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There are 7000 millionaires in the
Onited States, where, in 1860, there

were only two.

A San Francisco undertaker bas fitted
up s large and handsome funeral parlor,
where fuperals may be held. It is in-
tended to meet the needs of families who
live in hotels and boarding houses.  All
the employes are attired in black and
wear black silk hats.

A French ralroad has hit upon a new
source of revenue. In future people who
sccompany their friends to aay of the
stations on that line to see them off will
be admitted on the plstform only on
payment of a fee of one penny, in return
for which they will receive a special
ticket of suthorization.

Since Explorer Heary }l Btmley last
visited the Umited States he has sur.
rendered his citizenship in this Republic,
and has become a subject of the King of
the Belgians. In connection with that
action, it is ssid that he has forfeited
his copyright on his books ia this couad-
try, but that, asserts the New York Star,
is a question for the courts.

A mpoi of the outdoor athletic season
of 1890 says it is *‘the most memorable,
from the point of view of record break.
ing performances, in the history of Amerts
can amateur athletics. Records pro-
viously held by Englishmen alooe ham™
been equaled by Americans, and world™
records have been broken. The recorcs,
too, made by collegisns in their chas.
ploaship contests have been greatly ioe

w'd. L3

A Cincionati paper atteupts to prove
that Thomas West, of Lexington, Ky.,
father of the famous painter, invenied
and successfully worked a steambost in
1797, six yesrs before Fulton’s boat wee
operated. It was tested an the “town
fork of the Elkhorn, and the identical
engine used is said to be in the Asylum

xisgton now. The engine took the
p Cincinnati on one trip.

nnml repoﬂ ol thy Stmm;
ate Board of Health of Manss.-
“h grippe” is treated of at
A% a result of his investigation,
reports that human fober-
fourse is as potent in spreading the discase
as atmospberic communication. HA esli-
mates that 730,000 wage-carners in that
State took the disease, that 191,190 of
these had to leave work and that the
time lost was at least 985, 500 days.
T I —_————

The Philadelphia Record very !ivzly
says: ““There is nothing which will)
more strongly mark the record of the
nineteenth century when it sball be wri!-i
ten than the patieat research and iatelli-|
gence which have upearthed the past,
given it voice and utterance, and made|
the daily life of ancient Greeks, Egyp—I
tisns or Babylonians as plain to the peo-
ple of to-day as are the habits of the
Eaglish under Alfred or our owa ancess
tors in the days of Cotfon Mather.™ |
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— |

Munsey's Weekly observes: ““The ht#
eminent Mr. Rube Burrows, of Ahh.uu:],
who by common consent stood st thp
head of the train robling profession at
this country, is reported by the tlail[y
papers to have loft mu estate of only
twenty thousand dollars at his lamented
demise. This shows that Mr. Barrows
chose & comparstively unprofitable fleld
for the exercise of his remarkable taleats.
Had he gone into the business of robbisg
milway stcckholders instead of milway
passengers, he might have died wo
twenty millions instead of tweanty
m”

——————— e —
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Dr. Brooks, Professor of Biology at
the Johns Hopkins University, Balti ,
Md., who has made a special study.of
the oyster, and has embodied the resyits
of his investigations in a large volume,
makes the startling statemeat, uyum
New York Post, that unless
stopped the Maryland oyster will in
years cease Lo be a factor in the ma
That the yield this year is far short
pared with a corresponding |
time in all previous years is attest
by the dredgers and packers. It (was
estimated that by November 1 only 148,-
000 bushels had been steamed, agiinst
808,000 bushels during the corresppad.
ing month in 1889. A prominest packer
in Baltimore, & man who has paid espec
attention to the future of the ¢ r in-
dustry in Maryland, says the yield| this

