he had done there;
It smelt 60 g00d | gy he talked his Leact graw  lighter; it
of calibage and lard; what a difference | was o oliof to aceusd  himself, Fathor
aml  the shurpshootors’
Up-stairs the oflicers were play-
ing the pianp. and uncorking campagne,
and gave,a joyful cheer as the boys en-
They gave theiy papers wnd the
men began to give them wing and to
make them talk,
lvoked like proud, fiercamen, but the big |
fellow's slang and his enddish, monkey-
thien |
They laughingly repeated the

words nftor him, taking s curious de-
{ light inwallowing in the mud which he
| brough them from DParis.

Young Stenne would have liked to say |
too, 8o ns to show them that | .0 just starting! Il nevor wips seen
| b wys na foul either: Lut somotiing em-
A Littls 1o one side, and
fucting him, sat o Prussia oider thian the
rest, and more serious looking.
reading, or pretending
never ook his eyes off the boy, and there
was somuething of tenderness and some-
| thing of repronch in ais look, as though

he was thinking of his
aboul Stenne's age, and wis saying o

| stew over a larzo Nre

oftivers |

Larrasaed lim.

He was
to vead, for he

“1 lind rather die than have my boy do
stich & thinge.”
And young Stenne felt as though a
wid was placed opon his heart and kept
| it frvsn beating, . To pravent this feeling
hebigeaintap dlink, uudl soon everything
arownl him . was WERIY YOTNE —He
| could hear indistinetly how his eomrade
wid lnughing at the national guned and

amusemant of the listeneds,or how he imi-
| tated a false alarm, the
might aod the susl Loy amparts,
awhiile the big follow lowered Lis volee,
arfl the fuces of the officers graw more |
serious as they, drew nearer.
was warning them against the attack of
the sharpshooters.
Stenne could not stand it, and suddenly
sobered he eried out, “I won't havo that
now; none of thot.*

But the big fellow only langhed and
went on; before e was through all the
officers nnd denwn around  him.
of them pointing to the door said to ths

a*ning, out as

-wleep. At night he dreame:d of piles of |
“gmloches at the foot of his bed, and of |

This™ time young

*Giet out of here!”
And they began to talk among them-
selves very quickly in German.
bigger boy statked ont prowd as a king.
and ruttling his money.
hanging his liead, and as he passed the
Prussisn whose gaze hawl ebareassed
him so, he heard him  sag in o sad tone
of vailve: “APast tjops a puot tjop, this,”
| And it brought the tears to his eyen
Once out in the plain, the beya began
to ruu;q::ju.kly towards  loow, Thelr
bag was full of potatoes, which the
Prussinns had given them, andl so they
passed the sharpshooters’ trench without
Hery they wera
for the night attack. Troops kept coming
in silently nnd
The old pergeant was there, lowk-
ing bappy and buwly placing b men,
He noticed the children as they passed,
and smiled at them  Eindly.
emile hurt young Srenns!
the point of calling out to them:
“Don’t go there!

Slenue passd,

Wo lLave betrayed

But his companion had warned him:
“If you peactf we shall be shot,” and sa
fear kapt him from saying anything.

At Cournenive they eatered an aban.
domed house to divide up the money and
truth whliges me toewn that the division
was a fair one, and tha® wien young
Stenne heard the crowas jinglng
pockets, and thought of the many
o ~galoche”™ he should be able to play,
: his crise no longoer seemed such s horni-

o #; his hair was white, and with his | e one,

Bie looked somewhat like Father | A4 soon as he was alane, however, he
;' to sufle? misery:

“Come, onme, bore don't stand there low hal left him a5 =0n as they
erying,” he maid to 8§ clikdren; “they’ll | had passed the gate, and then the crowns
in bis pooket begun o grow heavier and
the hand that was clutch-
lightened its grasp. Paris
changed; the pepple in the sireet

approvingly, s if they
had been, and be keps | A Pusls parvot hived 133 yeara i

the big fel-

'diera grouched around a dying firé. a !I.ﬁmng the word “gpy™ In the noise of
real widow's fire, as they say, inthe | the wheels and in the rolling of the
fAnme of which they were trying to thaw | drums'the boys were practising on along
some biscuits on the point end of their | the canal embankment. He reache

| hnyonets, They moved up close to make | home at last, and wont to his room at
room for the children, and gave them a

| little coffee and & dropof brandy. While
they were drinking an officer called out

| to the gergesnt from the door, said & fow
| words to him and Korried off, ’

The smfeant returned in high glee. | home. The news from  the provinces
“Hoys!™ he said, “grog ®l rowsd to- | was goody and prospects  looked  morg
| night; we hiave got the password of the ' cheerful. While he was eating  supper

Prusiians, and this time T think we'll | the 0ld soldier kept looking up at his
| take the Bourget away from them,”
here was a burst of applause, and the
men began to dance and to sing, while | lnueh:

some of them polished up their bayonets. | “Hey, little man, hiow you would go

Taking advantage of this confusion, the | for those Prussiins if you werd big

ohildren escaped, |
Buyond the trenoh they struck theplain,

at the enil of which loomed up nlong | booming.
white wall, broken by loopholes,

once, thankful that hig fatheér had not
come liome yet; the crowns that seemed
w0 heavy to him he hid under his pillow,

