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Outlast All Qihers

1
THEY EXCEL I ALL THE ESSEHTIAL POINTS AHD ARt THE
STANDARD CYCLES OF THE WORLD!

Tuar's 1 Reasox InrenLiceExtT Ribirs Cuoost
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------

1I'1 14

Becoevscccscccsncns

PRICES
from
$50 to $100

........................

We are Headquarters for Haward County Buyers in SECOND HAND WHEELS.
We sell GOOD WHEELS 1x GOOD CONDITION from

$10 UPWARD |

¥ Deal with US ONCE and YOU will always be OUR Customer.
FRANK 1. CLARK & CO,
BIG WETITE WINDOW,
513 West Baltimore Sireet, Baltimore, Md.
KATALQOCG FOR THE 2SKIN.

IR

- n"ﬁqu TRe
Sterling Bicycles.
BUILT LIKE A WATCHY

-HAND WHEFLS 48500 T0 S

SEGONE Hﬁj\%‘.} AR RY wx)x}gg 10.00.
In setling yoii 1 whesl we make a liberal allowance on

your old wheel and give easy terms for payment of balance.

CHARLES C. CROOKS & G0,

924 Light Stress, Baltimore, Md.
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THE GALE CHILLED PLOW!
Its Superior not made. .

Theae are but two of the many articies in cur stock which we claim, take the lead,
tz"Call and see our stock. The most varied in Baltimore.
SEEDS FOIR GARDEN AND IFIELD,
FERTILIZERS FOR SPECIAL CROPS.
AGRICULTURAL IHARDWARI FOR FARM AND LAWN,
DAIRY GOODS, POULTRY SUPPLLIES.

- —EVERYTHING PO THE FARM.—

$£¥Zend for our new Catalogue.

MARYLAND AGRICULTURAL CO.,

32 W. PRATT STREET, BALTIMORE, MARYLAND.

ILIVERY

-3 A N DD~

2 -UNDERTAKING.-

The Livery and Undertaking Lusiness of the late Clinton Easton will be continued
by the undersigned. Calls to take charge of ruxeraLsin Howard and adjoining
counties attended to on the suonTEST NOoTicE and at any distance on the most

REASONABLE TERMS.
-—METALIC COFFINS AND BURIAL CASES—

of the most approved and tasteful designs. We
ask a trial of the runric, as 1 will guarantee
eatisfaction in all cases. =4

EMBAIMING SKILLFULLY PERFORMED
The Old Stand, Main Street, ELLICOTE CI'I'Y, MD.
MILTON EASTON, Manager. I MRS. ANNIE EASTON

WERNER BROS,

—DEALERS TN -»>—

LUMBER, HARDWARE, GRANITE, LIME,CEMENT,
HAIR, BRICK, BUILDING PAPER, GEN-
ERAL BUILDING MATERIAL and
AGRICULTURALIMPLEMENTS.

CONTRACTORS and BUILDERS.

YARD—Baltimore County Side Patapsco.

STORE—Town Hall, Opposite B. & O. R. R. Depot.
W GET OUR PRICES BEFORE PURCHASING EILSEWIHERE, /59

Tre Times aud “Farm News" or “Womankind” one dol

lar onc year. e .
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LOVE'S POWER,

Though the storms above it beat
Joveshall mako thy dwaelling swools
‘ihough the winter falleth gray,
Thero shall bloom a roso of Muy;
Aund beneath tho dackest night

Thou shult rest in peace andd light,

Kind and sweet shall be thy rest,

With Tove's rozes on thy hreast;

Ia the dark orin the day

He shall kiss thy tears nway,

Sweeler heaven may not ho

Than the hexven Lovo ma%es for thea!
—TI". L. Stanton, in Atlanta C)nstitution.

GAVED BY A SQUAW.

LY GERTRUDIX 1~

MILLARD,

P 4L was ro hot that
34/ the  blue-gum
52 leaves fairly siz-
Iy '\'—-"/.ledi‘ So 'ng)t lll;lf,

tef Y : ag  DPete berlin
'%zgﬁﬁ? ;'T\:éluulwd ncross the

/%45'4;7 w"-%@% rond from his

V7 //(&\BD shantly, the out-

X" Xy lines of the Oasis
Saloon, and those of the combined
postoflico and grocery, scemed to
waver and dance in the furnnee cur-
rent rising to the glarinz, brazen sky.
Hot a3 it was outdoors, it was still
more like an oven in Pete’s littlo one-
room hut, for the fire was bluzing,
and Pete, contless nn:l vestless, was
oversecing n frying-pan of bacon and
n mess of boiling potatoes.

