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Hebrides far north into the Faroe Is- 
lands, and beyond them into Iceland. 
The present Icelandic volcanoes were 
in action in this country in older ter-

AITno one looked at him, apparently no 
one wanted a boy doll. He had on 4 
blue coat and trousers, a blue and 
white flannel shirt waist, and a sailor 
hat—white straw with a blue ribbon 
band—with an elastic that wentt under

|his chin. His hair was yellow, and 
curled; his eyes were blue. After 
went home I kept thinking of that 

! dear boy alone in that store, withoils 
i anyone to love him. The m-ob- 
:were being sold very fast, and 
'ably by the next night would be 

gone, and the dear boy would be still 
more lonesome. 1n
It would be cruel for me to bring 

bin home, for I am so busy that 1 him home, or Elizabeth—you know iStill as the busy hours cannot a ve time I must find & Mrs. McGill, over the tubs, 
Tolieateth this toy-some one-who will |Scrubs and washes, washes and scrubs, 
be very tender and kind to him. 
the morning I thought of a little 
who would be a mother to him.bto 
hard other dolls, but she seemed to 
have great capacity for loving dolls.

I knew if she once heard how 
much he needed a mother she would 
take Mm right into her heart, the 

Toto In the afternoon I went to 
we made in the old churn. We filled Late tohived that if no one had 

and hung a big stick storetieboy I would, for I knew where to find him a mother, does 
There the stood, all alone. The dors 

ond cats were gone, nearly all the 
|dolls, and all the games. He stood as if keeping guard over the remnant 
i toy bazar. . -

I bought him. Christmas morning I brushed him off carefully took his hate 
out of curl papers, put on his hats 
and then tucked this note under his

“I have no mamma. Please let m 
be your little boy." . lad 

I took him to the little girl. She had 
a new doll—very large and beautiful 
dressed. The little girl’s mamma read 
her the note. She stretched out both 
her arms and took the little hov right 
to her heart. I left them feeling very 
happy, for the dear lonesome little 
had found a ma mima, and aA 
little girl had found another child t 
love.—From the Outlook.

• •
Utiary times.

The story of volcanoes in this count, 
try was to be found by the side of 
volcanoes in Iceland, and one of the 
most prominent features of the mod- 
ern volcanoes in that country was 
that they did not form mountains 
like Aetna or Vesuvius. Their domi- 
nant feature was the production o f | Grandma—Bobby, what are you do- 
great also conn. Every one, who had !ins ^ the pantry 7 sailed along the shores of the Clyde 
was familiar with the dikes that rose 
up sometimes with singular promin- 
ence along the shores oil Arran,Bute, 
and the Cumbraes—great wall-like 
masses of black rock through the 
sandstone. These dikes marked some 
of the fissures produced during the 
time of the early tertiary volcanic 
eruptions. The eruptions appeared to 
have begun with the formation of

They

With the
VViveIIOBoys and Girls Workman—Is the boss at home?

New Father—No; the nurse has herOVER THE TUBS.
Up from the laundry, all day long. 
Comes the croon of a little song, 
Low and plaintive its measures, seem 
To rise and melt with the wreaths of

out for an airing. $**
We fewsteam.

Mrs. McGill in the miist below. 
Helping the linen, snow on snow, 
Sings at her task as the moments fly, 

go by.

Bobby—Oh, I’m just putting 
things away, gran’ma. 

e e • •
autumn leaves, to give a bit of color 
to her white palace.

“Now tell me how you made It all, 
said Olive, after she had admired 
everything and thanked her brothers

Nancy’s Nightmare.
I am the doll that Nancy broke!

Hadn’t been hers a week.
One little squeeze, and I sweetly 

spoke;
Rosy and fair was my cheek.

Now my head lies in a corner far, 
My body Mas here in the other;

And if this is what human children 
are, ,

I will never lire with another!

1 am the book that Nancy read 
For fifteen minutes together;

Now I am standing here on my head
While she's gone to look at the wea­

ther. .
My leaves are erushed in the cruelest 

way. . 
There’s jam 00 my opening page. 

And I would not live with Miss Nancy
Gay, 

Though I shouldn’t be read for an 
age!

“You will notice that I have you on 
a string,” said the boy to the kite.

"Yes," answered tine kite, "and that 
is what makes me soar."