Father Stenne had never been so good
or ko jolly as that evening when he come

gun that hung from o nail in the Wall,

enough."
About 8 o'clock they heard the guns

They | "Thatis at Aubervilliers. They are
made steaight for the wall, stopping at | fizhting at the Bourget,” aaid the ald fel-
overy stup tudook, "as though they were | low, wio knew all the forts by heart.
“Lot us go home | Young Stenne grew very pale and went
—on't 1ot us go on," young Stunnoe I(.-:?t up tobed, saying he felt tired, bt he
'-;'E(“‘jl l'i“' could not get tosleep, and thp guns kept
il

on booming, e famcied that he could

night, 50 as lo swrprise the Frosaians,

cried *the eldet, throwing | apd falling into an ambush themselves.
maell” on the ground.
As he lny thers ha
other whistle answered
They advanved, slowly crecping on all
Oa a level with the gronnd, and | of all this blood was just there balow his
st before the wall, a yellow mnstache
appenred under & greasy cap.
| boy jumped into the diteh by the side of
| the Prussians.
“That is my brother,” hasaid, pointgz | ynd then opon the window. On the
to his ‘companion,
The hoy Bienne was go small that the
Prussinn began to liugh as he lpoked as
hitn, anid seized lim - in Lis ‘arma to 1t eonld not keep buek lvis soba,
him up to tho break in the wadl, on the |
| other side of which rose lieavy carthern | Stenne, as he opened the doog, The child
embankments, cut tree tranky and blhes
lioles in the snow, inench of which you
L just saw the same greasy eap, and the
“sanre yellow mustache that laughed s | polled out on the floor,

| He remembered the sergeaut who had

B I T | ’ b . X i
whistled—and an- | gimiled at him, and he fancled he saw
Hnow,

him stretebed out In the snow, amd a
number of others with him. The price

pillow—anyl lie the son of Mre, Btenne,

Tite biz  the son of o soldicy] Al! the tears wers

choking him, In the next room he
henrd his father wallkking up and down,

| square below they were biat to arnnd; A
militla battalion was forming, ready to
start, It was really n sorious battle; he

"

“What is the matter?” asked Futher
could not stand it any longer; he jumped
out of bed and throw limseld at his
father's Tevet, and ns he did go the crowns

“What is that?* asked the old man,
tramblipg all over, “Have you stolent”
And without drawing breath  young

|
|

Btenne Hstened nul his brow kopt grow-
ing darker; when it was all told e laid
Lis face in lus Lionds and wept.

“Futher, father,” the elild began,

The old man thrast Him aside withont
a word and picked up the money, “lait
all hove?™ he nsked,

Young Stenne noghled. The old fellow
then took down his gun and  eartridge-
box and put the money into his pocket.

“Very well," lie said, “I am going to
give it back to them.”  Amd without an-
other wond, without toming  round
again, he went down and mavehed away
into the night with thomilitin men who

ngain—Translutsd from the French of
Daudat.

A Nap in the Allernsoen,
In a very intoresting collogquy tho other
day with one of Drooltlyn's oldest and
! must prominent medical men he suid, a8

wasat on the rear plazza of  the Graml |

Union hatel, lmgoidly gazing at the
vobin  redlvenst  hopping  about  the
sward,

“This pure, balmy airis a perfoct brain
rester, | can conceive of no greater
benefit tgthe tived LUusiness men ol our
largo cities than to come hero for a few
weeks,  ILis whole inethod of Life is com-
pletely ehanged,  Brain and body arve at
snate-avemiyaingd perves are relaxed and

the vital forces nre rencwel. 1Y W7

all my patienta when they are poing o
the mountring wnd lakes not o tight
| ngainst tlie tendency wilh which they will
become pifected,  Clive way to it I
after a loug, sleepful mgnt you feul
drowsy, sleep on, Bleep inthe alternoon,
too, It is o mandatie of nature that
ghould be implicilly olieyel” X
“How do you explain this strong dis
| position to sleop, doctos™
I “¥ery cosily,” he repiled,  “In the city
one’s ocoupibion keeps the brsin in con-
| stant pegne Debici, Besiden, thern
are the thousanml and  one npres-
mions thot  act uneonssiodsly on the
wminds, Noise, eatcling Laigs and boats,
reading the bulletin boards amil signs as
we pras thooagh e streets, and G
cotntless other sl Wilngs we are eler-

| lI:_tlI\‘ umel desioptively doing in citics,
Here one Ly & are antipedean to all this.
Fhie st boing removed, natare apphes
uersell 1o Bie task of relrioving and rano-
vating the bl  worked bmin, and
she diks it by making us sleep. " —Sam-
wogn Uinnspondence Bowilyn Eagle,

