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"~ Dear Spots in Ireland.

Blarmey Castle and Legends Which
Linger About it.

Pilgrims Always Kiss the Stene Made
Famous by Poetzs -Sweet Bells of
Shandon Which Wake Many
Pleasant Mcmories.

_Every one has heard of Blarney.

-
For—

There is a stone that whoever kisses
Sure he never misses to grow elo-
quent;
*Tis he may clamber to a lady’s cham-~
ber
Or become a member of Parliament.
A clever gpouter he’ll sure turn out oOr
An out and outer if left alone.
I.'u.s'tlifrrx»e to hinder him or to bewilder
Xim,
8Sure, he’s a pligrim to the
srone.
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m engaged in the mad whirl of climb-
132 st of a steep and rugged,
dar s, stairway to indulge in

so-called fanciful Irish legend of
stone and becoming hand-

oy were, and at the

a glib tongue.

3 1ic
in
hiere 1 s
gent an i
ng

ven

e @

e denizens of | . :
15 I'{Llfm;‘t § BOWE. 7 : 4 2
3 {in through the window casing, into the
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{ It is just as if every window
i fast,
| have to cut away the whole sash.”
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standing side a plaid-girted

, and one of the eat Gallic race,
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FARMERS ARE PC
3 ey village itself looks not a whit
hetter than the average town
gen. hamlet in Ireland, and gurround-
ed by a ountry, whose green fo-
Jiage seems to indicate a freshncss and
fertility of finance as of the land
itgelf, and yvet there is nothing ntiful
among the pecple and pro-

duce is ¢l y; milk and butter are very
there is, in fact, no price for p

yns of any kind. and so the farmer
all and more than he can do 1o
rent. With the ‘mer poor,
nd becomes i yverished, for
.r iz the ke:; e of progress.
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The Queen’s College and its grounds

also beautiful, and the Good Shep-

.erd convent and environs are cef
tainly exquisite.

HISTORIC SPOTS.

A Mttle atween Cork and Blarney is
¢he famous Waterloo Lake, wherefrom
o white horse comes every Monday
morning to browse for the nonce on the
centle slopes around, and hearing nof
the call to the war field of Ireland’s
vietory returns back to his watery
Aome for another week.

There are also
¢+n Blarney the famous mud baths for
curing rheumatism. Several private
recidences dot the landscape all around,
end a tramway with its snorting, tiny
engine lends a little novelty to the
scene.

The lunatic asylum also is adjacent,
}ut no one ever visits there. There is
however, every mark of comfort and
ocare apparent.

The butter exchange, the Shandon
Church and the corn market are also
to be seen, besides the famous whisky
Jdistilleries, with their towering smoxe-
tacks. Below on Patrick street is the
statue of the sweet-face friar an
apostle of temperance, Father Ma-
thew. and above on the hillside are
the military barracks. Then there 1s
also the meat m et. or “Shambles.”
as they are calle he court house, the
jJail and St. Fin Bar’s Church. And
there is another hist enot, the “coal
quay,” wherein the w “hucksters”
scll anything ard everything from &
lace handkerchief to a head of cah-
tage. They will, despite their appear-
@nce, treat yvou politely but please don’t
@isturb their temper. Yet the Ameri-
can ladv can ask any question and
beget civility and kindness. Cork most
certainly has a warm corner in its
t-eart for the American, P
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NOVELTIES IN TRUNKS,

A novelty in trunks is the one whose
trays may be drawn out from the front
gs drawers are drawn from the dress-
ing case. When closed, the lid covers
these drawers and their handles, and
15 locked near the bottom. The con-
venience of such an arrangement will
be manifest to all who have had much
experience with the large trunks and

. heavy trays,

How (o Scare Bargiars.

A Few Neat Devices Scmewhat Cut
of the Comman Rua.

