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~ thought ber pretty before!
- smiling at him {0 a timid way,

little
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th‘:.tll‘:’at strange chnos from which all

Bo ha:th ,it bobbed—sea, mountain, man,
'lg}hnnt.a’one hath ever hnd a fall,
ough land and water, envious of

In
H“!l: lmlted often, leaving little trace,

—Lurana W,

In such do both stretch and
sprawl,
nd all nd, abow
Are other hlumbll;lu d:n % t 1
Eome million , rolling here and there,
And on their shells more men, for all we
w,
Yet, lhishia scheme stupendous, our great
w
Saith, nni-_a for all—=Man and his Earth

are 1T.
Sheldon, in the New York Times,
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The Further Research of Wickham.

By RITA

KELLEY.
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Thomas Henry Wickham was good-
looking, intellectunl and—tiwenty-
elght. MHe had always considered
girls unworthy of attention, and had
dévoted his time to research In old
Gothie.

To be sure, once or twiee during
the vear he had taught In the West-
ern university he had nccepted invita-
tions to places of amusement where
ladies were pregent. But that was be-
cause, it belng leap-year, the Indles
had done the honors, and Miss Eu-
genin Harned, instructor In French,
was not a young woman to be re-
fused.

Now the year wis over and he
was off for his home In Boston, glad
to be free from Western crudeness
forever, He had planned to leave on
the evening train for Chicago, where
he would join an excursion golng pas|
Niagara and Toronto, down the Hud-
gon, arriving at Boston in three days.
He Tushed with pleasure az he bade
jhe president good-by, The old man
was saying with admiration: “Good
work, my hoy. You are dolng well
to be called back to Harvard after one
year of teaching, and 1 wish you gue-
ress.” Wickham was still blushing
as he left the ofce and ran into Fan-
shaw, fellow in English, and Jenks,
of the philosophy department.

“Hello!" Jenks sald., “They tell
me you're leaving to-day?"

"Yes," Wickham announced; "I go
out on the 10.30." |

"Why," lnnghed Fanshaw, "Miss—"
he suddenly choked—“we'll ba down
to see you off,” he finished lamely
Wickham, absorbed in the business
of getting out eof town, walked off
through the campus, unconscious of
the winks and nods of the two men in
front of the executive office.

He reached the station barely in
time that night, and found the plat-
form crowded with men of the
Younger wuniversity set and young
women, among them Miss Eugenia
Harned. Apparently they were down
10 gee him off, nnd Wickham was fiat-
tered. He had never thought much
of popularity, but {f this was posing
in the public eye he llked it. The
train thundered in and he climbed
sboard, after several of the syoung
women, including Miss Harned, had
preceded him. Some of the men fol-
lowed, and when he got inside he
saw a whole host of them coming
from the other end of the Pullman
His heart warmed. He had never
considered himsell a general favorite
betore, and the thought pleased him.

Something was fiylng through the
air like confetti on a fete night. The
passengers in the other sections were
all looking toward his end of the ear
and laughing uproariously. As he
dropped his traveling bag on the sent
an old shoe, thrown through the air,
glanced off hig sleeve, He turned and
saw Mlss Harned, the French instrue-
tor, In the opposite section, sur-
rounded by bags and suit cnses, She
was blushing furicusly and looked

vexed. Wickham thought she was
BOing to ¢ry. He opened his mouth to
speak. Something hit against his

testh and he bit on It. It was white
and hard, like a kernel, He saw that
it was sprinkled over seats, people
and traveling bags, and that the floor
was peppered with It. Someone at
the door called out, “Where's the
bride?" The bell rang, the train be-
gan to move and the young people
all scuttled.

The train wae getting well under
way as Wickham stepped out on the
platform and slammed the door be-
hind him,

Jenks and Fanshaw, returning
from the station arm in arm, were
renderad speechless by the apparition
of Wickham coming toward them
from the second corner,

“Why—why—what's the matter?”
stammered Jenks.

“Nothing,” returned Wickham: “I
Just came down to meet you. I'm
going out on the morning train,” he
snnounced. “The lady is“more com-
fortable s0,” and, turning, he walked
with them up the street.

He barely made an east-bound train
out of Chicago the following after-
noon, and was walking down the alste
looking for a seat when he stopped
short, staring blankly, There before
him sat Miss Eugenia Harned, look-
fng very pretty, in a cool brown and

d dress. Strange, he had never
She was
He
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“It was true. Exactly,” she finished
for him. “And they did. 1 spent half
the nlght explaining that you had
dropped off to save yourself from
false accusation.”