The appetizing oidor flonted out of
tho doorway nml spread over the
neighborhood. It was distinetly no-
ticeable as far off as the row of lopped
eucalypti beyond the snloon. At the
foot of one of thesa trees lny what at
first sight secemed only a bundle of
rags; but n closer inspection revealed
n shock of blnck hair and glimpses of
o brown parchment skin that indieated
n human being.  Gradually, as the
weleome nroina penetrated the crea-
ture’s befoggled brain, tho heap of
rags stirred and toszed, and finnlly,
uplifting bodily, resolved itself into o
very dirty and torn blanket, sur-
mourted by n hideous, Dblear-eyed
countenance, 'T'he old hag—for it was
a woman—sniited nt the wandering
fragrance, {rying te cateh its diree-
fion, and then staggered unsteadily
ncross the roxd to Pete’s eabin.

“IIello there, Wawaga!  Gettin’
over yer spree?” grected that gentle-
man, casily.

“Umph! No drunk! Injun hun-
gry I” remarked the visitor.

Pete, lunghing good-naturedly, re-
plied: “*You wait; 1'il give you a
bite pretty quick now.”

The old woman siquatted on her
heels by the stove and greedily eyed
the preparations for the feast, while
Tete kept his own opties steadily on
his cooking to forestall any possible
burning. ‘The squaw’s restless gnze
roved around the room, finally pans-
ing at the shelfl behind the stove,
upon which stoo:l & cheap nlurm-clocek
and a big black bottle; here it re-
mained fixed until Pete looked at her
once more, whereupon she announced
in her quavering cronk:

“Or injun henp thirsty.”

Peto langhed agnin.  *“Go along
out ter ther pump, then,” he said.

But Wawagn’seye was still.glted to
the interesting object before here.
Soon Pete himself went out to the
pump, pail in hand; immedintely the
bundle of rags by the wall stretched
up a lean arm, with the quick and
stealthy motion of a pouncing eat,
and, scizing the bottle, poured the
ficry contents down ihrouzh the
brown, parchment taront.
= Such'an unearthly howling and yell-
ing as followed this suzeessiul thieve-
ryl Peto droppeid his pail and ecame
running in, to find his guest doubled
up in ngony and rollinzaround on the
floor sereeching like mad.

“What struck her?” he cried; but
just then catehing sight of the black
bottle still ciutched in the Indian’s
skinny claw, his blank look turned to
a wide grin, e dropped on thenear-
est box, chuckling: My eye! ¢f the
old fool nin’t drunk that ther guart o’
kesosene!” The terror-stricken
screaming redoubled, while  the
man  watched fthe poor wretel's
antics in  cestasy. “‘Guess  iv’ll
teach lher {o quit meddlin’,” le
muttered,? gleefully ; but as the mo-
meunts passed, he began to realize that
the matter was serious, for the crea-
ture’s contortions grew awful and her
anguish too great for amusement.

Pete’s grin faled insensibly; he
scratehed  his  head  thoughtfully,
grumbling:  “Don’t Lknow as I want

the old gal kickin® the bucket right
here and now, but what in tarnal cre-
ation’s a feller goin’ ter do fer her?
Oh, gosh! I know!” lle bolted across
the road, gending up n choking cloud
of powdry eoil, and burst into the
store.  “‘Say, lke, yer got any mu:-
tard?” he demanded ; “‘old Wagaga’s
done drunk all my coal oil, an’ I guess
it's goin’ ter kill her! Don’t yer
he¢ar that serecchin’?” lke DRemp-
sey, roused from his mid-day nap,
rubbed his eyes and streteched him-
gelf, then rising deliberately from the
eracker-barrel, and thrusting his quid
info one cheek, drawled, lazily:
“\Wal, now, where’s the hurt ef the
ol’ sot do ginusthe shake? Oh, doan’t
be in er rush naow! I guess ther's a
can er mustard raound somewiers.”
Reaching a long, lnzy arm umder the
counter, he clattered nmong his pos-
sessions and brought up a fistful of
yellow-brown dust.  ““This here nufl?
Never mind payin’!”  In two minutes
more Pete Oberlin Inid violent hands
on the rolling henp of ngony in his
cabin, and sternly commanded,
“Drink this here.” She drank it
Then the froticrsman dragged her bod-
ily outsido the shanty, and left her
alone with her misery.

After some time Peto returned to
his patient, bearing a tin plate with o
generous share of his dinver.  Ilo pre-
sented this with a tlourish, and grinned
sympnthetically ns the morsels of food
disappenred.

When the shadows of the blue-gnms
strelched long and gaunt to the enst-
ward, and a mellow pink flushed the
tops of tho grand, distant mountains,
a tipsy and squalid old squaw, in tat-
tered blanket, trailed slowly up the
dusty rond through the foothills; and
for six months ncither Tko Damnpsoy
nor I’ete, nor even I’at Urogan at the
snloon, saw nny more of Wningn,

When Pete Oberlin reached up - to
tho shelf behind tho stove that night,
and, nfter feeling vainly around in the
darkness, struck n match and exnmined
'the surfade, ho let forth n volley of
onths that would havo shooked tho

enra of a mule-driver, finishiny nup
wrathfully with: **Wisht I'd let the
old thief die, nfore ever she got away
with my bhaund carved bLriur wood
pipe.”

