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The Uhllﬁf‘d Hiajtlr_w ﬁléﬁnai Service now
embraces ({182 stitions, from which re-
ports are mjade daity, and 'employs about
100 men, jxclusive of a‘couple of hun-
dred (:It-rk';_gl in Washington. .
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A I'Jurlm-r.'nr'nr Hucdson, Mich, got his
wife to lu-i@' h'm lower his mowirg ma-
cuine I'ru:p; the barn loft) where it had

I}N'n slnrl.'.lﬂ.-

He fastened a rope to it

and passibf it over a pulley asked his
wife to hold the end nntil he descended.
She had jt‘.‘-’:t then taken a hitch with the
rope aroubd her waist, when the mower
~erashed t.lnl"!'n to the floor, and simul-
tancously |she shot up wherathe mud
wasps do their nest hiding. | There has
been only one-subject of conversation in

that family| $ince, and she has done all
the talking.| ! :

the fi

nest

The .-w-offl recently presepted | to Gen-
ernt miles| By the speople of Arizona is
« said to be; lwith éne pussiplc exception,

ift of the kind ever received

?

by an,officer of our army.
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point can se | made, by bending, almost
to touch the Rilt. The costis kept secret,

but

" Within t

that

is

s
$10,000. .

4

rpbscd to be not less than

Kiave

e =

! ..._. a — e —— |
lmln'pmt three years four dases
xgiterfl national interest have

been fried in} Chicago, and in cach case
: g

- the'jury. h

has nccnrtqefl'; with the evide
__pubklic opin
18 the “Joe
st jury, t
“boodle™ ¢
viction has
 The sesults
altering el
the anarch
of the court

8 brought in a verdiat which

H
pet

trial, McGarig

and the *I
either paid

and

iop. The juries are known.
" Mackin jury, the Anparch-
he | McGarigle-jury and the
rcommissioners’ jury. (A con-
bgen secured in every ease,
fe that Mackin, tried for
‘ou returns, is in_ prison,
istd are awgiting the decision
on an' apiplication for a new

has lescaped to Canada,

hoodle” | commjssioners have
R 1 .
theiz fines or are awaiting

the issue nl'il nn'appeal to a higher court.

Statist ics|are not always amusing, but

often suggestive, and those of the Dead

Letter Offi¢e are depressing: 4,500,000

letters were| last year sent to the Dead

y

| 5 - .
Letter Officd fod various reasons, of which

3,500,000

050 were returjed ffom hotels, 314,700
were misdirecterl, 138,600 were held for
wnpaid pogtagé, 14,134 were withollt

ierei unclaimed letters, 112,-

address, Of these 4,044,845 w_ere'obened.

1,518,825 were_returned to writers, and

2,556,990

vﬁerc *eatmycd. Of, the above
letters 17,385 c'qmuined money ; 20,260,

drafts; &,Iﬂ. teceipts, paid notes, ete.,
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went to Italy to colleét m
consult | authorities before beginning his
})rojccted' tragedy of “/Cems orgia,” his
riends and relatives im Néw York were
far from| amticipating the lactual results
of his researches. I'hese thad brought

|

Dr. Alexdnder Marini; an aged physician
of Milan, {who claimed des¢ent from one
of the collateral branches of: the Borgia .
family. Thisold doctor’s grand-daughter,
Lucrezia Marini, was wondarfully beauti-
ful, an Ttalian blonde, glowing ®ith
the freshoess of extreme l‘ou:h, being
then hardly seventeen, and with all the
lustre of a lovel'ness which, as her
!arrandfatﬂer declared, re‘.'i‘v‘td and rpro-

uced the charms of her of the sameé

Alfonso' of Ferrara, The |tragedy re-
mained tpwritten, and Chciicr_ Sfeabrook
took to wife this dazzling creature. 1If,
wedding in haste, he afterwards repented
at leisure, the outside worl"{l was des-
tined never to know. His |married life
lnsted a little over one yedr.! - His brill-
iant Italian wife died in giving birth to
a son, and the young widower returned
to his native land with his|little . child,
pessibly b wiser man, buf certainly'a
sacdder one. It was an ‘ominpus fact that
he never neferred to his wifelin any way,
nor to the experiences of hig few months
of matrimony. A minjaturd, painted on |
ivory andireproducing ‘the glowing yet
Ldolicate beauty of the fair Iuerezia, was!
all that rdmained to him of that episode
in his life; 'That, and #the boy, ‘who had
received | the name of Louis, and who
bore well' his transfer to ithe United
States, growing and thriving as though
he had begn born under ' the shadow of
the Stariand Stripes. | _

