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“Frank Bayley!” repeated Carrington,
looking at her with unusual attention.
*“Is he a doctor?’ iy

“Yes, in the Indian service. Did you

know himt”
slight frown con-

“I have met him,” a
tracting his brow.

“Yes; he is a very clever fellow,” said
Mrs. Bayley, picking ut a stitch with
muca dexur{ty and continuing the con-
versation in an imperative kindgof whis-

r, a8 Miss Onslow began to play a

eamy nocturne. “A very clever fel-
low. is not going back to India; he
is going to practice at Huddersfield. Ah,
what queer. experiences he has had!”

“He seems have been' commumnica-
tive,” said Carrington, with a tinge of
contempt.

“To me, yes. You see we had a sort
of professional intimacy. ‘After I lost
m r husband, having no ties, I turn-
eI Imiul nurse, and was able in that
way to do a little good. ' I was fortu-
nately in the same hotel with Mrs. Fane,
when she had that frightful attack of
Roman fever—through which ‘I nursed
her—about two years ago. We have
stuck to each other ever since. Poor
dear! Her life has been cruelly spoilt.
That wretch of .2 husband of hers, I
don’t know what he deserves! You
should hear Frank Bayley’s account of
hum!”

No answer. Carrington, his eyes fix-
ed on the ground, his brows sternly knit
into & frown, prompted no doubt by
righteous wrath, was pulling his long
moustaches.

After waiting in vain for a reply, Mrs.
Bayley recommenced.

“Do you think of making any stay
here t”

Still no answer. He seemed lost in
thought, and then, as though he did not
hear her, suddenly rose and crossed to
where Mrs. Fane was sitting in her fav-
orite window. The chair beside her was
tenanted only by a little pert black Pom-
eranian dog.

“This is a little beauty,” said Carring-
ton, lifting it and taking its place, while
he stroked the little creature, who seem-
ed quite happy on his knee.

“The little beauty Is mine,” cried Mrs.
Bayley, “and used to be a good, obedient
little dog—my one possessioh—but Mrs.
Fane has bewitched Midge, and now he
is 80 spoiled that” he cares for no one
else. - She quite ruins him—even gets up
at unearthly hours to take him out be-
fore breakfast.” Here Mrs. Fane's cour-
fer brought in some letters, and Mrs.
Bayley soon became absorbed in hers.

Though Morton stole many impatient

lances towards Carrington and his hos-
g-, good breeding forbade him to break
in upon their virtual tete-a-tete—and so
kept himself usefully employed, as he
ned, by getting up a flirtation with
Miss Onslow, rather to that young lady’s
astonishment.

“I suppose it is a great pleasure to you
to sing?” said Carrington; rather abrupt-
&rlnd looking at Mrs. Fane in the pecu-

, searching, sombre way that always
her so much.

am fond of singing, certainly; but
why do you think so?”

“Because you put your heart into it,
or seem to do so, and for lhe pleasure
you bestow, seeming suffices.”

“That is a polite way of saying I do
not feel at all’

“I did not mean it, and I would rather
beligve you do feel.”

“Why? To ensure my sufferin,

“God knows, no! Must you suf?er be-
cause you feel?” .

“I suppose to sensitive people, sorrow
is more sorrowful and joy more joyful
than to ordinary men and women. I do
not think I am peculiarly sensitive; my
life has been tranquil enough.” But a
quick, half-suppressed sigh belied her
words. “You are fond of dogs, Colonel
Carrington 7

“Yes; I had a lot of dogs about me
always in India. One was a special
friend; I brought him home with me. He
would have died of grief if I had left
him behind.”

“And you thought of that? So much
consideration is surely rare in a man.”

“Is it? Have women much more un-
selfishness than men?”

“They have the credit of unselfishness.
I suppose it is some accident of consti-
tution.”

Carrington was silent for a moment,
and then said:

“Isolation tends to foster selfishness,
at least. I have been a good deal in
remote, lonely stations, and——"

“You have, contrary to your nature,
grown a selfish man,” interrupted Mrs.
Fane, playfully.

“Not contrary to my nature, I fear,”
he answered, smiling.

