THINGS YET TO RE,

Hama say this world 1« an ald; old world,
Hut ft's always been new te ms

With it boundless rango of conseless ehange,
A nd hapo of things to be,

A now friend tnkes my hand
When the old ones pass away

The ald days die, but the Hght in the sky
In the dawn of another day,

Bamo say thin world Is a cold, eold world,
it 1t°s always been bright to me ;

With tts hearthstions firss nnd warm desiros
For the things that ars yor 1o be,

And If I must Inhor, I walt,
And trust to the fislds 1 have sown |

For 1 know thore Is truth in the promise of

youth ¢

1 will some timoe come to my own,

Bammo say thin world s a sad, sad world,
But it's always boen glad to me ;
For the brook nover Iaughs like my soul
when It quafs
Anid fonsts on the things 1o be,
The night somes on with its rest
The morning somes on with its sony
Thi hours of gelel are fow and brlof,
Dut Joy 1s n whola life long,

Bomo say this world faa bad, bad world,
rur it°s always boen good to me ;
With its arrors there live denr hoarts (hat
forgive,
And hope for the things to be,
This world Is not ald or sold ¢
Thin world Is not sad or bad
II you look to the right, forgsttingthe night,
And say to your soul “Da glnd."
=Alfred Elllson, in Chlcago Record,

THE OTHER GIRL.

BY HELEN PORNEST ONAVRS,

LETTER from her
lover |"oried Grace
Burney. “Why, 1
do think she onght
to be the happiest
girlin the world, 1
only wish I had a
lover to got letters
from,"

“‘She don't seem
A bit happy,” said
little Ernestine
o | Vaux, in an swed
whisper. “'Oh, denr, how 1 shounld
like to read n renl lover's lettor 1™

And all the time Lesbia Field sat
qnite silent, her eyos fixed on vacaney,
and a troubled eurve to her lip, 5

The three girls were guests of Mes.
Delneroix, an clogant elderly lady,
who liked to surronnd herself with the
aociety of atWaotive young people,
soeing that she hid o daughtors and
nivees of her own,

She had met Lesbia Field, oue sum-
mer, in a lonely place in the woods,
and had perorivm! her capabilities at
onee,

“That girl,” eaid Mrs, Delncroixy
“‘has it in her to make n sucoess in so-
ciety. The idea of hor wasting her
SWestnoss in a rluoo like this!"

And she boldly nsked Aunt Zilpah
Field to “‘lend" Lesbia to her, for u
€enson,

“She bain't got no clothes," said
the old woman, dubiously, adfusting
her speotacles on the bridge of her
nose.  “‘That is, fit for the city, To-
be-sure, she's got n little sohool-
tenchin’ money laid up, and I could
lend her ffty dollars out of the
bank—-"

*'Oh, T'll see tonll that!" said Mees.
Delacroix, joylully.

Of course Lesbin was fascinated by
the charming oity lady, and allowed
hersell to be carried off without the
lenst protestation. And, in the gon-
ernl novelty and confusion of things,
she never ssid a word abont her eu-
gogement to Thomnas Tarbox.

honas was & hard working sohool-
master in an adjoining country dis-
triot, a_nd Lesbin had thought it a
great pieco of good fortune when he
asked her to bo his wife.

They had planned a simple country
homo and & lifetime of quiet happi-
ness together, and Mr. Tarbox wus
rather surprised when he heard of
Lesbin's abrupt departure.  Nor did
‘the lotter she afterward sent him quite
explain the pnazle.

‘‘Lesbin is young," he told himself.
“8he will enjoy a brief glimpss of
the oity."

“Thomaa will never understand!”
was Losbin's impationt thonght,

Mrs, Delaoroix had borrowsd Les-
‘bia for only ‘: few weeks at first, but
8 yoar went by. Aunt Zil mid
the debt of nature, and n!i‘:l!ll Eliu
Fiold remained with Mrs. Delacroix,

“I couldn't spure her, any way in
the world,"” said the fashionable lady,
“‘3he writes my notes, prepaves my
menus und 6 to me in that sweet
voice of hers. - My occusin, Grace Bur-
ney, iavery well, and dear little Er-
mestine, my husband's relative, is =
gem ; but Lesbis suits mo exaotly.”