When Louis was a little|over twelve
years of nge his father died lsuddenly of
typhoid pneumonia. He had one only
sister, Mrs. Richard Marsden, and to her
and her husband he bequeathed the
guardianship of his son and that son’s
large fortine. It was a healthy-natured
and happy family in which the boy grew
‘to manhoed.  Mre. Marsden’s ‘three sons
were all older than Louis, and did not, it
is true, take very kindly to their cousin.
But her only daughter; littla Grace was
some ycars his junior, and, | as is often
the case|in such instances with in-
teHigent, precocious little girls, she de-
veloped a great fancy for her moody boy
cousin regularly took him unfler her pro-
tection. | _ ;- i

The podr boy necded all rjm affection
that could possibly be bestowed upon
him. . He|was nevar strong, and his dis-
position was gloomy and morbid to a de-
gree that jwas' extraordinary |in one that
was 1o 80 great a degree a favprite of for-
tane. He was shyand 57lrn! to a painful
extent, and, despite his Italiameorigin,
Lhe developed no taste for either art or

music. He decided early int life to be-
come a  physician, but, aftér studying
medicine fpr some few yearsin i desuliory,
languid way, devoting the chief part of
his time £ investigations conrerning the
nature and properties of poigdns, he sud-
(denly announced that,'on attaining his

majority, he had made up hisimind to re-
linqulsh all idea of studyin ru|profession.
And he likewise ustonished M. and Mrs:
Marsden by making
the hand of Grace.- | .

These proposals were negatived at
oace, and decidedly, byl Mr. Marsden.

“You are both of you toq young to
thing of such n thing as marriage, or
even of an engagement, Lquis,” his
uncle made answer, ‘“‘You are only just
twenty-one, and Grace |is hut a few
weeks over sixteen. Moreover, I have
decided objections to the marriage of
first cousins.” . L

““You do not know taq what lyou doom
me, uncle,” was the gléomy response of
the young man, ‘‘Grace is all that I
have to live for upon ea%r'}h, and if T lose
her g !

*“Naw, do not talk nonsense, Louis,”
responded Richard Marsden, briskly, but
not unkindly. “Grace is too much of a
child to Be allowed tp listes to your
proffers of affection.  She cares no more
jor you than she do2s for' Ned, jor Harry,
or Frank. || You are like a brother to her
—nothing {more—and I' do not mean to
have her mind disturbefl by |anything
like love-making. = Besides, you have
seen nothing of the world, as yiu should

formal pr?posals for,

do before ¢hoosing a wife augl settling
down to matrimonry and quiethde. Go
-abroad —spend the next two! years in
European travel, and then-—"

‘‘And thea you will give Grace tome?”
eagerly asked the “youth, | his pile face
flushing and_his dark eyes glowing as he
spoke” | Wb RS

“*I make no promise; I will enter into
no comgnc;‘l; with you on that|'subjeet.
You and @Grace must bpth be entirely
free, and if either of you should fall in
love with spme one else——" | :

-

‘4l cannot admit the existence of such

5

n'possibilitz as far as ["am concerned,”
Louis made answer, passionately. -
‘“Neverl elmguch thingsare ible,

and have often occurred, dspecially
where two such children as you both are
| were concefned. . No'w let me hear noth-
jng__n_'orchg this' subject. 1 shall send
Grace to stay with hér  aunt, Mrs.
A 2, until you are

about his acquaintance with a certain |

name who was the famous biride of Duke ||

|nized with a shudder a -strong

{his sojourn in Rome.

pleased

1 m.g;l;?t]ﬂt she would "“
aim,again for a loog. long time.

