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—(\The The Baby. )

By MRS, MARY A, DB!ISOH
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No; 1 didn’t want to see the baby
=—that baby! 1 couldn't have looked
at it even. All that was in my con-
Bclousness regnrding the baby kept
love out of my heart. IL had cost the
mother's 1ife.

My golden-halred Miriam! My
benutiful darling in her shrond, nnd
this unheoding Infant walling contin-
uonely. 1f the child had only Leen
taken and the mother left, Kindness

did all that conld bo done, bronght
the cryving infant to Le loved and
Blessed, Lut | couldn’t love und 1
conidn’t bless Il. It was ugly; L wis
thin: it was Wdeouns

“*Carry it from me as far na yom
ean,”” was niy furvious cry. “"Never
will 1 gee It, never acknowledge it

It was the hrutal answer of & man
heside himself, and I was Wrutnl, but
I was suffering. So they trented me
a: n man crared by grief ought lo be
trealed

The poor Uitle erving bhabe wis
eared for, int tuken out of my nizght,
and they leflt nie nlone with my
tronble.

Alone with my beautiful dead, her
shining e cloged forever, her gold-
en hair b ng.with light even under
the callin 114

Alter the funeral, while my
tic grief winde o scene of misery, Th‘
bora the child: away Into tho gret
country, My mather took it to 'II.I:

lovingz lenrt

1t g nedther father nor n nrh

ghe would =ay, “but 1 will ba |1 1o

it Ilonsy, they shan't have :
sha wonll ‘whizper to the child "_'m\l
are dil mine’

1 was a stupid fool 50 to niotirn. o
fo put ont of my sight every raminds v
nl my !1"'\" Wile h!'.' unreaszoninge
man will e sigpld and ot times o
foul. | loved my wife pazzlonntely,
but not wisely., Ho elated had 1 been

with my conquest that, ke a man
who pet: n precious ecoln In hidine.
I tormented myseil and | tormented
iy poor wife. She would have seen
how jealons | was from Lhe fest, bal
she was like nn snge]l and forgave

evervihing.,

Absartied in my gorrows 1 still ne-
glecled the ehild. 1 would not gee
ft. From week 1o week I sent money
Tor lts enre, but let it stay where it
wiae, let me stay where 1 wae. My
work absorbed me, 1 had lost Mir-
fam, heneceforth nothing conld com-
fort me. I wonld  have died fisst,
Nothing could tempt me to g0 home
and see him. 1 dreaded the sight of
him, as 1 would have loathed polson.

“He prows so strong and pretiv’™
my mollier wiote. “He eries no
fonger. That was all vers well, but
when she added, “Come nnd see
him,” I vebelled, 1Te might be Lean-
tifnl; he might be wonderfal; hat he
hnd loet me my pearl of pearls. There
wauld never e another Mirlam for
me.

No, T would not ever 1ot them send
me the boy's picture. 1 was [cono-
clast enough to aave brokea it il
they had. Strange that love seemed
dznd in my heart. | cherished sen-
¢Imentallsm to the extent of feeling
that I should never love agnin, In-
gect, beast nor bird, woman nor chiid,
and 1 glorified in my self-eccluslon.

The time went ou. 1 neglected my
mother, who was wearing out her
heart for me; would not even go lo
£82 her beeause | wanted wot to see
the boy, who had become an lmage
ol hatred, as | look at it now, Time
abated not the force of my grief,
rather exageerated it.  Still the lets
ters come occnsionnlly.

"The hoy had teeth, two, three,
®ix, seven, he smiled llke an ahgel,
ba wag benutiful, e was growing

fast. Faourteen months old and you
have not seen him. And he looks
like you."