i ;‘,,, year is leas by ity per cemt. than| that

M OTHERS ENVY.
years of patient toll and sacrifice
Ha Fame's ladder, round by

Nor till his band had grasped the

For| which he toiled. Self-made, self-

He among his lofty dreams and

eighed .
Their  worth, together with the price he
paid. .
A millionaire—he bartarsd love for this—
Love binds the wings of him who would
| nrise.
He| rose unfettered, Now with famished
| eyes
Heo|gazes on another’s Paradise,
wnl.i- memory taunts him with a shy, sweet
| Kias,
A frightened, fluttering thing, the first, the
last.
No dniduh voices echo through the past;
Hq wears his laurels, but he paid their
| price.
—Rose Hartwick Thorpe, in Lippineott.
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THE DEACON'S MISFIT.

| DY ERNEST A. YOUNG.

‘I do wish,” exclasimed Mrs. Deacon
Apft!cb_v. ““that cver]'uung wouldn’t
allus come in a heap!

‘*Wall, wall, Samantha, don't fret,”
said the deacon, who sat in a corner

ing & “‘hold back,” which had
bril‘:leu while driving home from town
that afternoon.

1 guess if somebody dida't fret,
thahgﬁ would git wuss than they be, for
of all the procrastinatin’ eritters you beat
the wust of 'em. The idea of yowm
waitin® till Saturday afore you weont to'
to| town to git them clothes, and not a
thiag to put on your back for Sunday!

““No use of stewin’ about that, now
tl;tt I've been ana got back, and bought

clothes,” said the deacon, his temper

ngt the least ruffiled by the lashing of
hils consort’s rather sharp tongue.

+*You've bought 'em, but they ain't
he¢re,” returned the good woman.

[“I couldn't wait for "em to be fixed.
The misfit parlor man said that they
allus cal'lated to have the goods a perfect
baog-up nobby fit afore be delivered "em
tp customers. Lucky, Samantha, that |
lt:-that advertisement of the misfit par-
lors, for there you can git custom-made

at ready-made prices!”

| “You picked up s good msuy slang

ords, for one trip to town, it seems to
me,” said ){n Appleby, nmid * great
¢latter of tea kettle and othes dommtnc
utensils upon the kitchen stove.

“Them ‘ere ain't slang. They're terms
that belong to the trade,” explained the
fdeacon.

““Wall, T dunno what a suit o clo'es
"Il amount to ye, with you in one town
land they in another, s'posin’ they doa't
‘come. "’

1 could wear a shawl o' yourn to

meet'n, and have it given out from the |

pulpit with the rest of the church notices
that I'd szot a pew outfit somewheres on
the way,” suggested the deacon, with a
humorous twist of his lips, which always
had a smile lurking about them, ready to
spring into visible existence.

“] -vouldn't make sport out of sacred
subjects, if I was in your place,” said
Samantba, with unabated asperity.

The current of debate was turpned at
this point by the appearance of Doris,
whose twenty years of life had tll‘fhop"d
the energetic qunhuu of ker mother with
the never-failing good temper of her
father—a combination, by the way, which
went very well with a sweetly simple
manner snd a full share of beauty.

““The coach is coming, father,” she
announced, “and I think it brings Mr.
Graves, the new minister,

“‘For pity sake!” cried Mrs. Appleby.

“‘I never thought of its bein' timme for
the coach yit,” exclaimed the deacon,
hastily thrusting the plece of haroess
which be was mending into a pocket,
and runpisg to the sink to wash his
hands.

“‘Doris has got to meet him at the
door. I sha'n’t, with this faded caliker
on,” said Mrs. Appleby.

I will meet him, mother,
him te his room,” said Doris, and she
added, ““You and father will bave time
to brush yourselves up a bit before he
comes down to supper.”

With aothing but sunshine upom her
sweet face, she adjusted s ribbon at her
throat, and another at her waist, with the
effect of a general chadge of attire, for
it took but little to adora her simple
beauty.