den recalled that gentleman’sstern pro-
hibitions, and he contented himself with
kissing with feryor the little hand that
Grace frankly placed | within his own,
unheeding the Eﬁh young face that was
held up to him for a parting salute.
‘*How odd you are, Louis, not. to kiss
me good-bye!” she eried, gayly, as she
'sprang into thegarriage; ‘‘remember, you
mmust write your first le{ter from Rometo
me, And be siire you tell me what you
ithink about St. Peter's and the Colosse-
um. - T wish I were going with you to
isee them all.” |
“If you only were!” muttered Louis, as
the carriage drove away. ‘‘There gocs
my guardiaa angel, and I must go forth
plone to meet the demon.” )
. A few weeks Ilater Louis Beabrook
sailed from New York for Ewrope. He
did not fail to write toGrace more than
one impassioned love-letter shortly after
his arrival;but the child, perplexed, un-
sympathizing, and half | provoked with
what she cgHled “Cousin Louis's fool-
ishness,” made no response to
his fervent protestations. Louis took
the hint, and the correspondence there-
after was conducted on a more tranquil
footing. To this change a sharp reproof
“from Mr, Marsden, and a treat of forbid-
ding altogether any interchange of let-
ters, probably contributed largely. The
traveler wrote but seldom, but he often
sent tokens of regard and remembrance
his uncle’s family, and especially to
brace. One of these was a fiue copy of
the celebrated portrait of Cesar Borgia,
by Raphael, which is-one of the noted art-
treasures of the' Borghese Palace. And
in the strangely beautiful face, with the
evil tendencies of the inner nature look-
ing from the large cyes and curving the
fuil red “lips, Mrs. Marsden recog-
re-
semblance to the countenance of her
nephew. Indeed. he alluded to the
likeness of himself in one of the infre-
 quent letters received from him during
“I must be a true
\descendant of the Borgias,” he wrote,
;:for?my likeness to the Raphael portrait
‘has been commented upon even by total
strangers, and. when I went to see my
great-grandfather; Dr. Marini, when I
passed through lﬁ!an, the other day, his
first exelamation on beholding me was,
‘Y¥ou are like your mother’s race.” By-
the-way, what a wonderfal old man he is!
I'have promised to pay him a long visit
‘on my way back to Paris, and he tells me
that he will then confine|to my keeping
sundry family relies of great importance.
I| confess that I am very curious to see
him. He is nearl; nincty yearsold now,
but preserves all: his faculties unim-
ired.”

| A few months liter Louis .wrote that
the promised visit had Deen paid,
and that Dr. Msarini had placed in his
hands some curious and untique objects,
several of which hal at| one time be-
longed to the famous fimily of Pope
A.f‘lextmder Borgia.  ““Amongst these,” he
wrote, ‘‘isan ivorycasket of exqusite and
arti- tic workmansliip., - It possess certain
singular properties which I shall describe
when we meet.” Next canfe the news
ol the death of the old déctor, who had
s¢emed to have lived thus long for ‘the
e

i

press purpose of bestowing his cher-
thed *heirlooms onh his |great-grandson
and sole direct deseendant.

{The two years that had been fixed as
the period of young Seabrook’s absence
had nearly come toran end, and ‘he had
dlread¥ written to annoupce the date at
which he would sail for home, when he
reéceived from Mrs. Marsden the news of
Grace’s engagement . to ' a young and
talented lawyer, Stuarti Hastings by
name. The match was on¢ that was
satisfactory in every way to Mr. and Mrs.
Marsden, and, to do them justice, they
had both looked upon the attachment of
Louis for his cousin as a“mere boyish
passion that had not suryvived the tests
of time and absence. Thisletter received
no response, but Louis wrote a fewhurried
lines to Grace, declaring his: intention of
being present at her marriage. ‘‘And to
prove to my pretty cousin that I béar her

with my affections,”” he| wrote:''I will
bring her a wedding present such as few
brides in this nineteenth century have
ever seen.” 2 | 4

‘| But it was not till the day before that
fixed for the ceremony that Louis made
his appearnuce at the house of his aunt.
Hereceived a warm welcome frem Mrs.,
Marsden, who had ‘always looked upon

m as one of her own children.

| “You- have grown tall and manly,
Louis,” she said, after the first greetin
were at an end, “‘but, you look wild,
%md feverigh.; | Are you suffer-
y malaria? You must not falb iil

oh the very day of

B Ao r*%ﬁm—-&mte
- Grace’s wedding day. = Your playmate
f bygone days would feel sorely grieved

w.”? B | s
| “*Ah, yes—where is Grace?—I had for-
en Grace” the young mau responded,