“Thenr 1°11 naver geo him,”
hetween my teoth,
in my way | was a handsome man,
bot fer that oternal melancholy

It she had said he looked like Mir-
fam, or he has ber eves, ler halr,
‘her leeth, her smile, 1 don't know
what T might have been tempted to
do, bot I was stubborn. He had
taken my Miriam from me. He had
consigned her to the dark grave. No,
let him be annthema maranatha,

T Joathed him. 1 believe T all but
began to loathe my mother for
tempting mo. What did T want of
the boy? Why 4id I need to be for-
‘over reminded of my loss, which was
frreparable? So my heart in serip-
tural Innpunsge waxed harder and
‘Tharder and less human.
| AL Inst u shock recalled me to my
BENEeH.
- I had been on o long journey. My
mail had secomulnted. Among the
letters which I vead on my return
e was one antiouncing my moth-
ther's lliness. That was dated only
days nfter my departure. What
‘mot have happened In the
me? Then there ecame a
ght of the hoy. What had be-
w of him? Suppose my mother
i die? For the first time a riil
up in my heart, tiny, but of
ps latherly affection, The news
m old and no letter had
in the Interim. I was actunlly
& defermination to go home

of what wae to mest me.
- The eur wheols sceraed leaden. The
| prospects of my old coun-
yme werg  almost forbidding. |
e old well n.m&hlp

I eried,

il
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and 1 knew that |

'where,

seemed to be missing, HMHow brown
it looked ngninst the clear blue of
the sky, and there scemed to b
aronnd It a holiday excitement, an
environment of pleasant anticlpation
Ciearly nothing detrimental had hap-
pened. My mother must still be liv-
Ing, and my heart Hghtened, Jts ten-
slon wag gone, 1 allowed mysell to
breathe naturally, to feel the lght
and color of the atmogphere, the fer-
tility and beauwty of the surround-
ings., Of the baby 1 dared not think.
Suddenly the thought |n5|n'1'.~'.~'[-zl me
that 1 bad been an unnatural father,
and at that moment of light und in-
splration [ saw n vision,

Miriam appeared to me,

Yes, sitling ot the window of the
rarmhousge where T bad first met her
in all the glory of her golden halr,
in the glad Hght of those eves [ had
worshiped, that was Miriam looking
at me, smiling at me If there Iz
suech o thing as paresis of (he heart
I was attacked with it then and there.
I conld nat breathe nor swallow, only
gasp, only look, ouly fremble, S8She
still smiled as I passed by, the never-
to-be-forgolten gleam of her vellow
hair, her wonderful eyes, her sweet
fwes pursning me in her smiles, She
never moved, but gal therse with my
oy In her lap, and our hoy re-
sembled her, What was my condition
ns 1 stapped at the next farmyuonse?
Clearly 1 was stunned, almost annl-
hilated. I conld scarcely find
strength to strugele down from the
-.'ll'll.'l'-{-". {o mount the fow sleps to
r cottage door. h, there wae my
mother, looking years yvounger and
brighter than 1 liad seen her for
z, but where wns the bhoy? My
heart hegan to beat wnnuaturnlly as

ol

Yol

nmlm' ltntm!o tihl!ud
¥irlam, I know not why.

She bent over, elther to whisper
or to tell me something strange when
the mald esame back with my boy in
her nrms, How he startled me, Fif-
teen months old, just walking, with
the magnificent phyeique of 4 hronze
savage, yet lithe and white and lis-
some ns a wild ereature. And with
Mirlam's eves of deep blue, heér hair
of yellow gold, conld anything live
and be more beantitul? 1 choked
with the sensations that eclamored
through my being. e had been
tanght well. The little chest swoelled
prondly when he looked at me,

“Fudgar, darling, hers {3 your
papa.  Your name is not unfamillar
to him,” my mother gaid, with a cer-
tnin pride; "“he hns heard of you
every day of his life. Go to your
father, my boy," sghe ndded, softly,

The boy obeyed, llke n little ser-
aph, It he ecame slowly, A gust
M fatherly pride prompted he to 1t
him to my knee, to smother him with
kizges. Never shall 1 forget his look
ag he stood well up, his little thumb
pressing ngalnst my walsteoat, his
whole body thrown into an admirable
pose, his head lifted, his eyes looking
widely into mine, n snbdued drend
In the sad blue orbs, and still he
prezged my chest with his hand, a
strong hand, and regarded me intént-
l¥. Then he looked backward once
to his grandmother, and then, with
a condescension that was proved In
the action, he bent his  heafl and
kissed me.

