! sg of Mest, Cust: m.;”ud‘
: fiting »

“rigper,. nnm." uld hh

t;j;o"htm' "b\\t she wm only

#fien-1"anppose] -must,” st yr, |
b "ahow. hor- up,"; . He, took a|
A DRPQ! m&t looked ke & the-
Programme and seemed to give

f .frivolity 10 the papers on
ropped it into the waste
+ ‘his pephew saw him do
: !n a:tons of remon-

e, mrt ymr tome?”
!;'t you see I'm busy?” sald Mr.
“Show the woman up, and tell
e quick if she can.”
inite Jater & young lady came
iling, with a very small hand
, incasel @ppmently in a still

i ‘glove,

S*Yox  have fomo:ten me,”
Iswghed, us he bowed stiffly.

the—Maude Utterson.”
Ar me" sald Mz, Blest,

e
v~ The ‘small hand rose snd hovered
e ;bmewhere shove his shoulder as he
- saught its finger-tips in his bony .old

; "“%Voll " she excialmed, “it's three
{0 :ince you've seen me, and then
. T'had just come of age, and you only
3 5. SAW me when you gave me Awsy; of
- LOUTHS, RO ong looxs on her wedding
- dly Tike she does afterward,”

“You are looking very well.”

. P *“Thank yon; | was afrald I was
3. Browing thin,” she maid, pinching her
rm critic ‘I am very unhappy;
is why I came to ses you.”
sed.” axid Mr, Blest, “You pain
e ex trﬂﬁely—-—jour hushand”’—
+“It's.not quite come -to that; but it
wll soon, If: ¥ou can‘'t help. me. Look

Mr, BBM: I feel 1 have known
I was & litile girl, becauss
seid- me postofice orders
aney, with typewritten
sy were kind to me

she
“*Mrs.

“s0 {t

m'hn xettlement,
nnzh % & yéar and have
my clothes out of it—and
. wiil only not interrupt me
ke T oan tell you everything.”
wsd silently as she settled ber-
he easy chair, ex-
nted little patent
tht m m in tho

ii-a-pew.”.,

an ssked not. iD lntﬁl'p

othing, while she ar-

#it sleéVe and pulled down
‘!?.h‘r *nu. -

d » snod

: ; l}l{:m wrn; like
wevar, I sup-

Yot tht ma; -and kept them,
n ) mf from a woman,

, _Blga - pw‘lupc you‘ never  did,
FArS- AE®. 30 CAP Well, he i
llog He -dled. in

, Lyant, o somebody,

saY ‘that I ‘was en-

ér after I was mar. |

£ ofmi’i* fa ® wu ‘nothinz '
SOfithenm, -

LR v;ﬂeﬁt, “ip what you

or ‘¢he coyghed ipolo.

¢ fhrase slipped from his

t sts how your husband
made Jen!mm e

muld hmm
I\gmrnea them.

%ium-y upoti &

nd - artiuded clerk, who had|.

. “You have broukht lettera?”
ttle asked briefly.

ofher, - doggedly. .
‘Jyou wouldn't como where I wanted
you to, trusting to your honor.”

anucs &mlnp 8 little pale.. “You don't bluff
‘m
“He. fHeard a step behind hlm, and a

" How..valce,

jelously,

And see me, and--that sort of thing

{1 p—

%’u
ed behind his hand
ll o" r‘h’ md
ittle ptnk about the cheeks.
-are not very--anything.

"pioker still tor a moment—"and I re-
.minded him of it."”
Mr. Blest shook his head.

to iight him—to prosecute him if nec-
essary.”

“But we can’t,” she sald, “and you
must think of something else.”

“I will do what I ean,” he sald, tak-
ing her by the hand. “At apy rate, 1
will get into communication with this
m%g Hedgeter, and gain time.”

hen she had gone, he rang his
bell, and sent for the articled clerk
who had brought ip Mrs, Smythe.
“Yes, uncle,” he sald. He was a
healthy-looking youth. The glow that
had sdorned bis cheeks when he rowed
seven in his college eight at Henley
had not bad time to fade from them
in Lopdon, and nothing segmed to
weigh on his mind except his increas-
fng weight. “Well, uncle,” he went
on, ‘‘are you coming to ‘Dandy Dick? ™

“Eh,” said his uncle, sharply, “will
you never be serious?”