,_ e:l‘liy “1 want to ?e@!fpa:——-l; have
my wedding-gift ready 'for her, and I
want to present it to her mysbl!.'}_‘ P
then, and

m
1

no malice for the way that she has trifled |

if you were not to be present to-mor-

Twill

L 10 TE \I nt as a
TaTvel of artstic  beauly. I.Ihﬁigh!‘e:
lief upon the lid was carved the meeting
of Bacchus and Ariadne, and the sides
were adorned with a representation of
the bridal procession of the gou, wherein
bacchantes and— satyrs, nymphs and
fatuns, and cupids and panthers, were all
mingled in ceful confusion. The
mountings of the casket were in antique
silver, and on a shield just above the
lock were engraved the intertwined in-
itals ““C. B.,” and below these a “*V.”
surmounted with a ducal coronet, the in-
signia of ‘‘Cesar, Borgia, Duke of Valen-
tinois.” It was 4 gift worthy to be
offéered by an enamored monarch to his
future Queen. ' | .
Grace drew pear and gazed with breath-
less delight at the exquisite workman-
ship of the ivory carvings. Meantime
Louis took from his pocketbook an an-
tique key in darkened silver, _This, too,
wus a veritable work of art, The tube
was held in the upraised hands of a mer-
maid, whose curved fish-tail formed the
handle of the key. ‘This handle on its
outer edge was bordered |with small,
scarcely perceptible points; or spines,
which would béapt to wound the hand
of any one trying to epen the lock and
not warned to take due precautions. This
key Louis carefully fitted into the lock of |
the casket.
“Open it—open it, Grace!” he cried
with feverish eagerness. '‘Within you
will find inclosed a npecklace of the
choicest pearls to be found in all Paris,
Open it—open it, and . tell me what you
think of my wedding presents.”
But without touching the key the girl
glided forward, and, resting her ¢lasped |
hands on the lid of the casket, she |
looked into the dark, troubled depths |
of her cousin’s eyes with a tender serious-
ness in her glance that caused him to
turn pale and to look aside, °
“‘Dear Cousin Louis,” she said, ‘‘you
have brought me a magnificent gift, but
do not think me exacting or ungrateful |
if I ask you for something more. You
know I am going out to-morrow to a
new life, and I want to take with me all
the kindly thoughts and affection of
those who loved me when I'was a little

L1

I know, because I could net love you
better than I have done—just &s I have
loved my brothers. 1t will cast ashadow
on the brightness of my wedding-day
if 1 think you are still displessed with
my parents, and still feel unkindly
towards me. Dear Copsin Louis—my
brother Louis—in memory |of our old
pleasant days together, will you not
grant me my request? Take back your
lovely casket and your necklace of pearls,
and give me instead your frank brotherly
affection once more.” ¢

He fixed his dark, burni;;g eyes on the

soft blue ones raised so pleadingly to his
own. | i
“So you will not open the casket,.
Grace?” he said, hoarsely.
*‘Not till you promise to grant me my
request. Ah, Louis, have yon forgotten
all'those days whén we were children to-
gether, and little cousin Grace used to
pet you, and watch over yoa, and keep
her boisterous hrothers from teasing you?
You were always very dear to me, Louis
—be my dear brother once again and al-
ways, " = e _

Still gazing fixedly upon her, he drew
the casket towards him, unlocked it, |
threw back the lid, and withdrew the
key. -He held up his hand with its open
paim turned towards Grace as he did so,
and the astonished girl could see upon it
one or two minute drops of blood caused
by the punctures of the points on the
handle of the key. .

‘“Take your casket and your pearls,
Grace, and with them my full forgive-
ness. You do not know what good
service I have done youto-day. I have
swept from your path a bitter and
dangerous foe, Did you ever read
Victor Hugo's !Esmeralda¥ | There are
four lines ino an old translation of that
poem which are now ringing id my brain:
s -‘Minﬁtbé_ the tomb and thine light and

e.

I die, ana Fate avenges thee. 'Tis well.

