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The Duffer

(Continued from last Saturday.)

E«' “The way lies in the other ravine be-
Yow us,” he jerked. “We turn up it—
and gain the pass at the head. Then
there is a way—by a snow fleld which
will bear the horses if the sun has not
been over strong; and so—by the far
slope—to the border—and the canton-
ments. But haste is the necessity—
haste!” He increased his speed, while
Cariton, handicapped by the weight of
the rifle, toiled doggedly in the rear.

Ten minutes later there was a crash
of falling rubble, and as the two blun-
dered into the center of the gorge, the
riders came to a halt in their surprise.
Breathlessly the tale of the lurking
peril w.s told. The smile with which
Spurway had greeted their appear-
ance died from his lips. He became at
once the cool, alert, soldier, alvie to the
danger, resourceful to meet it. Carl-
ton noted with a sort of jealous ad-
miration the confidence that shone in
Alice Le Marchant’s face as she watch-
ed her lover. Would he ever win a look
like that from Mary Everall's eyes, he
pondered, little knowing that he had
but to raise his glance to receive that
and more. Miss Everall was smiling
& provoked little smile. ‘Why was he
so difident—why? :

He listened to what Tesho was say-
ing. The tracker was pointing back
toward the monastery, where a red
tanner had begun to stream from one
of the upper terraces.

“See, sahib, see!” he cried. “A sig-
nal! They have marked us and are
telling those wolves in the gorge, who
,'within the minute will be hot upon our
I track.” He caught at Alice Le Mar-
chant’s bridle, and led her horse rap-
'§dly forward, running at her side. He
gesticulated toward the crown of a lit-
itle ridge that cut the valley from clift
to cliff. “Beyond the way is plain,”

he told them., “I can point out to the |

major sahib a path that will take you
jeslant the. slopes and so over the
‘pnowfield of the iable-land to the can-
_tonment. They have no horses, these
@ons of the pit. You will distance them
easily!”

Mary Everall gave a little gasp and
Jooked down at Carlton as he trotted
foggedly at her side.

«But you " she demanded, vehement-
ly. “How are you to escape?”’

He looked at her with a grateful
jittle smile.

“Jt will be all right,” he said, gently.
»] have my rifle and a revolver for
fesho. ~ We can hold the top of the
ridge till you send us help.” - He
‘paught Spurway’s eye. The other re-
plied with a meaning nod. But the
‘girl was not to be deceived.

“No!” she cried. “You are going to
throw away your life to guard our es-
vape. How can two hold this against
Hfty?” she asked as they reached the
pmooth rock summit and saw the broad
walley spread before them. Carlton

- hesitated for a reply, and then looked

up as Tesho snarled a vicious oath in
the vernacular. The tracker was star-
4ing” hopelessly at the broad expanse of
wwhite which filled the end of the gorge
gnd mounted unbroken to the glacier
@above. An avalanche had covered
®very inch of the path in acres of snow
whd ice! - '

For a moment despair held the three
{ymen tongue-tied. Then with a curt
gesture the Lepcha motioned the rid-
\ers to dismount. Turning to Carlton,

e pointed to the ledge above them.
y “Therg is but one hope, Huzoor,” he
ga'd. “The leopard’'s cave. That you
ran hold against hundreds tili I bring
you aid.”

Carlton started and then made a
pwift motion of assent. Tesho gabbled
kapidly:

“Iook you, sahib. Let us smite the

orses, They will gallop forward, mak-
/ing tracks which- will decelve these

{ Backals who follow. Not till they reach
| khe valley’s end will they overtake
ithem and learn how they have been
{ ¥ricked. By that time you and Spur-
' sway sahib, having killed the leopard,
will have secured yourselves in her
@en, while I lurking in the bowlders till
#he pursuit has gone by, will gain the
#heights, work my way back, and bring
yeecue.”

Carlton nodded again—hesitatingly.

“Bat the leopard with young?”’ he
, demurred. “She will not be driven from
‘fher cubs, and in Killing her our shots
swill be heard.”