They May Happen to Beare Paopls Who
Are Not Burgiars, but There is No
Doubt but that They Are
Calculatod to Scare.

of women, bro J.;,"l‘;t to-
lest week by a family
had under

A little party
gether one day
reunion over in Brooklyn
debate a communigcation re
ed in the Sun respecting domestic de-
vices to serve as burglar alarms.

“We believe in tin,” said one. sJon
cut a litile groove like haif
hole across the tops of the front
back doors, t
er edge, and before we go 1o bed, we
poke into one a suck supporting some
tinware on the extreme end. A leaky

watering pot, with some old tin cups |

inside, hangs on one, and on the other
an old dish-pan, with a couble of bak-
ing tins tied to it. So long as the door
stays shut, nothing happens; but if it
is pushed open the least mite of a
crack, down comes the tinware with a
clatter fit to wake up everbybody in
the ward.”

“hat’s all well enough for your

| a
 don’t believe ever had a sound sleep
iin
{ thing wakes her.
i falling—why, they’d send her into a fit.
i A shadow falling anywhere
iy would start Gyp up with a yelp.”

ters?”’

i ence, there is nothing better.
i or two dry newspaper sheets in the low- |
| er hall and pin a couplie on the stairs.
| It is impessible to step on them with-
i out making a noise that, in the stillness
i of
| never tried it before.
i pick

i a

 lnughter,

{ which faces a dark garden, and
{ the

!The second time inspired Mr. B.
Cork s i

. I omitted to

j‘after Mr.
! up nothing
i ting low spirited over the neglect of the
| burglars to take note of his new inven-
| tion.
! of the cane against the wall vang sharp- |{
1y all throu

like a pistol barrel, } 3

on the road from Cork |

doors, but how about your windows? A

| thief can open one of these new-fangled

catches by poking a table knife up

| between the sashes, as €asy as you'd

say scat.”
“But that wouldn’t open our Wwin-
John has bored holes slanting

and a burglar, to get in, would

“Our windows are sa‘e enough, except
from burglars with wings, for we¢ live
in a flat, ever so high up,” interp lated
a young woman, ‘“and we don’t bother

| about the doors, because we keep a dog,

nervous little black-and-tan, that I

her life. She just dozes, and any-
Talk about tin pans

neaxr her

“Did any of you ever try newspap-
added another. “No? Well, let

me assure you, from my own experi-
Lay oue

night, would surprise you if you
And you can’t
them up or fold them or slide
them out of the way or step over them
without more noise. As for the ones on

the stairs, they are simply the thief’s

| despair. My husband laughed at me |

when I first put them down, but within
week, ag it happened, their efficacy
was proved. I was awakened one night

| by the rustling of paper in the hall be-
{ Jow, and aw
't quiet and 1
i another
. then more rustling,

ke my husband. . We lay
stened.
rustle. Then a long silence;
and as the sound of

it died away we could hear somebody

| swearing in a whisper. It was so funny

that my husband burst into a roar of
and the fellow down stairs
jerked the front door oven and fled.”

“I don’t think scaring a burglar
away is encugh punishment for him.*
commented an elderly woman. “He
ought to be hurt somehow. Mr. B.
thinks so, too, and his ‘warm welcome
fcr the uninvited' is something that,

a8 he says, ‘Just about fills the bill’
i The

bolts on cur front door and the
arc light before us free us of all appre-
hensions of attack from that direction,

{ but twice our house was entered by pet-

ty thieves through the back door,
is in
of a vine-covered porch.
with
an idea. At one side of the goor, about
the height of a man’s face, he fastened
to the wall a springy bamboo cane,
with a tin cup wired to its free end.
During the day it can be turned up on
the wall, out of the way, but at night,
when he sets it for business, it is
sprung out about a foot and a half
and held there by a short stick aud
a ‘figure 4 trigger, so set tuat opea-
ing ths door will trip it. The tin cup,
mention, holds a good
ounce of cayenne pepper, For a month
B. rigged that contrivance

happened, and he was geot-

shadow

'Then one night the sharp ‘spang’

gh the house, and woke ws
That was followed immediately b
: rch fit to ms

got

w1, set to go off, wh
” remarked ancther
a horrid thing
home with him
last year. It was

v husb
‘rom a trip out
side
and a

project

on one
frame,
to

for

over

i little touch would mze
i hard on a cap and fi

The first ni t

a chair upside dow

as I s did, he
new con-

the

all

1st the
) "'(1 I“:li
i rst in

orgotten

right, an

noise louder than the suns
fort, had riddled the

with buckshot. Jack

have filled a burglar’s leg
znd I bhelieved him, but 11
allow him to put it on the doc £
One such scare is enough for a life-
time.”