I go, Oh angel of my life, to learn
%2 Eear]-‘n is sweet as were thy love.
we "m kB

So saying, he took Grace’s head in
both his hands, kissed her'tenderly on
the forehéad, and departed. |

A week later the community was elec-
trified by the news! of the sudden death
of young Louis Beabrook, whosuccumbed
toa m&d and mysterions malady a few
days after the marriage of Miss Marsden.
The disease which proved so speecdily
fatal baffled all the sciesce and conjectures
of the physicians called in to'attend him.
They agreed that his symptoms closely
resembled those g)mdumd g;lh‘ bite of
a serpent, and n:liy_ decided that the
patient had fallen 4 vietim to some acute

‘and mysterious form of b poisoning.

It was_only Eardbhmdeu who
learned the truth, and that was after the
death of Louis Seabrook.  Amongst the

pers of:the'deceased was found aletter
ﬁsmmhhunﬁh It set forth in
rambling fashion these facts:
r“Ibmgi:ttHe-' L ¢ s as
a present to Grace,” he

Fare-

1all excet r' ;
| The :

child.  You feel bitterly toWkrs us all; /|

present Earl, Writeis ¢ 3
of the New York ,:ér‘ pooE, )
fm one in h.‘s % tlas = ] .

obliged to live quietly husband:
property from the debts upon it when it
came to him. The estate was loaded
with mortgages when he received it.
His oldest son, Lord Brooke, married a
few years ago one of the great heiresses
of England. ‘Leoking back over the his-
tory of this family, I find that mearly all
of 'its financial successes have come
through the marriage of a rich’ youn

woman, This heiress who mariied Lord
Brooke is a spirited young lady who re-
fused the hand of Prince Leopold when
it was tendered her a few years ago. Up
to within a few years there was no ad-
misgjon fee charged at Warwick Castle.
Then the butler and the housckeeper
were permitted tp show people through
at certain hours of the day, and they
were permitted to pocket the fees paid
them, The result was that these two
people accumulated a great fortune dur-
ing their 20 years’ service, and have now
sét up as magnates of county kitchen
circles. The present Earl now takesth s
revenue to himself. One of the peculiari-
ties of this business is that the tickets of
admission are notssold on the castle
grounds. There 18 a strange avoidhnce
of any apparent connection upon the part
of the castle with the financial features
of this transaction. At the porter's lodge
you are told that tickets can be bought
at the little hymble house in the fendal
row, under the fofty battlements of this

greatest peers of the realm.
this house and there your money is taken
through a little wicket, and in exchange
you are given a ticket which entitles
you to be shown through the castle.
Commissionaires are on duty there, and
they display the treasures and ' the
beauties of the place with the same
business-like method and manner' of
people in charge of any of the show
Ehacus of London. The money deposited
y the visitor finds.its way to a bank to

present time a clear net income of fully
$13,000 a year.”

i

The Age of Railreads, .
Few people rcalize the extent and jm-
portance of the railroads in the United
States. We have grown so familiar with
vast railrond systems that we do notap-
preciate their magnitude. The building
of a new railrond now creates very little
comment. There are about 140,000 miles
of railroad in the United States. In all
the world outside there are less than
200,000 miles. We have over two-fifths
of the railroad mileage of. the earth, In
the State of Georgia alone there are
several hundred more miles of railronds
than there are in the German Empire.
And this proportion is increasing, for
nowhere is railroad construction proceed-
ing so rapidly as in the United States.
These facts indicate a great change in
the old conditions of commerce. ﬁﬁy
years ago an inland town of any consider-
able size wouldihave been an impossi-
bility. Population was thick at the ports
and grew sparse with the increasiog dis-
tance from rivers and thesea. Railroads
are now the great channels of trade.

resources to do his best to free ‘i'“

the Earl's credit, affording him at the

P
folly.
but a simple sprain.

‘“Simple! I tell you this is a terrible
| thing, and if I live two days it will be a

great wonder to me. The Bowser men
di¢ hard, but they haye to die as well
as other folks. Det | look like & man
struck with death?

“Not a bit of it.
look more healthy.”

“Mrs. Bowser, dou't you deceive me!
Deceiving 3 dying husband is. an awful
crime. Has the door been muffied and
the girl told that no callers are ad-
mitted "

“#Certsinly not.™

“And aren’t you going-to send the
baby oxer to motherls uatil you see
whether I die or get well?”