A frown, queerly grim, grew upon
fresho’s face.

“FEven so, sahib,” he answered, quiet-
fy. “Therefore must she be dealt with
gilently.”” He drew a long, stiraight-
thandled Cabul knife from his girdle
mrd thrust it into his master’s hand.
%irhis is the only way, and there is
meed of haste, is there not?”

.Carlton looked from the knife in his
thand to the tracker's steady evyes.
Y'hen he gave a little laugh, leaned
Worward and smote the horses on their
flanks. With a gesture and a few
‘curt words he led the others up the
Sedges to the left. Tesho, with a wave
of the hand, passed down into the
svilderness of bowlders and was lost to
gight on the instant. Three minutes
Bater Carlton’s head topped the smooth
sterrace which he had stared down upon
two hours before. There was a snarl,
& whimper of frightened cubs, and a
War of white seemed to flash against
the somber background of rock as the
%uge beast landed in the entrance to

er lair. ‘She stood, here belly press-
wd to earth, her fangs bared, till her
opffspring had whisked by her through
the entrance. 'Then, with another
.snarl, she wheeled and followed them.
©On hands and knees Carlton crept into
%he black rent in the gray cliff side.

At the threshold he paused. Two
greén, iridescent spots of light flamed
ft him from the cavern end, not twenty
Ppaces away. Bpurway’'s voice echoed
‘$rom behind, loud in expostulation,
%elling him to wait till they could at-
tack side by side.

Cariton did mot budge or look round,
but over his shoulder he fiercely order-
€4 his companion away. i

“This is one man’s job!” he sald,
grimly. ‘“Where would those women
he if we both were mauled? Get back
~get back!”

He heard the click of pebbles as
{ Bpurway hesitated to obey, and at the
wound gripped his knife and darted for-
ward. He heard the wrathful scream
®s the brute leaped up to meet his at-
tack, and in the same instant a smash-
_ing blow upon his shoulder sent him
stunningly to earth. He fell, sprawled
Petiveen the great paws, his face swept

$y the fur of the heaving chest, the

~
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hot breath upon his cheek. And with
frontier-trained
muscles he brought the point of the

all the power of his

Afghan knife home!
There was another

ing the straining lungs.

ing chest was stilled;
head fell back. Spurway,

less as the great white carcass

which the long knife was still sheath-

ed. .
An hour later it was the sound of

shot that woke Carlton at last from
The
faint salt whiff of the discharge floated

the night of unconsciousness.

back to his nostrils. He blinked

the dim light, and it seemed to him
that a vision of Mary Everall’'s face,
the eyes strangely bright, slid back
into the rim of shadow around him.

And his own chseks were wet, as

something had rained on them-—per-

haps from the roof.

He began to distinguish things more
clearly. Kneeling on each side of him
were two girls, while stark against the

lay

his
Carl-
ton gave a little struggle and sat up,
wincing at the throb of agony that

licht of the opening Spurway
prone, the rifle at his shoulder,
glance intent in front of him.

came from his shoulder and arm.

A cool hand grasped his wrist. Mary
the « silence.
“You must lie down again—you have

Bverall's voice broke
been badly hurt. Lie down at once
she insisted.

He loked at her bewilderedly.

“They have found us—they are at-

tacking?’ he cried.
8he nodded.

“Yes. Major Spurway shot two of
tkem. Now they have sheltered be-

low,an@ are firing from cover.
Tesho brings help soon—"

She stopped, faltered. He looked at

her anxiously!

“Soon!" he repeated, ‘“soon! Spu

way can hold an opening like that for

hours!”
She shook her head doubtfully.

“It seems they are making a shield
—with driftwood from the river,” she
“When it is finished they
will try a rush—and there are hun-

answered.

dr‘eads of them now,” she added, with
8ob,

For a moment Carlton lay still and
meditating, the frowns wrinkling his
forehead. Then he pressed the girl's
hand firmly aside, and, in spite of her
expcstulations, tottered to his knees.
He crept slowly to the cave mouth and
lay down at his companion’s shoulder.