1 lavished embraces upon him. He
was 8o noble, so beantifnl, so hrave
no fear in his manner. I might have
been with him all his life and he the
frolicsome elf he geemed from dny to
day. I saw that my mother wns sat-
isfied, plensed, delighied. The intro-
duction was complete.  There had
been no fallure on either side.  Only
perhaps I had been awkward in try-
ing to reproduce the ensy groces of
fatherhood, Well, the rogue grew
inte my good will rapidly, We
played and romped il exhausted.
At least T was, and he fell asleep In
my arms while I hind hardly spoken
to my mother,

I asiced myvsell the qnestion. e had

There were 80 many questions to
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THE STORY OF A RURAL REVOLUTIONIST.

elele

1t is hard to “bring home”

this 1s
it,
story from life:

to an agricultural college.

father wonld

the story.
noever done that,

done that =0 thoromghly,

s0 on, item after item.
The resnlt was that,

cent, lavger.

took his father's farm in hand.

country.

to the readers of printed pages the
extont and the full meaning of the work that is golng on in the
Unlted States to bulld up rural Hfe-—to make farming pay;
n kind of work that a man must
to measure its value, and to come to know what it will mean
in the near future to the people.

The hest small farmer In hizs neighborhood gent his only son
When the boy had finished his studles
he had a plan to go away and to begin Mfe for himself, but his
father was eager to keep him at home.
give him complete control of the farm.
old man was himself the Lest farmer in his part of the world, he
vielded to the boy's wigh with reluctance, bhut he ylelded.

“Now what do y6u suppase John did?” he asked, ns he told
“He hitehed all three of (he mules to one plow.

1 had
but I pretty soon saw that he was right. Then
1 hiad never

he spent a lot of time and care in selecting speds.
but 1 soon saw that he was right;”

although the farm had for
larger vields than any other In the nelghborhood,
first vear of the young man's mansgement was thirty
larger than it had ever been belore;
Within & few vears the methods of farming in the
neighhorhood had become g0 much better that the farmers receive
now $50,000 more a year, in eash, than they recelved before John

Stmilar changes are taking place
The difference s the difference hetween a e of hard
struggle and a life of Independence,
bad, between good gchools and bad, between a chearful life and a
sad existence, between hard lives for women and comforiable and
refined llves, the diffevence between stolldity and a glad Intel-
lectual existence,—From The World's Work.

for
see o understand

Here, for example, is a little

He would stay only il his
Binee the

and

vears made
the yield the
per esnt.
and the second year, fifty per

In many parts of the

between good roads and
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died, perhaps, and was now with his
mother. 1 had geen them together.
Strange (o say, the thought gave me
happiness. Miriam and |her son!
Miriam and om boy—ours, though

{ had forfeited all the rights of a

father! Ours!
My mother was siaftied, fright-
ened, though, by the expression In

her face, relleved and contented. It
was slizgitly pallid as though she had
heen 1l

"My dear boy,”
alinost fainted.,
purior we met,

she eried out, then
It was in the old
the dear old room,

| where everything reminded me of my

[ather, who hud always been loving
and Rind to me, Every odd figure
In the carpet was familiar, Genera-
tiong of old pictures preserved the
Inmily lineaments, His sword, which
my mother had buckled on when he
went to war, stood among other rel-
les, his chalr wus In the place where
he had last sat, My mother chided
me gently for leaving the city with-
out informing her, then the convere
sntion ran on general topies. I want-
ed 1o nsk for my boy, but a cowardly
fear prevented me. He was cvery-
1 remember [ secmed to hear
s voice in the nir. [ seemed to see
itis Tace in every Ulusive pleture, but
iad not the courage to ask for him.

“Would you like to see Edgar?”
my mother asked, and [ started at
the sound of my own name. They
had called him, then, after me. Her
volee was very gentle, as if she would
fain not startie me, but she smiled
when 1 sald yes, and left the room.

Presently 1 saw the mald, with
sun-bonnet on, go down the drive.

“But where ls ha?”