Then Mrs. Fane grew silept, but she
was an admirable listener, and Carring-
tion was unusually moved to speak. He
was not smoothly fluent like Morton;
but there was force and earnestness in
his abrupt, unstudied sentiences that had
a charm of their own for the rather
spoiled and somewhat blasee woman of
the world to whom they were addressed.
At length Carrington, to Sir Frederie’s
infinite relief, rose to leave. Some talk
ensued of a proposed expedition to a
castle and some caves at a Zistance, and
then, as Mrs. Fane appearel %9 think
that Morton was going teg, he felt

cbliged to retire.
“For my part, T cannot understand |
what youn all sce in that Colonel Carring- |

- ton to take a fancy to! 1le has nothing .

to say for himself, and he is as proud

and stiff as can be! 8o different from
Sir Frederic, who really has birth and
position!” cried Mrs. Bayley, as soon as
she found herself alone with Mrs. Fane.
“I rather he is & nobody; he is
remarkably reticent about his family,
which is not usual if there is anything
to boast of.”

Mrs. Fane smiled. “I could never im-
agine Colonel Carrington boasting; and
pn{ remember I have more qympc.t;l!y
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y paces further, a
loking, ili-conditioned dog,

reed, came trotting out’

-

hollows between the
llocks, r\ued & moment, with an
ominous growl, to watch“the pert, busy
little Pomeranian, who was scampering
hither and thither, and barking ess-
ively. To him ran Midge, full of inno-
cent pleasure, and with the most friend-
ly intentions. But the low-bred ruffian
l’et\'x{'uodmlhlél advances with a surly
snarl, a en, urged some inexpli-
cable doggish an - § d with
8 growling bark on the unoffending Mt-
tle creature, A scuffle, a cloud of sand
torn up in the conflict, despairing yel
from Midge, loud growls from his foe

E

nobodies than you can p y
have.”

“My dear Mrs. Fane, I did not deserve
that little eting. You know well that
if Nature had not made you a perfect
gentlew n, no af t of ﬁlehy Tucre,
nor even the pressure of my miserable
poverty, would have induced me to
throw in my lot with you. I could not
endure the {o;e of being with an ill-bred
or a purse-proud person; but you know
my independerce.”

“I do, Mrs. Bayley, and I am much
gratified by your flattering opinion; but
really I had no intention of stinging.’

“T forgive you,” said = Mrs. Bayley,
laughing; “but I reiterate my Opillion
that Colonel Carrington is not thorough-
bred, or he would not treat me with
such scant ceremony. Oh, don’t be afraid
ts laugh. I dare say you think me an
exacting old woman; but a man’s con-
duct to a person in the pagjtion he imag-
ines I hold, is a very good test. He
fancies, I dare say, that you pay me.”

‘No doubt he thinks I ought, Nor do
I see why you should decline,”

“No, no; I will never accept a salary.
‘Freedom and independence is my motto,
and equality is the soul of friendship.
Why should you pay me for what is a
pleasure to me to give?”

“Well, as you please; and so good-
night. My head aches a little; I shall
be glad to be in darkness.”

Though Mrs. Fane soon dismissed her
maid, and put out the lights, she did
not go to bed. She sat long in an ex-
trgmely easy chair, musing vaguely, first,
with a slight smile, on Mre. Bayiey’s in-
dependence, and remembering not in any
niggard spirit, but with a certain sense
of humor, that during the Years ip
which she had given a salary of a hun-
dred pounds to & lady for whom she had
8 sincere regard, her general expenses
were considerably less 'than during the
Bayley regime. This was merely a pass-
ing thought. The young grass widow
was truly liberal; but whether from in-
dolence, or some reluctance of the heart
to avail itself of its comrade intellect’s
shrewdness, she was often taken in with
her eyes open. Thus, in a way, she saw
through the lively, impulsive Mrs. Bay-
ley, and recognized that her independ-
ence was & sham, Nevertheless, she im-
agined her sincere in her shamming, that
she herself believed in her own assump-
tions. Her depreciation of Colonel Car-
rington did that gentleman no injury in
Mrs. Fane’s estimation; in fact, it did
not recur to her mind. Yet she thought
& good deal of him. He puzzled her. She
hed been used to admiration—to the
most overt and troublesome admiration
and that he shpuld seek her with perse-
verance, carefully masked as it was, did
not surprise or move her. But why
wag it that his watechful eyes only ex-
pressed scrutiny, not untinged with dis-
approbation or distrust? Why should
he, a stranger, approach her preconceiv-
ed prejudices, certainly not in her favor?
Some one must have spoken against her,
but who? She would try and find out,