An Diallan selentisl's Cxpesimenta
In the deep #iilio=o il ons lt=ni to a
fivintly lweard sotad, ke that of the tick-
g of a wateh, it will bs poticed that nt

i irreulyr intervals U tones are wholly < s

innudilibe, while at others thmed they aro
dintinctly recogmizeld. Sig, Jaggi, an
Iralinn seientis, has ascertained by ex-
periments on diTecent  persons that the
mtervals of silence wsially vary Letwoen
seven  and twenty two seconds; while
the poriods of soand-perception wre ba-
tewoen soven and eleven secands in dum-
tiow, with a maxitnam of ffteen, He
also found that the varmtion was not
due to extraneous sounds por to the
blood girenlation or respiration, and con-
i ehudes that it results. Trom the inability
to keep the attention for loag perisds ot
a sutflicient degres of tension for the per-
coption of faint sonnds, or poesibly 0 o
varfable physiological recoptivity ln the
auditory nerres,—Chicago News,

Freved by Matheoathieal Domornstallon,

There s, of coure nowse disputing the
truth of a thing that can be proved by
mnathematical demonstration.  For in-
stanre, this propokition advanced Ly a
professar of mathematios o his pupils:
“It i evident that if it takes one brick-
lnyer twelve days 10 ereet a wall of given
ditnensions, twelve bricklayers ought to
do the work in one day, 3538 iu sn bour,
15.2%0 in & minute, and 1,086,500 brick-

' lavers in & second.”—New York San.

Clenins, unrewarded by appisase, i
sistrusts sl then desplees iacll,

and gaid to bis boy with o good-natured |

HER ANSWER.

She Iboked up (n swift surprise;
The eolor from ont of her'brignt fuce Aed,
| The lght grew diu {n her eyes,

,‘ “You're golng to be marrled ™ she echoed,
low,
Ier volve had o stendy tone.
1 hope you'il be huppy where'er you go,"
A congh ol n dictle monn,

“I know that your bride will be good and
true,
Youmever conll love any other.®
| She steatdily logke 1 In 1ls eyes, durk blue;
ST teguder you Joy, my brotoer,

“I'm prolng to by merried—that [a, 1 bope
To be, though I hardly koow—

Dear leve, shull Ilanger ping and mopa?
I trémble tor fear of ‘np. ™

|
The eolor thut ont of her faor hnd fled
Came back with n deeper hne.
[ “Why, 't It funny ™ sie shyly salil;
SPhab ' to be married, wne"
—Hoxunry Advoeate,

INVENTION OF BEETHOVEN.

What Thaokeray Says In n Novel—Shrowd

Mroprietor of i Mnslo Shop,

Sir George Girove explaina liow it has
come abont that a picce of music callud
“The Ieam of St, Jerome,™ by L, V.
Begthoven is now on sale, It was in-
| ventord by Thackeray,. who wns not a

musiciag,  Inbis novel, “Philip,” Thack-

erny spenkas of Theethivven'a *Dheam of

Bt Jerowme,” which the narrator of Phil-

ip's adventures on his way theough tho

world LHAY “alw BNs soullies me and
clinrmig e, #0 that I faney il is & poen
of Tennyson's in music,” and he declares
that “the mosie with it4 solegmn ¢hisrm
nfttker ws—anl—wop? ]’“{‘i‘." anl  kind-
heartsd, and enoblisg us gouehow ns we

Listen,"”

It was inevitable that renders of

| Thnekeray should desire to know  (he
music; atd o demand for Lhe plece wik

mode at o certvin muosic shop,  robably

it was mude at many music shops, the

proprietors of whicli regretied thoy they

wore nob aciuninted will the plece, nnd

promised to moke inguiries, Bat this

was not the answer of the shrewd

praprietor of one particular elop.  1le

perceived thiab there was likely to bo n

demand for the music, 4nd  he deter-

mined that the nere fact of ita not  he
ing in existenee should in no way pre
vent him from supplying it, The omiis-
| sion of Deethoven to write such o piecw
ns that which Thackeray descvibed him
as having written was one which an en-
terprising publisher felt must be imme-
dintely vepaired,
= " he said, addressing the cus-
tomier, ‘the picce is for the moment out
of print, but we shall have copids in n
few days, nnd one shall be sent you;' and
them, turning to one of his myrnidons
| (who shall be naraeleas), he said, *Now

—— POl kuowe your Bagthiven;

look shurp and coole np somathing.” Tlie

myrmidon was worthiy of his employer;

(he plece wis coneoete 1 nmdl engewved,

unid ling Leon o gidle ovir sinee,” Thack-
|« ray was tinking, It appeses, of 0 song
i which Moora “adapted” from one of
Deethoven's: most fumilinr  sonatas,—
London Btindarl,

