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,MUSIC AND THE TIGER.

‘Sarprising Resalts of an Experiment
at the Londen Zoo,

A stodent of aniual habits made
some experiinents with musie. at the
London zou. Here is Lis account of the
effect on g tiger-

The vivlin Dlayer 4] p:roached a sleep-
ing tiger, which was lying on its side,
with feet stretched. tonching the cage
bars. e plajed so »uftly that the
opening notes were scurcely audible.
As the sovund rose the tiger woke and,
raising ity hiead without moving it
body, lovked fur some timewith tixed
attention at the player. It remained
for sowme time ln a very tine attitude,
lstening to the music, and then, mak-
ing the curious svund that in tiger lan-
guage does duty for *purring,” it lay
down again and duzed. The soft music
was played on while the great beast
lay as if lulled to sleep.

The violin was then put aside for the
p!c(‘olo Judge of our surprise when at
the first notes of the new Instrulnent
the tiger sprang to 8 feet and rushed
up aud down the cage, shaking its head
and ears and lashing its tall from side
to slde.  As the notes becawe still loud-
<er and wore piereing the tiger bounded
acrose the cage, reared on its hind feet
and exhibited the most ludierous con-
trast to the <alm dignity and repose
with which it bad listeped to the violin,

Then came the final and most suc-
cessful experiment. The plecolo was
stopped and a very soft air played
apoln the fute. The difference in effect
was seen at ouce.  The tiger ceased to
“rampage.” and the leaps subsided to a
. gentle walk until the aulmal came to
l the bars and. standing still and quiet
once more, Intened with pleasure to
the music.

. *“*There are many men,” the student
L remarks on sumimipg up his expert-
ments in music at the zou, “there are
. perhaps many races of men, who could
) not detect 1 discord and would be alike
indifferent to barmony and its oppo-
site. Yet amung the brytes on which
the experiments wWere tri
start of displeasure at a discord was
general erm the snakes to the African
. elephant.”
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y Polly and the Polilcemen,

It was o warty suinmer night near !
the middle of the last beat of the po
licemen on the tour sides of the green
rectangle of VMadisen Rquare parhk
Suddeniy it the dead calin a shriil
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, “Help! Help, Murder: Police!

Into the park rushed the police, says
the New York Tilnes, the leather
the ugs on thedr night sticks in place tor
blow striking

*“They're killing e’ Quick!
spurred on thelr footfalls

The pollcewen  tnude a systematic
search of the green area, ending finally
in the ceuter The same volce called
with a mocking cadence

“Rubber! HRubber! Rublerneck!’

Slowly and warily the four converg-
ed on a bench a little to the south of
4 the center, which seemed the course of
the voice. With an affectionate pro-
longation of each syllable there came
in Boston accents:

*Rubbab! Rubbah! Rubbah!"

From the branches of the maple over-
head n hoarse chuckling came.

“Polly wantsa cracker)”’ a wheedling
voice gently intlmated

That was his Introduction to the
park. It s notknown from whose cage
the green parmt escaped, but there he
was in the park, and his presence led
to many an amusing experience after
i his first nlght s fun with the policemen.

Quick!”

Porlor Magic.

Roak a pilece of thread (n strong salt
water, dry it and repeat two or three
times. When thoroughly dry. tle one
end to a chandeller and on the other or
lower end tie n ring or some small but
not too heavy article.

It is now ready for the experlment.
Set fire to the thread, and behold the
ring does not fall to the floor, nor does
the threml break

The explanation is: The thread has in
reality been burned, but the salt with
which the thread was saturated forms
& solid column, and that supports the
ring. Varied experiments can be made,
using several threads for one artlcle
and, In fact. many others which may
suggest themselves to the readers.

The Sand Hill Crane,
Whenever the Jass are rono} and clear
The aand hill rrane gnes wulking
Across the field by the flashing weir,
Slowly, solemnly stalking.
The little frogs in the tules hear
And jump for their lives 1if he comes near;

The fishes scuttle away 1n fear
When the sand hill crane goes walking.

The Aeld folk know if he comes that way,

4 Rowly, solemnly stalking;
: There i danger and death in the least delay
When the sand hill crane goes walking.

The chipmuns stop in the midst of play,

The gophers hide in their holes away,

And *‘Hush, ob, hush!” the field mice sy
Whwen the mnd hill crane goes walking,

. ~Mary Austin in 8t. Nicholas
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. DREAMLAND.

‘Where sunless rivers weep -

Their waves into the daep -

filie sleeps a charmed sleep;
Awake her not.