“Oh, with Jessie, a new friend
of his and ours,” she sald. ‘“She
came up here and borrowed him.
8he is very fond of the 1little lad.
So am I. Bo we all are, s0 you
will be. Yes, and proud of him, too.
While | was sick Jessle wan here
nnd slie cared for him, I could not
hear to think :‘muhtmndho_

ueed llll care i Mhl'. but I
could | Him witl ‘-, 1

ask, so much to say on both sides,
that I could hardly contain myself,
but when the boy, breathing lightly,
[ell asleep, why then would come my
onportunity. But, no, he was lald on
cughions fn one corner, while 1 was
relogated to an old-fashioned couch
in another, and then there must be
sllence.

“lI have so much to talk about”
sald my mother, with a smile of su.
preme mystery, “when yon wake up.”
So 1 allowed sleep to come, ! that
¢an be ealled gleep where drowsy in-
tuitlons are almost dreawms, for my
heart was with my boy and I could
see him out a corner of my ere, his
rosy, dimpled limbg, the outline of
his snperb figure, the wondrous tint.
ing of his cheeks, and he was mine,
all mine. Where had my soul been
sleaplng all this time that I had not
eought him out before?

My couch war placed so that 1
could see the door. For slight pro-
tection from the light my mother had
pullad the expansive curtains scross
over my face, and 1 suppose 1 glept.

Buddenly there was a rustle like
the fiying of wings, and I, startled
and awakened, was looking drowsily
out, There in the open doorway
stopd Miriam, my angel wife. The
vellow, curling aureole of halr sur-
rounded and veiled her face. The
laughing oryes, blue as the bluest
heaven, her rose-lipped face, her
smile, all real, so real that my heart
for the second time stood still, and 1
was In the mist of bewilderment,
dying, yet struggling for iife, breath-
less, yet struggling to breathe. She
se¢med to look full at me, seemed to
smile, put her finger to her lip, eried
softly, “There he Is,”" and flew to the
cushions, where the wonderful baby
lay wide awake and wonderlully smil-
ing, caught him up Iin her arms,
caught sight of me in that minute,
and with a coy iaugh, smothered in
the bosom of the laughimg baby, fled
from the room and down the walk
where there seemed to be & laughing
colloguy, then kisses, exclumations
sud vanishment.

tnrr -n Imnnhn of Industry began to
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and bushes would let me? Is it moy |
wonder I was almost crazy over the
situation? I had seen my wife, Mir.
iam, not omce as n shadow, bul
twice, thrice, a llving, ecstatic pres
ence, Bhe had smiled at me, the
same golden halr In n mist over her
eyes, the same laughing, bright,
breezy face, the same coy, entrancing
manner. What did it mean?

What could it mean? Esxcept that
there was a daze in ny brain, a cloud
creeplng over my faculties; also, the
curtain of materlallsm swept aside
and let down heaven.

1 was hardly prepared for md
mother's entvance, She looked at
me, the same mystery in her eves,
the same cautious, secretive manner,
She spoke after a minute.

“You saw her, then? You saw, or
thonght you saw, Mirlam?"

“I saw my wifs,” 1 exclaimed,
struggling to an npright position.

“Yon thought you saw her. [ nl-
winys do, Isn't It wopderful? I've
been golng to tell you, but—I didn't
know. I thought perhaps 1 had bet-
ter write, but when I tried I found I
didn’t know how, Yes it's Mirlam,
To all Intenls and purposes, It's Mir-
lam, ., She's a darling, and we love
her so0."

“For heaven's sake, mother, ex-
plnin yoursell,” I eried in an ageny.

“Yes, of course. .| forgot that yon
are not aconstomed to her as we are,
Well, that girl is Mirlam’s sister, her
twin sister.”

1 was at the same time horrified
and delighted, If the two conditiona
can be named together. The vislon
of Miriam ng 1T had twice seen her
flonted In my vision, only there was a
pink, misty elond before my eyes.

“Mirlam’s twin sister?” I asked,
“Miriam had no sister.”