“But it's for such a splendid char-
ity, uncle, The Imbecile Law Clerks’
Seaside Fund, and I'm simply ripping
as the Dean' And you've gone and
thrown the programme into the waste-
paper basket!”

Mr. Blest looked very stern. “I dis-
spprove of any one, much more a mem-
ber of a learned profession like ours,
holding up a clergyman to the ridicule
of the ribald upon the stage; and I
was going to give you an opportunity
of belng useful to me. Please make
inquiries about & Mr. James Hedgeter,
an autograpit dealer. Here is his
present address, and when yon can tell
Jmne somethlng about bim perhaps 1
shall be able tor fmpart to you In con-
fidence the details of & case that will
6 & wholesome wurning to you.”
“Yes,” murmured Mr. Blest decided-
Iy, as the door closed behind his neph-
ow. “The husbané must know all.”

A weck h.ter, ur Jnmes Hedgeter,
who was stout, red-faced, and with a
tendency to plmpws, met a man who
was tall and a little threadbare, and
whose red-facedness was concentrated
in &nd around hts nose, and walked
with him from BSt, Jamies's Park to-
mrd Holborn. The other man shied
visibly at the recruiting sergeants in
Trafalgar Square, and crossed hur-
riedly to the pavement by St. Mnrtln s
charch,

+ “Yer sure it's all serene?” uked the
uu man. “This Blest ain't goln; to
eut up rough?” -

“Not he,” answered Mr. Hedgeter

“He's & regular mild old family solor,

it you know what thst is. If they'd
§ meant fighting he'd liave turned the
1 job over to somebody else, and thep

1Y should have fought shy of it. None
Jot your George Lewises for me, I'vh’

seen ‘Blest, and sized him up, and
yau've done the saume for the parson’s

 wite”

e { Ava,-‘and the pur-on, too,” said
s companion,  expectorating con.
umptuounly “R's & d&hy. big as »

fouse, smooth, red-faced, an’ olly in the
 pulpit; .an’ dldn't e give ‘er

beans
] walking ‘ome! I ‘eard ‘im.”
’I‘ho tall man stopped and looked in-
to shop-windows {n Great Turanstile.
Mr; Hedgster went on to Bedford Row,
and as for Mr. Blest with a some-
what expggerated aly, of confidence and
posity. +

Hr Blest stood on the hearthrug,
looking very hot and nervous. Mr.
Hedgeter held out his hand, but he
waved him back.

he

“An’' you have the notes?!” said the
“I came here, as

“DId you?” said Mr. Blest dryly.

| ““Then, as T put no trust in your hon-

or, Mrs. Bn_:ytho wili identify the let-

‘fters.”

He touched the bell, and with a ra-
piﬂity Tarely seen off the stage when

‘1 bells. are rung Mrs. Smythe appeared
through a door behind Mr. Hedgeter:

He held them up to her one by one,

| battered, worn strips of foreign note-
_paper, that she looked at mournfully,

8till she had wonderful nerve; her
voice hardly shook as she said almply,

“Thera are two more, the two that
‘were in these envelopes.”

“There ain't,” said Mr. Hedgeter.
“Thero are." said Mr. Blest, inter-
posing, “and if they are mnot produced,
this matter cannot proceed.” :
“Thex it's no deal,” safd Mr. Hedge-

“tor, folding up the battered pleces of

paper.

“You scoundrel!” exclaimed Mr,

‘Blest, “do you knew that what you

are doing means penal gervitude?™

*'“If she likes to tell her husband, it

mlsht. mean somsthing of the sort,” re-

pued Mr Hedgeter, coolly, ..

SBut ‘she has,” _exclaimed Mra..
o, and Mr. Blut touched his bell

Agaln, -
“Di‘opdt!" uehimed Mr Hedgttc

‘heavy band was laid npon his chould-
ﬂ‘. *
. You sconndrell”

e i Lol

laid z de.p. mael-

ME me. mtroduce Mr.

M) Blest, 'who seentéd to hivo recov-

ﬂl‘lﬂ ms’»fnervv “and. let me-pethark

;t ‘Betective-Sergeant - ‘Drewitt, of

I ring aga

yeuow, ly his nose reinined

“You ]ﬁ!ﬁt‘. read these,” he aald vi-
olding out the létters,  Mr.