He made no answer to Spurway’'s
He was peering
keenly to right and left at the ledges
above. He gave a sigh of satisfaction,
as he raised his unwounded arm and

anxious questions.

pointed upwards.

‘I thought I remembered {t!” he ex-
claimed; and Spurway, following the
saw the
bowlder poised upon the slope above
them, shadowing the little terrace and

direction of the forefinger,

the mouth of the cave.

‘““There is our door,” whispered Carl-
ton. “Pluck away those few splinters,”
he went on, pointing to the ring of
rubble at the bowlder's base, “and we
close it. Not a thousand men would
dare to re-open it while you can point

your rifle from behind its screen.”
Spurw.y looked,
swore softly below his breath.

“Ay,” he agreed, ‘“there is the door.
Stir it from its place, and you close
the cave mouth; but the man that does
it will do it under the fire of fifty jez-
alls, and, as likely as not, himself re-

mains outside.

He glanced round as he finished
speaking, and his eyes were grimly sig-

nificant,

The sight of Carlton's face made him
For his friend was smiling
He was no longer
scannjng the bowlder and _the terrace
in front. He had turned, and his gaze
was seeking Mary Everall through the
The next moment,with a sud-
den squeeze of Spurway’s hand, Carl-
sutside the cave, stumbling
weakly up the slope, and plucking des-
perately at the pebbles that kept the
The
angry bullets were raining round him
before Spurway had recovered from his

gasp.
happlly. to himself.

gloom.

fon .was

hanging fragment in its place.

surprise, Y

And, for an instant, indecision held
him motionless. Was his duty out there

at his comrade’s side, or must he 1

helpless for the women’s sake, and see
Nay,
than prudence

He started to
leaped up to Carlton’s

that comrade sacrifice himself ?
that last was more
could ask of any man.
his feet and
side,

At the same moment the great stone
stirred. Looking up, Spurway saw its

crown bend against the sky. With

warning shout, he plucked at Carlton’s
sleeve, But a more impetuous messen-
ger was before him. A bullet thudded
into Carlton’s chest, and he fell as the
inert and

storm-smitten tree falls,
heavy upon -his comrade, smiting hi
back into the cave mouth as
daylight, assuring

The man who
veranda steps leaning upon Gener
Le Marchant’'s

track six weeks before,

ly to a chair.
“The man who
most is Tesho,” he said.

back from the cave, He has som

thing to show you.”

Carlton looked up to see the Lepcha
come silently round the corner of the
in his arms the
great markhor head, the skin set up
with all the skill of a trained taxider-
eyes shining
The English-

bungalow, nursing

mist, the yellow glass
from the shaggy face.
man gave a cry of pleasure.

“I had forgotten it,” he exclaimed—
““quite forgotten it ! while Tesho stood
agrin with delight, his eyes fastened

upon his master’s face,

“Some one else hasn’'t, then,” an-

swered Le Marchant, with w smile.

snarl, gasping
this time as if a weight was smother-
The great
body contracted, stilled itself through
one tensé, brief instant, and then shot
into all the activity of the dying
struggle. The pebbles flew from wall
to wall; the spasms of her unconscious
agony brought the brute’s talons home
upon Carlton’s body again and again.
Finally, with one last heave, the pant-
the grinning
crawling
into the cave found Carlton as motion-

understood and

the
bowlder sank with a crash across the
them safety and
wrapping them in impenetrable gloom.
tottered down the

arm was very unlike
ghe stalwart soldier who had climbed
the cliffs of Kuen upon the markhor’s
Carlton’s face
svas drawn and white, and his clothes
hung flapping about his fever-wasted
body. The general helped him careful-

wants to see you
“1 don’t think
he has been fifty yards from the: can-
tonments since the night he took oned
end of the stretcher that brought you
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“Mary claims it—says you promised it
to her. From what you said, too, while
you were delirfous, I'm inclined to
think you did.”

Carlton flushed.

“She—she helped to nurse me, didn’t
she 7 he stammered.

Le Marchant nodded.