* * * *
"Do you consider Lifter strictly 

honestist to a fault. Why, he told me
Honest asking him that he stole 

that dog he tad with him last even- 
ing."....

again and again.
"Why, you see, we all turned out 

and dug the cave yesterday when you 
were at Aunt Mary's,” said Fred. 
“That is the reason that you knew 
nothing about 1t. And the tables and 
chairs we made out of snow, packed 
around old broomsticks and boards 
and barrel-hoops to hold it in shape.”

"And the big vases," said Jacky,|
- - * We filled

Bare are her strong arms, rough and
red

Her hands, with striving 
bread.

for daily

these fissures. They had them in An- without my 
trim Mull, Rum, Canna, Sanday, and 
Skye The Inner Hebrides were merely 
fragments of what may have been 
criginally a volcanic plateau extending 
from Antrim in the south to the north 
of Skye. The successive outflows 
basalt could be traced in layers in old 
river channels, and these layers had

en repeated at least four times In 
the history of the plateau, as shown 
in the Islands of Canna and Sanday.

From the beginning of the story to 
the end, the production of Assures 
seemed to have been the fundamental 
fact. There was great difficulty in 
fixing the age, but within the last 
few months, in the course of their 
work in the Geological Survey, they 
have come across evidence which 
would enable them to spell their way 
among the dikes of the whole Western 
Highlands. The volcanoes, however, 
belonged to a very recent period—to 
a time actually younger than the soft 
clay on which London is built. That 
clay was there before the volcanoes 
began to blaze forth. In closing, Sir 
Archibald referred to the subject of 
denudation or waste, which he de­
scribed as one of the most fascinat-

andWhile she works in the steam
foam, 

Thoughts "childer" left atof the
home,

Come to cheer her, till, after all. 
The day seems short and the washing 

small;
For mother-love, with tender spell, 
is working its ceaseless miracle;
Vihile Mrs. McGill, over the tubs, 
Scrubs and washes, washes and scrubs.

Disgusted Traveler (on the L.) This 
road ought to run cattle trains. 
Guard Yes, sir. they ought. But you 
can’t blame us servants, sir, because

it with water, :----- „
of wood in the middle so that it would 
not quite reach the bottom of the 
churn. Then we set it out to freeze; 
when it was frozen we put the churn 
in hot water to loosen the ice, same 
as mamma does for ice cream. So it 
came out a great lump of ice, with a 
hollow in the middle where the stick| 
was, you know, and Maxy thought of 
the grasses and leaves.”

“Now come and see the sculpture

you don’t get proper a 
sir. ....

Haughty Lady (who has just pur­
chased a stamp)—Must I put it on my­
self? ., T.

Stamp Clerk—Not necessarily. It 
will probably accomplish more if you 
put it on the letter.

Down through the areaway there
floats- 
cry of the newsboy, strident 
notes,

The
I am the frock that Nancy wore 

Last night art her birthday feast.
I am the frock that Nancy tore 

in seventeen places at least.
My buttons are scattering far

Telling how on a field of fame
A warrior won him al hero’s name;
The sailors clung to a reeling deck, 
And served the guns of a shattered 

wreck;
A hero mounted the ladder tall.
And plucked a life from the flaming 
wall;,

While Mrs. McGill, over the tubs. 
Scrubs and washes, washes and scrubs.

gallery," said Maxy.
They went into another little cave, Tommy—I think mamma is an aw­

ful gossip.
Ethel—Oh, Tommy, how can you say

and
where there was a number of snow 
figures whose faces had been skilfully 
carved with an old kitchen knife. They 
were a funny group—fat and . good- 
natured Dutchmen with their pipes in 
their mouths, very stout old ladies 
with pug dogs in their laps, and many 
other comical shapes.

There never was a palace that gave 
as much pleasure as this one ire the 
snow drift; the children oared for 
nothing else till a thaw came. Then

near.
My trimming Is torn to rags;

And if I were Miss Nancy’s mother 
dear

I'd dress her in calico bags!

We are the words that Nancy said 
When these things were brought to 

her view.
All of us ought to be painted red, 

And some of us are not true.
We sputter and mutter and snarl and

such a thing?
Tommy—Well, she Is; everything I 

do she immediately goes and tells 
papa. I bate gossip..

