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Some years ago |
weeks at a fishing village on the
cosst of Brittany. What a hole it
fﬂls! But how picturesque! Find-
ing myself in the vein for work, 1
lingered in this out of the way cor-
{ ner until the end of the month of

!’S'Ept{:rnller, wlhiich ll_\.l i rire (;hanﬂo
| In rainy Finistere was that vear ex-

ceptionally mild and clear, -

My most frequent promenade was

alon(f the beach, having on my right
lth(‘ leak and rocky cliffs and on
| my left the uncovered stretches of

sand—an immense desert of sand
left bare by the outgoing tide. Two
or three times I had exchanged civil-
ities with some custom house offi-
cer going his rounds, hiz gun slung
J over his shoulder. I was so regular
i and peaceful a promenader that the
sea swallows were no longer afraid
of me and hopped in front of me,
leaving the print of their star
shaped feet in the wet sand, I
walked six or eight kilometers a day
and returned home with my pockets
filled with those dainty shells which
are found by burying the hand deep
down in the damp pebbles.

This was my favorite excursion.
However, on the days when a strong
breeze was blowing and the tide was
very high I abandoned the seashore,
and, climhing the village street, 1
strolled along the sandy moor, or
else I settled mweelf with a book on
a bench in a eorner of the cemetery,
which was sheltered by the church
tower from the west end.

It was a lovely spot, conducive to
sadness and reveric. The church
tower stood out against the autumn
sky, over which dark clouds were
scurrying. Crowe, whose nests were
in the steeple, flew out with their
hoarse cawing, and the shadow of
their large wings glided over the
scattered tombstores, almost hidden
in the grass.

In the evening more than at any
other time, Lhe Fast rays of the set-
ting sun bathing the sca as though
with blood, the ragged branches of
the skeleton of an old apple tree
gilhouetted against the crimson sky
and the deep intense stillness of the
wild home of the dead flooded my
soul with melancholy.

It was on such an evening as I
have just described that, wandering
among the tombe, many of which
bore under the sailor’s name this
mournful legend, “Died at sea,” I
read on n new cross the following
words, which astonished and puz-
zled me: “Here reposes Nonas Le
Haguet_ Died at =ea Oct. 26, 1878,
at the age of nineteen.”

Died at sea! A voung girl! Wo-
men hardly ever go out in the fish-
ing boats, How did this happen?

“Well, monsieur,” said a
voice behind me suddenly, “you are
looking at poor Nona's tomb.”

1 turned around and recognized
an old sailor with a wouden_leg
whose good graces I had acquire
by the aid of a few glasses of bran-
dy which I had given him in the
hgroum at the inn.__

Yes,” I replied. “But I thought
thatyou fishermen never permitted
women to go out with you. I have
even been told that they bring you
misfortune.”

“And that is the truth,” res ond-
ed the good man. “Besides, Nona
never went into a boat, Would you
like to know how the poor little one
died? Well, I will tell you.

“First of all, I must tell you that
Picrre, her father, was a topsman,
like myself, and an old comrade. At
“Bourget, when Admiral La Ronciere

his den helmet on the
point of h?%ﬁvnd we flung our-
selves, haithet in hand, on the em-

ttled houses, we marched _elbow
};,: elbow, Pierre and I, and it was
he who received me in his arms
when those cursed Prussians put a
ball in my thigh. That same even-
ing in the ambulance at the fort
Pierre held my hand to give me
courage while the surgeon amputat-
ed my limb, and he was there at my
bedside when the admiral brought
me my medal. But those rascally
Prussians got the best of us, and
we were sent home. I, with my
wooden leg, was practically helpless,
but Pierre, who was uninjured, E.u'd'
on board a fishing smack. Very
soon afterward his wife died from
an intermittent fever, leaving him
the care of little !\;om, who was
ing on ten years of age.
sm:‘l"::"?atumlly whliile the ndotelr was

it was I, his co e, I, tl

::dii:chelm', who cared for the lit-
tle one. She wasa nndmp

i jeur; courageo
¢hild, monsie " e
at low tide to
shrimps, prawn, &n
fortunate

passed several

| believe in all this n

-dles were made to imitate a revolv-

you know wny, monsicui? DBecause
of an idea all the women around
here have, Thev believe that a soul
mnust remuin in pain unto the judg-
ment doy unless it reposes in con-
secrated ground.