Bltoekings on the Jasger 'rinoljle.
In laying down the Iaw Prolessor
Jueger wsserts  that il you want to be

licalthy you miist wear wool from tho
:

crown ¢f your bead o the sole of your |
g Ahor tromey

boot. The wool alice bein
the sheep is woven lengthwise of the

fibers, whicli are laid side by side ns fn |

their natural stite. This s kuown s tha
sens of woaving amd ausista
wion of the subslunces

stockinet pr
in the nbs:

dovdnot use any dyes, proferring as ho
vay#s Yo keep the wonl L its natural con.
dition. Stockings on the Jaeger prinvipls
are equipped with five toes, just Jike a
glove. That, it is elaimed, prevents. the
formation of cofns and allows the Moot
to throw ofl the effete sulstanees, Thoe
leathier shoes are Uned with wool, and
Ly suppiying the heel with a vent com-
mupicating with the perforations under
the feside sole, a fres current of air
around the foot s kept up when walk-
ing. Awexnmiples of what can be mode
of wool, handkerchiefs are woven, line
and white as the purest Linen, The hats
aro lined with woolen Bsndy, nnd even
ctuffsmnd oollara are made of woal,
Frofeausy Juoger cluims that-the odor
of ¢amel’s hair, which is
tinguishinble, his 8 wost Deneficial ose.
He asserts that it poosdoces. sleop in per-
sons sullering from Ausoionin, snd  he
advises thiom W ﬂ:('\"l ok pillows covered
with camol's bale and stutled with fesths
era—New York Star.

vr eiisily dis-

Pleture of Count von 2juithe.

Speaking of gront people, I St not
overlook tho goplins of we that veritw
Ble Mams—the Count vean Mol
or of the “last arzument,” as P
vo Bismarek s eaaster of the
ditlects of intsmstional controver
I was walking one n Ikllevow av-
ente T rsaw standine
& thdn hittle man, with an absont look,
wearing o tall hlack cap with the red
stripe which sll Gorman oflicers wear,
and with g rreat military oond thrown
over his ehonlders, the alecves dangling
by bis sides, 1 suppose he wan waiting
for somebiody. When Do tupned sl
looked you in the fare you might ses
that Lis eyes wers by oo means dell
though he was over #, His ciean-

jam e curkabsam

al-

shuven, wrinkled face und thin white
hair werp not handsowme, Ll inpresive,
thouh his herd was smadl unl his ey
sl too prar together, The genins of
war, this thin wrinkiol symbal of foree,
left his cuffistone and pased alowly
down the streed, giving the nubtary s
inte nuw and then_to thoss whom he
sl vt hiin w.-n_';—("ﬂ Boeton Come
e rvial Bali-tin

The Uninekinres of Sniling Salt.

The popular sors==lithc conosn g
e nalockiness of spii'ng it prdably
originated in Leonania & Viecs pue-
ture of “The Last Saprer.” where Judas
in represcntedd as orerturniag the salt
Some pevple slways thouw o pinch of
the spilled sslt over thelr fight shinaldler, -

hoping thereby to provant wisdloriuue.--
Dacbange.
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| “T"tn golng to be married,” he sofily sald,

2| 5 i
iivove =i be-the-awant slamla,  Wlien |
it isat oll practicalils Professor Jaszer |

| Metter Do Bllad Than Doeal and Damb,
| Arenot the blind proverbially chieer-
| ful, and is not this n beneficent; nseful.

4 and compensating quality in them? As

a rule, weciury our cross gayly, and it
is n constnt source of wonder to many
that we can keep up our spirita in fuce of
thie calimity, Contrasted with tle destf
our beaving is remarkable: they nre
prone to loak gloomy and morese, While
we are, [ think, usually the reverse
The gecret is that il is far more depiess-
| ing and miserible o live insllence than
in darkness,  As proot of this, watii a
ead pergon sitting apurt with saddened
expresion and suspicions glance quick
truveling fa ndl dicections, The whole
aspect and demeanor of the wan changoed
on the inatant some one speaks to lim in
his own tongiie—on the fingers, that is
tosay, The sileoco in which he lives is

his enrs,

Giive, then, the blad wman in Ll Gngers
nn equivalent for lis eyes and the durk
ness an whicl e Hves is dispelled, s
| mood, if happy, sitaply beeomes hnppier,
i thint he hus jn occupation, the sourcee
of wll happlyess, The situation W not
chiangd if the oecupation by directing
or listening fnatead of teclmival. Nog i
must repent this ls o misuderstanding
of thi powers of . the  Llind which Lis
Lithesto retarvded their Tullist develop-
mimt, They have been too muoh reles
gated to tho vunks of ahe Inconipetont,
10 nuch st adide o o class by them-
Bk =, instead of l-.-l:l;,' 1 Ll r]-[n-i s intel
ligrent, wseful, working members of tie
cotiutmity,—Fortnightly Review,

The Black Man™ tisn Uannlry.