Led by a single star,

She came from very iar

To seek where shadows are,

Her pleasant lot.

-

She left the rosy morn,
She left the fields of cora
For twilight cold and larn
And water springs.
Through sleep, as thrrough a veil,
She sees the sky look pale,
And hears the nightingale
That sadly sings,

Rest, rest, a periect rest

Shed over brow and breast,

Her face is toward the west.,
The purple land.

She cannot see the grain

Ripening on hill and plain;

She cannot feel the rain
Upon her hand.

Rest, rest forevermore
Upon a mossy shors;
Rest, rest, at the heart’s core

Till time ehall cease.
Sleep that no pain shall wake;
Night that nc morn shall break,
Tilli joy shall overtake

Her perfect peace.

—Ch ristina Rosséttl.
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g The Stolen Photograph

My own poor holidays were of the
scantiest at the time of this narration.
I had enjoyed my freedom for ten days
of June, but, though the period badse
fair to llve forever in my memory, I
seemed to have been already a8 twelve-
month back at work upon the evening
when I found Dick's letter awalting mg
at my lodgings.

“My dear Mortimer—! am in town
agaln at last; arrived last night. Come
round and smoke a pipe—to-night, {f

? m ‘strivifig ia ma: hir

 temale beanty; his mantel haad been inv

. gkl
that her perfily wous pevemled . mmal%

trust her, I cbserved that thix was now
the one and only photogrph adorning his
mantelshelf. Now, in the old days, Dick
had been something of a conmnolssenrr I

teresting with pictures of & dozen pretty
dancing girls and actresses, T'wo or three
of these were even autographed. That
Maud should hawe usurped the place
which at once sufficed for & dozen was
proot positive that she was the sole mis-
tress of his heart.

Yet | conld havesworh she would he-
tray no trust reposed in her. [ turned
away from the mantel- aer face looked
forth upon me like a sStranger's out of
that frame—and X took my <opy of her
photograph from roy pocket. I laid it up-
on the table in the full light of the lamp.
It had not all her beauty; her loveliness §
was half of everchanging expression. and
so must needs escape the caxnera. Bub
still the picture gave the lie to all the
overwhelming evidence whieh had crush- J
ed my faith in her. For a moment I was
content; he might account himsel! mas-
ter of her love—might, if it pleased him,
believe that no man disputed with him
the kingdom of her heart. For a mo-
ment despite all evidence, I believed that
she was still frue to the unspoken faot
between us—that she could not betray
me.

There was a sudden sound of footsteps
on the stadr, a hand upon the door, and
teven as I thrust back her photograph in-
to my pocket) the door opened and Dick
entered. -

“Hope you have not had long to wait,”

he sald. *“I had to be out for awhile.”
“Not long” ¥ answered, “Apd I-I
found plenty to occupy me. And now, I

supposs, I must congratulate you?”’

Dick laughed. Yo you only suppose!l
am the luckiest beggar in the world. But
never mind; you will see her some day,
and then you will speak differently. You
will envy wme—madly: for Indeed—But
we’ll waft uati] you have met her; only
1 promise you you meay safely venture
your congratulations. Here is her photo-
graph. by the bye; a wreichedly bad one,
but sti!ll not all unlike.””

He moved to the mantel and handed me.
her plcture, encloeed in that abominable
frame of his. I taok it from him, and for
a minute and more gazed hard upon her

I've a hundred things to tell
you.
, I'm engaged. Yours, Dick.”

My own vacation. I have sald, hnd|

lasted but ten days. As for Dick, his
occupatjon was one that permitted him
a multitude of pleasant relaxations ile
private in-
come, and. further, he wrote pretty
frequently for a number of the maga-
zines and weckly journals Sometimes
be-stopped fo-town for -

journals to little sketches of London
life. as seen in the pit of a theatre, in -
an omnibus, on the U[U'nderground—
wherever, in fact, his carefully plan-
ned eccentricities conducted him. At

other times he would give you the his- .

tory of a Saturday to Monday tramp
in Kent or Surrey,; or,, again, he would
be right away from London and for a
week or two would be full of informa-
tion as to deep-sea fishing, duck shoot-
ing or whatever else might have been
his latest occupation. Now this note
that told of his engagement was the irst
I bhad heard of him for montha. We had
certainly been strangers since my holi-
days, for I had found him out of town up-
on my return, and neither of us cared
for letter-writing.