‘tNot a bit of it. Don't be a booby,
Mr. Bowser, When 1 broke two ri
last -full you simply | remarked that I
{ ought to koow better than to fall against

s board.”

Il tucked him up and patted his head
and he eried, lle wanted me to bold his
{‘hand and I sat and held it until he fell
| asleep. Then 1 went yp-siairs to do a
| little work, and badn’t been gone over

“It's all |

I never saw you

most aristocratic abode , of one of the | fiftéen minutes when Iheard him shout-
You visit |

ing at the top of his voice.
and he thundered at me:
| *“ds this your love for your crippled
! and dying husbapd 1™

*“I had some work to do.”

‘“Work! can you think of work while
I lie here suffering untold agonies!
What is making up an old spare bed
compared ta the life of your ‘l)mslmud!
Are/you in & hurry to .see crape on the
door{”

“‘Come, Mr. Bowser, don't be unreason-
abln I willdo everything for your com-
fort, but things arouud rhe house must

be seen to,”
r. Bowser had a

I ran down

When evening came
slight fever, innd he
He wanted me to tdlegraph to his
brother in Japau, his sister in California,
and to telephone the doctor.

I put in amawful night with him. He
heard cats and burglars and forty other
noises, and He refused to go to sleep for
fear he'd di¢ without knowing it. At
midaight after [ had helped him tumm
over about tweunty times and had u
his pillow until the case was worn thread-
bare, he wasted me to telephone the
doctor and. ask if a sprained ankle ever
struck to the heart. 1 rang up the cems

tral and the following conversation
seemed to take place:
“Doctor, |Mr. Bowser has grown

steadily worsg since you left, and 1 don’t
belidve he can live an hour longer. Yes,
I have done as you told me. Oh, you
knew he'd dip before morning, e¢h?  Oh,
yes, I shall be pretty well fixel for a
widow. About six hacks, I guess, I'm
no hand to make a spread at a foperal
You might——"

“Mrs. Bowser!” yelledd Mr. Bowser st
the top of hid voice, and when I rau into

ft would m at

to walk with » Inm .ﬁ
An ur:gopnlar “fall” res
peel on the sidewalk. —Hotel Madl
**My bark is on the sea,” remar
man who sent his dng':i." 1* .
Merchant Traveler, =y

The fishermen has no dificulty inmalké
ing both ends meet when he E . e
eel.— Boston Courier. ' _ Rt

Even a doctor who spesks oplyobe | =&
language may yet understand a gresb . |
many topgues.— Goodall's Sun. g
Whantbedlww sad and lwll!i Jr ™

»
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Therw is naight lika a ﬁh&'
nauy a
Bausage to cheer uphis »
—Goodall’

s Sin.
There is nothin conloht;? for the
tient suffering from a severd cold ia
E“md to be told that ‘‘colds attack the'
weakest spot.” —Salemt News. I
If you want to-get a good ides of
tumultous motion you want to watoh
the agitation of the of two wor
dancing a hop waltz. —Bestos

“And what makes you think
slow reader? asked Merrtt. *¢ me, "
replied Miss Snyder, “'I leat you & book
more than a year and you don't spem
to have finished it yet."—Judyr,

“Who is that young man that just
called on you!” asked senior member

of the firm. “‘He's connected with the ‘
uaru Life Insurance Ay =

““What does he dot *4 don't

but, judging from his €

should say he must be custodian of the
assurance,” — Merchant Treveler,

Brielf Snake Stories .

The County Clerk of Lonoke, Ark., s

nsible for the story of & jay bird
killing « snake eight feet long. .

A farmer, living on the old Peachtres
road, Atlaota.,, Ga., counted over 150
snakes in an hour's stroll on his farm re-
cently.