Farmer’s Boy—Father, kin I go to 
the minstrels tonight with Hiram4 Six o’clock! And the music swells 

Loud from the throats of a thousand Homespun.
Farmer—Naw.’Tain’t more’n a month 

since yer went t‘ the top o’ the hill to
|see the eclipse of the moon. ‘Pears to 
i me yew wanter to be on the go the

bells;
So, at last, when the shadows fall,

faded shawl, 
in the rough.About People. She draws about her a 

Wthile sweet contentthe roof fell in and buried the poor ing departments of geology, and as 
one which gave valuable aid in en-sne 
abling them to determine the age of hull time •

we smoulder and smoke and blaze; |fat lady and her dog in a heap of 
if she’d not meet with some sad I melting snow. Only the ice vases were And if she’d not meet wicn left; they stood firm and whole after

all the other furniture was spoiled, 
and sparkled in the sunshine that 
shone through the ruined palace.-

worn, face
Kindles a brighter than beauty’s grace. 
Home she hastes where, the long day 

through,
The little ones watched and waited, 

too,
While Mrs. McGill, over the tubs, 
Scrubs and washes, washes and scrubs.
Mis. McGill, your humble name 
Has no place on the rolls of fame.

Little it matters to such as you; 
Brief the page is, the names are few. 
Still I know that your faithful love 
Finds a place in the scroll above.
So, when my heart grows weak and 

faint,
This is the thought that stops com- 

plaint:
Mrs. McGill, over the tubs, 
Scrubs and washes, washes and scrubs.

—Robert C. Tongue.

• *••
different strata; and there was, he 
said,no place where the geologist could 
study that subject with more profit 
to himself and benefit to science than 
along the north shores of the Faroe 
Isles, where there were the finest sea 
cliffs in Europe, some of them 2,000 
feet in height.—Edinburgh Scotsman.

“Do yau think your sister likes me. 
Tommy?”

“Yes; she stood up for you at dinner.
“Stood up for me! Was anybody say­

ing anything against me?”
“No, nothing much. Father thought 

you were rather a donkey, but she got 
up and said you weren’t, and told fa- 
ther he ought to know better than to 
judge a man by his looks.”

In a small village in the south of 
Scotand an elder in the parish church 
was one day reproving an old woman, 
who was rather the worse for liquor, 
saying: "Sarah, don’t you know that 
you should fly the tempter?”

Sarah (not too well pleased)—Flee

mishap.
Miss Nancy must mend her ways.

*
Costly Breakfast.

It is well known that some of the 
most famous and popular of musical 
and literary compositions have 
brought their authors little or no com- 
pensation. The case of Milton’s “Par­
adise Lost,” which the author sold for

related that Thackeray, when to 1 is telone day, told to Dr. Donald 
Macled a story which the latter re 
cently repeated. It was to the effect 
that Carlyle and Thackeray were 
ting together, the farmer hot ups 
a philosophical argument, whena 

"Doddle, doddle, doodle!” and a mer- pheasant began screeching near the 
ry laugh comes up from under the Thackeray e the bird was making. On 

said Carlyle, “something’s troubling its 
stomach, and it’s taking that method 
of uttering itself to the universe.

Miss Willard, has been invited, 
through Dr. W. Evans Darby, the well 
known peace advocate, to bec m the 
member of the general council of the 
Society for the Recognition of the opted 
therhood of Man, and has . acceptent. 
The headquarters of this society are in 
London.

King Leopold of Belgium, it is said, 
detests Instrumental music of 
kind. It seems to cause him real Phy 
sical suffering. If anyone sits down 
at the piano in the king’s presence, his 
Majesty swiftly vanishes, while it is 
said that he would “run amile" 
escape the sound of his queen s harp.

Place aux dames! The selection of 
the Queen Regent of Spain as the - 
bitrator of the boundary dispute be- 
tween Colombia, Ecuador and Peru is 
noteworthy as being the first instance 
where a woman has been selected to 
settle an international dispute of this important character. Maria Christina, 
is of a masculine turn of mind.

Youth’s Companion.

The Sandman. 
(By E. C. Whitney.)

into and 1.0 didFlora 58.101
table by my side.