The news he told me was the pleasant-
est possible, for [ also, to tell the truth,
had learned {n my ten days of freedum
bhow unenviable are the liberties of the
mere bachelor. 1 remain+d fi-=e for the
present, but I nevertheless hoped to
follow his example before the year
was out,

One c¢an do a good deal i{n ten days;
{ndeed, 1 had fallen hopelessly in love in
less than that number of hours. RBut [
felt it rather much to ask that Maud
should have recognized and learned to re-
ciprocate my feellngs in so short a time;
and su [ had pot spoken. All the same, [
knew that it would be a crushing disap-
pointment to me if she had not accom-
plished it. Her home was at DBrighton,
she once told me, and she well knew iy
friends, the Meynells.

“l shall be stopping there for a few
days at Christmas-time,” I said. *Per-
haps I shall see you?”’

“You will come and call on us, won't
you” she had answered, and from that
day to this I bad been woundering by what
means I should extract an invitation froom
the Meynells. The guestion still awaited
its solution; and now that Dick was as-
sured of happiness | was all the more de-
termined to secure that invitation—even
though I had to ask for it {n plain terms
or to assume, with an insolence foreign
to my nature, that it had been given lung
ago.

For Maud—1I could find no words to «
press her. I put my hand into the br.
pocket of my coat and drew out a phot.,-
It was not a very good likeness;
the hair was not dressed in the fashion
which had become familiar to me—and
that fashion of a surety was the most
charming that ever occurred to the mind
of ingenious woman.

most beautiful thing in the world—save
only her sweet self. [ had stolen it. She
was stopping with the Luttrells, with
whom I spent my holiday at Sandybar;
and Madge Luttrell was a great favorite
of mine.

fore it revedled itself to me. At any
rate, I knew shé would be discreet and,
trusting to her clemency,
this precious photograph out of her &l-
bum upon the morning when I left Sandy-
bar.
I had soon finished the meal which

stood ready for me, and from which I had

“een kept by Dick's note and by the emo~ ! Name to Diek, and that Msadge Lut-

tions resuiting trom its perusal. Then X
found my hat and stick and my very ldrg-
est pipe and set out across London to
Di.k's reoms. The place wag' in dark-
ness and untenanted when I entered, but
I kpew that he would not fail ms, and

struck a match to discover if he had left
a note to tell me when he would return, |

“Back at 8,” It read. “Meanwhile, there's
baccy and & new Stevenson.” It waa
now upon the stroke of 7, so I 1it the lamp
found the Stevenson and prepared to
spend an hour pleagantly. The time pass-
ed most happlly, at last I laid aside the
book and filled my pipe, I walked across

the room to take a spﬂl from the man-‘

telshelf and in a moment found myself
gazing at the photograph of Maud/ Cam-~
eron—the girl I loved, the giri T hoped to
marry.

It was in g frame of elavorately béaten
silver, already momewhat tarnished by
tobacco amol@ and beyond a doubt was
& portyait Dick’s fiancee. Still, gax
m upm m eten wlfh ~ eokt ﬂuw:

! face.

» myself, "She has betrawved ma "
Dick watched ms in silence. evi-
dently convinced of my admi-
ra‘tim in realtty was

. return of hexj photograph

ﬂ%%mmu w from want of tact.
" A momen} Jater we were belng

But sti]], the ple-~,
ture had enough of her to be for me the '

She had detected or foreseen '
my devotion to Maud. I think, even be- I

1 had stolen‘

| the

“It is all true,” ] kept whispering to

§ o mino:.

wondering whether it would be better |

to tell him that we had met
Presently he broke silence. "Well?"

he sald, holding out his hand for the

*“She is very beauntiful.

“Aye."” he sald contentedly. "but you
don't know how beautiful. That pho-
tograph is alibel.” He put it back up-
on the mantelshelf, and =selected a
pipe. Then he stretched himself in
un easy chalr.

“Sit down,” he sald. “I have not
heard a word of you since yon went
for your holiday in June. Have you
pothing to tell mae? B8till confirmed
in your misogyny?’

“You mistake,” I sald, “1 am not a
hater of the sex. I am merely not
engaged.”

“You will laugh,” he answersd, “and
say I judge you Ly the measure of my .
own acts. But upon my falth I fan-
cled as I came upon you that you
would be telling me in a moment that ,
you also were in my predicament. [
thought you were looking at something
as I entered—I thought you were look
ing at a photograph. [ was deceived?
You have nothing to tell?” |

He had foretold that these conject-
ures would amuse me, and according-
ly I made shift to ind a laugh.