Though ghe had often been imprudent,
she had never knowingly hurt any onej
or deserved enmity. Perhaps, after all
it was only Colonel Carrington’s way of
looking at people and things. He would
probably emile and look pleasant oftener
if he 'knew how much better he looked.
Certainly when silent ang thoughtful he
looked rugged and stern enough, I won-
iier how Old’;lhﬁ is? Thirty-eight or forty,

am sure, ere! why sh
my head about him? b

“Yes, Sir Frederic is very nice to Mrs
Bvilyley. Why is he tryin{; to persumdc;
Violet Onslow that he is in love with

er? I hope she will not listen to him.
He would not make a good husband to
a girl of her simple character. Why, is
is half-past eleven! If the moruin'é is
fine I will have a &troll on the sands,
and frame ggite a new set of rosolutionu'
for my future conduct and pursuits, I
am tyoo self-indulgent—too fond of plea-
sure.”

The next morning wus fine and fresh,
The blue waters of the bay glistened in
!.he sunshine, crisped by a light breeze
into rippling life, and dash'fng on the
beach in short, quick waves, full oi
youthiul vigor.

Mrs. Fane’s maid found her mistress
nearly dressed when she came to call
her. Shke was immodi.’xtnly dispatched to
find Midge.

“I will take him for a run on the
sands,” said Mrs. Fane. “Don’t let Mrs.
Bayley wait breakfast, though I'm pret-
ty sure to be back before she appears.”

It was deliciously invigorating as Mrs.
Fane descended the low range of sand-
hills, covered with doarse grass, which
separate the links from the beach, A
few scholboys loitering about, or wad-
ing with joyous cries into the advancing
tide, were the only living creatures to
be seen; and Mrs. Fane, with a keen
sense of enjovment, walked briskly on,
Midge barking and gambling before her
in wild delight.

“Come along, Midge,” she cried to the
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teprified Mrs. Fane, but she was too gen-
ougly brave to let her poor little pro-
tege be destroyed. Armed only with her
sunshade she ran to his succor. More
potent aid, however, was at hand. A
tall man, in a dark shooting-dress, rush-
ed up from behind her. In a twinkling
the mongrel asailant was eeized by the
back of the neck, shaken violently till he

released his. little victim, and then hurl- )

ed to a distance, whence he fled, howli
and discomfited. el s n‘

"lhdll;n’&' thnk the poor little fellow ia
much hust. Hiy neck d
bt e

“Oh, Colonel Carrington! You came
just in time. Poor little Midge! It
would bave been all over with him in an-
other monemt. What a savage, ill-nat-
ured brute!” cried Mrs. Fane, taking the
little animal from him.

Midge was «ll trembling and palpitat-
ing, and trying to express his thanks by
frantic attempts to lick her face and
hands.

“Quiet. Poor little thing. You are
safe now. I am so very much obliged
to you. How lucky that you should
have been here! Do you always walk
before breakfast?”

“Not often. Let me carry him, Mrs.
Fane.” .

“Thank you, I don’t think he likes to
leave me. He will go down and run
soon. Aré you sure he is not much
hurt?”

“Yes. The brute hadn’t time to hurt
him. He will soon -forget all about it.
Injuries do not rankle in a dog’s heart.”

“Happy creatures,” returned Mrs.
Fane. “What a wonderful balm there is
in forgetfulness™

“I suppose-there is,” gaid Carrington,
walking on beside her.

“Perhaps you do not forget or forgive
readily. I fancy there is a tinge of im-
placability about you.” she returned,
looking up in his face with a sweet, arch
smile and glance from her speaking
brown eyes.

“Why1” very gravely meeting it woth
a look, half sad, half resentful. .

“Ah! that is puzzling,” ehe exclaimed.
“It is so hard to account for these
vague, yet vivid impressions, which are
none the less irresistible because they
are perhaps illogical. There is something
in your eyes, in the way you carry_your
head, that makes me feel that you would
not easily forgive. I fear I am imper-
tinent?”

Colonel Carrington smiled, keeping his
eyes fixed on hers. “I don’t fancy I
am worse than other professing Chris-
tians of my sort! But you are very ac-
tive for a fine lady, Mrs. Fane. Do you
always get up at six or seven and walk
before breakfast?”

“I fear I am not very methodical.
Sometimes I am very late—sometimes 1
am guilty of reading in bed! I am quite
sure the absence of a controlling neces-
sity is a terrible want. The great in-
centive to these early walks is that I
can be free and alone; at other times I
hardly belong to myself. Here I am at
my own disposal.”