Under the table sits a little one-is frequently cited as anfive pounds.
fact; but it is notexample of this year-old, surrounded by spools, rub- Beauties and Pleasures of the Winter 

Garden, Insect Pests, Etc.
back for equal-necessary to go so far ber toys, and a host of bits so pre­

cious to a little heart.ly striking examples.
Quite recently a story to this point 

has been told, on good authority, in 
Paris. Some years ago three young 
men, all highly gifted but improvident 
and unfortunate, were walking the , 
streets of Paris together, penniless

“Doddle, doddle, doddle!” but this yerself’.
Eder—Oh, Sarah, I have flown.
Sarah—Aweel, I think ye’ll be nane

Now the ground is covered with itstime a gape to place of the laugh.
white mantle, we welcome any live1 
bit of green we may be fortunate the waur o’ another flutter.

|The gape reminds mamma that the 
little lady’s bed-time is nearing. Mam-1 THE PURPLE EAST.

Never, O craven England, nevermore 
Prate thou of generous effort, righte- 

ours aim! !
Betrayer of a People, know thy shame.
Summer hath passed, and autumn 3 

threshing-floor
Been winnowed; Winter at Aremnia 

door . .
Snarls like a wolf; and still the sword 

and flame .
Sleep not; thou only sleepest; and 

• the same
Cry unto Heaven ascends as hereto­

fore; ,
And the red stream thou might st have 

staunched yet runs;
And o’er the earth there sounds no 

trumpet’s tone
To shake the ignoble torpor of thy 

sons, -
But with indifferent eyes they watch, 

and see. 
Hell’s regent sitting yonder, propped 

by thee,, 
Abdul the Damned, on his infernal 

throne.

ma looks at the clock, which says, 
"Baby has just a little more time to enough to possess. The unfolding of| 

the lovely white flower of a Roman
A St. Louis paper is responsible for 

this yarn: • A man met the villageand hungry.
“What wouldn’t I give for a nice 

breakfast?” said one of them.
“What wouldn’t I give for a 

breakfast, even if it weren t nice? 
said another.

"Any kind of a breakfast would do enough to smile on her.
me, provided it was a breakfast,” said, A little jerk, a pettish snarl, plainly 
the third. bell mamma that the little, spool won’t.

"How much must we have with stay an the top of the big one. It is 
which to get our breakfast?" asked so near night that I suspect the little 
the first, spool is tired—too tired to stand up

"We ought to have ten francs," said | straight any longer.
another. ! Now the Sandman stretches out his

Ten francs, or two dollars, would arms to Baby Louise. She thinks she 
have provided the three youths with can run away from him, so she creeps 
an excellent breakfast. I up to "mamma, mamma," and buries

“T have an idea! Here’s a music her little round face in a lap which 
publisher’s. Come along," said one. I is always glad to hold it. But mamma

"Sir," said he to the publisher, "we doesn’t want her to run away from 
wish to sell you a song, of which one the Sandman. He knows just the time 
of us has written the words, and an- each little girl and boy should go to 
other the air; and I will sing it, as I bed. He is always pleasant and gen- 
am the only one of the three who 
has any voice."_

The music publisher made a grim- 
mace. "Well, go on we’ll see if your 
song is good for anything.

One of the young men sang.
"Hum!" said the publisher. ---------------

much of e song—a simple little is put on; the nice, warm milk is 
thing. But I’ll tell you what I’ll do drunk; the baby is laid in her own 
—I’ll give you 15 francs for it.”

The three young men looked signifi­
cantly at each other. They had not 
expected as much. They handed the 
publisher the 
and went and ate them up at a neigh-i

play.
Another gape. Surely baby sees the 

Sandman. One chubby fist and then 
another turns and twists in baby’s

Hyacinthe on Christmas Day, and the |doctor and said: “If you happen to be 
■out our way any time I wish you’d 
stop and see my wife. She don’t seem 
to be feeling very well.”

subsequent opening of other flowers 
in the same pot have given more 
pleasure in my household than I can 
describe; the flowers are still bloom­
ing in this particular pot, and their 
fragrance is a choice delight.

The crocus and tulips are just 
opening their beautiful eyes, and 

specs of iuc yellow day in boiler in the watsth house. and done a 
pearing and e 8118 is in which few little jobs around the house, she the different pots and boxes in wiC 
they were planted, giving promise of 
a rare succession of bloom until the 
time of outdoor planting comes round 
again. The freesias, alliums and scil- 
las are also coming on and will soon 
reward our patient waiting and care­
ful attention by their intrinsic beauty

eyes. Ah! now the Sandman is near
"What ails her? What are her symp- 

toms."
"I dunno. This morning after she’d 

milked the cows and fed the pigs, and 
got breakfast for the men, and wash­
ed the dishes, and built a fire under the

complained of feeling tired like. I
shouldn’t wonder if her blood was poor.
and I guess she needs a dose of medi-
cine."