“Nothing," I sald. “Your own good
fortune makes you the well-wisher of
all. And yet—has it struck you?—the
fact that you have secured (felicitv
does but darken the general prospect.
There were a score who would have
been most happy with her love, and |
maybe ten who already were dying for
her. You are most happy, miserable.'”

He laughed lightly. “Yes," he sald,
"1 expect the other beggars are cut
up. But they’ll console themselves
somehow, though there is mnone ike
her. You two must know one another
indeed, she is already eager for your .
acquaintance.”

1 was steeled, ] had thought, agalnst
all that he could tell me, but upon this
I wellnigh betrdyed myself. Had she
admitted that her fancy for me—I
knew that she had come mnear to lov-
ing me—was dead. I could have borne
my burden uncomplainingly, and
might at 1ast have forgotten. But that
she should deny that it had existed-—
that she had even kmown me; this
was past toleration.

“They lve at Brighton,” Dick con-
tinued, “so that we.are not too far
away to wvisit them. You must come
down some day with me. I want you
to know her.” '

There are times when it were une-
wise to be sincere.

“I shall be delighted,” T sald, evem -
while I reviewed the excuses upom '
which I should be able to rely in the
event of his some day tendering a
more definite invitation. Then I turn-
ed the conversation into other chan=-
nels, and in a little while (somewhat !
to the digust of my friend, who had& :
much to tell) I left.

It occurred to me as I traveled®
homewards that Dick had not told me
| where or how he had managed to!
make the acquaintanece of Maud. Bug
of course, he had been stopping a€
: Sandybar and had met her (even as E

had done) at the sumamer residence of
Latrells. 1 wondered vaguely |
i that they had never mentioned my

-

trell, my staunch ally, had not founck
t means to warn me. And when ¥ hadk
| reached my lodgin~s 1 put 4 matehr”
to the fire, It blazed up quickly, and
as it did so I tore my treasured photo-
graph into a hundred fragments an&
; burned them one by one. The fire had
fallen to a heap of gray ashes before
I thought of bed; but In it there hack
been consumed the whole structure off
hqpes which had sastained my life,

nd I seemed to behold their ruins ine
the litle heap of gray ashes,

I went to bed and for long hours lay
tossing, a prey to a hundresd miserable
reflections, But with the dawn I féiE
asleep, and a cruel fate sent me backe
the old dead dream. For in my sleep
methought I went down to Brightors
and fold her of my love. She. " hack
welecomed me with smiles and blushes,
and when [ spoke her eyes fell for m
moment, I stood before her eagerly
awalting her | avswer, knﬂwlng
. wedl that she would. ‘ .
1 dunivgd. Th

- cruelty,

! the bewilds

(i1} 48
iy |

*'etw ”
denl¥ she ‘way. gone. Dick antered
the auzr, =nd she wak at hia side,

“Mortimer, 0}d man” he sal@, “¥i
want to introduce you to the lady w*ho-
has promised to he my wite”

And thereupen, most  misersble, I
awoke.

[ ] » - L 3

My ute throughout the weeka th:t
fullowed was wretched in the extreme,
Fortunately they weare unusually busy
at the offiee, 20 that I had but Httle
time whexoin to dwell upon my
%n‘-eat misfortunes. Moreover, being

thus completely occupied, I was not
at & loss for reasonable excuses when-

oever Dlck urged me to come more fro- §

quently to his rooms. My own desen
tion was a thing to which I had %o
reconicile nyself, but for the present [
wonld not willingly be the witness of
his extreme felicity. He sent me a
copy of his first boek, which came out
at this Hime; and even there my un-
happiness was cast in my face, for the
thing was dedicated to "M. Q" I
can’t say I read it, though I had been
keen encugh about it while it was still
in the egg.

About & month nad passed in this
manner, when I had a note one day
from Mrs. Luttrell:

Dear Mr. Mortimer—We have taken
tickets for the Lyceum matines on
Saturday, and three or four friends arg
to meet us there. I wonder If you are
free that afternoon, and would care to
meet us at Charing Cross and go with
us to the theatre.—Yours very truly,
Frances L.uttrell.