“Why, of course,” he answered, “Till
the trained nurse with the column ar-
rived, both the girls did, for there was
no one else. Very good for them it was,
too. Kept them from being dull.”

Carlton looked pitiably ~uncomfort-
able.

“1 dare say I raved a good deal,” he
faltered. “Did I—did I talk a lot of
nonsense ?"

Le Marchant took a cheroot between
his fingers and looked at his aide-de-
camp meditatively.

«I don’'t think you told us anything
that we didn't know before,” he said,
with a judicial air. “But, if you like,
ask Mary. Here ghe comes.” He rose
}as he spoke, and made a quick gesture
to the tracker. “Tesho, follow me to
the gun room!” He vanished round
the corner, the obedient Lepcha at his
back.

Miss Everall did not see, at first, who
was sitting on the veranda. She stroll-
ed on unconsciously, her eyes down-
cast. But as they lifted and lit on him
the color flooded to her face. She
came forward eagerly, smiling her
greeting.

“It’s good to see you out at last !
she cried; and then laughed as she re-
cognized the great horns and head up-
on the table. ‘“And there ia your prize,
which I tried to claim while you were
helpless.” 2

He stumbled to his feet and stood
looking at her, his hand upon his chair.
A sudden passion flamed in his Leart—
a reckless impulse to put his fate to
the test then and there,

“1t i3 yours—it was yours from the
moment I got it,” he said, unsteadily.
“Y promised it, but I want a gift in re-
turn.”

She gave a little start. For a mo-
ment she was silent.

“A gift 7’ she asked, gently.

“Your heart,” he answered; and read
—as he was meant to read — the eyes
that were suddenly raised to his; for
his arm was about her and his lips
drooping to hers. She clung to him
with a happy little sigh.

7 can't give it!"” she declared; and,
feeling the quick tremor of his disap-
pointment, looked up with laughter
shining through her rising tears. ‘‘For
if you didn’t know it was yours ages
ago, then you were & duffer !

The end.

LIGHTNING RODS.

Out of Wavor, Though Still Credited
With Some Slight Value,

Lightning rods have fallen into deep
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but they are valued least by the hasty
people who once valued them most,
and those who really know the most
about them still credit them with a
measurable, though small amount of
pratective power—if properly qon-
structed and maintained as they hard-
ly ever are, For those who consider
even a slight diminution of the dan-
ger of lightning worth securing at
gome expense in money and a good
deal of care, the weather bureau
ofters information and advice prepared
for it by Prof. W. 8. Franklin, of
Lehigh university.

The first desjderatum is what the
electricians call a “good ground’'—that
is, close and permanent conneotion
with a large mass of high electrical
conductivity, like damp soil or an ex-
tensive system of metallic pipes. = The
lightning rod {tself should be a wide
band, a thin-walled tube, or a wire
cable, rather than a solid wire, for 80
is the conductivity of a given amount
of metal largely increased. And of ex~
treme importance is it that the course
of the rod to the ground should be a8
short and straight as possible. If the
pathway provided for the “bolt” be
devious the impatient messenger from
—or to—the clouds will not follow it,
no matter how much is spent for glass
or other insulators, while if the path
be straight the insulators are need-
less for any charge the rod can carry.

What happens when a good lightn-
ing rcd is put to the test is thus de-
scribed by a man who went through
the experience at a mountain hotel in
this state: “I was standing on the
piazza when the most tremendous
shock or concuseion conceivable took
place. I had a sudden sun dazzle in
the eyes, a bitter taste in the mouth,
s violent singing im the ears, a pun-
gant, sulphurous odor in the nose and
a severe headache, Then I learned
that the house had been struck by
lightning; that is to-say, that the con-
ductors had functioned effectively and
had safely conducted the electricity
into the lake, instead of the discharge
falling upon the hotel and wrecking
it."—New York Times.

ADVERTISING SPACE,

a

pr———
(Newspaperdom).