“We live in the country, you know,”
said the sister of the a
good way from any neighbors, and my
husband has thought it prudent to
have electrie burglar alarm fixings put
to all the doors and windows. That
they would be very effective, if there
was any occasion, I have no doubt,
judging from the way they w
when cousin George came out {0 sce U
last summer. He didn’t know what th
consequences would be when he thr
his window up for more air th
in through the half lowered up

Seb ernualre
last speaker,

surprised when an
the hall bagan clattering and an
in our room turned lcose, and in
seconds my husband, revolver in
dashed into his room.”

a

hmid,

«“We have a burglar alarm., too, an |
| electric one, but it doesn’'t muke a row
| like
X teners.

that,” commented one

of the
“Our hov

> is all wired for in-
candescent lights. My husband has
had a key 20 arranged that the cpening
of a door or window will turn the cur-
rent into a lamp in every room and hall
on the lower floor. Omne would think
burglars would find it a convenience
to be able to see what theyv are aboug,
but it doesn’t seem to strike them that
way. At least the one who lighted us
up about a month ago did not wait to
avail of whatever

lis-

ently print- |

an augur | 3
and | |
a few inches from the out- | i

ras nailed |

Presently there was ;

1 | crow.

! factlities our oconsideration had Ppro-
! wided.”

| The flat dweller who trusted in 2a
! terrier spoke again. “The moral force
iof light,” she remarked, ‘‘seems to be
| deterrent for them. Even a lttle of it
judiciously placed, has a surprising ef-
fect sometimes. I have a friend, who
lives in an up-town New York flat, and
i fancies herself sufficiently protect'ed by
“a funnier burglar alarm than any
i you have mentioned, one that is reaiiy
| intended to be what its name purports,
ia thing to alarm the burglarn, not—
like all the others—to alarm the people
in the house. She got two hoirible big
| pictures of death’s heads—skull and
! cross bones, you know—printed in that
aueer sort of paint which absorbs light
} during the day and becomes luminous
in the darkness of night.

“Couldn’t you wait for me?”’ asked
the boy eagerly.

“Wait for you! What an absurd
idea!” laughed the girl. “Why, you
are only 16. It will be ten years at
least before you are able to marry, and
in ten years I shall be quite old. You
see,” continued the girl sagely, “I am
old enough to be married now,
that is where the difference comes in.
t And I am going to be presented and g0
to parties and wear lovely frocks—I do
i hate those shabby old things—and then

B
ana

i I shall marry somebody rich and great
and live in the world. I'm so tired of
this little poky place, which nothing
but lessons and Sunday school children
{and rheumatic old women’——when
suddenly looking down at the golden-
haired lad stretched at her feet—*only,
of course, I shall miss you, Herbert.”

“That is all very well for you, but
what is to become of me? I want to
marry for love, and how can I if you
go and marry somebody else?’ said
the boy plaintively.