She opened the front door just as Mr.
Graves alighted from the coachn_He was
a pleasant-faced young man—3 student
sent there for one Sabbath a8 & *“*candi-
date.” As yet he had pot gained a very
min’sterial look, especially since he wore
a traveling suit of gray, with russet shoes
and crush hat.

Daris greeted him with unconscious
grace, but he was a little embarrassed.

“If I may tax your kindoess so soon,”
he said, as he paused in the doorway of
the pleasant chamber to which she con-
ducted him, “‘I would like a needle and
thread. I caught my coat sleeve on the
door of the coach, and the result is a sad-
looking reat.”

And he held up his arm to show the
extent of the

““That is too bad, butle‘n soon mend
it foryou. I'm lfmd‘ " she added, with
her sunnmy smile, ‘thet unless you are
more nimble with the needle than father
is, you would have a hard time mending
that. Itis a dreadfal tear, sad it will
show, the best I can do.”

Mr. Graves laughed, asd handed her
the nt with & grateful look.

“The worst of it is,"” he added, *‘I had
& parcel checked on . the gars, and the

man ¢ouldn't find it at the sta-
tion when I arrived.. It contained more
m garments than these for to-mor-

“Ihllﬂthﬁt l'“".ﬂ]hlb. :
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| the youngster.

{ chores, which always burried him at that

Bix o'clock came; supper was all ready.
Btill no express bundle arrived for the
deacon. It ought to have come on the
coach.

Mrs. Appleby grew more and more un-
easy; even the calm deacon began to
brush with his hand the clothes he had
on, wondering if they couldn’t be made

to answer in case his new suit did not
come.

But no—they would not do. He had
been humiliated enough by being com-
pelled to wear them to town that day.
The truth was, his thrifty wife had un-
dertaken, a few days before these events,
to sponge the deacon's clothes with a
famous cleansing soap which had been
recommended to her.

The soap was indeesd effective. It re-
moved all the stains and grease. But it
at the same time took out-every vestige
of the original dye wherever the spoage
was applied. The result was a generally
mottled effect whica was so ridiculous
that the wearer laughed every time he
looked at them. ,

He had hoped that the new suit would
arrive before the young minister came
down to supper. But it was a wvain
hope.

**I guess he'll think we're mortal poor,
for you to wear them things,"” said Mrs.
Appleby. '

**Mabbe he'll think I'm all the more
stiddy fer a deacon if I don't pay so
much atteation to dress, like the world’s
people,” was the ready reply.

As a matter of faét, Mr. Graves did
not think of noticing his genial host’s
attire, and, although Mrs. Appleby was
‘ifidgetty” at the table, Doris and her
father were pleasant enough to make
up.

But when nine o'clock—the deacon's
bed-time —came, and Mr. Graves retired
for the night, the Applebys Jooked at

each other in dismay.

“Now what d'ye think?" exclaimed
Mrs. Appleby.

““Looks a3 if I'd got to stay at home
from meesin’ to-morrow, or go, and wear
these here brindled trousers,” said the
deacon, with a rather dismal smile.

“if it only wasn't wicked to pre
to be iil and not to go,” saud
faintly.

“‘But
{ather,

*‘Jest as I erpected 'twould turn out
when you come home without the new
closs,” said Mrs. Appleby.

“I don't see how 1 could helpit. They
needed fixin’ over and I knew you'd
scold if I axed you to do it with so little
time."”

‘‘You ocughter got "em the fust of the
week as Itold ye to. It all comes of
your procrastinatin’ that I'm allus tellin’
ye about.”

‘‘There is'somebody at the door this
minute,” cried Doris, as she flew to an-
swer the knock.

A boy stood on the steps with a bun-
dle.

‘“*Express for the deacon,

it is wicked,”’ asserted her

explained
*‘Carried by oun t'other
train, and come back on the one from
the west. Dad told me to fetch it right
up, as ye might be wantiag of it!"