know what happen
death on hoard ship.
| tould not be forced o be
than the women
| eontinued to bur
|pardons in the neighboring towns
| for the repose of her father's saul.
“However, in spite of everything,

years appeared to me to hecome
somewhat reconciled, Besides, her
grief had not prevented her from
growing handsomer and taking a
ride in herself, and it is not because
loved her like a father, but, upon
my honor, she was the freshest and
retliest young girl in the parish.

were nol rich, o be sure, but we
lived, and we enjoyed ourselves all
the same. 1 had my pension and my
medal, and then we used to go to-
gether to hunt for lobsters in the
rocks. The trade is a paying one,
and there is only one danger—that
of being overtaken by the tide. Ah,
unfortunately that was how she
met her death, poor little one!

“One day when my rheumatism
confined me to the house she went
fishing alone. It was just such a
day as today, the sky clear, the wind
high. When (he rock searchers
gathered together with full baskets
they perceived that Nona failed to
respond to their calls. There waa
no possible doubt. Great God, she
had been delayed and surrounded
by the rising tide! She had been
drowned! Ah, what a night I pass-
ed, monsieur! At my age, yes, a
hard hearted man like me, I sobbed
like a woman. And the remem-
brance came -to me of the poor
child’s belief that to go o heaven
ghe must be interred in consecrated
ground. Therefore as soon ae the
tide went down 1 went to the shore
and, with the others, searched for
the body.

“And we found poor Nona,” con-
tinued the old sailor in a trembling
voice. “We found her dn a rock
covered with seaweed, where, know-
ing that she was going to die, the

por little one had prepared herself
Fnr death. Yes, monsieur, she had
tied her skirts below the knees with
her fichu, through 'motlestf, and
with her old idea uppermost had at-
tached herself to the seaweed by
her hair, her beautiful black hair,
certain that ehe would thus be found
and interred in consecrated ground.
And 1 can eny, 1, who know what
bravery is, that there is perhaps not
a man brave enough to do likewise.”
The old man was silent, By the
last gleam of the twilight I saw two
great tears rolling down his weath-
er beaten cheeks.  We descended to
the village side by sidein silence. I
was profoundly touched by this sim-
ple girl’s courage, who, even in the
pgonies of death, had retained the
modesty of her sex and the piety of
her race, and before me in the dis-
tant immensity, in the solitudes of
the heavens and the sea, gleamed
out the Leacon lights and the stars.
Oh, brave men of the sea! Oh,
noble Brittany!'—From the French
of Francois Coppee.

THE STEAMBOAT.

Anclent Craft That Suggested the
Modern Monarchs of the Sea.
The first steamboat was built by
Dennis Papin, who navigated it
gafely down the Fulda as long sgo
as 1707 Unfnrlunat:‘l'y this pio-
neer craft was destroyed by jealous
gailors, and even the very memory
of it was lost for three-quarters of
s century. In 1775 Perrier, anoth-
er Frenchman, built an experimen-
tal steam vessel at Paris. Eight years
later, in 1783, Jouffroy took up the
idea that had been evolved by Pa-
pin and Perrier and built a stesmer,
which did good service for some
time on the Saone.

The first American to attempt to
apply steam to navigation was ohn
Fitch, a Connecticut mechanic, who
made his initial experiments in the
year 1785. To what extent Fitch
was indebted to the three illustri-
ons French inventors named sbove
we are not informed, but that his
models were original there is not
the least doubt. Ink:hel ﬁl"lt he em-
loved a large pipe kettle for gener-
rting the steam, the motive power
being side paddles worked after the
fashion of oars on a commORD row-
boat. In the second Fitch eraft the

mode of propulsion was adopt-
:.dm:ith the exception that the pad-

ing wheel and were ‘fixed to the
stern, clearly foreshadowing the
resent stern wheeler.
P‘I‘hialutmtiomdhutmlho
first American steam vessel that can
begwnmwl a success, It made
its

rst tri toBulI.?lthll_ﬁ
1788, nut.pnfter_dk was not un-

)
\’l’e lived g0 happily together. We |

of the present |
start-

New York, where believers in phre-

nology went to have their bum

examined.