“Not to your knowledge, nor to
mine. Your father bonght this house
some years nfter Mirinm's birth. The
matter wns o great seeret.  Miriam
never-knew it,  Tat this is the story:
Mirlam's mother hnd a sister Letly,
who married early and went abroad,
The two slsters corresponded, bnt
never met untll Miriam was born.
Letty’s sonl was torn with—not jeal-
ousy, only a terrible, vehement long.
ing for a child, and she made her
first visit to this country, as 1 snid,
when Miviam was born.  8he gald she
was sent by a foreboding that ber sis-
ter would have twins, and made the
latter promise that if she did, she
wonld give one of them to her, Her
gister lnughed at the prediction, and
so sure she was that therea was no
foundation for It that she assented to
the desire, promlsing, even going the
length of recording the promise, that
If ghe had twing one of them should
he given to Letty, but there was to be
the utmost secrecy about the matter.
Well, it happened. Mirlam’s mother
was both frightened and indignant,
That two should he sent when only
one wns expected and provided for
sorely perplexed and aven ofended
her, 1 have heard that she was glad
to part with one of them. 1 would
have welcomed Loth, Wild horses
ghould not have torn me from my
ehild,

“I don’t know how the thing was
managed, but both sisters were satis-
fied, and the little one was trans-
ported over the water to an almost
roval home, aud there grew up, lg-
norant, of ecourse, of the clreum-
slances that had surrounded her
birth., When this girl was sixteen
her reputed mother died, Her father
had died some years before, and she
was left with a fair fortune, Some
busybody on this side of the waler
made her aequalnted with the facta
of the case, and ghe returned at once
to her real mother,

“For months we have been intl-
mate. The boy was the bond letween
s, your boy, We have talked many
times about sou, and she felt In w
sense acquainted, She is Mirinm’s
living image. 1 think heaven willed
that you two should meat and tlat
the Loy should bring you together.
Now, are you sorry you came home,
that you found lHttle Edgar so lova-
ble? It s in a great measure to this
girl that you are Indebted, She has
a wondeeful way with children, and
this fittle fellow, her nephew, is ex-
ceedingly fond of her, fouder than he
is of his granny.”

“Or his father,” I put in bitterly.

“Oh, that will all coma in time.
He must first get ncquainted with
you," my molher said.

Do you wonder that for weeks 1
was in a brown study almost to the
neglect of my boy, the baby, for from
the first Instant I set eyes on Mir-
{am’'s elster [ loved her, It wns a
love broken off, but continued, for in
Etta, as they had named the girl,
‘every good quality that had graced
the character of her twin sister was
Inherent—her swaetness, grace, In-
telligence, her vivacllty and her inno-
cence. I had no need to learn to love,
as she did, 1 often told her she took
the father for the sake of the baby.

And so my bitter loss was mnde
good and my Dbeanliful wile was
spared, and I pray she may be spared
for yeara for my sake and that of
The Baby.—From Good Literature.

Japan's Knowledge of Tron,

The Japanese were acquainfed with
iron from very eavly times. A sword
that was used by one of the anees-
tors of the present Emperor, about
800 B. C., according to the Engineer-
ing Magazine, [s still in existence.
Later, when the great clvil war broke
out in the sixth eentury, swordsmiths
and armorsmiths camo to occupy a
prominent place. From this time on
down to about 300 years ago no no-
ticsable progress had been made, At
the baginning of the seventeenth cen-

.
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© Girls in Pocket Money,

“We make our own allowance rais-
ing soda water straws,” sald a young
girl who came to New York the other
day on a shopping trip. “Five years
ago we moved to the country and
father planted o rye patch for the
chickens. The next summer, when
the grain begun to ripen, my sisler
and I, who were small girls, used to
play hide and seek In the rye patch,
Then we began to plck some of the
longest straws and make ‘suckers.’ 1
don't know just how long this was
going on when mother topk us into
town with her one day and we went
to a drug store and had soms soda.

“1t was the first soda water my sis-
ter and I had ever tasted, and we no-
ticed that the straws were just lHke
the ‘suckers’ we had been making for
our own use. One of us called moth-
er's attention to thiz fact, and she
very promptly recognized the oppor-
tinity for turning our play isto a
money muking bhusiness, Sha sent
for the head of that department of
the store and learned that there was
o demand for good straws at §1.25 a
thousand, done up in lttle bundles
containing 100 straws each.