Week after weok, Pete Oberlin, in
his capacity of mail-carrier, jozged
over the dusty plain, wound in and
ont through the foot-hitls, with astop
here nnd there at the ranches, and
climbed over the ridge to the fort on
the reservation, alwavs the destination
of the biggest part of his budget.

Alter the carly rains had carpeted
the bare brown hills with green and
given a glossier tinge to the monrnful
bark-stripped eucalyptus, he begnn to
hear ugly rumors on his trips from
farm house to fuarm heuse.  There had
not been an Indinn outbreak for
twenty years in that section, hut some
disquieting influence was hard at work
on the redskins. Some said the Indian
Messinh was coming, others that one
of Geronimo’s lientenants had been
sowing this excitement amonz them;
bo that ns it may, there was watchful
anxiety at the toot aud a growing
fecling of danzer in the breasts of the
neizhboring ranchmen.

One soft winter's night, when the
damp-laden rain-wind blew heavily
from tho south and {he low-hung
cloud-blanket shut out every wee ray
of starlight, dark-mounted figures met
in asheltereid hill basin, L'en, twenty,
fifty, thoy gathered; then in single
tile, with mufllel hoofs, they wound
away from their prison. Several
hours later as the mischievous band
stealthily nade its way out on the
plain, o stunteld figure, in a ragged
blanket, sburunit siiently into the
bushes to let tho cavalecade pass; and
then emerged onecs more frem her
cover nnd struck into a swinging trot
in the rear of the swift-moving riders.

A faint, nogry flush of dawn peeped
over the sombre mountains as the red-
skin braves surrounded the few ecat-
tered buildings composing Rush Sta-
tion. A dog barkeil in the rear of the
saloon, and, in response, n shacp re-
port sent n shudder through the chiil
morning nir; with n howl of anguish,
the poor beast rolled over in the dust.
At the crack of the pistol, the Ialf
dozen men in the shanties came tum-
bling ont from different doorwnys.
Not one wns more than half dressed,
bat ench one had snatched np his ritle.
What odds nre six men against fifty?
As the hastily wakened settlers stum-
bled out from their eabing a leaden
hail rattled around them; two of their
number fell, struck oif at once by the
raiders. ““Injuns, by tho tarunl
heavens!" eried lke Dempsey, and the
four remaining defenders, now very
thoroughly aroused, drew quickly
back into the store and blazed away
from this cover nt their murderous ns-
sailants.  They had ammunition in
plenty wnd spare guns., I'ie’s wifs put
her two little sobbing childrzan into a
big box in tha ceatre of {ha building
as the point that was furthest from
danzer, anl hereself fillell the hot,
smoking ritles. ‘The fusila le was thick
and fast, and bullets flew ia throngh
tho openings. Pat Grogan’s right arm
was shattered, but ho rested his gun
on the window and firel away vin-
dictively. Poor Smith was shot
through the lungs, and fell in a dying
asondition; Mrs. Dempsey took his
place, handling her rifls deftly. Time
and ngain some sharp howl of anguish
told of a well directe:d thot at ibn half
concenle:, sinister focmen.

Moraning was advancing ; perhaps by
this time the flight from the reserva-
tion was discovere:d, anl soldiers were
coming to help them—if only they
could keep the red devils at bay a
while longer.  Vain hope! Dlack
Wing, chief of tlie raiders, had also
thought of the soldiers; he concluded
it was time to make short work of
these “shurp-sizhted marksmen who
were picking off bis companions. There
eame n sudden, fearful yelling, a swift
rush and retreat of moccasined feet,
then the pungent smell of simoke, end
the ominous crackling of the fire lick-
up the dry beards.  'I'he heat beeame
intolerable—to remain was sure death
from the destroying element.

“We must run for it, boys!" cried
Pete Oberlin,  *“The door of my
shanty stands open, an’ ther’ ain’t no
Injuus inside it!”

The shot-riddled portal was finng
wide, with the two little Inds in the
middle, the forlorn hope sought a new
refuge, their guns spenking death in
the passage. lke Dempsey fell in his
own doorway, shot throngh the Hrain.
Pat Grogan fell in the roadway, and,
at the same moment, the brave who
had shot him reeled and toppled down
from his saddle.  With a horrible
sense of sickness, Pete saw o savage
horsemnn bury his tomahawk in the
woman’s head, and then snateh up one
of the children and dash his skall on
the doorstone. The other liitlo fel-
low slipped from the hand that
grasped at him anl stumbled over the
cabin threshold, barely escaping a
bullet ; a sharp whistle cat the air,
Peteo felt n stinging pain in  his shoul-
der, and fell to the. ground uncon-
sclong.