“It is quite easy,” answered the girl,
as she plucked a stem of flowering
grass, then gravely counted, * ‘This
year, next year, some time, never,
{ this year; think of that! You must,
i of course, fall in love with somebody
{ who isn’t married. You can’t really be
“in love with me, I think, because you
!

ere so young, and I am not in love with
you. I am almost the only girl you
| know, and you are used to me. We are
i like brother and sister, but that isn’t
; love.”
> “How do you know?” asked the boy
| jealously. “Are you in love? Old Tomp-
| kins is the only man about here.”
{ “Don’t be cross. Old Tompkins! A
| bald head, spectacles and a perpetual
| sniffie.  No, Herbert, I'm not in love
iwth a man at all. I'm in love with
{l:ife and wealth and power. If you'd
{ always worn hideous old frocks that
; didn’t fit and had been kept home all
your life with stupid governesses, be-
cause it is no good spending money on a
girl until it will pay from a marrying
pcint of view, you would know what 1
feel like. But you have your ambitions
tco. You want to be a great poet; you
want all the world to see the rocks
{and woods and the ever-changing sea
as you see them, and to hear the sky-
lark and the nightingale as you hear
them. Isn’t that enough for you?”’
“No, I want all that and more_ t0o.
! Oh, Meg, can’t you see that you have
Leen the inspiration of all my poetry,
that it is for you I’ve written the songs
{ {he birds sing to me and painted the
rictures our eyes have seen together?
i This beautiful place will all be empty
'and drear when you are gone. Must you
! go? Stay here as we Rave been until
1 get some money. If you go I cannot

| ccme after you, and what am I to do |

here?”
The girl’s face grew troubled and her
{ eyes wandered out to sea, where a
white sall had just appeared above the
horizon.
* *
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“Who does she say she 1s ”

“She’'s the widow of Lord Hardworth.
He was fabulously rich and held some
position in the last Cabinet, but he was
an awful skin-flint and not exactly
what he should have been in other re-
gpects. He's been dead about two years.
Splendid woman, isn’'t she? But she
! looks as though she had not found life
all beer and skittles.”

“I believe I know something of her
tren. Wasn’'s she Sir John Houghton's
| cnly daughter?”

“Yes, and an Tuncommonly
girl. Directly she came out
ried off the prize of the season—at le
so my mother said, and she was pre
sure to the quality oft the goods

because my secon

spring.

“L.ook, she’s speaking to that cutl

little man with the red

'ned up at table d'hote yester-
looks like a musician
Dear me, how she has bri
ied up! What will you bet I
old lover. She doesn’t lo0k more
ush and th

of their i
vithered speci-

pretty
she car-
5

kno
mar
came

‘ket,

out

or an

he

ile, and to think

own away on that
men of humanity., They are strolling
into the pine wood. If that isn’t the
lest chapter of a romance in real life,
17’1l venture to eat my hat. I must find
| out who the fellow is.”

“You need not trouble, my dear chap,
Youwre ridiculously behind-hand, or
vou’'d know that that is our only poet,
Tierbert Blaxtone.”

“That Herbert Blaxtone!

have thought it. I
hat geniuses and poets
! Lould conceal their personality.
It’s so disillusioning to know that your
i favorite sonnet was written by a scare-
But there’s no accounting for
tastes of women, and I dare say
the fair widow thinks him an Adonis.
{ A bachelor, isn’t he?”
“A widower, I fancy. Anyway his
wife has been dead for years, He's
{ nothing like the guy you would make
jouyt. You jealous, old man,
| ra@se the fair widow, as you call her,
as steadily refused to smile on your
{ magnifi All the same

1ad
daid

Nell,
always

1 the

are

icent proportions.
he's a morose sort of fellow, and n
body knows much about him. He was
frightfully poor at one time, I believe,
t and had more than the usual difficulty
i i convineing t..e critics that his verses
veren’t twaddle. But he’s a tremend-
ous swell now.”

“And of course my lady is beginning "

| to look out for No. 2.
| fate!”
%

Kismet, it

- e L *® * * *

! «And you went into the world and |
fcund your heart’s desire?”’ said the |

n:an.
i ‘“Yes, I married, and got it in a fash-
P icn,” answered the woman.

“And it wasn’t quite all your fancy
! painted it?” asked the man.
i hings never turn out
one imagines.
i tting one does not calculate upon.”

“What was it in your case?’ persist-
ed the man.

The woman’s pale face flushed.