“lI can understand the charm your
solitary rambles must possess, and”—
mi,sing his hat—*“will intrude mo long-
er.”

He paused.

“I did not mean any hint,” she said,
coloring slightly. “If you care to walk
with me to the wreck,” and she pointed
to it, “pray do; besides,” laughing, “you
must guard Midge and myself past the
crucl monster’s haunt.”

“True; I must be of some use,” he
said, gravely, resuming his place beside
her. *“Suppose you let Master Midge
run; he seems anxious to get down.”

For a few minutes Mrs. Fane was oc-
cupied in observing that the little dog
limped slightly and seemed stiff; but
gradually these symptoms disappeared,
and he ran about as inquisitively as
ever,

Then his guardians fell into pleasant
discursive talk on many subjects, Car-
rington’s somewhat sombre views call-
ing forth much bright and playful con-
tradiction from his companion, whose
keen, picturesque observations roused
him to think before he replied. She was
frank and thoroughly at ease, holding
her own with infinite good breeding,
and curbing her latent enthusiasm with
graceful tact, yet through all her bright-
nes3 sounded the echo of a minor chord,
a subtle breath of resignation that sug-
gested some loss, some bruised place in
her full harmonious being.

Carrington listened and looked with
all his soul, and thought that never
had an hour passed so swiftly.

“I shall report your gallant rescue,”
said Mrs. Fane, as she parted with him
when they reached the road. “Pray
come in to luncheon and let Mrs, Bayley
thank you in person.”

“I shall be most happy,” returned Car-
rington, as he stood aside to let her

ass.

P “I have got a footing,” he muttered
to himself as he turned back to the
beach. “and it will go hard if I do not
make it a foothold.”

_As the luncheon party included Sir
Frederie, Miss Onslow and Dr. Methvin,
besides Colonel Carrington, Mrs. Fane
took the opportunity of organizing an
expedition to 'visit an old castle, which,
with the adjoining fishing village and
some caves, were one of the few excur-
sion points available for visitors at St.
Cuthberts.

The preliminaries were soon settled,
and ten o’clock the next day but one
fixed upon as the hour of departure.

“There is a tolerable little inn at
Craigtoun,” said the ex-professor, “and
I will write to the landlord to have
luncheon provided.”

“Pray do,” cried Mrs. Bayley. “I find

that the contemplation’ of
keen sea air has an alarming
the a o i

“I think Il get old Morton to let me
have his wife’s ponies to drive you over,
Mrs, Fane. She has been away al the
summer, and the little brates are eating
their heads off.”

“How many will the carriage hold?”
asked Mrs. Fane.

“Four, F-think.” ;

“The nyou can take Mrs. Bayley, Vio-
let and myself,” said Mrs. Fane..

“Apd leave Dr. Methvin and me with-
out s lady to escort!” exclaimed Car-
rington. “That is & most unfair division

= Mm too bad® said

Mrs. Bayley. “I cannot counte-

nance such an injustices. If the

ﬁ;llll'-‘l‘ﬁn:: will h;e.me, I shall be de-

-£o in Colonel Carrington’s car-

and you had better come too, dear,’

to Onslow, “then Sir Frederic ¢an
tike a m.” -

“Well, you will see about the ponies,

and we can details afterwards,”

P% | sajd Mrs. Fane, and the party rose from

the ' table, dispersing soon afterwards.
Mrs. Bayley declared her intention of
finishing & novel in which she was deep-
ly interested, and Mrs, Fane eaid she
must return the visits of some old lad-
ies—friends of Dr. Methvin’s— who had
thought it necessary to call upon her.

Left alone, Mrs. Bayley found her
novel and settled herself in the sitting-
room, but she was not absorved by her
book. She laid it down at intervals, and
went to the window, which commanded
the approach to the hotel on one side;
she looked at the clock, she compared it
with her -own watch. She took a note
from her pocket and read it over, tear:
ing it carefully into little bits, and plac-
ing the scraps in the wast-paper basket.
At length the door opened, and Morton
came in., He walked to the window,
kicking a chair out of his way as he
went.' After a glance through the open
sash he turned, muttering something—
not a blessing.

“What is the matter? You see mto be
in a tantrum,” said Mrs. Bayley. Her
voice sounded harder, commoner than it
did when she talked genially with Mrs.
Fane.