With an exultant shout at the de-
struction of this lust enemy, the sav-
nge band swarmed from their places
of attack and hastily entered the
buildings, stowing away whatever was
cusily portable and making sad havoe
in Gzogan’s stock of liguors; but they
were not yet far enough from the re-
servation to allow themselves a long
stop.  The store was burning fiercely ;
to force his unruly following to hurry,
Black Wing fired the saloon with his
own hand, the wooden frame blazing
like tinder., One by one tho sheds
and shacks were ignited ; three or four

vretehes, with fresh, gory sealps dan-
gling at their belt, rushe!l over to ap-
ply the torch to the only remaining
building, Peter Oberlin’s shanty, A
young brave stumbled over the inani-
mate form in the pathway, and with a
whoop of delight waved his keen blado
over the thick black locks. Justns he
stooped to his vietim, an odd, long-
drawn cry arrested his arm in its mo-
tion. A wild and dast-covered figure
sprang into the blood-crazed circle,
pouring out n torrent of guttural
abuse and lamentation that somehow
commanded attentlon.

‘I'he old womnn—for it wns Wawags
—hont ahove tho prostrate man, way-
ing off the armed braves, and folt for
the faintest of heart beats; then rais-
ing horseil to hor full height, shaking
hack her snaky hair, and with a rude,
powerful majesty, sho commanded in
her own tonguo:

**(lo while yet you have time!  DBo-
foro tho morning las.onded tho sol-

i s rva.

diers will be on you,  This man &till
lives. Ife is mine; do nottouch him;
you have the scalps of the others.”

the tribe, and her words had weight
with the warriors. Black Wing
mounted his pony and all his raiders
did likewise. In the lizht of the
gray, clowdy morning, a wild proces-
sion scurried over the plain and away
once more to the mountains, where
they could find secret hidingz and for
months elnds their pursuers, whilo
they kept the whole country in terror
with their thieving, burning and kill-
ing.

When Peto Oberlin, lying in his own
bunk, opened his eyes on the dim
scene lighted by the flickering fire, ho
thought he had gone {hrough a hor-
rible dream. Kicking oft the covers,
he sat up with a vigorons jerk, but the
sharp pain in his shoulder made him
grind his. teeth in agony. At the
same moment he became nware of a
durk figure crouche:d in ons corner
holding a bundle of white. His sud-
den motion and muttered exelamation
stirred the guiet watcher; stumbling
to her feet, she bore her barden to
the pallev and deposited it besido Lim.
“Him live, 1lil boy,” she announced
gravely. DPete sank back beside the
sleeping child, with a choking sensa-
tion, half-thankfulness for their es-
cipe and half-horror at the suddenly
conjured picture of the boy’s mur-
dered mother and brother. e re-
membered how he was wounded. How

had tley two eseaped sealping?  Iow
came Wawaga there? Were the red-
skinsg still at the station? If =o, he
must use greatest caution. ITerhnps
they had kept him for torture. 'Whe
woman anticipated his guneries, “In-

juns gone! You go now, 'fora comd
back!” Peto started again upright,
maintaining his position in spite of
the shooting pain and  dreadful dizzi-
ness.

“Which way shall I go, and how?”_
he nsked, eagerly. *‘I must take lit-
tle Jim! Did them raskils git all ther
hosses?”

“White man keep still! Wawaga
get pony ! and the old woman drew
the tattered blanket eronnd her an'l
slipped noiselessly from the room,
leaving Pete to his own busy thouzghts,
She was goune but a few seconds before
she glided in again, muttering: **Him
ready ! You go forth, no find Injuns!”

Pete felt sick and faint; he won-
dered how he could keep himself and
the drowsy child on the an’mal’s back
over the many miles of rough roa:d
that Iny between them nnd safety; it
was impossible to remain in their de-
fenseless position, so he must mnke
the effort. He could not imagine how
the squaw had dismissed his assailants,
and he expected their return with
darkness to fimish their programme of
vengeance.

Wawagn herself earried out the boy,
““No toach, arm hurt,” she said, mo-
tioning away the wounded man, Very
gently she lifted the tiny figure, still-
ing the fretful wail and coaxing him
to wake up and ride on the pouny. She
led the way and Pete followed; ns he
stepped out into the dusk, his heard
swelled at the utter desolation, only
the scorched row of gum trees maried
the side of LRush Station beside hiy
forlorn little eabin.

With a goo:l deal of wrenching and
pain, Pete clambered into the saddle,
the squaw litted the boy before him,
the man gathered the bridge into his
useful hand, encircling the child with
the same arm. Befere he put spurs
to his horse and set out on his perilons
journey, he leaned down toward the
stunted nod squalid hag at the horse’s
hend, saying hoarsely: “You're n good
uy, Wawaga!
if ever I git ther chaunee.”

“Ugh!” gruoted the okl woman.
“Squaw no gooid! Heap good white
man, no let o’ Injun’die! Alleven
now. lere—ol’ squaw take um—no
gool, W’long white man.” She thrast
2 blnek something into his hand, and,
turning stolidly around, re-entered
the desolnte cabin.