‘“My heart is dead. It died of starva-
ticn. And you? Did the girl come?”’

“She did.”

“And you married for love?”’

He nodded.

“And what then?"

He turncd =o that she could scarcely
T.ear his words.
| Ay wife died—she died of starva-
{ tion.” '

exactly as

She had them !

in particu- |

There is usually some- |

framed, and, after exposing them to
the sunlight in daytime, hangs them
on hooks in the private hall of her flat,
! one on the front, and the otber on the
back door. How they will affect a bur-
glar's nerves she does not yet kmnov,
| but the liveliest hope is encouraged LYy
| their success in impressing the servant
{Ku‘l. She got a new Irish girl, who
' had not happened to run across the
| pictures during the day, and only saw
{ them when she came In, at a pretiy
i late hour, from a visit to her friends
{ the first night. When Biddy saw the
cone on the kitchen door she gave a
whoop and ran, unluckily, straight to-
' ward the other at the opposite end of
the hall. When that met her eye she
i went down in a fit, and it was an hour
i before they got her to her
senses again.”

Corp-Light Kate.

)

Just at the turning of the Eglin Lane
and deep in the howe of the glen I came
cn the strangest kind of cothouse. It
was piled together of the rough bpowlder
stones of the¢ country, their edges un-
dressed and gapirg,the spaces between
them filled with faggots of heather,
and plastered with stiif clay from the
burnsides.The roof was of long branch-
es of the fir tree buried in the
and was thatched with heather. There
was an opening in the middle {roin
which the smoke arose. I heard a sound
like singing from within—a sound that
made my flesh creep.

I went to the door and with my
krnuchb:s knocked, as i8 our fashion in
that part of the country, erying, “Are
ye within, good wife?”

The strangest unearthly voice answer-
ed to me, as it were some one reading
in the Bible and laughing at the sawme
time—a horrid thing to hear in that
still place.

“The waters of the Meribah—the
waters of the Meribah—for they were
Litter!” it cried in a kind of wall
“Come ben and hae some brose.” And
then the thing laughed.

1 took courage to lock within,and be-
cause it was dark I saw nothing. The
whole interior was full of the smoor of
reek, and strange things sped around,
crossing each other and passing the
dcor continually, like the staves and
buckets of a water mill running round.

“Come awa’ ben,” again commanded
the voice. “Docon, Badrona. Peacse,
Grimalkin!” The command was ad-
dressed to a number of monstrous black
cats,which had been speeding round the
walls of the cot like mad things to the
music of the unearthly crooning song
which I heard from within.

I stepped within and found a red
peat fire upon the hearth and a black
pot hanging over it. 1 looked about
for the person who had addressed me.
At first I could see him nowhere, but
as my eyves grew accustomed to the
light I saw the queerest being, the gight
of whom made my heart grow ¢old and
my hand steal to the little pocket Bible,
bound in two halves, that was in my
pecket.

A small square object was gat hud-
dled up at the far side of the flre.
| Upon bis head there was a turban, like
those the travelers into the lands of
the F'alse Prophets tell us of. But this
turban was of black buil hide, and the
beast’s dull eyes looked out with a hell-
Hsh suggestion. The figure was squat
like a toad, and sitting thus sank down
upon f{tself. It seemed to be wholly
destitute of feet and legs. But a great
! pajr of hairy arms lay sometimes out
| upon the hearth and sometimes clawed
| together the fiery red peats, as though
they had been casten and were being
fitted upon the moss.

“Come awa’ ben. Ye are wealcome,
| strangers,” said the thing of the un-
carny look. “I am nane bonny, truth
to tell, but I'm nocht to my mither.
It’s a braw thing that ye are no to meet
wi’ her the nicht. She has gane ower
by to gather the Black Herb by the
licht o' thlie oval mune. When the myne
faas ower on his back like a sheep that
canna rise, then is the time to gather
the bonny wolf’s-bane, the bit wi’ the
berries by the waterside that nane
kens whaur to seek, and the mandiake
that cries like a murdered bairn when
you pu’ it frae the moss. See ye here,
ithere's three dead bairns aneath that
| hearthstane. 1 hae seen the banes. She
| Gldna pit me there, for the deil’'s wife
| has aye a warm side to the deil’s bairn.