Smythe was tall, stout, and his hair

Hudgetar writhed in hig-grasp without

T T

s xﬂw%toﬂmmmm
P Dowfcdneling” - mormuped Mra |

mmxm Her volee pesmied
B v

"This will be the last siraw; you see,
1 have:never said & word about Cap-

©*D6s,” aald the oxd ‘solicitor, quick-
"Thnt seems & pily, and the let-.
‘are they wvery'w—, Mr. Blest

shortly, getting @
“They
In the eox-
tract they state I-—-I—well, he used to
kigs me sometimes”—her cheeks got

Tl we
only confront the ecoundre} with you
both, and tell him you are determ!ned

Smythe,” sald

1 the Mstrapolitan - Police,.. ts waiting -
, domut&lg:g i .
i tei's facs furned a dirty

rédoeas, and that adopted a bluer tint ‘
] that miade i almosi purple,

was tinged “with gray; but his fingers
tiust have been very strong,’for Mr.

Iliﬂi the Vzmunity g

31s bdooming deep voice: and then, s
Mr. Hedgeter mochapically obeyed,
loossd his hold upon him and wem
and stood by Mmw. Smythé with bir!
arm around her,
safd. “I know all, and I belleve my
wife; dearest,” he added, drawing het
toward him, “do not tremble.”

Mr. Blest lntomnqd in {incisive
tones. ’

“What is more, Mr. and Mrs.
Smythe have decided to prosecute;
whether on the surrender of the re-
waining letters they might in any way
vary that decision I am not in a posi-
tion to say.”

Mr. Hedgeter looked at them. The
clergyman was gazing into his wife's
eyes, bending over ber. She was look-
ing very pretty. Then they both
turned and faced him,

“Sergeant Drewitt can accompany
you to fetch the others,” safid Mr.
Blest, shifting his position !mpatient-
1y.

““Here they are,” sald Mr. Hedgeter,
sullenly, laying two more slips of pa-
per on the table. Mrs. Smythe stepped
forward and nodded. Mr. Blest took
them all up, swung open the door of
his safe, threw them in, and let the
door clang upon them. “And there
they will remain,” he remarked in his
most acld tones.

**And, now,” saf@ Mr. Smythe to his
wife, “we will go and have luncheon
together.”

She smiled a little embarrassed
smile. “You know | have to go to
my dressmaker’s,” she sald, “and you
have to talk to Mr. Blest.” He looked
a little disappointed as she Burried
from the room.
Mr. Hedgeter,

almost forgotten,
broke in. *‘And ain't I to have any-
thing? Not even a fiver for my ser
vices in recovering your papers?’ he
asked, almost weeping.

“Sergeant Drewitt s still down-
stairs.” remarked Mr. Blest, stretch-
ing his hand toward his bell; but Mr.
Hedgeter wag elready vanishing
through the door. Five minutes la-
ter he was helng cursed in Lincoln's
Inn Flelds by a tall man who listened
to his story, and untll he had heard
all ths details twice over refused o
believe him. And around Mr. Blest's
room & stout gentleman in clerlical
dress danced three times, while Mr.
Blest beamed through his gold-rimmed
spectacles.

“Didn’t 1 do it well, wuncle, and
oughtn't you to give me the credit of
it?" he shouted; “and won't you come
and see ‘Dandy Dick,” and {sn't al} this
padding hot, just? I say,” he added
thoughtfully. *I was all right, wasn’t
I, just us I should be, eh? I mean J
cx:ouldn't have done any more, could
?ll

“Certalnly not,” sald Mr. Blest, de-
cisively; “and now you had better fin-
ish that abstract.”

“Confound abstracts,” said his neph-
ew, “She ought to have let me stand
her luncheon, eh? Fancy me in this
rig at the 8:voy!"

A PRISONER OF WAR.

“No-rent again this month? This Ia
the third time it has happened within
the bhalf year. I'll go there myself and
get the money, or I'll know the rea~
son why!"

Mr.Matthew Deane was in particular-
iy bad humor this raw December
morning. Everything had gone wrong.
Stocke had fallen when they ought
to have risen—his clerk had tipped
over the inkstand on his special and
peculiar heap of paper—the fire ob-
stinately refused to burn in the grate—
in short, nothing went right, and Mr.
Deane was conseguently and corre.
spondingly cross.

“Jenkinst"

“Yes, sir!"