Pete Oberlin buried his spurs in his
apimual’s {lank, and the beast sprang
forward past the heaps of smoldering
cinders and tho blasted row of gum-
trees and headed straight for the
mountains. In his unwonnde:l hand,
with the bridle, I’ete held his long-
lost brinr-wood pipe.—San Francisco

Argonnut.
—— Rt

Angling tor iHaman Fisl,

A novelty 1n the way of sport was
innugurated yesterday at the Royal
Aquariam, Westininster, when a ser-
ies of curious angling contests was ba-
gun in the swimminyg annex. Fisher-
men of reputation demonstrated their
skill with rod and line in attempts to
bring to land human fish, who, hav-
ing been duly hooked, clevarly imi-
tated salmon in their efforts to rezain
their freedom. Theresalt was always
entertnining and frequently very ex-
citing, especinliy when the augler anl
the “‘tish” were fuiriy matched. In the
first competition, although  Mr.
Hurdy, of Ainwick, withaseven-onnce
tront rod and line, essayed thres
times to overcome Ives, nstrong swim-
mer of fourteen stone weight, the lat-
ter on ecach oceasion sunceeeled in
breaking the line.  Miss Durnett,
whose weight is eleven stone, proved
an excellent fish, and Mr. Slater, of
Newnrk, who angled in the Notting-
hamshire style, with a greenbeart
rod and a spinning undressed lhne,
hnd not succeeded in landing her,
when time was called, after ten min-
utes' hard fighting.  Another lady,
Miss Silvin, of slighter build, however,
guve in to the angling of Wr. Oglen,
of Cheltenham, in eight minutes. —
London Telegraph.

An Interesting Banlit,

“Manuel (iarecia was n curions char-
acter,” said n Cuban geatleman ia
spenking to a Plaladelphit Press re-
porter of the reported death of that
rovolutionist, *‘[le was more like n
character in & novel than a man living
in the nineteenth century. His hom»
wans the mountains nud he led a regu-
lnr bandit’s life, every now and then
holding up Spaniards on the road or
earrying off ono of them and holding
him for ransom. He would writo to
a Spanish planter: ‘3end me §$5000)
or I shall burn your house,’” and if tho
money was not forthcoming ho would
earry his threat into execution, 1lo
would even write to (Governmental of-
fiolals, signing himsell ‘King of thae
Motintaing,’ and demanding tribute.
He neveg proyed on the native Gnbansg,
only on Ehu Bpaninrds, and gavoe most
of his monoy to tho' revolutionary

garty to.purchaso arms,”

Wawagn was one of tho mothersof;

T'1l do ns mueh fer you |

A TREMENDOUS HOLF FOR THE
NEXTP PARIS IPALLL

Six Elevators to Carry Visitors Up
and Down the Big lixcaxation
—It Is to Ile Nearly a
Mite in Depth,

IIE great novelty of the Paris
Tair of 1900 will be, it is ex-
pected, dive intothe bowels
of the earth. M. Grousset’s
plan, which, it has been announced,
hug been approved by tho manage-
ment, is to dig a series of eight verti-
cal shafis, ench 600 feet in length, one
beginning whero another leaves off.
T'wo passenger elevators are to run in
ench shaft, and there are to ba gal-
leries or stations at the end of each
elevator journey. where refreshments
will be served under the bluze of elee-
tric lights. \Ye are told that the ex-
cavation will be thoroughly ventilated,
by what menns has not yet been made
known, and that the traveler who de-
scends to the lowest gallery depth will
bhe 480) feet below the surfnce from
which he started. The estimate:d cost
s $2,500,000, which, one would think,
is quite moderate for so large an un-
dertaking. 'T'he projector says he
hopes to throw new light upon the
question of the iucrease of tempera-
ture ans greater depths within the
earth’s core are attained, and upon
other subterranean probleins.

Oue thing is quite certain, and that
is that the men who will dig this pro-
digions hole will not be jnvolved in
the predicament that defeated the

Ruesinn merchant in Yakutsk., Si-
berin, about. sixty years ago. The

Lena River water was not good enongh
for him, and so he decided to diga
well. His men had only excavated a
few feet with pick and shovel when
they declared that they had struek
solid roeck, 1f was ounly frozen earth,
however, and so the merchant kept
his men poking away, expecting every
dny to get through the stratum ol
frozen earth. Ile wasa little surprised
when the summer season ende:d and
he was still in solidly frozen soil ; but
the next spring he courageonsly be-
gan work again, and did not stop un-
til he had dug his way through 205
feet of earth ns hard as a rock. 'Then
he covered the hole with boards, nnid
decided to use river water awhile
longer.