“*There, thers, Samantha!"” cried the
deacon, holding the buundie exujtantly
close to thegood lady's face.

““Now what comes of all your talk?
Here 're the clo's, ard they sent ‘em jest
as they said they would.”

Samantha relented in spirit, as she
usually did after the worry of the day
was over, and so they retired in peace.
The deacon would have liked to try on
his purchases before going to bed, but it
occurred to him that that would appear
like boyish impatieénce, so he contented
himself with tearing & hole in the wrap-
ping paper and obtaining a glimpse of
the dark goods through the opening.

In the moraning, for some unaccount-
able reason, the Applebys all oversiept,
and when the deacon aand his energetic
wife arose they found that they had a
narrow margin of time iz which to do
the oidinary morping work of a farm,
which caanot be omitted even on the

| Sabbath. .
This tended to irritate Samantha, and

even the deacon found it hard to keep
his Sunday countenance during a hastily
prepared breakfast. Mr. Graves was a
little anxious over the comiag ordeal of
preaching, for the second time in his ex-
perience, a regular written sermon.

““We'll be late, just as sure as the
world!” said Mrs. Appleby for the
dozenth time, after Mr. Graves had gone
to hisroom for a balf hcur of medita-
tion. _

“Time enough, mother; don't fret,”
said the deacon. 4

‘‘But you'vegot your clothes to change
yet, and no koowin’ whether they'l come
within arod of fittin ye,” persisted Mrs.
Appleby.

““I'll resk it. T'll wear 'em anyway,
fit or mo fit,” said the deacon impa-
tiently.

“I will hitch up the horse for you,
father, so you can have more time,” said
Doris.

“That’s a good gal. I wish ye would,
for 1 declare for it,I hate to have to hustle
round so like a house afire Sunday
morning.”

Mr. Graves came down ready to start.
Mrs. Appleby trned to entertain him
with becoming before-meeting topics
while the deacon was getting ready.
Dorris came in and said the team was
ready.

Still, Deacon Appleby did not put in
an appearance. His wife ,Doris
became uneasy, ludlr Graves looked
at his watch.

“*What in the name of natur’ can that
man be adoin’!"” exclaimed Mrs. Appleby
at last. ,

She started to g> and see, when the

doorrud Deacon Appleby came

very red and there was
uqnou- hi:nﬁp-athough
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““Got the hoss ready?’ vemtured the
Iatter.

“‘Yes, father. But—_»

“Wall, we haint much time to s
Ye see—" the man was on the
point of making an explanation, but
chedked himself, and begzan, with short,
cautious steps, to cross the room, add.
in

g-*Come, come, if the hoess is ready.

A more ridiculous figure than that cut
by the deacon it would be hard to im-
agine.

He had put on his new suit of clothes.
They were made of dark goods of fine
quality. But the legs were several
inches too short, and so tight that they
set like the costume of a ¢ircus performer.
The coat was equally short, and to in-
troduce the buttons to thelr mpectwe
button holes would have been an im-
possibility. And every moment the
deacon made a vain attempt to stretch
the too-economical waistcoat down to
cover a zose of white shirt and suspender
buttons betwixt that garment and the
trousers.

‘“What in the world did you buy them
duds for?"\gasped Samantha in the dea-
con’s ear, when they were seated beside
each other‘ln the forward seat of the
beach wagon.

“‘Don’t say a word, please don’t, and
mabbe there won't nobody notice it!"
wad the hurried response.

‘‘Not notice ’em!” eccheed Mrs. Ap-
pleby.

‘‘There's a pesky mistake, unless the
clo’es shrugk tremendously after J left
them,” sai e deacon.

L At the ting house the latfer glided
into a pew gear the door partially unob-
served, alt¢ the services were begun.
And in pefSpiring misery he sat through
the hour ¢§f worship. While coming out
after the{ congregation had been dis-
missed he 'vas aroused by a touch upon
his arm. It wasthe boy who had t=cught
the express bundle the eyauing before,
and he hac another buiilile now.