£it ye doon an’ b wee. It's braw
{ an’ heartsome to » g, face at Willie's

shiel in the howe o the Eglin.”

After the first horrid suri >t
ing in upon such a place I s
thing was human—an idiot, or na ural,

s I judged, with a monsurous twisted
ody and strange vol ike
| of a night wind i

hought it best to s

as he bade me, and so I drew a creepie
| stool nearer to me carelessly with one

hand.

“Na,” dinna sit o
that naebody
mither.”

And

1MOoss,
m
1

> a

at the

| a
1
1

t—that’s a stool
on pbut my
ien 1 looked
the red fire-light, for it
my hand, leo! wag formec
| skulls set close together, 1
| of it were of men’s leg bones.
| Then I knew that I had chanced
the house of Corp-licht Kate, the wil
wife of the Star, that for many ¥
dwelt alone on the flow of the Egilin,
with only her idiot son with her.
“Na,” said the object,
on that creepie but the minnie 0" me-
| Corp-licht Kate o' the Star. It's weel
for me an’ it's weel for you that
minnie’s no he the nicht. DBut sit
{ doun and ta your rest.”
I rose to fiee, but the mons
ure by the red fire wave
| And I declare that as I looked at
he seemed to swell and g with a
kind of brightness like morn throuch
mist. He waved his arms, and imme-
diately about me there began the
affrighting turmoil. Black for
| had been crou hing in 1
| came out and began to ci
| as- it were, skimming ro
{ breast high, without touching the ficor
! or the walls. They seemed like a black
| and monstr army of cats, all fly
{ ing in mid-air, scre¢ ‘
rauling @ t a witch’s fes
! gan to wonder if the foul, h
| tcad-like thing squatted there
re were the black masier
| himself, to whom, for my
! teen delivered in the flesi
| time.
RBut with a wave of his he
illed the turmoil, and t
mons came to the gro
| so of cats, black ar
| arched tails and flery eyes—as wild to
i 1cok at as though they had wandered
{ in from the moor. They re freated into
| the dark corners of the rcom. wihenc
! we could hear them purring and spittias
and see their eyes set on us in a
out o’ the gloom, which was black
night everywhere, save immediately
about them.—From ‘“The Men of th
Moss-Hags.”
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THE BRUTE.

Papa—My daughter tells me, sir, that
you kissed her forcibly last night.
What have you to say for yourself?
Harry—I'm sure nobody regrets the
cccurrence more than I 4o, -
Papa and daughter together—Sir!

straight |

“nane can sit |

Orgh of 04 Styies

Some of Them Brought Abeut Quite
Curiously.

The Queen Wiched to Hide a Bandaged
Fcot,and So Liong Skirts Became
the Vogue.

The late Charles Worth
i accumulaticn of ‘most
| pers, which will eventually be publ
ed. The origin of this or that in
! table decree of DDame ashion has olien
| appeared incomprehensible to the unin-
| itlated, but it has generally been found
that simple accident is responsible for
| soimne freak on her part wiich has
achieved a more or less {ieeting reign
| of popularity, and been the rage
{ until replaced - by something newer.
| Worth once modestly asse d that he
i did not create fashions, followed
them, and that many changes
arisen from an unforeseen combination
ofl circumstances, so that no one can
pronounce ¢o whence a

left a large

onfidently from
In one of these

is  mot umiversally kno
Queen Victoria’'s desire to
daged foot brought in longer
han had previously been worn,
how the frantic craze for yellow
cnece obtained in Paris was brought
about. - A poor woman came to Rachel
one day with a length of yellow mater-
ial which the great tragedienne pro-
»d *‘impossible,” yet bought out
wsg of heart. Chancing to coine
upon the stuif me time after, she
had a gown made of it to wear in one
of her favorite roles, and thus it be-
came the famous yellow gown which
every one raved over and made haste
to imitate.
other incident related by Worth.
lady who was making only a tempor-
{ ary stay in the capital wished to at-
{ tend the races, but had
| gown unpacked. At the last moment
i she contrived to furbish up an