1t is only too certain that thueiiigrant
is not wanted in the Cape colony. L is
the conntry of the blick tan—of that
seorner ol clothes, the nible  savage.
White labor longuisties; encrgy fadls L
the moment prospects open,. The Boer,
Ll tnest pllivsive ol t|+-!'.:.,'+, PUELA COne
tentod with o soundidd botie sad @ pros-
pect of until
than his “eyo can surver. The tme
colonial instinet i3 wanting—that inde.
seribable fnleectuil o ity of WKing
robt where the oot fulls,  Ambition hese
seems to impel n man no further thivn s
desive to olitwin money enough to bl
hitn, whethes hoe be un Fagg npuan o g
German, to return hots sk stop thete,

A pusterity may avise that witl be ns
the vine Dushy iy o Sl g e —a puare
growth of Sauth African soil, but with
antecodents with o heginning In white
hands, But down to the present moment
the gymptons are not those of n eoloniz-
ation such as created o great vepablic
actoss the westorn geon, such s ans
bidded an emypire of vities and populous
towns {n the distant Pueitic, 1 say it s
a pity; for you cannol think of the
mighty traots of the green and beautiful
country stretehing in mountains and val-
leys wnd I-I.Li.r:n Lo the egquatorinl lntitudes
andd of the deeadial poverty you see auld
hear of and read  abont in Lonclon nnd
thronghont Geent Dritain and  Deeland
withioul deep geprirot that the land shionld
beuniversiily declapsd 0 wiled no op-
porttnitivs to twse in need of  bread,—
Cor. Lomdon Telegraph.

vl ROtes ore exivensave

An Art-Stydent’s Lire In Parls,

A Dotpoit youth studying in Paris
writes hotne:  “The |!=lp.r----»--|--n'i it i not
uphteld, even ever ao wlightly, and nostn-
dent ennnot work o8 Lo lkes, First of
all drowings must be in clinreinl==no
erayons, pencils, or st are allowoed
and the eharcond wsed hero s hard, taking
a very fine point like w pen.  In making
n httl.l],' Cronn life one munt use chareol
puper, and your study niust be findslusl
without resort to rubbing flat shalows
on patchea of light and shadow made
VU TE Wiy wtber o
Thus }‘5:|1 see your stdy bwdrawing at
BYeTy stage, uind You can not yesort o
tricks  or acchdent.  In dmwing a

head or tie  anatemy  of nu
argh - or leg  one gy tasght by
this menns not only (e use of a paint,

but he is instructed mont gecurntely in
netaal movements of  the muscles, ten-

dispelled; he bhas found an equivalent for | alnsA are not going o ent usl” Six or seven |

| of un started after Jocques, keeping steg

FOES TR TR T T -

|

| to thindk that e

Ao and bones; thus Gxing In the sta-

dent’s mind with more certainty and
more bwting  effect the valuen of art
littes and physiological canstruction. It
in drawing In the troe sepse of Ui word,
without any nonsense whotever,

watudent e s not wewen n-“n-nhil‘ﬁ,
On the contrary, it is  proving quite mas-
sonable, W ot wellesoked dinnuers in
most quauint smed  artistie Hetle wédta-
ratits for 2 francs—40 canis of our moeney
e our wtudior cost us bt §0 0 month
with eoffes included, served vach ruorns
ing in our studios,  Our selool, our tul-
tion, in B12 a month, snld s yon see ang
can live well hore." —Exvhunge,

The Deg IMd Net Cunnt Soven,

It s one thing o think by neem-
blinves and another thing to think by
sytubols, A story was recently pulilinud
Ly AL Dubuc of a peioter which had
Jarnod nftor @ few years that its mdster

wint hunting every Sunday, while on
the othur days he went 1o hasinoss; and
M., Dubte enncladed thnt the anioal Lad

kemrpixl Lo count ud W geven,

Tiwe vemelusion o ot lesitimate; it
pny even b said to be wrong, Ve dog
q‘ln‘"l:{lll‘;ll‘l’. o el y i'_.- sore. fentures
that wene pecullar to it—=by  the move-
ments abott the house, the telinvior nnd
fay dross ol L servants, the dress of

M
thos st o 8Ly ORes G auore Of o unieer
of thinzs that maliv Samdoy Jiffercit
from othar days of e week: Yt we
may sy without eontrubietion ghat it
i not rount Vi, \'I‘I‘_ GEre
s lven, of Wi wers et rictaonl
w n life alsolutely wnifordy, woulbl
oot b able b distingubdi the seventh
day without mnemotechinie wids, nnd o
urule we gehdom  recollect. the day or
Ui date exeept by the assialanoe of in-
trinsie clircutnrtsmees, —Popalar Scicnce
Moat
Whele |isherios ul Lhe Pacellle,

Whale fdeeries  are estaldishes] nl}
along the voast of Opegon sod Califoraks,
and numbers of wicies are baken in tuar
taigrativos Jown the coast, witlle whnles
have heen tpken wp north with karpoons
in them belanging to San lheso and
Monterey wlhalers

Te s an;umr'uu the t,-'nl. torters of
a character s bdoen rvesls any slct

' comsinge.~ Wintehall Tinses

| of men who segned to have Leen ehs

| were not golug to have apl

e ——

A B“A‘E “ u:n .-\&IC. ) - | hall, The bonses trotmhled; uw;tm

| shivered with hotsts of ‘Hre; 1§ wns & cy-

———

[Tn The Nonvelle Reyne was a very pov.
erful story of the Franco-Prussian war,
from which we selected the flnale for
translation. The nareative concerns the
eftorts of a Vrosinn artillery offoer (o
eompel s French muochifilst to repaic a
rorclengine destined to deaw a monster
cannon o the slege of Pards,  The German
ronchintsts nod engdneers have been killed:
the Frenchman mivses o o the work.