Yes, it was o letter from Thomas
Tarbox, He bad an opportunity to
come to New York, he wrote. He
wanted to burrow nmong the treasures
of the Astor Library for some data
for mwn artivle he was preparing on
“‘Ancient Coins and 'Imm Bignifi-
wance," and he looked forward with

oasure torthe ohance of seeing Les-
ﬂaal!ut.

;'ll:aw d hiful " said Mrs, Dela
or cours¢, you're eunrap-
tared, dear!" e

Losbia looked up with a sudden
start—a conventional smile.

Waa she enraptured?

Andin the samo moment s guilty
pang pierced her heart. Bhe folt likeo
&b arob-traitress,

‘‘Ask him to gome here," said Mra,
Dalnoroix. *“There's the little room
over the broakfsst parlor—just the
thing for a bachelor's den.”

Oh, thauks, it's very kind of you "
Leal or come

N

bis, feeling hor col
g. *But, I—1I don't think he'd
here an well ns a guieter pince,
: sby and—and unacous-
m,.m
Jlooked somewhat ourionsly
's burning chegk. B
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Little Ernostine erept closer to her.

“Is it very nice to receive a lotter
from your lover?' whispered sheo.
“Oh, if I could only have a peep at
il

“Nonsgense !'* said Tosbin, shnrply.

But when she was in her own room
the tears gushed to hor ayos.

Wian sho roally ashamed of honest
Thomas Tarbox? wnd was it very
wrong of her? Why had she deelined
for him Mrs. Deluoroix’s invitation to
her ball the next week? Of conrse, he
wns a very worthy young man, but she
Ih!lddl.‘r!'j ns she thonght of the

his country-cut hair—among Mrs,
Delacroix’s guosts, Was she ashamed
of him?

Grace Barney was chatting merrily
with Miss Siants-Bargzoyne whon Les-
bia eamo down to the dinner-table
that evening.

“The handsomest man I ever saw!"
snid she., “Don't you think wo,
HI'}I“'mt,."b

“Ohb, handsome—yes!" said Miss
Stants-Burgoyne, who was s groat
heiress and o little nivoe of Mr. Staats
Von Stastsburg on one side and sole
danghter of the Burgoynea on the
other, **But it isn't his face altogeth-
er so much as his elogant manners,”

“Do invite me to the dinner,"
pleaded Geace.  *'I must meet him
agnin. "

“Thore's not a vaeant seat for the
dinner,” eaid Miss Staats-Bargoyne.
““The list is full.  But yon're down
for the ball afterwards, dear,”

“Oh, you darling " chirped Grace.
YAnd Lesbin, too?"

“Cortainly—and Mrs, Delacroix to
chaperone you," smiled the heiress,
gracionsly, ’

“‘Oh, T wish I was old enongh to go
into rooiety "' said Erneatino, despair-
ingly,

“Bat," added Miss Staats-Bargoyne,
““there’s no use. I mean to fascinate
iim. "

Graco tossed her head—one of the
Tennysonian hends, “brimming over
with curls'” like a veritable sheoet of
sunshine.

“I flatter mysell I've done some-
thing in that way myself,” said she.
“Only give me » chance, and I'll do
mora!"

“Girls, who is that yon are talking
aboat *"" said Mrs, Deluoroix.

“It's Mr. Evelyn, the Eastorn trav-
eler,” snid Grace. *“*He'a to be at the
| Stants-Burgoyne dinner ball,  "*Oh,
nunty, can't you get him to come
ore?"

Mra. Delneroix shook her head.

“It isn't possible,” said she. ““His
atay 18 to be so short, and he is so ran
after!"”

““Bat, aunty, when he koows I am
yvour guest!” plended Grace, *'Be-
ennse 1 met him Inst spring at Tuxedo

ack, He was visiting the archmolo-
gist, Doctor Desson, yon know, and
we got to be good friends.”

“To-bo-sure!" observed Miss Staats-
Burgoyne. *““Ho's betrothed to some
other woman--a boy and a girl en-
gagement, 1'm told."”