“But, Miss Harned, 1 tried to save
you!" Wickhum was flushing in his
effort to justify himself,

“Well, you didn’t," she announced,
looking him steadily in the eves,
“They decided you had been kld-
naped, and they are all on tiptoe to
gee you make thig train."

“Here—now?" Wickham looked
around him. “Are these the same
people?” he asked, with a blank ex-
pression,

“Yes," she said; “the excursion
traln was held over for twelve hours
by a freight, and they are all bound
for Boston,"

Wiekham groaned, Miss Harned
settled herself in the extreme corner
of her seat and looked steadlly nt the
fiying seenery. Wickham took to

studying her face, because there was

nothing else to do,

“Three whole days of this,” he |

thought, and he decided to move on
Into the smoker. He made gome at-
lempt to excuse himself without at-

¢

on our wedding trip.” She smiled
reminlscently. “That Isn't such a
nice one as yours—" Eugenia
squirmed In her seat by the window.
She threw Wickham a glance that
ghould have softened his heart, but it
didn't.

“Are you going to live in Boston?"
the lttle woman was questioning.
Aund Wickham, with & charming bow,
acknowledged that they were.

He looked at Miss Harned. He de-
éided all at once that he wanted a
smoke. He bowed himsell off as
smoothly and as quickly as possible.
By the time he had reached the
smoker he had forgotten all about
clgars, His face betrayed unusual
perturbation of mind, and he adjusted
his liat several times before it rested
entlrely to his satisfaction. He was
conselous that he had gone too far
with Miss Harned, and he had the
uncomfortable thought that she
would mnever forglve nhim, And
throngh all he knew he should be
proud of Miss Harned If she were nc-
tunlly his wife.

His wite! The mere thought had
all the flavor of wildest romance., To
the man's man—to a digger of old
Gothie roots—the first realization of
femininity as a potent force in lfe
strueck him broadeide with a force
that made him gagp. His wife! Why
not? He started up with his chin out,
a full light of determinetion in his
eye—he would go and ask her now,
And he swung down the alsle,

Migs Harned was belng entertalned
by the little woman in the brown al-
pace dress, She looked tired and
crozs, and a red spot glowed In elther
cheek, He ignored the little womnn,
who looked up brightly at him, but
went on talking, and, leaning over
toward Miss Harned, he sald steadily:

“Come on out here; T want to talk
with you."

She threw him a glance that was
hnif scorn, half entrenty.

“Then they all got the measles and
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BENJAMIN JOWETT, ¢
ON THE RIGHTS OF PROPERTY.

Matthew Arnold says:

And agnin he says:

posseas the war Ever since E“mt
the condition of the eommon peopile
their minds |
effort gains.

from the Middle Age, and which we

talising our lower class., An

best ?

property,
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“Inequality, hike absolutism, thwarts a vital instinet,
hgainst nature, s aguinst our humanization.
against vature, and in the long run breaks down.

“Democracy is trying Lo affirm its own essence; to live, to enjoy, to

[‘-l. e emerged from barbaviem, ever since
wighn a little to improve, ever since
an ta stir, this effort of democracy
strength; and the more their condition improves, the more strengt

“Our shorteomings in civilization are due to our inequality; or, in
other words, the great inequality of olasses and property, which

of inequality, this constitution of things has the natural and
effect of materinlizing our upper class, vulgarizing our middle elass, and bro-

i this is to fail in civilization. We are trying
to live on with n soeinl organizstio i

And then therg was serene old Henjamin Jowett, who pauses
in his analysis of Plato's “Republic” to ask:

“Are we quite sure that the received notions of property are the
Can the spectator of time and all existence be quite convineed that
one or two thonsand years hence great changes will not have taken place
in the rights of property, or éven that the very notion of property beyond
whit is necessary for personil maintenance muy not
The retleetion will oceur that the state of society ean hardly he final in
which the interests of thousands are periled on the life and character of a
single person, And many will indulge the hope that the state in which we
live will be only transitional, and may conduct to a higher state, in which
besides ministering to the enjoyment of the few, may also furnish
the means m the highest enlture to all, and will be a greater benefit to the
ublic generilly, and also more under the control of public authority,
Jf'hn-r mny come a time when the sy
will with my own? may appear to be a barbarons relic of individuslism, "

)
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and being thus

A wystem founded on it is

s been  gaining

this

: ] rame to ns
muintain because we have the religion
Hecessary

n of which the day 19 over.™

have disappenred ?