“Qo to the Widow Clarkson's, and
tell bher I shall be there In half an
bour, and expect confidently—mind,
Jenkins, confidently to recelve that
rent money. Or else I shall feel my-
self obliged to resort to extreme meas-
ures. You understand, Jenkins?”
“Certainly, sir,”

“Then don't stand there starin’ like
an idiot,"” snarled Mr. Deane, in a sud.
den burst of {rritation; and Jenkins
disappearad like a shot.

Just half an hour afterwards, Mr.
Matthew Deane brushed the brown
hair just sprinkled with gray away
from his square yet not unkindly
brow: putting on- his fur-lined over-
coat he walked forth into the chilly
winter air fully determined, figurate-
1y, to annihilate the defaulting Widow
Clarkson.

It was a dwarfisk little red brick
honse which appeared originally to
have aspired to two-storyhood lot, but
cramped by circamsiances had settled
down into a story and a half; but the
windows shone like Brazillan pebbles,
and the doorsteps were worn by much
scouring.  Neither of these circum-
stances; however, did Mr. Deane re-
mark as he pulled the glittering brass
door knob, and strode into Mrs. Clark-
son’s neat parlor,

There was a small fire—very small,
as {f every lump of anthracite was
hoarded in the stove, and at a table

‘with writing implementa before - her,

sat a young lady wiom Mr, Deana at
once recognized st Mrs. Clarkson's
niece, Miss Olive Mellan, She was not
dlaagreeable to lovk upon, though youn
would never have thought of classing

'{ ber aniong the beauties, with shining -

black. hair, blue, losg-lashed eyes, and

a very pretty mouth, hiding teeth like
rice kernels, 80 w‘hite were they.

Miss Mellon roge with & polité nod,
whfen*m gﬂmly reelprocated by Mr,
De‘ Sy ke f

“1 hn.ve called to see your lnmt Miss
Mellen.” ‘

“I know it, sir, but as I am aware
of her timid- temperament; I aent her
away. 1 mter to du! with- you my-
1) AL

Mr. Desne :tlrwl--the cool andnclty
of this damsel in gray, with scarlet
rlibbons in hsr halp, rather utonlshed ,
Wm, - -

“1 suppuse the monoy lg raad;!"

“No, sir, it is not.”

“Then, Miss Olive; pardon me, I must
speak pla.inly, I shall gend an oMicer
here this afternoon to put a valuatton
on the farniture, and-—" - .
1“30“ wux ﬁo noﬂhinc of the kind,

#ir

syes fushedl - portentously, - Mr, Dum
turned towerd the door, but ere ae }
knew whaf the wan -Soing, Olive had

m nui«ﬂy mon ghc roqn. locku

“Wo defy you,” bt |

“Oltve's’ enm ad veddened aHE Har | &

tbe door, nnd taken out tho kzy—thn
she resumed her seat.: T

] “What does this mesn?”. mum.d
the astonighed "prisoner of war”

obliged 1o geconsider . the guestion,”
sadd Olive, *

“Obliged 7

“Yes—you will hirdly jnmp ont of
the window, and there {is mno other
method of egress unless you choose to
g0 up the chimney. .Now, then, Mr.
Deane, will you
cnm:ian n(xlsnwln “t.ﬁq nlnezeen't’l;doe:l’x-
tury—inten ) & poor (]
furniture, because she ia not able to
pay your real? Idsten, alr!™

Mr. Deane had opened his mouth to
remonstrate, but Olive enforced her
wordis with a very emphatic little
stamp of the foot, and he was, &8 it
were, stricken dumb,

““You are what the world calls a rich
man, Mr. Deane, You own rowa of
houses, piles of bank stock, rallroad
shares, bonds and morigages—who
knows what? My aunt has nothing—
1 support her by copying. Now, if this
case be carried Into a court of law, my
poor ailing aunt will be a sufferer—yon
would emerge unscathed and profiting.
You are not a bad man, Mr. Deane;
you have & great many noble qualities,
and [ llke you for them.”

She paused an Instant, and looked
intently and gravely at Mr. Deane,
The color rose to his cheel—it was not
disagreeable to be told by a pretty
young girl that she llked him, on any
terms, yet she bad indulged in pretty
plain speaking.