*‘Fie for shame!" langhed Mra, De-
Incroix. ‘‘Flirting with another girl's
property !"

““All is fair,” composedly spoke Miss
Staats-Burgoyne, *‘in love sod waz,
“The other girl must take oare of
hersolf,” snid Grace. *I mean to be
Mra. Evelyn. Why, aunty, dear, every
girl in socicty is wild after Mr, Eve-
lyn 1"

“Dinner is served!” pompously
spoke the English butler, opening the
satin portieres of the dining-room.
Lesbia Field had taken no note of
the gay conversation transpiring
around her. She was still thinking ig,
n perplexed way of the letter she had
that morning recsived,

How should she roply to it? In
what words shonld uEe make poor
Thomas Tarbox understand that all
her views of life had changed since she
was distriot sochool teacher in Sacon-
s Conunty?

A sense of strange, sad guilt some-
how overhung her,
us if Thomas Tarbox were dying and
being buried,

“Was it right?" she kept msking
horself, *““Wan it right?"

And all nt once common sense an-
swered ‘'No."

“1 won't beso mean,” thonght Los-
bim, with a little oatching of the
breath. ‘‘I'll telegraph to him and
tell him to come right here, and then
—then he will see how utterly impos-
ailile it is for me to keep my engage-
ment. He was always a sensible yonng
man, and— ob, 1 beg your purdon,
Grace! You were speaking to me?”
“Speaking to you? Of course 1
was,” laughed Miss Burney, of the
sunny cnr *“What sort of s brown
study have you fallen into—with such
a woe-begone face, too?"

“‘We're only telling of hin possible
case,"’ explained Miss Stasts-Burgoyue,
slowly sipping & pineapple ice—‘''oi
Girace Burney stealing this elegant
Eastern Apollo from his down-east
flancee, e doclares sbe'll do it
And wouldn't it be nice to steal aa-
other woman's lover "

“Are they already engaged?’ list-
lossly ukadyl.uhh.‘l’ j:

“‘Ob, yes, bard and fast!"

Lesbin shrugged one ivory-white
shoulder,

“‘It's the other girl's busineas to
take care of hersell," murmured she.
“'Ob, yes! society is sll s battle, where
uvery one's bonod to shift for himsalf.
It's all give and take.”

And in her heari she thought ol
Thomns Tarbox, and wished she was
in sume dark, peaceful corner, where
ghe could ory by herself, for this slow,
torturing desth of the old love was so

hard—#0 hard !
But presentiy she resolved to put it
all out of her
YU T'm goiug to the Stants-Bar-
E:{n- ball,” she told horself, **I must
o all my wits sbout me, It's groat
omotion to be asked to such l:igl:}lnlu':

elothes he would probably wear—of

| Until the longed-for waltz came,

It seemed almost |

impled her lip us the sud-

den fanoy erossad her mindof the It |
tle sehoolmn'nm of Saconda lastening

to Thomas Tarbox's prosaie mnit, |
Counld it be possible that she was the |
samegirl?  And she didn't write the
lettor, after all.

Mra. Dolacroix had ordersd two ex-
quisite frocks for Leshia and Grace.

My girls must look as well as any
one at this grande affaire!” il she,
“Who knows bat that they will meet
thele destinies?" ¢

The Btants:-Bargoyne manaion was n
blaze of silver-tongued electrie lights,
n ornsh of flowers, n dream of Parisian
toilettes, and in their midst Mrea,
Delneroix felt a prond conseionsness
that Lesbin, in her ivory-white satin ‘
atid rich old lace, sot off by the Da.
lacroix pearls, looked like a white
rosebnd, newly opened. She pulled
atl her hostosn' slocve.

“Dear Mre, Staats-Burgoyne,” she
whispered, *‘is that the Easterntrav-
eler—the tall man with the straight
Gireek profile and the towering height? |
Pray introdnos him to Leabia. I do
50 want the dear girls to meet him,"

Mrs, Staats-Durgoyne smiled grae-
ionsly.

*Miss Field," said she, "'allow me
to present to yon Mr, Evelyn.”

wabin turned with o little start
from n gronp of inir maidens with
whom she was talkiug.