vl

hi
i1l

! with a brilliant red parasol, which she
{has told would enhance the effect
{ of her simple gown. To her boundless
astonishment, Paris went mad over the
i laming sunshade, and no other color
{ was really chic for a long while afiter.
The most extraordinary and hideous
objects often served to

|
i
|

cases no one will deny that the credit
of orignal discovery belonged to the
man whose fertile brain could trans-
{ form them and adapt them to his own
{ use. Worth always made a note of any
i ineident which struck him as interest-
ling, and there should be enocugh mater-
; ial among his papers to supply a valu-
i able book of memoirs.

MORTGAGING HIS FAMILY.

| “Some queer things used to happen iu
i the old slave days in Missourl,” said
 Representative John Tatrsney lately to
a reporter of the Washington Star. “The
condition of ‘the slave was never a
very burdensome one in Missouri. The
{ farm country and the nearness of the
! Jowa line prevented anything like those
{ plantation cruelties of which sometimes
i read. In fact, I should judge that some
| of the Missouri slaves had as good a
! time as their masters. ¥
«In {flustration I mght tell a queer
| story, which had its scene in Independ-
' ence, Mo. 0Old Banker Sawyer, of Inde-
pendence, carried on the same Sawyer
Bank that exists today away back in
the sixties, when Independence, as the
eastern end of the Santa Fe trail, was
! the great outfitting poilnt for those
| daring and misguided people who med-
| itated a flight across the plains. Am-
| ong other chattels of Banker Sawyer

| was a big black negro named Dustun.
! Dustun was a great mechanic,
| vast fame all over the western country
i is the maker of that fashion of wagon
| known as the ‘prairie schooner.” Saw-
. ver had besides his bank a wagon shop
! at Independence, and his negro Dus-
{ tun run the wagon shop. The wagon
| shop did a good trade, and Sawyer said
| to Dustun one day:

| *““You make a lot of money working
iovm‘time. Dustun; why don’t you buy
t and own yourself? Why do you c¢on-
| tinue in. slavery? You've got $00 or
| $600 down in my bank now.’

{  «aAnd it was true. Dustun had laid up
| quite a little storc of money, and the

fact of a slave with money on deposit
in the bank of his master is of itself

_illustrative of the lax condition of the |

| {nstitution in Missouri.

|+ “what'll you take me for? asked

! Dustun.
¢ Seei vou,” said Sawyer,

f vou want to buy your-

\ $2,000.°

istun ‘bought - b

2 cnlsr v
himself on

Dustun

to S

e e 11
is wife and little gi
{ Then he b make money
| he hadn’t proceeded . far nor

aheadqd,

more he

J{i\“i
t tools, stoc
| ed up as
i the lack
! Dustun had no Insur
“It was ‘a: plain, -

as a case
with

thought

of

14 master,

Dustun $1,000 and to

schooners.
{ had a clear

ily.

f his wife and
it

naker.

The 1
from Sawy
and cleared
a long
teacher 1 blic
at ‘Kansas City. Old Dustun’s
memory in Indevendence is to this day
highly respected.” :
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SURE SIGN' OF HEALTH.