“Probably I am. I am coming to the
end of everything. I had a warning from
Jehpson that Mosenthal, the brute who
holds nearly all my paper, is determined
to emash me; and at the first breath
of legal proceedings, the whole fabric of
my fortunes, of my present chances, will
crumble to dust like the skeletons at
Pompeii when exposed to light and air.”
He threw himself on a sofa as he spoke,
his good-looking face completely chang-
ed by an angry scowi, and the sleepy
blue eyes, which many a maid and mat-
ron considered irresistible, lit up with
baleful fire. K

“This is bad, very bad,” returned Mrs.
Bayley. “What are you going to do? You
have some time before you. No steps
can be taken till Michaelmas.”

“I must see Mosenthal. He is out of
town disporting himself like his betters.
I trust and hope to have some positive
proof to give him of an undemstanding
with Mrs. Fane. I rather think he would
prefer getting his money without a
row and an expose. I have told Jephson
to let me know the moment the rascal
is in town. Meantime, I must make all
the play I can here; if I could but see
my way., That woman maddens me.”

(To be rontinued.)
———————

Tommy’s Compraint. |

Father’s got the fresh air craze and
mother’s got it, too,

And I don’t know if I can stan’ this
bloomin’ winter through;

We haven’t a furnace fire, ’cause father
says as where

A fire is unhealthy, so we warm with
his hot afr. .

He gets up early ev’ry morn’ an’ thaws
out both the cats,

And then goes up in our spare room an’
does some acrobats;

The winders are left up all night, an’
in the mornin’ gosh!

I have ter crack the ice up in the pitcher
when I wash.

An’ mother, too, she’s just as bad, she
walks from two till four

And then comes back an’ pulls at some-
thin’ hangin’ on the door,

And then she takes a big long breath—
it’s one o’ her best tricks—

And doesn’t breath till she has counted
up ter ninety-six. 5

We live on malted shavin’s and shredded
door-mats, too,

An’ I can’t use my appetite—it’s_just as
good as new.

An’ so I'm goin’ to Grandma’s house,
where I can sleep and stuff,

Till mother gets her lungs filled up an’
pa gets air ernuff.

—Puck.

. e
Editorial Troubles in Kansas.

Everybody has his troubles, even the
editor of a newspaper. A reporter was
sent out lately to get the news of a
party. The hostess would not tell the re-
porter about it, saying she preferred to
have her friend Miss So-and-So write the
piece. This was on Tuesday. The Signal
went to press Wednesday night and Miss
So-and-So brought the story in Thursday
morning, after the papers were all in
the-post-office. Later in the day the host-
ess called at the Signal office and abus-
ed the editor like a pickpocket for mnot
printing an account of her party. If
the hostess had" allowed the reporter to
handle the story her party would have
been taken care of promptly and prol;-
erly, for the reporter is on to her job,
while Miss So-and-So can’t write for sour
apples. We strive to please, but trying
to please everybody is war, and you
know Sherman’s definition of war.—The
Holton Signal.

————t——————
When one woman insists upon paying

another woman’s car fare and the other
women lets her she never forgets it.

“LIGHTNINGAN-ITS DANGERS.
Greater Than Commonly

i i .4 2 <gz‘1‘

The Loss of Life i
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a should terminate in a ball
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in this country we bhave no
ascertaining precisely what is the am-
rount of mischief done by lightning. In
France and Germany statistics on the
tabulated by

subject are s

statistics were accessible there can
little doubt they would show that the
annual loss of life and rty is far
greater than is comm supposed. In
one respect the damagé is.often greater
than it need be, even apart from any con-
sideration of lightning conductors.

five or six days in the summer
of 1884 it was estimated by a competent
authority that besides other mischief
not less than six hundred animals of one
sort and another in England were killed
by lightning, most of them being sheep
and cattle in the field. In all such cas-
ualties it is usual to regard the carcasses
as unfit for human food, says the Lon-
don Chronicle, and they are ordinarily
buried. Mr. Attfield, professor of chem-
istry to the Pharmaceutical Society, has
pointed out “hat this is often an unneces-

| sary waste.

I '?he carcasses ure not in the slightest
, degree affected as regards their whole-
someness as food by the electric dis-
charge, and if within @ short time after
being struck down they were treated
ag in the ordinary process of slaughter-
ing and the veins and arteries drained
before the blood had coagulated there
could be no reascnable objection to their
being eaten.