The Eastern traveler bowed low,
but Lesbia stood as if she were rooted
to the ground.

“‘Miss Field does not remember that
we are old friends, " said Mr. Evelyn,
with n certain well-bred eomposure,
“I would have come to yon at once,
Miss Field, but yon forbade me. I
am now awaiting your snmmons, "

“It—in  never—Thomas Tarbox!"
stammered Losbia, her heart beating
as if it wounld burst through its prison
of satin and poarls,

“They eall me Tom Evelyn now,”
enid the elogant stranger, amiling ou-
rionsly. “It was the condition on
which T inherited the fortune that has
enablod me to travel. 1 wonld have |
written youn all about it, Lesbia, if |
yon had condeseanded to auswer my
Inst letter. Will you favor me with
the third waltz? And then perhaps
wa shall be able to talk a little more
comprehensively,”

He turned with consummate ease to
greet a now ecrowd of steangers, all
eager to be introduced to the lion of
the evening,

Lesbin guzed at him with o deli-
clous pride ofpossession ; and yet, was
| he still hers?

“Losbin ! eried Grace Burney.
“You little arch deceiver, you hava

| played ns wll false! You are ‘the
| other girl " "

Then, for the first time in her Ife, a
sensation of mad jealonsy gripped at
her heart,

Whas it the old love flaming up from

lits half distinet ashea? or was it a
newer light, born of that blissful mo-
ment ?

Bhe roplied to Grace's audacious
speech only by a look.

|  Sophy Stasts-Burgoyne recoiled.

“"“Hush, Grace!” said she, ‘“She's

really angry. It's n cnse of ‘hands
| off." The other girl is not to be trifled
with,"

Lesbia Field was wretohed. Shelooked
piteously up into Mr, Evelyn's face as |
| he offered her his arm,
*'So I bave chianged?" said he, hall

' smiling.
| %0k, Thomas!"
! *“And if you're not ashamed of
me—""
I “Please don't, Thomas!™
[ “My darling, pardon me,"” mur-
mured he. “*Yon mre prottier than
| ever, and I am more in love with you
| than I was before. Still, if yon de-
sire to ba released from our engage-
mont—""

**Oh, Thomas, no!"

*“You are pale. Does this whirling
step make you giddy? Then we will
sit out a hittle while.™

When they returned from the oool
shadows of Mrs, Stasts-Burfoyue's or-
chid house, Lesbin took the Eastern
traveler straight to Mra, Delacroix.

““Liosbia,” cried the old lady, “why
didn't you tell me?"

“Beoanse,”" whispered Lesbis, “I
didn't know."

Sophy and Grace exchanged mis-
chievous glances.

“The other girl is first in the in.
nings," said they,

Bnt little Ernestine rejoiced in

spirit,
*1 mm to carry the basket of roses,”
anid she, **and soatter Howers on the
bride's pathway. Oh, what a beauati-
ful thing a wedding is!"—Satarday
Night.

The Seal’s Strong Sense of Smell,

*Among the many singular traits of
character possessed by seals,” said Ol-
iver L. Mason, a retired sen captain,
“‘pone are more striking than the de-
votion of the male to its offspring,
contrasted with the spathetic atteu-
tion paid by the mother, T'he lstter
will at the least alarm bolt away into
the son nnd leave her babies Lehind
her, but the bulls mount guard over
the swarming herds of young and
nothing oan exceed their devotion and
courage when called upon as protect-
ors. The sense of smell possessed by
the senls is very strong and will in-
varisbly wake them oot of a sound
slesp, even if you come upon them
ever o (uietly to the windward, and
you will alarm them in this way much
more thoronghly, thongh you be a
Linlf mile distant, than if you eame up
curclessly from the leeward and even
walked in smong them, they seeming
to feel that you are not differedt from
ons of their own species nntil the
smell you, The ehief attraction in
these snimals is their large, handsome
eyes, which indicate great iptellis
gence, They are a deep bluish black
with a soft vnaning AppPEArALCe, BN
l]::&upll, like the cat's, is capable of
E dilution and coutrac -3k
Globe-Democrat.