Finally, by seiziog and maltrenting the |

wife and ebitd of the mechinie, be 8
forced to obey,  How he obeys the follow-

ing rocital will tell, ) \

T'he place where the Prussinns had left
their lncomotive was about half o league |
from the village, on the  platena,  Of |
ponrse, wo wers all anxions to wseethe
thing—Just as anybody is curions to see
whnt comea from a dstanee. So 1 aaid,
“Ma fol, let ns pll go look nt Itr The Pros. |

biehind the Privssinn escort.
We soon aaw in the middle of the road a
hig bi thing guarded by n simall foree

campeidl  thers all night, ] was the
nniunnle machine, sure enough—a road:
ove they endl it sl Tes

locamotive, 1
hind Ay, upor o ofted nlb honud with i y
wis i oannon anid e eareinge.  Laowd! slr,
it yomr oonid have. secn that eannon! A
maonster cannon! God hiavo ey Ol UGN
e edn Invent suach
things, Why, two anen cotthid eastly liave
sat b the maeele of it Gotl knows how
many quintals 16 welghel!  Oue shot from
it woub! hove made o hole ia hioose from
the mnttie to the cellor!  Anld whin we
heord thnt a gun of that calibre hid a
ritige of nearly seven miles, we thonght to
onrsilves; mudly enomgh, that the Pavisans
wagant time of
I, Oy, yoi- ean andaratand, 1 wis no
ey Job to move aomasa ke that! Iu
wondd hove taken more than thivly lhorses
flst to move it. Nothing bt steam coulid
movey the thing; nnd thore was the ¢n-
he locomotive brpkent

gineer Killml aned
ALY sve thounght to purselves, “whit n
pity Jaeques ever allowed himsell to be
outghi! 0 he eonld only mansge now o
disnrennge  sometlii 50 that the ma-
chinery wonldn't work

Byt no—he went to work at onee; and in
Hm'). rocofn hand the loeomotbve wis all
pigeht paning for dnogmes was o tipetop mn-
fut, Jet metoll vou! 1% s whidle they
W gL L 1 hewrtd Bim gliving
ull soet of nntiona to the tern
commnnlival, Lo piilcer was n sly
dog, nid be was sleaid aboub moving the
gun down the slope of the hill,  Iat
Juegies teled to reassure Ling he sald he
would slaeken oif a6 the entrance of the
Viligges ho wonld put on the brokes; he
wotthil ek the hindswheods; if necessary,
he eoulid erso stenm.  “BDon’t be at all
alent® ho wndd: “I'll nnswer for every
Uiinge. AL thosy kind of engines know me
when' I pot my hinddon them,  Ouly you
Tl Detter wond sotme mon thore to shovel
nwny the snow npon the slope. It might
et s to #lip."

You mnst knose that it hind snowel vory
hoavily eleht duvs peo,  Sinee then  the
AW 5‘"141 boen trampled down by th fort
of people passing by, Lt betwesn the
paving-stones AL il pemained salld, and
Lt thers hnd been n linrd
1ike i luok-
vl notdecd

ha Enld to

uring tiwe i

I glintu
The tommandnnt
“You nre il

Andln fes sinntes nfterwned
adl the Priveintie o the villmae were ol
wirelt elsasing Lh sy with pleksand
shiovels piod Upootiasd il with siiius They
spreacd oloy oves the elog, (reth tie Lop to
mn
s wilthtee there ndl the thine; |

TR 11wy g L L

o aned s
I Lo wam ot liotae.  SUEL Bee Crermin i
mnnder was not  guite coutldent vt
Lhingn Whon the time e 1oscary 1|
rnw bl onil n 1y il sy §
wommeklidng fn Germ el every wyl
tnblo=hut 1eonld mot tell what §t wan |
The lieutennit kept nuswesing ‘Yo, eom-
mandant! Ya, commandant!’  Then I
s him pull « s revolver and cllmb
on Lhe i

Lthe «

)y
Ly frst maove-
ment you make bo et away, 3ou will be
whot'"

swhotM—thnt was all the hrnte knew
how tosay! Jaogues sinply shroggzeld his
shotdilers, « 3