The Academy of Sciences in St Pe-
tersburag heard the story, nund thought
it would be n gool thingz, in the in-
terest of seience, to earryon the work.
The Academy, however, wearied of
paying the bills when its diggers had
reached a depth of 352 feet and were
still in solidly frozen gronnd. Frowmn
the temperature at the bhottom they
estimated that the ground was proba-
bly frozen to a depth of over 6))
feet. 'The big hole, with its frozen
walls, still exists, unless some one, in
quite recent years, has taken the
trouble to fill it up.

There is reason to doubt that Mr.
Girousset’s proposed big hole in Paris
will add very much to our present
knowledue of subterranean problems,
as he seems to hope it will.  Borings
have now been carried nbout 910 feet
nearer the centre of the enrth than it
is proposed to extend the nunderground
pleasure route in Paris. 1t is proba-
ble that the deepest bozing yet made
15 that at Schladebach, between Tseip-
zig and Merceburg, Germany, where
n distance of about 5740 feet from the
surface has been attained, with a tem-
perature at the bottom of 6.6 degrees
centigrade, a little more than half the
way between the freezing and the boil-
ing point of water. Nobody can tell
yet whether the pacecugers at the Paris
fair will be mnde very uucomfortable
by the heat at the bottom of the shaits.
Such a thing as a uniform rate of heat
incrense apparently does not exist in
the subterranean regions. Mr. G. K.
Gilbert says that the rate of increase
varies in ditferent places, ranging
from one degree FFahreuheit for each
150 feet of descent to one degree
Fahrenheit for each thirty feet. The
greneral or normal rate is, perhaps,
one degree in seventy-tive feet, Thera
are many loeal causes {nat greatly
nffect the increase of heat. Ior in-
stance, in gome of the lower levels of
the Comstock mines in Nevada, though
not more than one-half as deep as the
boring at Schladebach, the men coulid
work only three or four hours at a
time owing to the terrible heat.  This
wne eaused by sealding water foreed
up from lower depths, which raised
the temperature to 120 degrees Fahiren-
heit.

It does not quite follow that Leeause
the Paris tourist will descenid nearly n
mile into the carth that he will find
there almost intolernb!: heat.  DBut
then ngnin he may. As this exeava-
tion is to be by no means the deepest
on record, and as we have no reason
to Dbelieve that anything out of the
common will be found, it will not be
surprising if about the ouly scientitie
interest attaching to tie ceoterprise
will be the reveeling of the subter-
ranean conditions underlying Daris.
The work will be (uite sure, at least
‘o tell us how thick is the formation
of chalk which underlies Puris; for we
know _that the same formation that
shows itself in glittering whiteness in
the eliffs of Dover is spread far over
France and that Paris is built above
it.—New York Sun.
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A Plan for Pumping Coal,

We are not yet pumping coal, but
we may do 0.  W. H. Andrews, of
New York, has a scheme for pumping
crushed coal borne in water from the
Connellsville region to such places as
Neweastle, Penn.; Youngstown an:l
Sharon.  Wherever it is worth while
he will build coke ovens and convert
this quasi-iluid coal into coke. All
this scoms rather odd, but Mr. An-
drews was one of the original promot.-
ers of the Standard Oil Compnny, and
he knows what the mechanieal cle-
ments in such an achievement wonld
be. Mo says the conl thus carried
would bo good stenm conl, nnd that
the valves of the pumps would bo no
more worn than if the pumps were
moving oil. —Detroit I'res Press.

Lounesomest Man in All England,

The home of Timothy 'I'arn, in the
parish of Datton, nenr Appleby, West-
moreland  County, England, is the
most isolated dwelling placo in the
threo kingdoms, No human being
divas nearer than cleyen miles, |

A Curo for Idiecy,

A curo for idicey is one of the latest
nchievements of surgieal science, which
has taken so many giant strides of lato
years that it may be almost termed
one of the wonders of the century.
Lixperiments were made on the skulls
of two children, who had been idiotio
from birth, and the latest accouvnts
are that they nre not only surviving
the shock of the operatiou but are
giving promize of n recovery of the
mental faculties. Tt would be mora
correct to eny that they are gaining
those faculties, for the idiot from
birth has no devolpment until the ob-
struction on the brain iz removed.
This is exactly the process in the pres.
ent trinls. HMoles are drilledl in the
skulls of th2 child, at the top of thae
head where the *‘fontanclle” or ““soft
spot' is usnally located. In the cuses
now under observation these spots had
become hardened at birth, and thus
the expansion and development of the
brainhad been nrrested. Theoperation
was therefore to make anew or arti-
ficinl fontanelle. Graat care had to bo
exercised, of course, to avoid injuring
the brain, and there lay the main difii-
eulty of the operation. 'The senlp ig
drawn anew over the npextures in the
skull thus made, and the little brain is
left to cureitseli.  T'he children thus
operated upon are two years old. 1t
is, of course. a question just when the
patients should be subjected to the ex-
periment, and the age of two yenra
has been chosen as the starting point.
It has been considered probable that
at this nge the child, if it should re-
cover its henlth an:l gain intelligence,
will be searcely behind other children
of its own age n dozen years.later.
By that time assiste:dl nature would
have eaught up with itself, as it were,
There may be some question in the
minds of nltra-sensitive people as to
whether it is right for surgeons to ex-
periment in this way upon helpless
children by performing operations
that may cause death. Yet there will
probably be no general outery against
such an eflect.  In some senses death
is preferable to life-long idioey. Iew
parents wonld bhe likely to object to
the experiment upon their own un-
fortunute offspring if conducted with
the eare which should attend all such
dangerous proceedings.—\Wanshington
Star,

Our Banana Trade.