A BULL TIGHT,

MOW THE BRUTAL SPORT
CONDUCTED IN SPAIN,

14}

Three Kinds of Nnlla<~Duotios of the
Men Wha Fight the Hrates
—~Ralslng ulls for
the Hing.

»
/ \ : :

\ in more stirring and im-
posing than the first part
of nn extensive bnll fight, Thero is
the cervmontons entranes 1o the hiare
of trampete, the procession of historic
costnmes, erimson, pale blue, white
and eanary, poa green, silver, white
il pink, searlet, hiack, dark blue
nad white—nand wver all the brilliant
sunlight and the enthnsinsm of an

auniienes binzing with exetement
The ring ot Tarrazonn has senta for
17,000 people—~more than the entive
population of L] 1ty eity on {he
Solliterean #0100 A New )\‘nrk Ru-
ot correspondent, and yet the
fcats nre oftin inll, for the eountry

prople loek in, on l¢:%, on donkays,
nswes, lorses nnd fn bullock-oart.

HATEVER the marality of
thio thing may be,unothing

Whoen the great band strikes np the |

stirring mateh, when the thounianls
en the beaches hegin to move them-
seives nneasily and sereani down greet-
ings to their favorite fighiters, when
the long proeccsvion glitters in the
rioe, you hiave a seene before you not
to Liw forgatten

The eenteal idea of a bl ight is to
show the conrage amd desterity of
.
is wore than s man's mateh <the bnll
with his strength, ferooity and sharp
horns—the man aroe ! only with a
slender aword, The mowe mnse kil
the hull with bhat s stogie stroke § this

strokie must be deliversd in o spocial |

rpot, behind the shonldefs, and to
give this stroke the man mast face the
bull.  All this is delieate and dunzer-
utts —~wittess the lamentalile death of
the young amd handsoma l‘:s:mrh'ru,
Jotlleed in the ring st Madrid by nbuil

It ds neknowledged that the bull |

the ring and e is being tenand by men
with red eloaks, whioh they flanut e
fore him.  He i« aslender animal, with
smnll Bind quarters, but with a tremen-

E.DADA REIRIVING APDPLATSR -
dons neok and shonlders.  He inrather
small than large. Hia horns are
straight and sharp, and he is gquite
quick and tricky. They flaunt their
alonka befors his face, esoape by amoere
ineli; they jamp the fencs. Bat for
the horse there is no eseape. The
horses are voor erentures, ready for
the shambles.  They wonld be killed
anyway, for they are useless and des
Leropit, The reason for the introdnoe-
tion of the horses is (1) to show the
vigor of the Imll, who tosses them
with wiekel strangth; (2) it is to tire
the bull a little, in order that a single
banded man may face him; (3) it is to
| give the hinll a smell of blood, that
| beine natorally what he himsell is
fighting for; and (4)—it must ha said
—it i to zive the people themselves a
winell of bloold, ‘rlln-'_“ like the Blood !

The fizhters who have waved the
cloaks are toreadors ; the men who ride
| the horses nre the proadors, and those

BANDERILLERO STEPPING ASIDE PROM THE BULL.

—

of no great conrage, ennning or fores
of character. When Ispeak of a bull’s
morsl qualities, it is no idle word.
Bullsare of thres kinds, and whenever
anew boll jumps into the ring the
people know by his first movements
just what kind of a bull he is, Balls
are levantados, parados and aplomados
~—just ns men ave beedless, indolent
and well balanced.