“The next day father eut an armful
of straw and brought it to us on the
back plazza. Then under mother's
direction we cut our first goda water
straws for the trade. That year and
the next mother worked with us, but
for the last three vears sister and 1
have been doing It all alone and evéry
eent we mnke I8 our own.

“For us there is no outlay besides
our own work. Father plants the rye
each year for the chickens and cows,
and gives us ag many straws as we
ean clean and bundle, 8o far as our
experience goes, that is the only limit
to the market,

“To make the best soda waler
straws the rye should be cut a little
under-ripe and left loose, not tied in
bundles, When allowed to dry in Lthe
field the straws will split and are
worthless, The heads of the rye ara
cut off zo there is no wasle of the
grain., Only about two joints of etch
giraw can be nged, as the first two are
generally spolled by eulting and the
Ingt one, the one next the grain head,
fs much too sgmall. The first step
after getting the straw In the work
room Is to clip out the jolnts with the
sclgsors, peel off the outer covering;
then grade them as to size and length
and moake Into small buodles of 100
each,

“The longest straws we tarn ont
are fourteen Inches, while the short-
ot are meven, The sirawa should
always be clipped with sharp scissors
obliguely, beeause If cut straight
across they are graded as machine
cut, and do not bring such n good
price,  Another important matter la
that ench bundle should contain
gtraws as nearly the snme size ns it Is
possible to get them and they should
be exnctly the same length.

“When we first begen the work
our sepgon wis very short, because
the straw ripened =o guickly, Now
that we have learned how to keep the
ftraw in condition by housing it In a
cool and not too damp cellar the sea-
son is more than twiee as long, and
we mnke about five timeg as much
money. Our customers are always
willing to buy more straws than we
have, and I lave understood from
them that the wholesale dealers were
cager to buy at any senson of the
year, During the szason, which now
includes nearly our entire school va-
eatfon, my sister and I earn §5 a week
aplece working about flve hours a
day."—New York Sun.

Landseer's Faithfal William,

8ir Edwin Landgeer, the famous
aninial painter, had an old servant—
his butler, valet and faithful slave
—named Willlam, who was partieu-
Jarly assiduous in guarding the outer
portal; no one conld by any posgibil-
ity gain direct access to Sir Edwin,
The ansawer wonid invariably be,
“8Sir Hedwin In not at ‘ome.” The
prince consort himsell once received
this answer wlien he called, nmplified
on that oceaslon by the assurance
that ‘he had gone to a wedding,” an
entire fletion on Willlam's part, ag
the prinee found out, for on walking
boldly In and around the garden ha
noticed Sir Edwin looking out of his
studlo window. This was the faith.
ful attendant who, one day, when a
llon had died at the zoo, and hls
corpse came In a four-wheol ecab to
be painted from, startled his mastor
with the question, *'Please, Sir Ed.
win, did you horder a lon?"—Ray-
nolds' Newspaper.

New Story of Belzac,

This story, gald to be new, of Bel-
gac, is related by a French contems-
porary. A burglar galned admission
to Belzac's house and was soon at
work, by the light of the moon, at
the lock of the secretalre In the nov-
elist's chamber. Belzac wns asleep,
but the intruder aroused him. A
strident laugh arrested the burglar's
operations and he beheld by the
moonlight the novellst sitting up in
bed, his sides shaking with laughter.
“What {s it that makes you go mer-
ry?" demanded the Dburglar. “I
laugh,” replled the author of “Pere
Goriot,” “to think that you should
come in the night without a lantern
to search my secretalre for money,
when I can never find any there In
broad daylight."

Tropies Lack Raillways.

Of the 600,000 miles of railway In
the world,. only about ten per cant.
are found In sirietly tropical territory,
and no more than fifteen per cent.
within what would be termed tropieal
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and. _'Ifg.,_gi: temperate zone.
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Pure Iron in the presense of pure
oxygen does not rust,

The nectar of flowers from which
bees make honey contains seventy to
elghty per cent, of wnter, but honey
vontains only about twenty per cent.
The problem of producing fee In
small quantities quickly and cheaply
has, apparently, been solved by a
French inventor, who has perfected a
machine which i cheap, simple of ap-
eration; practically everlasting, and
thoroughly practieal, It may be op-
ernted by a belt connected with a
steam engine, by n small elettric mo-
tor, or by hand cranks,