Worry

! much u
with 1
depres

sitive o

such tim

and lagg

a C‘lf‘?f)
nhappiness.
d furrows, a
¢t upon that
n, the stomach, swhich
es becomies 'a most unwiiling
d servant. Tndeed, it is safe
to say that, unless encouraged by a
cheerful temper and bright, or, at lrast,
Lopeful thoughts, the stomach will play
i truant or sulk, and 'do no good work.
| he explanation of this is the close
| glliance of the great sympathetic
! nerves, which are worse than the tele-
1g:‘&[¢h for carrying bad new the
i
|
1
|

is

super-s

worry and anxiety which deprcases the
brain produce simultaneously a seml-
paralysis of the nerves of the stomach.
| One sign of mental health is serenity
of temper and a self-control that en-
ables us to bear with equanimity the
petty trials and jars of life, especially
those arising from contact with scold-
ing, irascible, irritating persons,

fibout Japaness Viomen,

They Are Said to Be Good and
Charming.

And Save Been Sadly Misrepresoatsd by
Travelers Who Have Had Only a
Superficial Knowledga.

s ————
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{ charming

{ esque costumes
! The Japanese claim—and not without
| yeason—that nine-tenths of
{ been published about th

! ters of Nippon is absolutely untrue, and
pwas
Pvery little of Japan and nothing at all
{of its women.
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Japan appeais more
iy to the stranger—man or
woman—than e sweet and graceful
maidens in their beautiful ana picture
of bright-colored silks.

Nothing in

what has
reet daugh-
men who know but

written by

1 remember a long conversation I
on the subject with one of the
and most charming ladies in
Irouye, whose father-
great statesmen of
conversation having turn-
subjec f Japanese wWo-
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“But Sir Edwin Arnold speaks in &
very different manner.”

“Oh, yes, but he does not know much
He only knows half a dozen
and he is too

man. He loves them as he loves
Inature, and would not possibly speak
i of them in every-day prose. He drapes
{ them in the veils of poesy, and dreams
i he is in heaven surrounded by angels.
It seems so foolish to us.”

Every writer on the subject seems

ito have a different opinion—so differ-

ent, in fact, that one would be inclined
to think that there are several Japans
in this world. There is but one, but
it econtains several clas of women
whose conditions are very different.

|  We laugh at Japanese women dresse
ing in foreign clothes. Certainly they
‘are not as graceful as in their own
{ costumes, for they do not know how
wear the occidental dresses. The
wearing of unfamiliar garments can-
not be learned in a day. Let the Ame

ses

| erican girls try on the Japanese dresses

without the help of a competent
costumer, and see what they will look
like—to Japanese eyes.

And now a few words about the
morals of Japarese women. It is gen-
erally believed in Europe and in Ameri-
ca that the morals over there are very
low. It is undoubtedly dus to the
ridiculous and most unreliable stories
which globe trotters delight in telling
their friends. There is not in the world
a more moral people than the Japanese.
The globe trotters know absolutely
nothing of the Japanese women of the
middle or upper classes, and during
the few weeks they spend in Japan

'they only meet the geisha girls, whose

business it is to sing and dance and
sell their smiles. But such a class of
'women is to be found in every coun-
itry, and they are far less degraded
in Japan than they are in Paris, Lon-
idon, New York, or San Francisco.
i Japanese women do not care much
' for love—passionate love—as it exlsts in
cour country. In fact, it seems un-
i known to them, and I have come to
| the conclusion that it’s on account of
all of them having uniformly dark
skin and hair. It is a well known fact
that a man with light hair will most
naturally fall in love with a brunette,
| but seldom with a blonde, and vice
versa

In spite of the many stories circu-
{lated in their clubs and other places
by men who have left a great deal of
money in Japan, I can affirm that the
 women of that country thoroughly dis-
i like forcigners, and have never heard
yvet of one of them being in l@ve witn
one of us.

Strange as it may appear, a kiss is
ian unknown thirng in Japan—not un-
known to the gay maid of Yokoe-
Kohe or Nagasaki, who have

to do for the amusement of

to the Jap-
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FORMATION

Persons who have sufficient in-
terezt in knowing what the ax-
perience of life insurance com-
panies that have kept abstainers
and non-abstainers in separate
classes has been, to send a postal
card to the manager of the Temp-
erance and General Life Assur-
ance Company at Toronto, Ont.,
stating their desire to get this in-
formation can have it by a retuern
mail