’countem and lookin
infantile surprise anﬁ
| er

' newcomer.

Whitman has derided
bumps in the Kagle, yet in his
poems he shows a half belief in the
We men do not | so called science, and he familiarly
onsense when we | hnunted the little shop with its
§ when there is a | charts, its busts and its cranks. One
Bui Noma |day a friend found Whitman there
lieve other |in his slouch hat, corduroy trou-
had taught her and ° scrs, black silk tie and flannel shirt,
n candles at all the | leaning against one of the ‘book
with a sort of

rplexity aft-
_ a figure that had p;usi; shtI:ped
time is @ famous merchant of for- |out in a tempest of wrath. “What’s
getfulness, and Nona after a few | the matter, Whitman?” asked the

Walt replied: “Did you notice

that fellow who passed you at the

Idoor? Well, he was fool enough to
i lend me $500, and now he is darned

| fool enough to think I can
—Charles M. Bkinner in At

Didn't Eat Pork.

| It happened in a crowded
(carringe. A very fat and
{tious man was making a

y it”
tic.

railway
bump-
eral

' nuisance of himself to the other oc-
| cupants of the carriage, explaining

mgly, some merely look

said blusteringly: :
“Well, what yer looking

table,

asked cannily.

A turn of the

party nt a London dinner
took that time to sa
“Well, Mr. Blank,
being an ex "
“T should like it better if
been succeeded by the y's”

“1f yon are suffering from

pressing gently with the

asleep.”

instructions the latter

gloomily:

hold on me.”

eommon to
He was sel

that he
conversation in w!

instantly retorted the Liberal.

Risk Too Great For Him. '
insom-

nia,” said the old school doctor to
the patient, “just lie down, prop
your head on a pillow and get soma
one to take hold of your throat,

each side, and you'll soon {fall

But the next day when he asked
the young man if he had followed

“No, I didn’t. There was nobody
at home but me and the mother-in-
law, and I couldn’t quite make up
my mind to risk letting her get that

Herbert Bpender’s Ear Stoppers.
The philesopher had an infirmity
t minds and little
in nqlrd lo conver-
sation which bored him, and he car-
ried this selfishness to such & pitch

and awwa:mwm

in a lond voice his cuteness and suc-
cess in most things. Some of the
people in the carriage smiled pity-

bored,

but ‘one solemn individual eyed the
fat boaster with a stony and immov-
able stare. The latter at last be-
came uneasy under this unwinking
serutiny and, turning to the man,

at me

like that for? Want to eat me?”
“No,” was the erushing rejoinder.
“T'm a Hebrew.,”—London Answers,

Willing te Do His Part
An old farmer, says the St. James
Budget, once took tea with a for-
mer Duke and Duchess of Bue-
cleuch at Drumlanrig castle, his
grace’s Drumfriesshire estate.

His first cup of tea was gone al- | "~ 4 No.
most before the duchess had poured |  p P __How fong does it take to
it out. Agnin and again his cup go to Topsail ? '
was passed along to the head of the T. A—1I wouldn’t like to say.

At the sixteenth cup the
duchess became uneasy about the
supply on hand. “How many cups
do you take, John ?” she asked.
“How mony do ye gie? John

Alphabetically Answered.
litical wheel had
placed the English Conservatives on
top and lowered the Liberals.

&'ot long afterward a young snd
presumptuous member of the rul-
ing government, who was sittin
opposite a member of the defea

party,

ﬁw do you like

we had

(wise),

replied

1]
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A PECULIAR RAILROAD.