The courts have decided that adver-
tising space is “property’’ and that
an advertiser making a contract for
gpace makes it for the specific pur-
pose of acquiring that which will be
to his financial benefit, Advertising
space, says the courts, is as much the
actual property of & publisher as the
passession of a gold bond or a plece
of real estate.

An advertiser in Brooklyn recently
contracted for certain space, which
was given in good faith on the part of
the publisher,
worthless check of the advertiser.
When arrested for getting goods under
false pretemce, the advertiser’'s law-
yer put in a novel plea. He claimed
that advertising space was not proper-
ty; that when an advertiser purchas-
ed newspaper advertising space, Lie
purchased something of no exist-
ence. ek s

The court said advertising space
was “property in fact; that it was an
important part of a newspaper’s stock
in trade, and that when an advertiser
had an ad. printed, that advertiser
had delivered to him a certain and
agreed upon and purchased quantity
of ‘“property.” .

 HORSE VS, DONKEY.

“] say,” remarked young Shapleigh,
“I've—aw—got a connudwum foh you.
What is the—aw—diffahence between
me and a horse?”

.‘"The difference,” replied Miss Caus-
tique, ‘“is probably in the length of
your ears.” ;

AS COMPARED.
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“A woman,” remarked the bachelor
boarder, ‘“‘always reminds me of an
egg.”’ i

“The answer?”

“you can never tell her age by
looks,” replied the b. b.

her
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disfavor almost everywhere nowadays,’

and paid for by thef

Made from the world’s
best wheat *onace s Wneas
by the world’s best
milling mcthods — the
best family flour in the
world. Makes the best
bread—the best biscuits

—the best pastry.
Never spoils a baking.

Get it from your Grocer.

GANDY & ALLISON, 8T. JOHN, N. B.
New Brunswick Selling Agents.

CURIOSITIES OF KISSING,
——ees

“Gentlemen, you may convict me if
you choose, but you cannot make kiss-
tng unpopular,’” was the conclusion of
an eloquent address to a jury by a
gentleman who was charged with the
heinous offence of ‘‘unwelcome oscula-
tion”; and truer words were never
spoken, for so long as man remains
human and woman kissable, the ‘de-
lightful art,”” as it has been called, will
never lack students and practitioners.

Nor, indeed, if thgy would, can the
ladies grumble at so amiable a fashion,
for was it not a very fair and highly-
placed member of their own sex who
started it in England many a long cen-
tury ago? *“The pleasant practice of
kissing,” says an old chronicler, ‘“‘was
utterly unpractised in my land till the
fair Princess Rowena, the daughter of
King Henguis of Friesland, pressed the
beaker with her lipkins and saluted
the amorous Vortigern with a busken.”
And we have little doubt that Row-
ena, if she could have foreseen how
popular the fashion she initiated at
that long-gone banguet would become,
would have been even more pleased
with herself than she was.

Surely never was an innovation so
eagerly and widely welcomed—to such
an extent indeed that in the fourteenth
century the Greek traveller Chalcon-
wdyles wrote: ‘‘As for English females,
their customs are liberal in the ex-
treme. For instance, when a visftor
calls at a friend’s house his first act is
to kirs his friend's wife. He is then
a duly installed guest. Persons meet-
ing in the street follow the same cus-
tom, and none sees anything improper
fn the custom.”

And a century later a great scholar
wrote to a friend in Italy: “Here (in
England) are girls with angels’ faces,
so kind and obliging that you would
prefer them td all your muses. Be-
sides, there is a cuystom here never to
be sufficiently commended. Wherever
you come you are received with a kiss
by all; when you take your leave you
are dismissed with kisses; you return,
kisses are repeatéd. They come to
wisit you, kisses again; they leave
you, you kisg them all round. Should
they meet you anywhere, Kkisses in
abundance; in fine, wherever you move
there is nothing but kisses.”

These were the golden days of kissing
in England, the sun of osculation had
-peached its zenith; and really it was

for no serious nation could ever hope
to retain this lofty stgndard for ever.
One must not run away with the idea
that the practice was not frowned on
in some quarters. Even the strong arm
of the law tried to intervene, but to
little purpose; and did not John Bun-
yan, with many another preacher, raise
his voice against it?