The lovantado, the giddy or thonght-
less bull, rushes immediately, with a
high head, noross the ring, He makes
in turu for every side, ho leaps and
dashes, often comioallv. Then he
charges on the borses and the men
who ride them. Heis an easy bull to
kill. His adversary knows how ho will
wot—ho is a hall wwho jnmps direotly
at the last thing taking his attention,

The parado, or lazy bull, comes on
in a httle trol, then stops, wheels
around and returns to the gate whence
he emorged. Dut it is necessary to
distrost a lazy boll, Sometimes he
becomes irritated in the very midst of
his laziness, and then he is & terrible

.||[nl\!.1lr:! T

il

BULLA IN THE STALLA.

opponent, There is no counting with
bim then, His character is changed,
The aplomado, or level-headed bull,
however, is the most dangerous of all.
Nothiug is more splensdid than his en-
trauce to the ring. He stands before
the publio with his lesd thrown np,
without excitement, His nir is so ma-
jestic that the people shout. He
scarcely notices the envmies, but
seems to Jook eotirely at the sudience,
as if to ask their admiration. Thoeu
ponuding on the ground with his fore-
feet, be rushes surely st the spears
wan mounted on his shaky andsblind-
folded horse. Throughont the fight
he takes care not to tire himself, but
shows sn intelligenee and decision
that amount to generalship, Tt is not
strange ho should—the Spanish fight.
ing bull is not & common bull.
music has censed playing, and
the fight commences.y The bull is in

!whu come in after three or four or
seven horses have been killed are ban-
derilleros, The coming of each set of
men is like s new net ina tragedy.
And their coming and their going are
marked by long flonrishes of trumpeta,
Each of the banderilleros holds two
beribboned darts, whioh he mast stiock
in the bull's neck. It i8 a matter of
great skill and danger, I saw a ban-
derillero ruined for life at Madrid in
the spring of 1802, The resson why
they prick ihe bull with these steel
darts is to makas him ferocious after he
istired, It is o trying thing to wateh
the daring und the danger of the ban-
derilleros, The bull comes with nrash
upon the nimble fellows, who evale
him by a hair's brendth.  Each evasion
aud each trick of their bravado has its
name, and is applanded by the thous
saadls on the benches,

The trumpets blow again and the
dram rolls, It is tho entrance of the
mntador —=the “torendor,” us heisino-
correctly called in “Carmen.” Hwe is
the high professional who holds the
sword, So he is ealled “fespada,”
swordsman, which is the names ho pre-
fors,  After the Paris Exposition of
1589 when they (the Duke of Veragan
and others) wero trying to maintain a
-[N'mmrenl. bull ring in the City of

ight, there was an ountery in the
papers, saying that such eruelty was
uot in the French charncter, The
Courrier Franeas bronght out a car-
toon by Willette, whioh, being eiren-
Inted thronghont Spain by homane
Spaniards with o missionary zeal, pro-
voked the bitter curses of the popu-
Ince, It showed n black-faced **es-
pads,” or “swordsman,” in s bull ring
with o dying bull behind him, He
was starting back, in guilty fright,
from n fair, shadowy female figure
representing France. She pointed to
his swurd, whieh she bhad broken at
his feet, and said: **The sword is not
for the butoher "

The matador mnst kill & erazy ani-
mal. The bull isn weskened, but the
banderiileros with their darts, have
gixen him s temporary strength, which
comes from his sroused ferocity. For
o few moments he is stronger even
than at first, althongh it is & strength
that cannot last, In thess few mo-
munts, full of danger, the espada muost
dispateh him, Do not talk of cow-
ardice ! 'T'hese espadas are the bravest
kind of meu,

The drum sonnds, Come now, let
us kill him! He calls to the Presi-
dent: “I greet your worship and all
smatenrs und all men of cournge!
Ole!" He has o flag in one haud,
He tries she bull with & groat wave,
A listle more and there would be one
matador the less. What an esoapel
Now, Ajajnl That came off well!
““Take that!" Ah! He fearod to
sirike, A hiss. Now every one is
quiet, Now for a stroke! Oofl The

[-m'nrﬂ Lendus it his sirtiek a Dbone,
Ho strikes ngain, like lighining)
Long live my merit and my art!
And Tet it be as Gold willa!" Applanse,
applanse, applansal It was o great
stroke, There is no blood from the
bnll's mouth, He has been stroek
nirnight through the heart, not in the
Inngs, The bLull sways, dranken,
Then he comfortably settles on lLias
knees, Then e sits down ns if he
wora to go to sleep at night. Then
Lio is dead,

The matador in walking ronnd the
ring and bowing, while cigars, oranges
and hats and fowers rain down on
bim by thousands. It s a way the
nudienes has of showing its delight
nnd ndmiration.