One WhHere the Train “Gets There
When It Does; That's AlL"
According to the account of a
Philadelphian  recently rotnrnﬁl
from Newfoundland, there is a rail-
road in that remote island which
as & unique system of backwoods
transportation far eclipses anything
to be met with in the most inacces-
sible mountain distriets of the Unit-
ed States. In the first place, it is
very possibly the largest narrow
gauge railroad in the world. It is
a complete and comprehensive sys-
tem, embracing over 640 miles of
track, not one yard of which is of
standard width. Its main line is
fairly transcontinental in scope and
crosses the entire island from east
fo west, running between St. John’s
and Portaux-Basquea,

Despite its many disadvantages,
}nc]:{udm per?llpa the moat Mln
ully inde ent t
the{rorld, ptflt; road, whi:ﬁ was only
completed in 1898, is of the utmost
benefit to the le of Newfound-
land. The Reid-Newfoundland rail-
way, as it is called, after R. G. Reid,
its builder and now almost its sole
own:lr,r];u one d:lﬁnih and marked

iarity — it doesn’t guarantee
E:cything. With an almost con-
l.um‘ﬁtuoul regard for schedules it
neither vouches for the safety of
the , the time of arrival
or departure or even that the traing
will go at all. As an illustration of
these little idiosyncrasies here is an
actunl conversation that took place
in Bt. John's last August between
the ticket agent and a prospective

ger:
e ve Passenger—Whattime
m;:mins train leave here

does
for T
Ticket Agent—Well, you'd better
be here early.
P. P.—Can’t you tell me the ex-
act time?

P. P.—How far s it?

T. A.—I don’t exactly know.

P. P.—About fifteen miles?

T, A.—I think so.

P. P,—Then how long will it
take?

T. A—Can’t say; sometimes it
takes ong time, thw another.
We don’t know. i angrily],
we never answer such senseless ques-
tions. The train ’ll get there when
it dol:i'; _that's all. — Philadelphia

SHATTERED HIS THEORY.

In the days when board schools
paid to one

8 visit was

no ANSWET.
Visitor (triumphantly to head
master)}—You see, it's as I've always
maintained—8eri must_be ex-
and illus if any com~
of its meaning is to pen-

tell me what a miracle is. Now,

haven't s duller boy in the school.
H you'd question some of the oth-
ers—

Visitor—No, no; I'll show .you
what I can do with this one by using
boy attention to Yx"

A me. You
m’:Lumhum
glqednuitbyhhaﬂuu.
“Now, listen to me.

should it was P Snipe that A c'mfy"ud%&-: phoe et e
say it was un t A 2 o
'E.{:q{un-nm.,u thp:hufortmtyym.' o i We manufacture T
moon. Wanted Realiom. And are prepared to
Vm ) — But Busy. Author (reading)—*“At this mo- Purnish on short notice
g you know, if you saw hﬂmﬂfm—lhnmﬁmhm ;mthk ::Ln-ldltthﬁ All kinds of il e
san. A mm tmw M
2 oy (Sogpedly)— shouid see # %ﬂ-’—mwﬂhhwﬁ- with « gentle smile, he again shook .
llll!hl:-h the furnace”— :
) 4 'uim— 't you see I'm isher — One Mr.

Tiis,
It

=

etrate this sort of skull. He can’t | gt

Bu
i s T et

dially, #nd that young man, think-
ing it incumbent on him to say
something, glanced approvingly
around the room and eaid, “Fine
house you have here, ma’am.”

Little Harold's Plea.

Little Harold had been told, says
& writer in the Chicago Clinic, that
the Lord will heal in answer to pray-
er.
thunderstorm Harold suffered from
8 jumping toothache, and his moth-
er overheard him say:
“0 Lord, stop my toothache!”
After a few seconds’ silence he con-
tinued, “O Lord, please do, for heav-
en’s sake, stop my toothache!”
There was silence for another !
short interval, followed by a crash
of thunder. When the rumbling
ceased Harold was heard to groan
and plead.
Lord, please do stop the durn
thunder long enough to listen to
me!"”

Her Bhrewd Comment.

For Herbert Spencer the minds of
lunatics had an odd fascination.
Mr. Spencer was a frequent visitor
to a number of asylums, and he re-
counts some unconscious witticism
of a lunatic.

Bometimes he would tell of the
eriticism a lunatic woman made on
s sermon that was preached in her
asylum. The criticism was brief,
but it was telling.

“To think,” said the woman,
[v:nﬂn? toward the clergyman—*“to

ink o

him out and me in.”

Bright Man.

“You can't get lost when you
have one. The needle always points

A man who had just finished a
comfortable meal at a restaurant
the other day suddenly rose from
his chair, grabbed his hat and um-
brella that stood sgainst the wall
and rushed out of the building.

t fellow went away with-
out paying!”