“l have heard,” she went on, “of
your doing kind actions when you
were in the humor of It. You can do
them, and you shall in this tnstance.
You are cross this morning, you know
you are! Hush, no excuse; you are
solfish and irritable and overbearing!
If I were your mother, and you a lit-
tle boy, I should certainly put you in
a corner until you promised to be
good.”

Mr. Deane smiled, although he was
getting angry. Olive went on with the
utmost composure.

"But as it is, 1 shasll only keep you
here a prisoner untii you have be-
haved, and given e your word not to
annoy my aunt again for rent, until
she {8 able to pay you. Then, and not
until then, will you receive your mon-
ey. Do you promisze? Yes or no!"”

“I certalnly shall sgree to no such
terms,” sald Mr. Deane, tartly.

“Very well, sir, I can wait.”

Miss Mellen deposited the key in the
pocket of her grey dress, and sat down
to her copying. Hnd she been a man,
Mr. Deane would probably have
knocked her down—as It was, she wore
an invisible armor of power in the
very fact that gshe was a (fragile,
slight woman, and she knew it.

“Miss Olive,” he sald, sternly, “let
us terminate this mummery. Unlock
that door!”

“Mr. Deane, 1 will pot.”

“I shall shout and alarm the nelsh-
borhood, then, or call a policeman.”

“Very well, Mr. Deane, do so, if you
please.”’

- 8he dipped her pen in the ink and
began on a fresh page. Matthew aat
down puziled and discomfited, and
watched the long-lashed eyes and
faintly tinted cheek of his keeper.
8he was very preity—what a pity she
was g0 obstingts.

“Mlss Olive!”

llgir?'t

“The clock has just struck twelve.”
“I heard it.”

“I should like to go out to get some
lanch.”

“l am sorry that that luxury is out
of your power.""

“But I'm confounded hungry.”

“Are you?”

“Aad I'm not going to stand this
sort of thing any longer.”

llNo?lO

‘How provokingly nonchalant gshe
was, Mr. Deane uyed the pocket of
the grey dress greedily, and walked
up and down the room pettishly.

“] have an appointment st one.”
“Indeed! What a pity you will be
unable to keep it."”

He took another turn across the
room. Olive looked up with a smile.
“Well, are you ready to promise?’
“Hang it, yes! What else can I do?”
“You promise?”

"I do, because I can*t help myselt.”
Olive drew the key from her pocket,
with softened eyes.

“You have made me very happy, Mr.
Deane. [ dare say you think me un-
womanly and unfeminine, but indeed
you do not know to what extremities

'we are driven by poverty. Good morn-

ing, sir.”

Mr. Deane sallied forth with a curis
ous cdinplication of thoughts and emo-
tions struggling through his brain, in
which grey dresses, long-lashed blue
eyes, and scarlet ribbons played a
prominent part.

“Did you get tie money, sir?” asked
the clerk, when he walked into the
office.

“Mind your business, A
tart response, { ,
“I pity ber bustand,” thought Mr.
Deape as he turned the papers over
on his neck. “How she will henpeck

was the

'him. By the way, I wonder who her

husband will be?”
The next day he called at the Wid-

ow Clarkson's to assure Miss Mellen

that he had vo idea of breaking his
promise, and the next but one. after
that, ke came to tell the young lady
she need entertain no doubt of his In-
tegrity. And the pext wesk e
dropped in on them with no particular
errand tp serve as an excuse!
“When shall we be married, Ollve?
Next month, dearest? Do not let us
put it off Jater.” -
“1. );ave 1o wishes but yours, m.t-
thow."
“Really, mas Ollve Mellen, m hear
that méek tone, one would suppose you
had never locked me up here, and
tyrannizeéd over me as a jatler.”
Olive burat into a merry laugh.
“You deat old Matthew, I give you
warning beforehand that I mean to

thave my own way In everything., Do
you wish to recede from Jour bargain? |

1t is mot too late yet.”

No, Matthew Deane didn’t; he had
a vague idea that It would be very
pleasant to be henpecked by Oliva!