g, ‘Have I not a right to do what 1
-——From Collier's Wéekly.
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tracting the attention of the passen-
gers, but she ignored him. He fell
to wondering if she wounld forgive
him for the embarrassment of the
evening before, and remembered that
he had not asked for pardon. She
seemed unconscious of his gaze, and
he watched the sensitive outlines of
her face vary in expression. Really,
ghe was very Interesting. The brown
of her dress just matched the sheen
of her bair and eyes. He found him-
gelf adjusting his panama on his
blond head, squaring his shoulders
that had been broadened by rowing
in the Harvard crew. 1f only they
had not been thrust together under
guch trying clreumstances! He met
her eyes and looked at her till she
spoke,

“And you are such a woman-hater,
too—" ghe sald.

“0Ob, but I'm nat!"" He flashed itout
and smiled dazzlingly at her to see
she light In her eyes, Truly, Wick-
ham was wakiong up. “Some women,
perhaps; but certainly not of you.”

“Oh, your husband has found you,
I gee! " exclaimed a thin, little voice.
And Wickham turned to see a moth-
erly person beaming upon them with
kindly eyes. He bent toward Miss
Harned with the least bit of a wicked
gleam in his eyes,

“We'll have to stick it out to the
end,” he said.

+“To Boston," she corrected.

“Madam, won't you be meated?”
He roge and bowed gravely to the odd
lttle person in & brown alpaca dress.
She slipped’into the seat shyly, her
thin, worn hands fingering a ploat
down the front of her dress, Her

pulled off his hat and sat down in the

’i..,'sut facing the one which she occu-
- pied. :

' . “Miss Harned,” he gaaped; *this s
-

- "I'm sorry it you rogret moeting
-

0 again." Her long lashes swept
i cheek ns she looked down. Then
glanced up at the man glaring
pmfited at her. “But I'm glad 1

& chance to tell you how unut-

iy mean you were to leave me

t—siluation—Inst might.”

more uncomfortahle

leyes redeemed Her plain face; they

grew Inrge and almost wistful as they
iooked at Miss Harned.
“You must be so happy,” she eald,

| her volce lngering ovér the words.

Pugenla Harazd fiushed erimson,
“Pardon  ma," the ttle woman
hastened to add. *I know just how
vou feal; It In nll g0 new and—won-
derful. And you can't hardly realize
that It s all true yet—that you've
got each other.” She looked from
Miss Harped to kah;:. That
wicked person returned glance

Johnny took the whooping cough—"
Miss Harned shot to her feet and was
crowding Into the alsle before the
amazed little woman could finish her
sentence; but Wickham bent over
and looked Into the hurt, brown eyes,

“Thank you," he eald, gently, let-
ting his fingers sweep over her worn
hand. “We'll be back presently,” and
he strode after Miss Harned, overtak-
ing her on the platform,

“1 am sorry, Miss Harned,"” he said,
tnking hold of her arm and closing
the door at the same time, She con-
fronted him with angry eyes brim-
ming with tears,

“Oh, forgive me,” he said, with a
world of compnselon in his volee, It
is all & missrable mlstake, and I'll go
| back and kill those university people

it you say g0." He looked &g viclous
that ghe langhed through he? tears,

| “No, no; let them live. The poor
dunces! They've nothing else to do.”

“But their asinine foollshness has
made you uncomfortable,

“Really, I'm beginning to enjoy it
—Iil's all go—s0 unusunl." A round-
ing of a curve sent her into Wick-
ham's arms.

“Yos, It I8," he nssented, steadying
her and looking down at the brown
head so near his  shoulder —“and
nice.” he ndded, watching the tendrils
of ber halr stream out In the wind.

“Don’t, don't!™ she pleaded; “don't
you see they are all looking?"

Wickham became conscious that
his arm was still about her and that
there were people In the coach akz2ad.
A sudden light came into his cyes,
it was a mingling of Satanle glee
or triumph. Eugenia eould not tell
which; but the arm around her tight-
ened. Instinetively she knew her
hour had come—that there was no
escape,

“It |8 quite the customary thing
for & man to put his arm around his
wife when they are looking at the
scenery,” he said, assuredly. Bugenia
gasped. She trled moving away nat-
urally, as though Lo take another look
at a telegraph pole fiying past. He
moved with her, keeping her firmly
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goor is locked—a e formants

the porter saw to. This road Is par-
tieularly kind to newly-married peo-
ple."