Pasteur was profoundly penetrated 
with the exquisite adaptation of means 
to ends in the universe, and each fresh 
revelation of his microscope deepened 
his reverence. He once said: When 
one has studied much, he returns to 

the other, and all the baby’s clothes, the falith of the Breton peasant; and - - 413- +: — if I had studied still, more, i SOLLY
have the faith of the Breton woman.

A Chapter on Quotations.
What living woman, when told by

and fragrance. - , __ + some strongly imaginative wielder ofNow look out sharp for the insect 5 - .. ..
pests; once you see them, make war 
on them right away. Whatever you 
do must be done promptly and thor­
oughly. A thorough spraying with 
some good insecticide dissolved in 
water should be given occasionally; 
or if the enemy be red spider, spray- 
ing with clear water will be all that

I the pen, that an elegant walnut side- 
board could be made of a rough pine 
piano box, could resist the tempta-

the with little folks.
Off comes one shoe, then off comes

that drive theYou in high places; you 
steeds

Of empire; you that
Again the Sandman smiles; this time 
he is very near. Baby knows it, and 
drops her tired little head on mam- 

It isn’t ma’s arm. The little white night-dress 
little is put on; the nice.

tion of trying?
"At last I own a gypsy table! It is 

decorated with all the left-overs of 
which I am possessed. Had made tt 
for me one evening, according to di- 
restions; stained the legs three ele­
gant shades of cherry (each broom 
handle was a different kind of wood).

say unto ourThe Queen of England, in the course 
of a recent interview with the Bechu- 
ana chiefs, speaking with reference,to 

|the drink question, said: 1 approve 
, of the provisions excluding strong 

drink from your country. I feel strong­
ly in this matter, and am glad to see 
that the chiefs have determined to keep 
so great a curse from the people.

hosts
“Go thither," and they go, and from 

our coasts
Bid sail the squadrons, and they saat, 

their deeds
Shaking the world; lo! from a land

is required.
Keep the soil well stirred round the 

pots and avoid giving too much water. 
Keep the air about the plants as 
moist as possible, as the hot air of a delightfully home-made for anything!” 
furnace or coal stove is detrimental - - --

little bed; mamma says the evening 
prayer, and kisses baby good-night.

Now is the time when the Sandman 
begins his work. He kisses his finger- 

manuscript, took the $3, tip and lays it on each small eyelid. 
Soon baby Louise is fast asleep. Just 
as the little peepers are shut tight the 
Sandman quickly pulls two small 
sand-bags from his pocket and lays 
one on each closed eye. Next he takes 
the baby in his strong arms and holds 
her so warm and close that baby

while I produced red felt fringe, and 
the proper bow of ribbon. It looks toothat pleads

For mercy where no mercy Ie, the
'ghosts

Look in upon you faltering at your 
posts—

Upbraid you parleying while a People 
bleeds

To death. What stays the thunder in 
your hand?

A fear for England? Can her pillared 
fame

Only one faith forsworn securely 
stand?

On faith forsworn that murders babes 
and men?

Are such the terms of glory’s tenure?
Then

Fall her accursed greatness, in God’s 
name.

Heaped in their ghastly graves they 
lie, the breeze

Sickening o'er fields Where others vain­
ly wait

For burial; and the butchers keep high 
state

Tn silken palaces of perfumed ease. 
The panther of the desert matched 

with these,
Is pitiful; beside their lust and hate, 
Fire and the plague-wind are com- 

passionate.
And soft the deadliest fangs of raven­

ing seas.
How long shall they be borne? Is not 

the cup
Of crime yet full? Doth evildom still 

lack
Some consummating crown, that we 

hold back
The scourge, and in Christ’s borders 

give them room?
How long shall they be borne, - Eng­

land? Up
Tempest of God, and sweep them to 

their doom!
—William Watson.

Exactly. They are too delightfullyThe young Czarina declines to smoke. 
She has requested her ladies in wait- 
ing not to come near her if there is 
the odor of tobacco about their 
clothes, and her imperial majesty is 
credited with the observation that a 
cigarette in a woman’s mouth is as 
bad as an oath in a man’s.. Most of 
the Grand Duchesses of Russia smoke.