To be candid, the invitation pleazed
me. [ krew that Madge would be of
the party, and I counted her my friend.,
1 accepted, therefore, and on Saturday
was walting in good time at Charing
Crosa. It was a miserable fo day,
and I half-feared they would not come.
But though their train was somewhat
delayed they arrived pre‘senuy. and we
took a cab slong the Strand, Madge
looked unusually pretty and greeted e
with & diezppointing cheerfulness. I had
counted on & little sympathy from her,
but her aspect was one of rather mischie~
vous enjoyment. It would have been
timely enough if she had held Iin store
for me some very detighttul surprise.
She even reforred to a gnatter which I
had hoped for a month past had escapod
her obsorvation.

“Y did not think that you would descend
to theft,” she sald; *1 would bave glven
it to you. And, of couree, you have dis-
covered your mistake?”

We were contering the theantro as she
spoke; there was a momentary press of

. people, and I affectod not to have heard

her apepch. Indéed, } wns not a iittle
angry,. her clumsiness was obviously in-
tentional, for I wae well aware that ghe

to our gests.

‘Will you take the lnsido seat?’ sald
Mndge, and I moved obediently to the
last vacant place—next to a lady whose
face was turned from me. ! was just
taking my soat awvhen she turped and
looked up at me. B8he had the grace to
blush—for §{t was Maud Cameron—but
there was no tremor in her voice when
she spoke a moment later.

“How do you do?"' sho said politeln
And in the same words I answered her.
For a fows moment Madge Luttrell

feant forward and talked to her. _Then
the orchestra began .the overture, and
she leant back in her sect and was

silent. Maud and I werc in some sort
loft togother

I did my best to play the part that fate
required of me. I cudgelled my brains
for polite nothings wherowith to fill up
the .drondful moments, but I could think
of nothing.

Presontly she leant a little nearer, and
spoke to mo fn her soft, pretty wolco.
"You have nothing to say?’ she said,
“You may talk, you know.”

1 turnod to her with a look of despera-
tion. Why could she not leave mo to my-
polf 2°'

*“I had forgotten,” I sasd. ‘‘I must con-
gratulate you—or Dick, at any rate.”

“Oh!" she answered, smilingly, "yog
may congratulate mo also, do not fear.
It has happoned marvelously well,”

1 bowed. “Marvelously well!" I echoed.

‘“Yes,” shoe continued; “and particular-
ly in that you are his special friend. It
it 830 nice for the wife when the husband's
frlend ls nice. But why didn’t you tell
him you kmew the Luttreils—and me?”’

1 stared at her, incredulous of her
“How could I tell him?’ 1 sald

indignantly. “You had denied acquaint-

snce with mo, and since you had forgot-

ten do you think I wished to remember?”
I was a 1rifled atartled at the effect of
this speech. It should have silenced her,

I thought; but {t seemed as if I had ine"

jured her, and now a greater indignition
than my own arose in her.

“It Is not true,” she sald. “What do
you moan? I saw him only a fortnight
sgo, when 1 returned from Sandybar, and
1 distinctly remember telling him that
day that I had met you there. Mother
did suggest that he right bring you down
gne Sunday, but of course—-"'

I intorrupted. ““You only saw him a

' month ago? Why, 'tis a full month since
i he toll me you were engaged. And vet

you have known him onty a fortnight?”
She looked at me with a sort of pitiful
amazement.
“Heo told you he was engaged
Why, he’s engaged to Mary, my

o meé?
li!lel‘.

' And bosides——-*

A mew Ifo entered imto me; the old

hopes lived again. Yet I was unconvinced. §
“He showed me your photograph,” I sald. §

She looked at me 8 moment, Slowly

rment faded from her face und

it appeared she was mightfly amused,
“Did he tell you my name?’ she askad,

“Ho showed ms your Hkeness, and told | '

me you were engaged to him. I dom't re-
mermbpr i€ he told me your name. Bub
there was no need; I do not forget so
ensily.”

Maud chuckled—there is rio other word.
“You had scen the photograph- beforel”
she sajd.

“I stole 1t out of Madge Laittrefl’s il

bumr the day I was to leave Sandybai'. &

thotightew" N

“Surely’ it was # little curfous to stell
the photomraph of & ludy you had naver,

met? For it is to Mary, my sister, that i

Mr. Fergumon I8 engaged, and it was her]
photograph you took from Madge's. Hbima

She i consilered rather like me” -
T wos-stumnéd with the sudden oy and
witf. the mense of my great stupidify: ¥

4
>

knew that her eyes wers upon me, And
would have given worlds to ba with her; ]
for & momient only, awuy from: this gr%at;,e "

crowd of peoply.

“T furnt 1" 1 said, “a month um. ‘rou;

will give me one of your own?’.
She answored nothing, .and |

{gageand engage eabor
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