A black snake, five feet two inches
long, entered the house of Alonzo Bald-
win, of Missouri Oity, and dined on

.
-

They make ports amid the mountains. p : e tty canaries that werein a ugtw-.
Railimds are built right along the banks ;l;ct::dbergml[;il:to‘;s:ns‘;ﬂ;zﬁ ?:c:t;e‘fgi r:;-guaﬂ. the wall i1 o
of our great rivers, and competd success- | qoath 3 Afterthe gvlmhmcf‘mw
fully with water transportation, There ““What do you waat, dear?” man, near Bonne Terre, Mo., had beea. |
never was u time when railroad enterprise | well (he poor man psctually fainted | nesrly depopulated, he tried rat poisos,
was bolder, or whea railrond investments | oo in his nervousness, and when he | and found thie next day in his heanery’
were, on an average, more profitable. It | cums ¢6 I had to sit and hold his hands | ® dead bull snake of enofmous size, =
is impossible toset a limit to the passi-| whije He caught catnaps, The swelling |  Pat Pierce's wife saved her li-'m:
bilities of railroads in this country. —At- 1 uq nearly g%ne from his ankle in the | old boy, who had been biten by & o4
lanta Constitution. . | morning, and/he could dress himself and | casin, by sucking the wound, the =
hobble abouti. He, however, drew up | child whisky and A tobaceo:
Buttons From Bloed. - his will, had two or three mysterious itice on the wound. | lives near . -
A retired member of ‘‘the finest” s ! conferences with parties he sent for, and n, GE" 3 ' J Lo, 4
about to engage in a ncw, queer, odorif- | I saw him locking over & lot of photo- _The thirteen-year-old & fCal-' .o
erous but a paying business, He is going fl‘ﬂl'tﬂ of monuments and témbstones. | yvin Banks, of Griffin, a4 bittem on
to make earrings and buttons from |1 _caight hilm weeping once, and when I | her foot b{ a six-foot while she
blood. ‘‘Near Chicago,” said he, “there stroked the bkki Dfle:;‘ﬁ mﬁ' ~'§d1w|:§g was ping cotton. g
is a factory that emplays 100 people, whe | him my poor, cripp d@"_' o e 200 ly spplied, but the thild died ina.
'make buttons from "the waste animal | UP 18 & pitiful way e said: short time. | + 4
'blood that comes from. the absttoicr:d nel':r " dﬁt g‘;:z’;,“ s awful hard tohave |  wn o, o ing
by. Hirst, the man who introdu the : ‘ nahsn. of Yellow
industry in America; lost heavily at jt in daTh“ (‘;“tﬁihmr Fortglﬂ ﬁﬂ: tWo | o the end of his finger
the begioning, .but i8S now immensely myls' - ho wentdown town, | 1, . .econd, withone blow
wealthy, I have a son who worked in :Vh °“b?e fo'?'tll: S':;h“P hl” Cane. | had amputated the ]r
the Bridgeport factory and understands o “’“& 0“‘;“’ i '5" O | felt any effects from t
the business thoroughly, and I think | the lbunge with tecth and ears and eyes =
there’s millions in it. | Not only buttons | full of neuralgia. An Athletie Prod
belt clasps, combsand other little thlngl & m 1A litth ¥1 rwr; : ;?Bo Behugme W o
PEihe St clase, o Eogland (herm aft | ou're g0t nopmoro sead vhan greiop- | 218 Jife: I Mk st
lots of these factories. 1In the Bridge- y fﬁlﬂ b bab aop- quails that he trspped. B
rt factories they use ahout 10,000 gal- ' per. WETE A8 DIE & DEDY 8¢ JOU 10 | edicine: WS :
onsof blood per day. Only fresh beel q.%vi O g . sidthing bat | 904 endurance on -
blgod is used. Pigs' blood, it s be | “But—but when you had nqthing but | To 4 e
lieved, would answer fully as well, but it | 8 Sprained an¥ie, you-—ypu-— Bow. | canght the fox
costs t6o much to collect it. During the | _ - f:m feet, lt:; Boer | when sil but
drying gtoqea much of the blood evap- :'-""- c““:kﬁdh‘ upsct around | 1ad given out
orates, utwhat.remnns 1S pure albumen. urned ug g “lq . llld ' | to twenty
e—Ne:n :Ym* Misiigan Faprow. | on bpai feier:l lay here without s muz- m
= \ yd know it 3 .
. Stopped Just In Time, Yolare :“"Fl‘b_‘_'.::u mﬁ:;’:u;j twenty men
. The well-known horse trainer, Profes | pii 40 back down town for my dinner.” fchu. He
sor Gzleason, says “whoa” is the sacred| it Pres Press. . | : .| eel pees
word of a horseman. It should never be ! i ey R P & and
used unless he wants his horse to stop, a mile

‘ways stop. Com

and when itis used the horse should al;