“Dagd gida’t see this one when he seat

) night. and so I fetched il
" oM nowin’ you always was ter meet-
" said the boy, handiag over anothe:
bundle
*“What have you there, father?” Dor
exclaimed, noticing the bundle hugged
under his arm.

“Oh—yes—I forgot—but it’s your'n,
I guess,” he stammered, giving it to Mr.
Graves.

The latter looked at it and shook his
head.

¢I think not. Mine was larger, and in
plain wrapping.”

The deacon stared at the bundle which
was returned to his charge, and the
words—*‘misfit parlors,” in large letters,
swam before his gaze.

On the way home Mr. Graves and
Doris did all the talking. The deacoo
went into the house with the bundle,
and the first thing he did was to open
it.

Wall, I do vam!" he exclaimed, hold-
ing up coat and trousers which were
certaianly a fit for himself.

““Them are the clo’es I bought!” he
declared.

*‘Then whose are them you've bee try-
in’ to squeeze yourself into, I'd like to
know?"” demanded Mrs. Appleby.

Both glanced towards the doorway.
Mr. Graves and Doris stood on the tresh-
old, and booth were smiling. ’

«Father,” said Doris, with her sweet-
est laugh, ‘‘the parcel which came last
night was for Mr. Graves. Thosc are his
clothes which you have on.’

It hardly seemed like Sunday in a
deacon’s housebold, with a minister for a
guest, during the 'mext half hour. It
would be difficult to say which laughed
the hardest, for even Mrs. Appleby did
her share in that line.

““Wall, we'd better swap back, if ’tis
the Sabbath,” said the deacon, at last.
And Mr. Graves laughingly assented.

* " * * ®

Mr. Graves remained through his va-
cation and preached rcgularly at the
little mesting-house.
| With the next term he gradusted, was
called to the rural parish and set up his
home there, with Doris Appleby to fur-
nish sunshine for him.— Fankee Blade.

Prairie Dogs Lack the Sense of Distanee.

Prairie dogs, it ap from a receant
letter by Dr. Wilder to Science, lack the
sense of distance. At Cornell Universi-
ty, several of them walked offi chairs,
tables and window-sills unhesitatingly.
This isthought to be due to the nature
of the usual habitat, a ‘)lam, with no
sharper inequalities tham burrows and
mounds. One adult female seemed to
have wonderful immunity from the ill-
effects of falls; it once fell from the to
of an elevator twenty-one feet high, ans
apother time from a window-sill, about
as high, on a granite pavement, but soon
recovered. These animals respond to
sudden sound by erecting the body and
barking. and the nervous mechanism in-
volved seems to be largely reflex, rapidly
exhausted, but nearly or quite uncontrol-
able; indeed one of those falls seems to
have been due to an unguarded erection

of the body on hearing a large clock
strike.

e —

Produacing Fuel With Water.

A coal wavhing plant has been erected
at a colliery in Yorkshire, . The
plant has a capacity of momperdsy.
but has dealt with 500":1.;“ by htha wet
process. The system care-
fuliy si:i.ng the smudge automatically
the unom sizes. The plant is driven by
a 100 horse-power steam engine, and the
water used im the process of
circulated by means of a powerful centri-
fugal pump, which, when in full work,
circulates mearly
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In August last the Herald made menti
of the fact that the Clinton H. Meneely Bel
Company, of Troy, had received contrac
for the casting of a double set of chimes
to cost about $15,000. They will be the
heaviest in the country, more than double
those in Trinity Church. Following
the description and weight in pounds of

each bell:
A..diee vooo.-o---_.l@
800

Bﬂlt

-. LR N L R aans mm Bk‘-...'.
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TotR) L. vorionbsisnmepisnen AR 30,000

The 6500 pounds bell, which 1s the
kevnote of the chime, was cast & few
wezks ago, This work William F.
Pecher, the organist of the Cathedral,
went to Troy to test it. Mr. Pecher did
not caré to go alone and asked Alexander
Mills, the organ builder, to accompany
him. Mr. Pecher brought alonghis tun-
ing forks and Mr. Mills an organ pipe
reed. The bell was to have been B flat
and they discovered that it was B natural.
Mr. Meneely was at first inclined to be-
lieve that Mr. Pecher’s tumng fork was
too high, but Mr. Mills's pipe reed had
the same pitch, and Mr. Meneely had to

ould be.