This summer has been especially dis-
astrous. In various parts of the country
thunderstorms have geen frequent, and
scarcely a week has passed of late in
which the newspapers have not recorded
the destruction of sheep and cattle.

But besides the killing of sheep and
cattle there have been several disasters
fatal to human life, to say nothing of a
great deal of wischief to property of
various kinds. Here, again the mischief
is often quite easily avoidable. It is of
course, very well known that a good
lightn{q conductor properly fixed is an
abeolutely roliable safeguard against all
injury; but a fact which is not so well
known is that an efficient lightning zon-
ductor might often be set up at the cost
of a few shillings by taking advantage of
the conducting power of trees.

Everybody should be aware by this
time that trees are a source of peril in
times of thunderstorm, though from acci-
dents which every now and again occur
it would seemn that there is etill a great
amount of ignorance on the subject.
Only a few days age a lightning flash
struck a poplar tree near Winchester
and killed a man who had taken shelter
at the foot.of it, no doubt in ignorance
of his danger. Such fatalities are exoceed-
ingly common, and it has not infrequent-
ly occurred that cottages and other
buildings have been struck by lightaing
in consequence of the vicinity of some
tall tree.

The casualties to animals are often
due to the fact that with the commence-
ment of a thunder shower they are apt
to gather for shelter beneath the branch-
es of some isolated tree. The explanation
of the mischief is very well known. A
tree is a conductor of lightning, but not
a very good one, In the absence of a
better channel the lightning will flash
through it, but there is always a chance
of its glancing aside to any medium that
affords a readier passage. Now the body
of a man or an animal constitutes a
much better conductor than a tyee does
and consequently the electricity when-
ever it has an opportunity of doing eo
will leave the tree and flash through
the animal body. The same thing will of-
ten occur when the lightning passing
downward through the tree, reaches a
point at which a readier paasage is ;il‘l:-
esented by some adjacent building. e
full volley is deflected from the tree into
the building.

It has been suggested that.in all such
cases if a metal rod were carried from
the earth for a short distance up the
tree there would be no such deflection.
The metal - conductor would afford .a
readier passage than the body of a man
or the materials of a house and the tree,
which otherwise is a source jof danger,
would become an absclute protection,
even to persons or animals sheltering be-
neath it. Of course nobody would suggest
that all trees should be thus dealt with,
but it often happens that from its spec-
ial position a tree during a thunderstorm
is not only a source of some peril but
is the occasion of much uneasires§ and
anxiety.

According to the lightning rod confer-
ence appointed a few years agd by the
Meteorological Society of London to in-
quire into the subject and report on the
best form of the thin
much better than a solid irdn rod. On the

bands of copper. These are made in sizes
varying from a sixteenth to an eighth of
an inch thick and from three-quarters of
an inch to two or three inches wide.
The copper is a somewhat better conduc-
tor than iren, and the flat bands adapt
themselves more easily to the walls of
a building than a thick rod. But the
iron makes a very satisfactory lightning
rod, and provided it is quite continuous
and embedded well into the earth, going
down, if possible, into a moist stratum
of soil, it affords perfect security.

The cost of such a rod up a house or
the main trunk of a tree to a height a
little beyond that of surrounding objects
is really very trifling.

Many persons who are well aware of
the protective power of a good lightning
rod ‘are not perhaps equally well aware
that it may serve not only to direct
harmlessly to earth an actual discharge
of lightning, but may also prevent the
occurrence of the flash by conducting the
electricity in a silent stream so to speak.
For this purpose electricians now recog-
nize the fact that it is important that
the conductor shall terminate in a sharp
point, indeed the most approved form of
lightning rod now has a corona of points,
and a practical difficulty is to keep these
terminals sufficiently pointed by pre-

to do so, they should be periodically ex-

amined, and should be repointed when

they are found to have rusted away.
The notion prevalent at one time that

ystematically
| the Government every year, If eomplo:: ;

is quite abandongd, and sb also is the id:
that a tube is better than a solid rod. I

tube was for a while
the favorite form. This is now known
to have been a mistake.

It is true electricity at rest distributes
itself over the surfaces of a conductor,
but when in motion it through the
whole mass, and the ef of & metal
rod of any given kind is to be gauged
by its sectional area, only, as has been
said, that sectional area must terminate
in a point, the finer the better.