The fighting bulls of Andalnsin have
their breeding places chosen for them
ns if they wore yonng prinoes with a
tasto for natural scenery, or gods mas.
querading, ns they one time did, in
(bovine shape,  No valloy is tgo
andaweel \\"'.t‘.J odorons herbs for t 1em,
no stream of mountain sonree too vir-
ginal and enol for their Lot youthfual
hides to wallow in.  The young bulls
have even chapevons to keep them
eompany and keep them ont of harm,
There are the cabostros, very intelli-
gent oxen, who fulitll toward them the
| ofiee of guide, philosopher and friend
[ from their youth up. As woon ns »
voung bull goos heyond the limits of
his nntural pastarage these cabestros,
without even an order from the gnard-
fnn, dash after him, ringing their
bells whieh hang from their fat necks.
They soon surronnd the young de-
nerter, who, withont the least resist.
ance comes bnck with o lowered head,
ns if he woere ashamed,

The nsefulness of these eabostros is
no less even in the bull ring. From
time to time young bulls are tested in
the ring, with lenther balle aronnd
their horns, A crowd of boys elimb
down from out the andience snd show
off their skill by teasing him and slips
ping from him. There 18 not much
danger for the boys, excopting broken
ribs, and for the bnll there is not even
| pin,  They tease him with their coats,
but may not strike him. Buat he gets
excited, roshing farionsly, and yon
eannot make him leave the ring. Or,
ns it sometimes happens, o brave and
tntelligent bull nt a real fight is spared
his life at the demand of the andience,
or disables two men or kilis one, In
ench ense he must go free, But it
wonlid bo in vain to try to drive him
from the ring. Yot it is suflivient that
these good old oxen shounld appene
ringing the rememberad bells of Lis
childbood for the young bull or the
old bull to hasten to join the group
again and ran oot to the stables, after
n short trot roun « the ring.

- |

Olest Mason In the United States,

The oldest Freemason in the United
Sintes, Adna Adams Treat, was born
in Hartford, Conn., April 8, 1797, 1u
1829 he bwcame n member of Apollo
Lodge of Troy, N, X., and he is still
w member of that organization. In
1825 he warried Miss Jane Reilay, of
Troy, who died Ostober 28, 1800, For
a nnmber of years Mr. Treat has lived
in Denvor, Col, with his daughter,
the wife of Dootor Burnham, of that
eity, He is the oldest churchman in
the West.

In early life this nged Mason was
enguged in the pietore frame buiness
in Uartlord, He was one of the foun-
ders ot *““the Troy Looking-Glass Man-
nfactory.” In 1830 he removed to
Hyracuse and engaged in the grain
trade.  Bubsequently he resided in
Ohio and Indians, going westward
with the population of the period. He
wis eighty years of age when he begin
the writing of poems of an anniver-
sary and descriptive character, Hin
desoription of the Roocky Mountains
and the poem writton on the ninety-
sixth suniversary of hLis birth have
been published.

The old Mason and his bride, Jane
Reilay, were rogarded as the hand-
somest conple 1n Troy back in 1825,
Mr, T'reat 1 hale nnd hearty in his
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ninety-sighth year and bids fair to
reach the coucluding yearsol the cen-
tury, He has been s Muson more
than soventy yoars, —New York Times.

e
An lmprovement iu Churns,

An inprovement in the ordinary
box-shapail conoussion churn husbesn
made in Australia, The improvement
consists simply in having two square
apertures, one opposite thoe other, in-
stond of the one aperture which ix the
rulo in ordinary churas. The sesond
opening permits thorough ventilation
witer the operation of churnng is
econoluded, nud also enables the cleans
ing to be much more effectaally done
than under the oll condition. —New
York World.

The greatest naval review of mods
orn times was by Quesn Vietoria in
1834 ut the beginning of the Orimean
wir,  The flest extended in an uns
broken line for five miles and com-
prised 800 men-of-war, with twice that
number of store and supply ships. The -
fleet was manned by 40,000 sesmen,

-—-——*‘——q
There are 220,000 mwen of sll uations
in the British army.