The American people consume moro
bananas than all the other Nations of
the earth.  Liast year they managed
{0 do away with nearly cightecn mill-
ion bunches, or ahout one bunch of
twenty dozen bansnas to every four

persons.  And the trade is still grow-
ing. 'This is only the imported banan-
as.  I'lorida has begun to r.ise large

quantities of the luscious fruit and
would add considerably to this total,
The exzet number importeld is 17,-
864,74, of which Nesw Orleans re-
ceivedd about one-third, New York
nearly a quarter, Philadelphin a sixth,
Boston more that one-ninth, Mobile n
tenth and D:ltimore one-cighteenth
part, the small remainder being dis-

tributed smong  other receiving
points.  Altogether some thirteen

hundred ship- cargoes of bannnas nre
recorded in the custom house reports.
The Northern ports obtain most of
their bananas from the West Indies,
Jamaica and Cuba, while New Orleans
chietly receives from Sonth and Cen-
tral America. The banana plant is
one of the most prolific bearersin tho
world and requires little or no eare.
Tie fruit is sold on the Chieago mar-
ket at refnil for ten or fifteen cents a
dozen, at which rate there is said to
be considerable protit in the trade, as
the cost of production is practically
nothing, the only item of expense be-
ing the freight charges.—I'arm, Tield
aud Fireside.
Sinuaa Familiarity,

A very provty girl had an experienca
with three of the monkeys in
Schmidt’s birl store on the evenue
yesterday that has given her a betier
insight into monkey nature than she
possessed before. '

In her left hand she was holding a
fifty cent bunch of violets and her
pocket book, and on her hend sho
wore n daching Gainsborough hat with
ostrich plumes. 'I'wo of the monkeys
were in a cage on a line with the top
of the hat, and the thicd was in n eage
by himself below, where she had only
to rench out her right hand to touch
him. 'This girl loves monkeys, andall
three of the monkeys seeme:d to take
to her us nanturally as thongh they had
known her a long time. Just as the
wonkey inthe enze by himself clutehed
the punch ot violets and the pocket-
Lbook, the couple in the upper story
snatched the hat. It came off, hat-
pins, veil and all, and eame with such
remarkable  suwddenness  that  she
grabbeid her jucket for fear that wonld
go the same way.

When the monkeys surrendered the
millinery the hatpins were bent don-
ble and the inside of the cage was so
strewn with feathers that it looked as
though the inmates had heen moult-
inz. And now the young lady declares
a monkey is n nasty beast. — Washing-
ton Post.

— TR
The Famons Stake:d 'lain,

The famouns Llano Istacado, or
Staked Plain, is the same dry and
dreary region it was when the carly
Spanish explorers gave it the name -it
bears and marked their trail with
stakes. It oceupies the worst part of
‘Texns nnd New Mexico, and most of it
is almost nninhabited. Three or four
of the counties of Texas within the
plain cither do not appear in the Inst
census returns, or else figure as hav-
ing from four to forty inhabitants,
Tne same is true of adjoining counties
in New Mexico. The whole area of
New Engluad could be lost within the
confines of this plain.—New York Sun,

——

An Arvchduke’s Yast Weallh,

Archduke Albrecht, of Austrin, left
3125,000,000 of property. Iis landed
estates go to his nephew, Archduko
Frederick. 'They comprise 516,000
acres in Hungary, Silesia, Bohemin,
Bavarin and Galicia, an _extent of ter-
vitory Jarger than that'of moro than
half of the German States. His per.
conal cstnte nmonnts to £50,000,000,
and goes to his danghter, tho Arch<
duchess Marin Theresa, wife of Duke
Philip of Wurtemburg, who is heir-
apparent of the King of Waurtemburg,
but has renounced his rights in favor
of his eldest son, --Louisville Courivr-

Journnl,

WORDS OF WISDO,’

Sucecess is the advertisement of in-

dustry. :
Amusements we have ouigrown nre
ailed follies, 2 .

The hands grow heavy when the
heart is weak. i

Mammon’s conecience dogs not wor-
ry him greatly. i ‘

Learn from the cnemy, take ho
and keep hold,

History doesn’t repeat itselfas oftq
ns gossip dees,

The brave do not ask merey,
they do demnnd justice,

The worst kind of a trouble is t
kind you can’t tell about.