“Dr., Wickham,” her eyes blazed
dangerously as she confronted him,
“are you a fool or a madman?™

“Neither, my dear,” he sald, sooth-
mgly; “only this thing has got to
end here, and the only way out of it
Is for you to promise to marry me.
Wil you?™ Agaln Miss Harned could
only gasp.

“You see, these people are mainly
Bostonese, and I've met a few who
are personnlly acquainted with our
families (may the Lord forgive me),”
he sald under his breath, “and there
is really no other way out of it. Wil
vou, Bugenin? You see, our family
has known yours for generntions, and
it Is truly not so bad, and—and 1
love you, Eugenla, Say yves. "

His arm was like iron about her.
The people In the coach sat with eyes
turned discreetly away. She looked
up at hig broad shoulders, his fine
head, and reluctantly into his serious
blue eyes. 8he had half expected to
find them mocking, but they held her
reluctant ones with a quiet force that
fuscinated her. She could not look
away.

“Will you, Eugenin?" he nsked,

Bhe could not bring herself to say
elther the one thing or the other,
His eyes were searching hers, and she
felt herself ylelding Irrevoeably. B8he
made a last futlle effort to get away,
and stopped motlonless,

“You will, Eugenia," he said, soft-
Iy, and beénding over he kissed her
full on the lips. He smiled to ses the

hot color enrge In hep face, 8She
langhed with embarrasement,
“Have It your own way,"” she sald.

“But, thank heaven, getting engnged
doesnu’'t menan getting marrled. 10 1
ever get off Lthis tralp—"

“You'll marry me," he said, smiling
dowi at her.

“*Well, we'll not speak of that now,"
ghe enid, dlgengaging lersell with a
glgh of rellef nnd glancing into the
CAT.

“Yes, time enough when our
friends meet us at Boston," he as-
sented, lazily. “Have you had enough
fregh alr?" he asked, turning toward
the door and opening it

“Why — I'll never speak to you
again!™ she sald, looking at the open
door. "You sald it was locked."

“All's falr, you know," he sald,
slepping aside for her to pass, and
looking so handsome (hat she had
not the heart to more than frown

“1'll say good-by to vou fer a little
while, Mrs, Wickham,” he grinned
ns he left her in her seotion.

It Is not known definitely what
Wickham did In the following two
days, but he must have made himself
very engaging, for Eugenia had prom-
Ised to marry him in the fall, and
they were on good terms when the
traln pulled Into Back Bay station.

She was stunned (o descend Into a
very bediam of old friends and rlee—
rice everywhere, She threw one van-
quished glance at Wickham, who
stood smug and complacent, his arm
around an elderly woman with nosge-
glasses, who clung to his coatl buttons
with tremulous hands,

“But ! thought you were going into
further research, Thomas," wilh a
discomfited glance at Miss Harned.

“Yes, so | have, mgther. Come,
meet my wife.” and he went loward
Eugenia, who stond expostulating to
the hllarlous and utterly Incredulous
crowd. He bent over her,

“We'll run out to Cambridge to-
morrow at 10 and have it fixed up,”
he sald,

8he looked at him with rellef and
resignation in her eyes

“1 guess we'll have to!“—McCall's
Magazine,

The Amerlean Museum of Natural
History hag received sampleg of the
hair. wool and hide of a mammoth,
probably the only samples of the out-
er covering of this extinet animal

now In America. They are from Ele-
phant Point, Alaskn.

Most of the opium in India |s pro-
dueced In the agencies of Bihar and
Benares, which have, respectively,
106,000 and 215,000 acres under cul-
tivation. The nel revenue derived
from the opium in 1907 amounted {o
$14,674,803.

A machine for making corks out of
waste paper and peper pulp has re-
cently been perfectea and patented.
This machine makes corks out of all
kinds of waste paper, which are much
superior to the ordinary corks, as
they are Impervious to acids or olls.
Tests made by chemists and the larg-
er users of corks =ay they are far su-
peoior to the old style in every way.

A learned Itallan doctor saye that
glantism fs a morbld process—a dis-
ense due to an enlargement of a part
of the brain which is endowed with
growth—regulated functions. When
that part of the brain enlarged, the
limbs grew to an abncrmal extent and
other physical changes occurred, the
excess of growth being chiefiy in the
lower jaw, the arms and legs. The
average life 13 only a fractlon over
twenty years. Ireland has produced
at least four giants—MoGrath, born
In Tipperary, in 1736 (he was 7 fest

THE RAID OF THE TUSKER.