Riisha (mcllnod to be facetious)— -
I'm getting to be pretty bald, aren’t I?
pose you'll bave tv cut my ha.ir for
aboot balf yrice hersafior, eh?
Artist--Oh, no slr, we al.
ways charge doubls when we hnw to

hmtorthchdr

“It meAns, sir, that You will now be }

tell me if you-—e

TOOLS AND WEAPONS MADE FRQQ‘

SEEMSNGLV IMPOSSIBLE MEANS.

e Samm——

A tnmlou Pationt Who Teok leunh
Frighiening Those Whe Thougbht Him
Dangerous—Some Remarkable lostances
ol Mechanical Ability,

Many insane people are possessed of
the delusion that they are the objects
of some special peraecution, and in or-
der 1o protect themselves agalnst their
supposed persecutor or in order to be
prepared to. attack him when they
chance to meet him, they work in sec-
ret and prepare for themselves someé
very unique weapons. More common-
ly thejr efforts are expended in making
tools for purposes of escape. The ma-
terials which they have at hand for
this purpose being very limited, they
are compelled to use whatever they can
find, and the greatest ingenulty is
often exereta%d by men that to the cas-

—

ARTICLES MADE BY LUNATICS.
nal observer would seem gquite incom-
petent. The collection of these primi-
tive weapons and tools is quite com-
prehensive in its Hne, and each arti-
cle in it carries with it a thrilling story
of escape or attempted escape.

There ts a screwdriver made from a
spoon whkich a patient at an opportune
moment smuggled to his room from the
dining table. He broke off the spoon
Just above the bowl and under cover of
the noise which prevailed at times
ground down the handle on his stone
window sill untl] it assumed the form
of a screwdriver. With this he re-
moved the strews which held the shat
at the side of hias window and made his
escape {n this manner. This man wasg
a harmless patjent, who was tronbled
with recurrent attacks of excitement
and who took pleasure at such times in
witnessing the fright which he inspired
in those who thought him dnnserons.

The next article in the collection is
an improved dagger and sheath, the
dagger made from a pall with a piece
of rag for a handle and a sheath mads
from a chicken bone, The weapon
was found on the person of the maker
and was taken before he had time to
complete the dagger by fling down the
point on the nail.

Another improvised weapon is a dirk
made from a long nail with the end
well sharpened and a rag wrappad
around the other end to serve as a
handle. This instrument was as sharp
as an ordinary knife and .would be a
formidable weapon in the hands of a
crazy man.

.Perhaps. the mos¢ .unique article in
the collection is a key made from a
piece of opange peel. This apparently
harmless too! was made by a female
patient and was discovered before she
had an opportunity to test its efMclency.
The prison officials found on trial that
this key made from dried orange peel
would unlock readily almost any old
and worn lock.

The doctor has also a key made
from wood and one made from wood
and a plece of orange peel, and others
made from the handle of a blacking
box, from a small staple, etc., all of
which will unlock old locks with more
or less ease., Screwdrivers seein to be
the instrument which the inmates con:
sider most useful, and there are several
strange varieties of this tool In the
doctor's collection. They are made
from nails, button hooks, springs, from
the heel of a woman’s shoe and heel
plates and clothes hooks,

A Good Disimfectant.

The very best disinfectant and de-
odorizer known is copperas. A double

handful dissolved in a bucket of water

and used to wash drain pipes and re-
ceptacles of waste material, will keep
such places above suspicion. The wa-
ter in pftchers and flower holders
should be changed every day. On at-
tention to such seemingly trivial de-
tails may hang a human life.

: nnedlen’ia of the Potato.
On the average 75 per cent. of the po-
tato’s weight is water, 20 per cent. is

‘starch and-2 per cent. is anitrogenous

matter, but the proportions vary so
greatly that the food walue.of the best

table potatoes may be three times that -
of the poorest.-

The Sun’s Motions.

The sun has three motions—a rota-
tiot about its axis; a motion about the
center of gravity of the whole solar
system, which points always within the
sun’s voinma; and a motlon round‘
some hlgger fixed star, .

Decrenwe in the Spee'd.ot a Ship.

As a rule, six monthe’
creases the speed of & ship 15 knots in
every 100. This Is caused by the bar-
nacles which form on a ships huil.

Real Friendehip,
Chateaubriand—That ‘two men mny

be real friénds they must have oppo--

site oplnlons. similaf prlncip!os and
dmerunt lom and hntrodu A

LUNATIC INGENUITY

¢ruise de-

JAN MAZEﬁPPA'S CAREER.