To render wall paper ndaptable for
washing with sonp and water without
destroylng the colors, muke a solis
tlon ot two parts of borax and twa
parts of stick lae, shellac or other Ine
In tweniy-four parts of hot water.
Btraln the solution through a fins
cloth flter, rubbing the latter with a
soft brugh after every application tiil
a brilllant polish 18 obtained, It is
Immaterinl whether the paper s al-
rendy pasted on the walls or still in
rolls,

Blectricity excels all other methods
of transmission for convenience, says
the Sclentific American. An eleotrio
eable may be strung where required,
and machinery may be arcanged
in any position without reference
fo line shafting. Thera are Ih-
stances, however, where rope drive
will save both in firgt cost and in cost
of operation, particularly when tha

number of paralel shafts with mas
chines fn one plane,

The copnection, long suspected,
between atmospherie conditions on
enrth nnd conditiong on the sun ap-
pears to be reasonably well estabe
lished by (he Investigntions of Profes-
gor Bigelow, The fact that sun-apot
arens wax and wane in an elaven-
yeur eyele was noled years ngo, as
was the coincidence that the most ag-
tenslve was frequently marked by uns
nsnal magnetie and electrical phe-
nomena on earth,

ROCKET TORPEDOES.

Germany Sald to Fancy a Swedish
Military Invention,

Saveral years ago a Swedish army
oflicer devised s novel weapon. In
consisted of a case in the head of
which was a charge of dynamite or
guncollon. The contents were so
placed that an explosion would follow
when the head of the missile hit any-
thing bard. Proviglon for projecting
It was made not by firing it from n
gun or foreing it under water by au-
tomatic mechanism. 1t was equipped
wilh a charge of powder in the lowar
end, which behaved like the charga
in an ordinary skyrocket, It would
force its way upward in the air by tha
violence of a stream of fire emitied
behind, or, more accurately, below.
To asgist in steering it the torpedo
was supplied with a stiek. When it
was to be dispatehed it wins mounted
on a light metal frame, which couid
be so Inclined as to give It the neces-
sary engle.

Nothing has heen heard of the in-
vention for a long time, but a recent
report indicates that the German War
Department has secured the right to
use it. The British authorities also
studied the device, but did not think
enough of It to invest. From that
fact it may be Inferred that thera Is
much exaggeration in the statement
that the torpedo “is the deadliest
weapon known,"

Colonel Unge, its author, was for &
time employed by the firm started by
Nobal, the Inventor of dynamite. Tha
Cerman cannon and armor plate con-
structors, the Krupps, are sald to
have secured the right to use It in
countries outside of Sweden.—New
York Tribune,

Licking the Editor,

In some portions of the United
States It has always been a favorite
pastime when a man was not satis-
fled with what appeared.in the local
paper to go and lick the editor. Boma
unwise guy imported the scheme into
the Southwest recently. It was tried
in El Pasgo, and the editor is atill
doing business, while the man who
wanted to lick him is burled in Okla-
homa. Last week an Albuguerque
policeman tried it. He waa six inches
taller and weighed fifty pounds more
than the editor. The policeman was
taken to the hoespital in an ambu=-
lance, and when he recovered con-
sclousness the nurse gave him a
meszage {rom the Mayor announcing
that he was fired from the police
force. It is probable that the editor
of the Liberal and Colonel Max Frost,
of the New Mexican, are about the
on'y editors in the Territory whom
it would be safe for an ordinary man
to try to lick.—Lordsburg Liberal.

Grace of Gypsies.

The Gypsies are nearer to the ani-
mals than any race known to us in
REurope. They have the lawlessness,
the abandonment, the natural physi-
cal grace in form and gesture of ani«
mals; only a stealthy and wary some-
thing in thelr eyes makes them hu-
man.—Arthur Symons,

Perhaps a Gentle Hint st Harl-karl.

It was a ludlcrous mistanke to offer
a sword to the head of the Standard
Oil Company. [ts favorite weapon is
the vebate.—New York Evesing Post.

process of manufacturing ealls for a 3