“We were all seated under the sha-
mlana, a gort of fringed canopy un-
der which Bast Indlans sit in the cool

of the evening,” says Mr. Inglis, In
“Tent Life in Tiger Land.” “Our
hunting togs were discarded and our
guns were belng cleaned.” .As they
sat thus, unprepared for any emer-
gency, plercing gereams were sudden-
1¥ heard.

“Hun, sahibs, run! The t(usker
has gong mad. Hehas broken loose!"

All started to their feet, and the
terror-gtricken servants flew In every
directlon. The great elephant made
a run for the cook, who was bending
over a gtewpan, With admirable pre-
clsion of mind the man delivered the
hissing pan full in the gaping mouth
of the furlous benst.

Our first Impulse was to run for
our guns, but they were all tnken to
plecea, Nol one In the camp was
ready for use.

The elephant next made a rush for
the shamiana; the ropes snapped like
burnt flax, the lacquered bamboo
poles bLroke |lke pipe-stems. Like
the colldpsing bulk of a punctured
balloon, the canopy crashed to the
ground, while we made our escape in
ull directions,

One of the party, Maf by name,
A man of great strength, who kept »
small mesrschnum pipe continually
between his lips, tumbled over, and
conld not rize before the brute was
on him,

The rest of us stumbled over the

tent ropes, dnghed tb the river,
plunged In and swam across. ‘Then
we pans®d, and missed Mae, From

the servanis came the frighteped
wauil, “'Oh, the sphib Is dead! Alas!”
From the river bank we could see
the Lirute in a perfect fury of rage,
trampling on the shapeless heap of
cloth, furniture and poles, dlgging
his tusks into the canvas In an aban-
don of uncontrollable madness. Thers
was little doubt that Mae lay erughed
to death, mangled out of all likeness
by those terrible fuska. We walted
an age, It seemed, In an agony of
suspense. By the clear moonlight
everything was ns plain as by day,
The elephant (osged the strong
ecanvas canopy as i it were a door-
mat, giving thrust after thrust, and
gereaming ina frenzy of wrath, Fi-
nally It shook its masgive bulk, made

for the dining-tent, and after de-
mollshing that, meade for the
jungie,

There wae an nwlul silence, broken
only by a stifled sob. Then some one
sald, *'Poor ald Mac!"

After a time we ventured to the
gpol. From the shapeless mound of
canvas there proceeded something
llke n groan. Then a volee said:

“Look alive, fellows, and get me
out of this or I'll be smothered!"

‘0O Mac!" we blubbered. “lIs it
renlly you?"

“Who did you think It was?" was
the answer.

We set to work to extricate our
friend, Tables and chalrs were on
top of him so (hat he could breathe
but not stir. [t was a narrow eseape
One thrust of the tusks had passed
between his arm and hig side. The
tension of nerve was so great that at
one time he lost consclousness,

Mac's first care, when he was once
free from the tangle, was to search
for his pipe.

BATHING IN THE DEAD SEA.

It Ia well known that the waters
of the Dead Bea are much heavier
than thoge of the ocean, This is due
to the great amount of salt heid in
golutlon, A few vears ago Mr,, now
8ir Gray Hill, of Eogland, made trial
of swimming in the sea and then in
the Jordan, to compare the two. He
tells the result in his book, “"With
the Deduins: "

Many tounrists while at Jeriche
bathe In the Dead Sea and the Jor-
dan, and for very shame | coulll not
puss by without dolng so. But my
experience was pecullar. 1 had wich
me ona of the Jericho shelks and
one of the muleteers, and we rode
first to the Dead Bea. 1Ils walers
are generally perfectly still and of
a splendid blue color; but now, ow-
fng to the stordh, they were very
rongh, the waves ran high, and for
some two hundred yards from the
shore were of an ugly brown.

I looked askance at it az I un-
dressed, but felt bound to go In. The
waves very promptly knocked me
down, and filled my mouth, nose and
eyes with their strong brine. Agaln
1 tried, and again, pleking up one
after another of the bare branches
of trees which are carried down by
the Jordan and washed on to the
shores of this strange luke, with
which I tried to steady mysell as |
walked in. But the force of the
waves, alded by the great floating
power of the water, twisted the
branches out of my hands, and
knocked me down time after time
until, feeling that I had done enough
for principle, I acknowledged that the
victory did not lle on my side, and

whith we were, and which won!
Have been the wisest course to adopt.
I wanted to take a header. 8o pro-
curlng a long gtick, 1 ascended ;

an overhanging tree.