“i lon't want to get away,” he an
swored, ot temake sure of things tho
Gierman offlcer ranged his moen in twe
lissen, ane ap either side of the engine;
then b took tie heiwd of the cglumn, and
ahouted something In Gorman, nnd gave
the command, ‘Forward, mareh!'  ‘The
LTS whistlicl, panted, togged with all
wlay tha eannon guiversd aml moved
wlith o tremotlonsg clattering of i antl
tho wholsalalr Degan Lo givynnco ’
between the two lnes of solilivrs slowiy
marching ploge Cw level roaacd

i annnd-to-the—;

tlie curmed

Ve —the rost of us,
vilings to Lol the pouple

wai bine was caruligg:  atd sll Lhe folka

e, wonert nwd colldren—rmngel them
gl v g the pondsbily po woe [0 pass. In
n little wihille wagyobady slueited, =ilere me
Cn sl Lere sha Poiiios! i I these it
Wiy, mire et M, on ton of the nlape,
rlzl Inst the shy-—all black apd smok-
Ing. You ean’' wen the place from hore,
ale, it Jeatin Jittle this way.) bl Just
ety stepe (o0 our houss, Yo see whers
the roel ends, und the streel  pavainenhl
betins® That's whers the descent b M,
aoid Lhere b L the slopee belorg yoo oome

Pap Ul Doigg wjuee

At that moment the German ofticer
riirned in bis saddle, and shouled o
Jasgiens

“Lake care’™

“All right,” sald Jacgues, “I'in  going to
put on th I .

Well, ser live 100 yenrs, I'li hover
furzt what vied the next minute
po—an? pobody  who saw it conld ever
forget st Then | nndersiton |l why Jacques
haud ordered his wife ard st to lenve the
villnge, and go to thoir, ancle’'s 1t would
Have mwle them crazy for life to have
ween whint Tdid

Lood! iostemt of putting o the brakes,
he satdenls pat on all steom—lenpad nt
ths lemtenant—wrenchel the revolver |
froen bis honnis, and beld him fast with an |
o grop, shotiting witts sl the fovee of
t buncos, “vive In Frauce™—And
the eongise kaped 1
down thwe hill, relowinling over the paving
stanes; el dowh rasbiod the great can-
pon, thupderiug telilnd 18, snd the onn-
nut-errringe —with o nolse like hell let |
I

The German officer had ouly juet time
to get out of the way. He sereamed like a |
mudman: be roared all Kinds 8 onlers to
bhia solillers. 1 suppone be ve been
saying: “Stop him! kil st
i, indend!  The men wer Iyl
with sstoglshoment and W
pughit ae well have talked
expross trdn gniog et 1ull
giva sbwt siraight Al=ad Moo

FIvE Tnehten darpaesy el

o FOU T rrt g fast Yaconiing & inyth
ey & Al TRl I
X e e Lns for swell Lras 0 B
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| alone rushing down the sireet with thun-

der nud Hghining, - dneques, um_-ﬂlﬂ
the engine, with hisgripe on the throst
the Prossinn, looked 1ike o devil as he

_[Jn'i.'il'il‘ We heard himores agath shoafl

“Vien In Froues,"then—down bélow st
the turn—across the hedge—the whele
thing disappenred in  the fuvine: It was

| nn awiul ernsh! Yon can unot imaging

what it sounded ke, nnless you think of
lightning saddénly demolishilng thishonse

weare fadKing in. - And the next minute
there wos & dend siience. Nobody oconld
! spenk.  The wetnen B their fafs in thelr

pprons: ik of-us felt sick, ns it our heats

Luui been wrenched from their placess

Would you believa it, sir, 1 can't think

| of the thing now withone fecling my flesh
| ereepa Tt was fifteen years ago; aml i

lonka foolish to feel ke that after filteen
yenrs.  Hub [ ean't hotlp it

Well, to ¢ut the story short, it took those
Prussinns more than »!x weeks to tish ng

thelr cannon ont of the hollow. There, in

the mmd, Iny the most awful mess

| twistid fron, disloeated whedls, crnmbled-
town enrth, < broken trees,  splintered

atones,  When they dist innmgs to get the
eannon out of tae wreek, i6 wis too lnte
fur the bombardiwest—ithie slege of Parls

| wna uver.

Irave Jacques Brnlefert—that was Juss
whiat o wanbed.  Aml Tothink that we

rouldn't even bary hilm—ULriave us be wun!

He was so orushed ont of all shape that atl

wie eonld find of him a few days nfoer;, wasd
o few shreds of Blooidy Hesh; and even then

we coulil net tell whetirer they belonged W
thie Vrencliman or the Gernnin,  Dbut we
took them to the ceme Lmost withous
uny cervmony—rior Hie Prossisus were still
in the village, wnd nil asouul ns they conld
bee sfter the entastrophe. Afterwand we pus
n stoue over lds grave, with his npone on i

nndd the words, “atort puur bs Potrie,"—atu

thut was all. In thiny yeurs mors nobody

Fwill remnember wid Lie was,  Ths wife ks
dead; the heuse wus  scld, ard the son
jolped tie army, llo’s sergeant now In

some reghment of the Tine; wod 1 tell yod
it we ever get a chauce to go for the
Prusslans, Lit's the one that will go in
with o good will,  But it's very saldomn ho

comnes ok to tho villnge: npd except him,
il one or two okl men ke myself, nos
body thinks spy marae

phunt  Juegues

IBrnlefert.
e lwre, gle, yon are a smart man—yod

oneht to write up hiy history. 1t I anly

the fule thing to give him credit. T juse
tedl yomyy wich ol their ba teallons amd theld
by jetinw, the Prussians woulil have Juuk
the devll to pay dn I83d, if there werd
mony of us  Frenchimen Lke Jacqued
DBrulefert, >

“And now, sir,” sald the old man. *I've

boen gossipiig long enongh, Must go tr
wark! Herw's to your health™!