Withoyt the point it will carry the
most violent ge to earth—or as, of
course, it sometimes happens, from the
earth to the clouds—if the rod or band be’
sufficiently thick, but with the point it
may act as a sort of spout or pipe
through which the electricity may rush
without any violent losion at all

e logical Journal for 1876
relates a very curious illustration of this
action of conductors. A P.::({ of tourists
in the Engadine had attak a height of
about 11,000 feet above the level of the
sea when they found -themselves en-
veloped in mist and falling snow, and in
silence broken only by a curious inter-
mittent noise which they presently traced
to a flagstaff on the mountain peak. The
noise resembled the rattling of hail-
stones on a window, and close scrutiny
convinced them that it was due to the
passage of a)current of electricity
through the pointed taff. At one
moment the rattling was at the top of
the staff, at another at the bottom and
at other times it quivered seemingly all
through it, but never for a moment
ceased. The party ventured to hold up
ther iron-pointed al , and they
all instantly experienced the familiar
tingling of an electric current through
their bodies.

It was evident to them that the clouds
over and above them were in what elec-
tricians nowadays call & condition - of
high potentiality and that there was &
sort of an electrical downpour through
the flagstaff, which constitued an outlet
for a force which but for some such pas-
sage would probably have flashed in
lightning.

—e

MOTHER'S ANXIETY.

The summer months are a time of
anxiety for mothers, because they are
the most dangerous months in the

ar for babies and young children.

tomach and bowel troubles come
quickly during the hot weather and
almost before the mother realizes
that_ there is r the little one
may be beyond aid. Baby’s Own Tab-
lets will prevent summer complaints if
given occasionally, because they kee
the stomach and bowels free from off
ing matter. And the Tablets will cure
these troubles if they come suddenly.
The wise mother should keep these

Jets always at hand and give them occa-
sionally to her children. The Tablets
can be given with equal success to the
new born babe or the well grown child.

always do good—they cannot pos-

sibly do harm, and the mother bas the
guarantee of a Government analyst that
this medicine does not contain one par-
ticle of opiate or harmful drug. id
by all medicine dealers or by mail at 25
cents & box from the Dr. Williams Medi--
cine Co,. Brogkville, Ont. P

Vaccination for Blackleg and
Anthrax in Cattle.

The disease known as blackleg in cat-
tle, although entirely unknown many
extensive agricultural sections of Can-
ada and not at all widespread in any
district or province, annually causes
quite extensive losses to cattle raisers.
Anthrax, which is quite a different dis-
ease, although frequently confused with
blackleg in the minds of many cattle
raisers, is also the cause of serious loss
of stock. The former disease is almost
entirely confined to cattle under three
years, and is generally fatal. The latter
attacks other classes of farm cattle, and
the human subject is not exempt from
its infection, which generally results seri-
ously.

By the aid of science cattle raisers are
now enabled to protect their stock

venting corrosion. When it is practicable |

against these maladies. As the human

there is nothing | family is vaccinated against smallpex, in

the same manner cattle are rendered

newest of our public buildings, such as, immune from blackleg and anthrax. The
the new Law Courts, where it may be | Department of Agriculture at Ottawa
assumed they would act on the best pro- | through the health of animals branch s
fessional advice, they have adopted flat |

mow_in a position to supply preventive
vaceine for each of these diseases at the
nominal cost of five cents per dose. Until
recently, by spetcial arrangement with
extensive manufactures in-the’/ United
States, these products were'secured at &
reduced cost, and were placed in the
hands of Canadian cattle raisers at ten
cents per dose for blackleg vsceine and
fourteen cents per dose for anthrax vac-
cine. It is due to the fact that these
preparations are now being made at the
biological laboratory in connection with
the health of animals branch that they
can be supplied at five cents per dose.

The vaccine for blacklez may be ad-
ministered by any intelligent person by
means of an instrument supplied by the
department at fifty cents.

Anthrax vaccine, which is alsa supplied
av five cents per dose, is more difficult
to administer, requiring a qualified vet-
erinarian to treat an animal.

Cattle raisers who have fear of an
attack of either blackleg or anthrax
would do well to apply to the veterinary
director-general at Ottawza for the proper
preventive treatment.

i< S
And Then He Ran. >

“Did any man ever tell you,” asked
Mr. Henpeck, as he edged toward the
door, “that you were the sweetest and
most beautiful woman in the world?"

“No,” replied his wife.

“Gee! Men are hoaesier
thought they were.”"—(hicago
Herald.

then I
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