One of the latest illustrations of ex­
egesis was given by a Kentucky clergy- 
man, who, on the arrival of a white- 
ribboner in the village where he was a 
settled minister, preached a sermon 
from the text, “Men ought always to 
pray,’ and proceeded to prove that as 
men were explicitly designated it was 
clearly implied that women were not 
to pray (in-public).

Two survivors of the Crimean war 
have recently died—one, William Drake 
Colson, in London, the other, William 
Bennett, in Chicago. Each was in the 
Light Brigade during its historic 
charge, and earned various medals for 
bravery. Colson had two horses shot 
from under him, but escaped without 
a scratch. Bennett had been a chaplain 

! on the Great Lakes for the last sixteen 
years.

to plant life.
The long dreary winter would be 

dull indeed were it not for the flowers 
we may all have with just a little 
trouble. What is nicer than to take 
a plant or bulb of one’s own growing 
as a present to some shut-in friend; 
how much such a gift is appreciated

|home-made for anything. You are not 
alone in your admiration for the beau­
ties and economies of fireside inven- 

|tion. Listen!
! “We had wanted so much to fur­

nish the parlor this fall, but when

boring restaurant.I 
The author of the words was Alfred 

de Musset, the composer, Hippolyte 
Moupon, and the singer, Gilbert Du- 
prez. The song, which was entitled 
“Connaissez-vous dans Barcelone,” 
had an immense popularity, and| 
brought the publisher 40.000 francs.| 
The breakfast which these three young| 
men ate was, therefore, perhaps the| 
most expensive one that was ever 
eaten.—Youth’s Companion.

smiles in her sleep.
Do you think the Sandman s work 

is all done. Oh, no! He does not run 
off to put some other baby to sleep, 
for there are just a many Sandmen as 
there are babies and little children. 
No little one should be afraid to go 
to sleep in the dark, for when mamma 
leaves the room the Sandman stays 
close by. The Sandman can see both 
in the dark and in the light.

Maybe you would like to know how 
you can keep the Sandman close to 
you all night. First, you must lie 
very still, for the Sandman likes quiet 
better than anything else. Any sud­
den or loud noise drives him right 
away. He always sits on the babys 
bed, and is very fond of being rocked 
gently or of listening to a soft sons 
like a lullaby. Another thing he is 
afraid of is any sickness. It is very 
hard to get him to stay with a sick 
child, so if you want the Sandman 
to watch while you sleep, you must 

' not tease mamma to let you eat things 
i which she says will make you sick.
, There is a good deal to learn about 
( the Sandman, but I am going to tell

poor, over-worked papa (who super­
intended two Sunday schools and 
drudged in a bank) went to Canada,who have given 

doing
only those know

ofthemselves to the luxury we knew it was not to be thought of, 
and I gave it up; but Bessie, who had 
been reading ‘Home Decoration,’ was 
not a bit discouraged ‘You’ll see,” 
said Bessie. "When I went into the 
parlor next

I have been unfortunate with:this.
for winter 

geraniums,
most kinds of plants 
blooming, having tried*

Olive’s Palace.
“I declare, it is too bad in the boys 

to run off and leave me on my birth- 
day," sighed Olive, looking out of the, 
window.

She saw nothing but a great troop 
of snowflakes scudding along as if 
they were in a hurry to make room 
for those behind them; everywhere 
snow, snow, snow. Her brothers were 
not to be seen. ,,

“I wonder which way they went," 
she said to herself, looking along the 
drifted road, and at the two little

fuchsias, begonias, roses and many
others, and have generally failed, parlor next morning I stood trans- 
sometimes signally so. But with bulbs fixed, and gazed ecstatically. The ash 
I always succeeded, they are so easy barrel stood 
to manage and do not wind as occas- room 
ional cold snap, and invariably give 
such good results that I have got to 
feel that there is at least one class

in the middle of the
and had it not been for the

iaroma, which filled the air, I should 
;hardly have recognized it! A piece of 

bright cretonne covered its top, andof flowers that I may have for thei 
winter, and with that I am both con- green paper cambric descended to the 

floor. This, with a finish of browntent and delighted. NARCISSUS. paper, gaily ruffled, and pinked on the 
edge, completed the most remarkable 
and picturesque center table in theDoctors and Patients.