%-; s
Wo ot &- !I-ro «f the Wiid'Herke:

. af the Ukratne,

) Jau Maisegsa w28 born about the
Year:1645, helag the-son of a poor no-
bleman of Podolia. For some time
the youth served as page at the Court
of John Caslmir, King of Pgland, On
his return to his pative yrovince he
earried on an Intrigue with the wile
of one of his neighﬁorl. Bafnz sur-
prised by the offénded usband, e was
bound by his orders to one of the wild
horses which roam about the Ukraine,
and the terrified animal, belng turned
louse, ran with his burden till it reach-
ed the country of the Cossacks, where
Mueppa, half dead, was released by
the peasants. .

Being tenderly nursed by the peas-
ants, Mazeppa was restored to health
and rose to such favor with their Het-
man that he was chosen as his succes-
80r, . As chlef of the Cosaacks, he ren-
dered many services to Peter the Great,
and, being strongly attached to the
liberties of his adopted country, is said
to have made earnest but unavalling
remonstranees to that monparch when
te had resolved to violate them.

Created Prince of the Ukraine, Ma-
zeppa became tired of his dependence.
on the Emperor and entered into a sec-
ret league with Charles XII of Sweden.
His scheme being discovered, and his
capltal, Batourin, having been taken by
the Russians, he joined the Swedish
King. The battle of-Pultown was the
result of his counsel, and after that dis-
astrous engagement Mazeppa took ref-
uge at Bender, where he poisoned him-
self September 22, 1709.

Marriage in the Philippiaes.

In no respect will the domination, or
even the influence, of the United States
in the Philippines work for good mdre
than the social life of the people. An
American minister who has recently
returned from the islands is the au-
thority for the statement that the
priests have for many years charged
the natives no less than $30 for pei~
forming the marriage service, As the
aerage native under Spanish rule was
able to earn about §$6 a month “when
times were good” apd he had regular
employment, it is easy to see why com-
mon law marriages have always been
the rule rather than the exception. It
is safe to say that among the first re-
forms {ntroduced in the islands is one
that will have direct bearing upon the-
sanctity of the marriage relation.

Memory of Hptel Clerka.
The memory of a hotel clerk iz cul-
tivated along peculiar Hnes.* Huon-
dreds of names and faces havé to he
accurately memorized, and he must be
able at a minate's notice to tell the
aumber, of the room in which any of
the hotel visitors s quartered. If
asked the number of the.room ocou-
pled by John Smith a :ood clerk cap,
without hesitatior. put bis hand In kt?
proper pigeon-hole and extract the ki
‘The curlous part of the opsratiod s
that he can rarely make it work: hack-
ward. If asked who isin a given room
he almost Invariably has to consult his
books before responding.

Galloping Steeds en the Stage.
The audience listening breathlessly
to the hoofbeats of a galloplng steed
on whose exertions the fate of sevaral
people depeng;g,quld experience a pain-
ful shock f{f knew that s grinning,
propertyman was wearily beating out
the naise. This man holds In his
hands a pair of real borseshoes mount-
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IMITATING HOOFBRATS,

ed on wooden handles, and with thease
he vigorously pounda a piece of granite
suspended befors him by four ropes.
Man, stone and horseshoes are con-
fined in a small sentry-box, the door of
which s gradually closed, to suggest
that the nolse is dying away in the dis-
tance.

0dd Signs in Havana. '
A Havapa correspondent writes: One
sees here everywhere the sign, “Barra-
to"—that is to eay, “Cheap” or “A
Bargain,” and a big ready-made cloth-

'] ing shop here is decorated by its pro-

prietor with the announcement in huge
letters, “Mas barrato que yo—nadle.”
Which, being freely interpreted, means
“I am the best thing in the world; push
me along,” or, literally, “Cheaper than
I—nobody.”

llo Beet ter ehae-m o
- Beef 1s never seen'wf 'a Chinese: tsble,
oxen:gnd cows capable-of working the
plough being accounted too valuable to
the farmer to be copaigned to the

{ butcher. . Very. severs. penalties are

attéched to the slaughter of these ani-

fence being & h\mdred utques with a

‘bamboo. ‘

Oltmlch !’uﬂ;eu.
Ostrich feathers - are plucked ﬁrst
.when the birl is ahout seven months
old., About a dozen: reat.hers are
taken from the wings and tafl at one
tirmre e n.
. bow Pﬂlow-. r
. A well—known physician says that
¢an be obtained with
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mals, the punishment for the first of-
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