They bell 'was only half a tone out of
the wawy, but the quality was excellent.
Iustead fof being 6500 pounds it was
pearly @000 Ppunds. It is six feet nine

nz’n' @5 in diamieter and five feet high.

other bell will have to be &ast to get
the right note; The weight will béire-
duced very little, if at all, for the bell“
was found to have a full resonant tone.
Therefore the weights of the other bells
will have to be raised in proportion. | As
Mr. Pecher described it, it is like tuning
a piano or arranging for bassosin a chou'
If you start with a certain quality of tone
in a piano the next note must be the
same, or you will Have a clangy note with
a full rich one. So if two bassos with
different qualities of voice sing together
the result will not be harmenious.

The conditions for ‘producing a bell
with a certain note are well defined and
specific. But practice has proved that
you cannot always attain tliat note ex-
actly, The casting may prove to be a
half or quarter tone out.

Small belis are generally cast in sand,
like iron, from models, and not in loam
moulds made by sweeps. Bells are al-
ways cast mouth downward, so that the
sound bow, which is by far the most im-
portant part, may have the best chance
of being sound by having the greatest
pressure of metal on it.

Usuzlly when a bell doss not come out
of the mould with the exact note re.
quired it is either shaved or cut to get
the note. If it should be 'flat thea the
inside of the bell is shaved to sharpen
the note; if too flat then a portion of the
mouth iscut. Each process, howerver,
invariably results in damaging the gqual-
ity of the tone, and thereforea new cast-
ing is almos: always made.

A good bell when struck yields one
note, so that any person with an ear for
music can say what it is. This note is
called the ‘‘consonant,” and when it is
distinctly heard the bell is said to be
«‘true.” A bell of moderate size (little
bells cannat well be experimented upon)
is tested in the following manner:

The bell is tapped Just on the curve of
the top and it yields a note one octave
abave the consonant. It is mext tapped
about one-guarter’s distance from the top
and should yield a ‘note which is the
s‘quint” or fifth of the octave. Then it is
tapped two-quarters or & half lower and
it yields a ‘tierce” or third of the octave.
Finally it is tapped strongly above the
rim where the clapper strikes, and ihe
quint, the tierce and the octave will now
sound simultameocusly, yielding the con-
sonant, or key note of the bell.

If the tierce is too sharp the bell’s note
—that is, tae consomant—wavers Dbe-

the tierce is flat the note wavers between
a tone and a half tome below it. In
either case the bell is said to be “false.”
A sharp tierce can be flattened by filing
away the inside of the bell just ‘above
where the tierce is struck. But if the
bell when cast is found to have a flat
tierce there is no remedy. 'The conso-
nant or key note of & beil can be slightly
sharpened by cutting away the inner
rim of the bell, or flattemed by filling it

x} httle higher up mslde, just above t.he
rim.

The quality of a bell depends not only
on the casting and the fineness and mix-
ture of metals, but u the due

bell. The larger the bsll the lower the
tone, but if itis attempted to make a
large E bell with metal only emngh for
a smaller F bell the E bell will be puny
and poor.
for a peal of bells to give the pure chord
of the ground fome or keynote—
third, fifth amd octave—the diameters
are required to be as 30, 24, 20, 15, and
the weights as, 80, 41, 24 and 10,

. The tones of & bellara secared by a
close measurement in making the patteras,

the exact octde asbove the ‘itenor” or
keynotd bell is just half the diameter of
the tenor bell. This propo
throughout the whole seale.