Distanco seldomn lends enchantment
to n job of work that is coming. :

No man likes to hear his wife talk of
what she will do after he is dead.

If o wolf goss no farther than y
door, he will finally starve to death.

It is very hard to admit that a man
younger than yourself hasmore sense.

Most men avail themselves of their
opportunities to make nsses of them-
celves, .

Corruption always lenks out some-
where. Witk o corrupt heart it is at
thie mouth. e

One of the funniest things in the
world iz too seo a fat girl or a tall
girl act kittenish,

One may make n promise and break
it, but cannot make a mistake and
break it so readily. .

Oune cannot get too much of a gooil;
thing. When it reaches too mueh, 2
is no longer good—The South-West.

S e
s Mrs, Magzins”

A family who live out in tho. sub-
urbs think they possess thoe smartest
eat in the country. The father of the
family, after long honrs of oftice work,
has the habit when ho gets home in
the evening of walking the floor
exer¢ise. Assoon as he Dbegins
walls, *Mrs. Muggins” falls into li
hehind nm, aud, with head ereet ar
tail waving in graceful eurves, marchd
up and down and baclk and fort
through the room, ouly varying th
proceedings once in a while by rolling
over on her hack as the man turn:
around and plays with her with his
foot. When the wnlk is over and
$Mrs. Mugyins™ sees her master stard
for his big rocking chair, she makes
one bound, settles herself in the chair
before he can get there, and, with a-
countenniice that speaks as pliict=
words, looke up at him and ;m
“Did you ever get left?” !

¢ 2rs. Muggins” is o very ,J
mouser, and occasionnlly she
ceteh a great big rat out in the b
Of this feat she 1s always very proud
and invariably brings the rat, after ig
is dead, to tho house, where every
member of the family must see it, anc
praise and pet her for being such
good, brave cat. The first time thi
oceurred one of the members of tho
family took the rat up on a shovel
and threw il over the back fence, bhut
in a very few minutes **Mrs. Muggins®
had it back again; ngain and agni
vas it thrown away, but every time it
was brought back. At Iast the tw
compromised matters by nllowing thd
rat to remain just cutside the bac
door by the side of the step. Therg
it stayed all day until evening, whe
it was found why “*Mrs. Muggins” g
jected to having it thrown away.

The father ha:l been home only
few minutes when “Mrs, Muggi
walked proudly into the sitting roon
with her head anloft nnd the big ra
dangling from her mouth. Sho went
up to the man nud luid the rat dowy
at his feet, looked up in his face an
waited to be earessed and praised
After she received the desired atten
tion, she allowed the rat to be ears
ried away, and carcd nothing more
about it. P

Now the rats that are caught are al-
ways allowed to remain near the honsq
antil all the family have seen them.—
Cincinnrii Yeibane.

—

Razors Get Qat of SJITOW

The customer move:ld uneasily injis
chair.

““(3yive that razor a turn or two
thestrop,” hesaid. ¢‘It hurtsmy face

The barber closed the razor w
look another. - :

“[ didn’t know it was tired,” he
marked as he proceed to freshen t
lather.

“Tired?” cjacnlated - the custome

*“Yes, sir, tired, or sick,” respond
the barber. ¢\ razor gets so, sonjg
times, that you can’tdonnything wi
it. ''hen some barbers say it is tired,
whilo others say i% is sick. 'Tho
weather seems to affeet them just like
it does folks. In damp, chilly weather
razors are liable to become good i
nothing anytime. You may hone nt
strop them all yeu please, but thefs
won’t take a decant cutting edg
When they get that way you’se got @
lay them away for awhile. You se
the edge of a razor, when looked
under a mieroscope, appears to bo g
fine saw. Well, the weather acts
these teeth, and when it’s damp a
chilly they get seratchy and then
sny the razor is tirel. Sometin
nearly every razor ina shop will
aftected, and then we barbers ¢
cussed by pretty near every custo:n
we shave.”—Washington Star.

Toush Story About a Diplomat,

Walter Wellman tells rather a tor
story on- Muruagn, the Inte Span
Minister at Washington. It appe
that years ngo the present Minis
was an attache of the Spanish Le
tion, and W. W. Corcoran, wh
house was much frequented by me
bers of the diplomatic corps, he:
that young Murunga had misbehay
himself before one of the young ladi
a member of his houschold. " Their
banker took a stick and went to=d
view the Spaniard, whom ho founc
his own drawing room.. Ho taxed
Muruaga with his. offense, and receiv-
ing n reply that was not satisfactory,
ndvancad upon the offender with his
atick.  'The proud seion of old Spain
took refuge under n sofa, bogging
Austily for mercy, but Mr. Corcoran
poked him ont of his rotreat with his
stick and gave him a sounding whack
ns he fled precipitately from thoe house.
The incident led to the budding diplo.
mat’s boing eent to another capitnl
and the old-timers nt Washing
were not n little surprised:whon he
turned there as Minister.—Now ¢
leans Pieayune,