" stop him,” said a determined
looking man who rose up-hastily

dashed out of the house in hot
suit of the conscienceless villain,
And the cashier, a cold, hard, un-

Staak Al Right For Onoce.

Wife (late to brukfutﬁ:ﬁem{!
That cook ined this steak!
One burned black, and the
other is raw.

Husband (who came down early)
~'Tisn’t burned at all—just nice
and brown; that's all. other
end is a little rare, but I like it that

way,
ZHon:anul I'Tl ring for the cook

once.
“Cook’s sick."”

“Then who broiled the steak?”
“I did.”—New York Weekly.

ch..:dm Bee mofmmd
'nu{ Erhhn tea Te-

tired from table, when Tommy

was seen to be minutely inspecting

his aunt’s dress.

“What on earth’s the matter,

Tommy ?” queried his mother anx-

35 %
44

Soon after in the course of a |)

for s

pide

“ him!"” exclaimed the cash-
fer. "'ghn 3

t

“Your

ou.”

her eye,

ambitions
When he is sick he can secure
er care without
amateur.

congenial

“"”

I’Mtllhl‘
“He wouldh’t sa
he commander, ﬁ&‘

plorer, “it

i
= I

pathy.

unders

she replied, “alth
blunt, I feel that I cannot marry

She took & step forward and gen-
tly touched his arm. A tear was in

“I’'m so sorry,” she said.
Bomething in her voice
straighten up. He had not
He resented it so
suddenly that it was as if
power had taken
him. He felt mad righ
“You needn’t be,” h
“Why should
tertain the slightest notion
to jum
my life
are, I can assure youn, worse
than being a bachelor. In the
place, there are no enormous bills
pay. Then, a man can go and co

as he pleases, without let or hin-
drance. Instead of being
down to one woman, subject to her
whims, her idle fancies, he i
for all. He can pursus his cherished | thing

interruption. e

ou he?
off the

without

question, and he is absolutely free

“There wouldn’t be 8o many ama- to pursue his own ideals. '];hm are Focmped an Awfa) Fads.
teur hunters lost in the woods,” | worse things than m‘kw I
safd Jenkins, “if they’d only carry | was willing to run the ris s
p“ket umm-” but don't Bym with me. 1
*Why 7 asked Dumley. “What |shall get along all right, thank you.
good is a compass ?”

She turned toward him with &

to the north, and”— mﬁ)}leld ont her hands %
“But suppose you want to go to | “Now you must marry me
g.h east, south or west F’—Phifdcl- said.—Smart
Ledger.
The Scoundral. Fiads Vieing Opprossive.

u o
from a table near where the other :!;,1:1, Imeohn others, as y
had sat. “He took my ,ldhm'hoeminlyupecudtodoﬂlh
dled umbrella. 1'll stop him, and|degires to be s welcome guest.
I'll bring him back with a police-| ~«Ay the ideal guest you change
man. ¢ scoundrel|” your hours for rising, g)r retiring,
Without a moment’s pause he|for eating your muﬁ, change your

politics to please your host,
your religion to meet the v

your hostess, change your point

sympathetic kind of man, has be-|yview concerning art, music and what
gun to suspect that neither of them | constitutes diversion to suit the fam-
[ will come back. ily in general and are lucky if you

don’t change your doctor, and all

this following after strange and un-

is sure to make you

ill unless you escape the wrath to

aoms by going home.”—Baltimore
un.

needed. Commander Peary, the
tic explorer, was one day talking
of friends who were
about life in the

“What is it like? For
how -ot;'ld'.. an Eskimo' say ‘m

| P
a smile.

“Not say it? Are social customs

gutirely

“No, but, you see,” said the ex-

s country where they

would have occasion to use those

there ?”

gy

dock
it at once.

nursed by an
He doesn't have to at-

jes or an
hndo!pqﬂg.?fhcdmk’

BROUGHT HER TO TERMS. | .= = s

The Winning Play of the Buiter Whe
Had Been Rajected.

“T understood you to
njeetm,’b'-a?

.....

say that you
is correct”
somewhat

ft%f i
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made him
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some out~
of
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