SEdrink to Franee, Pere Sanvage; and to

the memory of Juoques Hraledert. And I
proniise you that | will write this story.'"—
Ueorge  Beoord fn New Orleans ‘Uuned

Dimoorat,

An Artist Disgosted] with Funane Cley.

“Y'en, Pyve Leta ont wost,” snld & natty,
clgarettesmoking.  Lisernvaled  youny
nangs, on an cest-bonnd ceddng *ent 1 don'y
ke ik You seo, Fooan aitist—ull port raits
are my npeel » gl 1 do wverything
in 1oy Hoe, Well, two weeks nzu 1 sottlod
I Hansas Clty,  Heuted w stindlo, put up
my sl and walled foe castomery, Dlitu's
wanl th pul o0 top el style fur n new
plaee, so § hiel my sign read “paibter,® lu-

steatdl of *uriist.’  Waited aboat ten daysy
aud never o fap ub oy door, Finslly

man eallod—n big, slrapping chup, with
ey hoeots wnd gn eborsons  slutich
itd

<A o o pniuter?” b Ingrtiveds looking

T
B gir T roplled, moliatly, thinking

b 0t edownn | Wi sonoe Bz cattha Kigg witlh o hlse stack
of motgey sl o big heat; ls Wors any-

tiving 1 ean do for yon?’

“eAle o ye on Pt rate painfer? e in-
nivedd, sUill looking st e cursnsly: *kii
yo don gl Jou nd most anytLing ye¢ tium
yer Lamd oy -

S will tey to it yon,' seys L 91 yon
will be so kind mas Lo favor nie with your
onder.’

“aowall, yoang man, Idon't (ake stock
g bbbt H-BRa e e good, honest
work | puess I'H got ye Lo coing L IR e
conntey hont four mile and gnt two conls
' white on my hois bern,'

“ started tor Chigngo the next day, and
hera T af*—=Chicags  MHerald  *“Cradns
Tnik™

White Klavary Among the Appenines,

Fhe peulrone binsiness has beon squelehed
on tiis slde of the Atlantie, al least norths
of the Klo Grande, bt in e Appenines
the teatle In chililren continnes Lo Manp-
ish, Thero ’""v-'n'vi'rm ngonls who de-
livir thelr ontg® of wirite ainves In Mar-
rellis oF Arprtenlam, whore tieie accoie
plices ply 4 retall teads uwler the sign of
an ctanlovmeat  deency, wad whia will
talue n st e order (% n bstelh of threa
ne fonr dhiesn yotog conntrysten of Dnnte,
The Jtnllan goveimnment bled 1o clicnme-
scsibe the tralic by quiten namles of bivs
wa, Lo atpang the peuvesiits of the Ape
petiies tlivre seems 1o be po Ginienlly omn
tind dceonnt,  They pnrs with A super-
numerary child far n teifing pvlvance par-
ment and the premdise of oa equally mod-
est perenninge o Lthe PrOApes e Wages
the yonngster, For n few sldidionsl

{ they nre ready to rellnguish all

et
righta, inchsding the right of asking
auy guestions whateyer.— by Fellx Le
Owevalid,

Ton Girla to Oae Faellow,

Ome of the feat:ires s the Girsafl npern
hotise last night wes &y man ehoort.
ing ten girke. Fo Lad hoceptod n wager
thnt he dido't<dare to mvite all the girlsin
question to go on the same night. ‘e ex-
platned mnatters to the ten youne Indies,
and all of them met him by appedntmens
ot 75 o'clovk nt a drag store in the cen=
vral part of thecity. At the show he dis=
tributed the girls evenly about him and
endeavored to entertaln them as imprs-
tinily as posaibie. Themost diffienit part of
the undertaking came whan he took the
girls home. Thne troaps marched cheer-
fully through the streets, dropping 1te
meinbers hero mnd - there, and ot a fowr
minutes after midnight the yonng man's
task was completed —Syracnse Staudand

Tenunessco Qaalls for lillasis
Quall, once s plentiful In Illinois, havo
becume very scarce, and [linvls faraers,
who recognize thelr value as insect des

saward, nnd rusheld ® pifoyers, nro making  arrangementa to

alock their farms with Teonessee bhds—
Chlcago Heralld

The Fortraits Hurt His Feellngs.
Henry Watterson is reported o have
gatl that bhe couki survive the ohitmary .
notices published at the time of his ik
ness, bt the portraits hurt his feslingsi—

Exchange. : y

The larger animals are heing mpllly ex
tarinlnnie! in Algesin, Mthn-du

o

-
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