The husband of a professional beau­
ty was much distressed by the fact

* hi wife ■ ga . i" in penders, the effect was pretty. Load-weight. “She is becoming heavier 1

cheese-clothneighborhood. An old
and 
sus-

polonaise did nicely for curtains, 
looped back with papa’s old red

ing me to a ‘cozy corner of the par­
lor, Bessie said ‘Look!’ The corner 

|was occupied by our neighbor’s chick- 
! en coop, standing on three empty 
|spools, the whole neatly stained with 
' pokeberry juice. ‘A what-not!’ I

FROWSY LITTLE SOLDIERS. every week,” he said to his doctor.
mounds that showed where the gate- 
posts were, for the gate and the fence 
had disappeared.

She watched so long that her eyes

“and it worries me to death. What 
am I to do?” “Stop weighing her," 
said the doctor.Warriors of Venezuela Are ThusThe

Described.
There is a body of regular Ven­

ezuelan troops stationed in the back 
of the town to a large square build­
ing more like a cow shed than a bar­
rack. where the men sleep about 
casually on hammocks, or on the dirt 
floor, and cook for themselves over 

The Indian women

you only one thing more.
Almost every little boy and girl has 

some mischief in his oil her little 
heart. Why even the little one-year- 
old who sits under the table by me 
does a good many funny things. And 
so the Sandman enjoys a little fun 
and mischief too. Sometimes he will 
squeeze baby just a little to see her 
smile in her sleep; sometimes he pulls 
one sand-tag slowly off baby’s eye to | pots of charcoal, 
make her fuss a little; and even lifts 
up the little eyelid to make her wake 
up quickly—then he laughs and darts 
off Don’t you think he is a funny 
fellow? I think he is like some big 
brothers, don’t you?When the sun is bright and high the dman slowly draws the sand-bags each eye, kisses the baby very 
itly until she begins to smile and nher eyes—then leaves so quietly 
and quickly that baby never sees him 
go.—The Outlook.

Equally cynical was the reply of an 
enthusiastic scientist to a weeping 
wife, who wanted to know if her hus- 
band was very ill. “Well, yes. mys 
dear madam," was the reply, “he Is was made from one of my overshoes, 
very ill but console yourself—the dis- which was tastefully varnished and 
ease is of high scientific value." |fastened to the wall with a small

A dentist once advanced a reason tack, which was first carefully gilded, 
for resignation that was even more | These, with a tomato can hung up 
original. He had been tugging at ai with pink twine, gave us a delight- 
tooth for the last ten minutes, and at fully handsome parlor, of which any 
last managed to extract it. "What, one might be proud! Entire cost, 
five shillings!" the victim protested seventeen and one-half cents, and 
on being told the fee. "Why, the last Bessie’s work._ 
tooth I had pulled out cost only a 
shilling.” The dentist blandly replied. 
“Very possibly, but look how much 
longer I take over it."

Patients occasionally score off their 
medical advisers. One of them, weary 
of being kept waiting in a fashionable 
physician’s ante-room, called a ser­
vant, and gave him this message: 
“Tell the doctor that if he can’t see 
me within five minutes I shall get

were almost blinded by the swarming| 
fi s, and she did not see a fur cap, 
all powdered with snow, jump up In a 
most mysterious fashion from a mon- 
trous great drift; then another cap 
bobbed out, and another, and another.

By and bye Fred and Ed and Maxy 
and Jacky rushed into the house.

“Come on. Olive,” they shouted. "We

cried. ‘Yes, yes!’ said Bessie.
catch-all“A pretty and capacious

BRITISH VOLCANOES.
have got a birthday surprise for you. 
Put on yo r things, and well take you| 
straight to your palace. Only first we

I sell them fruits and hard balls of 
minced meat, and rolls of green corn 
husk filed with boiled cornmeal and 
raisins. The men are mostly pure-

1 blooded Indians, and wear a dirty 
white shirt and loose cotton trousers 
as a uniform, with no shoes or stock- 
ings, but rather elaborate kepis or hel- 
mets. Some have no guns, and such 
as they have are old and not well 
kept. Their real Weapon is the ma­
chete or bread knife, worn in a 
leather sling at the belt The officers 
are as uncombed, unwashed, and badly 
dressed as their men. It is not uncom­
mon to see one of them conducting 
morning drill in his undershirt and 
using his sword, undrawn from the 

|scabbard, in which it is stuck fast with 
1rust. Every one, however, combines to 
1assert that these frowsy little troops 
are desperately courageous in battle, 
and will march and fight cheerfully on 
a cig. rette and two bananas a day. 
Of course, with such arms and drill, 
they could not stand in the field against

Wonderfully Complete Record of the His­
tory of Volcanio Aotion.