In I plunged, Intending to swim
down to the regular bathing-place,
where I knew there must be & good
bottom for getting out, Down 1
came with the fast-flowing yellow
flood, striking out in the fullest en-
Joyment.

But when 1 was just about to put
my foot to the groupd, I was brought
up sharp with a tremendous blow on
my right brenst, If it had struck
me on the heart it would, I think,
have killed me on the spot. 1 had
come down on to the end of a stake
polnting up-stregm and driven In to
mark the upper boundary of the
bathing-place, but which was hidden;
owing to the rains having raised the
surfaca of the river. I had some
difficulty in erawling out agaln, and
wis black and blue in the chest for
i month afterward. There is nothing
like a little experience to teach one
wisdom.—Youth's Companion.

A LAST LESSON.

Putting the finlshing touches to &
broneo's education Is sometimes ex-
citing business. “Brone” was a big
black beauty of a colt, but about as
mean as he was handsome. He had
never been properly broken by his
first owner, and his second master put
him into the hands of the best horse-
bresker in camp, hoping for an lm-
provement, How his education was
completed iz described in Out West.

“They called this pony a outlaw
bedore 1 took a holt of Him," re-
marked the “broneo-buster,” when
the training of the hlack beast was
well along, *Shucks!” Nowndays
it n hoss bucks his saddle-blanket
oft'n him the boys say, ‘Outlaw! Bad
broneo! Guess U'll ride that ol’ hoss
over yonder.!

“I've sweated most o' the ugliness
outen him a'ready,” contintied the
tralner., '"“He ain't got but one mean
hablt left, an’ to-day I'm a-going to
'arn him to ferglt it."

The mean habit referred to was
this: When Brone declded to go
straight ahead, he'd go, Over rocks
nnd down the steep banks of a wash,
through eactus and the well-named
cat’s claw; and if the chollas pricked
him or the curved elaws of the brush
snatehed at his flanks, he wonld
throw In some faney bucking for
good measure ng he tore along., But
turn? Never!

The tralner took his riata from
the eaddle-horn, tied one end to the
rope bridle, or hackamore, and fas-
tened It securely under the faw. Then
he petted the colt, working toward
its flanks, until the animal allowed
him to reach the tail and fasten a
loop of rope in its heavy strands,

The free end of the riata was
passed through the loop In a way
whicth would bring the horse's head
and tall together when tightened,
and by passing the riata onece more
through both hackamore and loop It
wns prevented from slipping when
relensed,

“Now for the grand merry-go-
round!" announced the trainer: and
standing away from the colt's heels,
he pulled the riata taut till the ani-
mal was bent nearly double. “Keep
turning till I say ye can stop!” he
commanded; and In fact the bewils
dered creature was revolving like a
top, elowly learning the old lesson
of his race—that man's will {s law
for the horse,

At the end of twenty minutes or fo
the trainer decided that the stiff neck
was sufficlently limber. When heo
mounted he discovered hls error; the
frightened horee pranced and bucked
with him, and finally tried to roll
over the rider, who sprang from the
saddle just in time,

But hig patience was by no means
exhansted,

"Here's a sure way to make 'em
limber,” he announced; and pleking
up a large flat stone, he tapped” the
horsa’s neck for a few minutes stead-
iy, but not with sufficient force to
hurt him. “He'll feel that pretiy
soon, an'" find It easler to turn than
brace hls tender neck against the
reing."”

When the pony had been reversed
—that is, tied hend and tall on the
opposite side—and allowed o rotate
another half-hour, he was dripping,
with sweat and ecompletely subdned.

The trainer mounted, and the eolt
allowed himself to be ridden about
the fiat untll he tangled In his trail-
ing riata and fell, the rider still on
top.

“Now we'll turn him loose an” sed
how he behaves hlssell,” remarked
the trainer; and unslinging the ropes,
he again mounted and rode the pnow
tractable horse in circlea and figure
efghts, turning and wheeling at will.

"I'd a heap sooner twist this erit-
ter's neck with a rope,' the trainer
concluded, “than have him break his

neck an’ mine, (oo, over yonder
clif”
This was the Jjustifieation of

Brone's hard lesson.

Cold and the Skin.

Sharp frosts or cutting winds have
an unpleasant way of finding out the
weak pointa In the entaneous system,
and unless special attention ia paid
to the hygiene of the skin a good
deal of unnecessary discomfort, of
even actual sufferlog, must needs be
endured.—London Hospital,

stream a little, and made sure by
sounding with it of a deep spot under