It is surprising how htﬂe even mu-
_sicians bear ia mind the di
tween makisg belis in tune ¥
oﬂu& L:hichd. mf them ind
mig and ma m . in
ally good in tone.  And the b

—How 30,000 Pounds of ltn-icl f

: pro-
portion of metal to the calibre of the |.

It has been calculated that |:

and the bell in every chime which gives
rtion follows.

ction be- | shall be
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not enioy.
. Love can onl]
m'tl mﬂor

like 'hltf We CAD }

450 >
400 | oa

An enemy is an enmy, no matter
whether he carries, 'a flag or a musket.
Litt{e snakes the most numeraus,
and Jittle sins are t.he most &sngeﬂma
Humility is a :
less vessel tu:ile entertain all athergnoas.
Too much to lameat a mi:ery tys
next way to draw on & remediless mis-
chief. R R L
A foolish man ip wealth authori
s like a weak-timbered house with too-
ponderous & roof. -

There are no nphes like to ﬂw sweet-

ness of content, and no povuty compar-

able to the want of patienee. = -

To master a man's sell is more than to
conquer a world, for he that conguered
the world could not master himself. :

Fair words without good ﬂﬁ&ﬂﬂ to a

mm in misery are like a saddle of gold

t upon the back of & galled horse.

Wisdom is always knocking at the
front door and wanting to come in, to
hang up pmturc; and give awaytrus-
ures. o

Harsh reproo ' is like a violent stom,
soon washed down the channel; but
friendly a.dmomtxons, like & gentle rain,
pierce deep, aqd bring forth refom
tion.

-
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Six ouimn Oze Gulp!

Writing about the siege and capture of
the Bavarian town of Rothenburg by
Marshal Tilly; in 1631, a Ewpnr con-
tributor says:

‘Tilly and his principal officers pro-
ceeded to the Ratthaus hall, and sum-
moned before Hun the Burgowter and
his colleagues. | He condemred them to
be beheaded,and the executioner was sum-
moned. Meanwhile the women and chil-
dren of the town had been appealing to
Tilly and his officers for mercy at'nél lenien-
cy, and finally ha relented and ¢ the
beads of the town fathers, but levied
such a heavy contribution from the peo-

ple, and made his occupamey of the

place, which lhsted some weeks, so bur-
densome, that |1'he town never fully re.
covered its former prosperous condition.
The Rothenburg legend relates that
Tilly’s change of mind about the execu-
tion of the Burgomaster and his associ-
ates was brought a ‘this wise?
while waiting | for the ecq:mc&r, the
trembling Councilors ' ordered wine
brought from the cellars and offered tu
the officérs. They drank freely of the .
wine presemtcd them in a large pokal
(goblet) by the master of the cellars. T‘ne
generous wine warmed the hearts of the
Generals, and finally Tilly offered to par-
doun the Burgomaster and his brethren if
one of them would empty .t:n. gingle
dranght the I 5 pokal frog thn_y
had been drinking. The Councillor and
ex-Burgomaster Nusch made the attempt,
ard although |the pokal held thirteen
schoppen——ftﬂly si qm—ihq m—;
ceeded. Tﬂlvikeptlpspmmise

the lives of the Burzomasters “'ﬂm

of Nusch wasjpenmoned by the town, and
was given possession of the pokal, the
pension and pokal being in pmﬁmn of
the family at this tu:na. PEL 3R

What Wales M

The sm:face waters in the Gulf 'Etﬂ!ﬂ'
teem with anuta llfe ot lll. hnds. |

s

which neve grow enough
nlimly visib e to thnh@nnked B’C occur i

behind the ves:
‘minute iormg are easily tqu,, '
plﬁced in gl dmh:a milﬁm‘t

e itself, and a spot-