Sir Archibald Geikie, F. R. S., in a 
lecture before the Glasgow Geological 
Society on “The Latest Volcanoes in 
the British Isles,” says that the sub­
ject was one which had occupied him 
closely for the last twenty, and more 
especially for the last seven years. 
These islands of ours were specially 
fortunate in the wonderfully complete 
record which they had within their 
borders of the history of volcanic ac­
tion. He supposed there was no area 
of equal dimensions on the surface of 
the earth where the story of volcanic 
action had been recorded so complete­
ly and with such wonderfully volum­
inous details.

From the earliest geological times 
they had an almost continuous record 
of volcanic eruption along the west­
ern border of the European Contin- 
ent. There were once active volcanoes 
along a great valley between the 
Outer Hebrides on the west, and the 
mainland of Scotland on the east, 
and they extended from the south of 
Antrim through the line of the Inner

must blindfold you.”
So when Olive had put on her cloak, 

hood and mittens, and grandma's 
socks on her feet. Maxy tied a silk

“An exaggeration," you say. True; 
still, if I may be allowed to judge by
what is at present looked upon as 
decorative effect, by some, I must 
conclude the taste of the time Ishandkerchief over her eyes, amid a 

great deal of laughter. Then her faulty. The smaller the apartment.br thers led her outdoors.
She could not guess where she was 

going. It seemed to her that she was 
wking a long distance, for the boys, 
added to the mystery by leading her 
to and fro along the paths that had 
been shovelled to the barns and the

the greater the packing process, until 
it presents the appearance of a mus-
eum. or bazar. One cannot move but
at the risk of tumbling some artistic 
piece over, or down, after which the 
least one can do is to exclaim, "How 
awkward I am!”

I once endured the misery, for &
He Found a Mother. quite well.”_______

Wives Should Remember
That air and sunshine are potent 

aids to good cheer.
That the home should be a republic, 

and not an autocracy.
That a good cook is the root of 

Thea un and happiness.
That cross words spoil the home 

more than muddy boot-tracks.
That there is nothing which makes 

the heart grow fonder of home than 
occasional absences from it.

That better is a room where there 
is disorder and cordiality than a dust- 
less apartment and cold welcome.

corn-crib, and around the house. At 
last they untied the handkerchief.

Olive looked around and saw that 
she was in a beautiful little cave of 
snow. The walls and roof and floor 
we re like the purest white marble.

By Mary Allaire.
He stood at the end of a counter 

gazing out into Broadway. About him 
were woolly dogs and cotton cats, a

short visit, of an upper room, "fear- 
fully and wonderfully" made up of 
antiques! Several decades were repre­
sented by horrible monstrosities. Ad- 
mitting that some of these absurdi- 
ties are barely endurable, when born, 
their lease of life, from their very

I
jack-in-the-box and several games. 
Across the aisle were a number of

and the cave was not dark, like other 
caves, because of the reflection.

At one end was a huge armchair of 
snow, looking very soft and roomy, 
but quite too cold for comfort. Along 
the walls were placed all sorts of fur­
niture made of snow and iee, and at 
the entrance of the cave stood two ice

girl dolls, who were so close to one 
another that they could not be lone- 
some. In the case back of the counter 
were a lot more dolls of all sizes and 
complexions, but all girls. it was 
night when I saw him first. Great 
crowds were pushing past. People were

of the store, but Sun.

is short. Even to theirconstruction,
they soon grow tire-warm admirers

the regulars of civilized powers; but 
war In Venezuela means fighting heat

some. Then, out of pity, when these 
discarded beauties are to go ‘up- 
stairs," let it be to the garret, or 
storeroom, not to the guest chamber.
—The Housekeeper,

and fever as well aa men, and these 
troops are indifferent to the two forces 
most fatal to Europeans.—New York

4
v' k as clear as glass, and as tall as 
< .«’a head. They were filled with 
big bunches of dried greases and, hurrying 4 and out
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