“The common salutation of women 1
abhor,” Bunyan said. “It is odious to
me in whomever I see it. I have made
my objections against it, and they have
answered that it was but a piece of
civility. Some, indeed, have urged the
holy kiss; but then I have asked them
why they have made balks? Why did
they salute the most handsome and let
the ill-favored ongs go?”

Aye, there's the rub! there has ever
been too much discrimination in kiss-
fng to make it the innocent thing its
practitioners affect. None knew better
than the Duke of Bedford, who was
Lord-Lieutenant of Ireland, how kisses
should be dispensed. It was true he
smacked every fair lady who was pres-
‘ented to him at the Viceregal Court on
the lips; but if she were of doubtful
age and faded charms one smack suf-
ficed, whereas if she were young and
fair to look upon not fewer than two,
three, or four kisses—the number be-
ing graduated to meet the case—would
do.

a Royal prince must pay a price for
his kisses, as William IV, found to his
cost in his young days. The story,
which may possibly be all the better
for an admixture of salt, is told in
America, as follows: When the youth-
ful Duke of Clarence, then a gallant
sallor, was travelling through Ver-
mont he called at a barber’s shop to
be shaved, and before leaving could
rot resist the temptation of stealing a
kiss from the operator’s pretty wife,
who was standigg near.

«“There now,” he said, “you can tell
your cQuntrywomen that the son of the
King of England has given & Royal
kiss to a Yankee barber’s wife.”

This gallantry, however, was more
than the lady’s husband approved, and
quicker than thought he bundled the
Prince off the premises. .

«There now,” he sald, “go and tell
your countrywomen that a Yankee
barber has given a Royal kick to the
son of the King of England.”

B
A CONTRAST,
— g —
(Chicago Tribune).

At the convention in St. Youis of the
Catholic Total Abstinence Society, a
Philadelphia delegate, Joseph A. Os-
born, had occasion to refer to the dif-
ference and the contrast in the lots of
men. '

“Some,” said Mr. Osborn, “become
honored citizens, fruitful in good
works. Others become worthless va-
grants, despleed by all.”

Then the speaker used an odd and
striking figure.

“8o,” he snid, “one slab of marble
turns out a useful doorstep, while an-
other only becomes a lying tomb-

stone.”

gbout time it hegan to decline a little .

There are times, however, when even.

DEVERY'S LATEST MOVE.

The Ex-Chief of the New York Polce
Opens ‘“The Pump” at Racka-
way Beach.

USRS Bl
NEW YORK, Sept. 8.—'Big Bill”
Devéry has done it, too. He has open-
ed a tavern of his own at Rockaway
Beach and calls it ‘“The Pump.” It
was formerly Kehoe's hotel, at Mott

avenue and White streect.

“Sure, I've opened a hotel,” “Big
Bill” said yesterday, as he walked up
and down the floor. “When I saw the
business was good enough for Bishop
Potter to go in I decided I'd open one
myself. :

“Mine ain’t no ‘Subway Tavern.’
Mine is on the level, like me. ‘The
Pump’ don't mean what some guys
think it does, either. My customers
will get their water in a glass labelled
‘water,” and not in bottles and barrels
ready mixed with their booze.”

“The Pump” is a hotel with meals
served “at all hours” and a lot of
rooms.

- “I've given special instructions that

the last three rooms shall never be
let,” said “Big_Bill” last night. “I'm
going to reserve them for people that’s
broke and ain’t got the coin. They'll
be welcome.

“This ain’t no Waldorf-Astoria, but
it suits my friends and it suits me.
Bishop Potter’s all right and I'm all
right. If anybody kicks on my open-
ing a tavern I'm going to tell 'em I'm
following the example of Bishop
Potter.”

HOW CHAMPAGNE IS MADE.
—

The larger firms of champagne mak-
ers at Rheims use only the juice from
the first pressing of the grape for
champagne, leaving the second and
third pressings for inferior wine, or, as
it is called, vin de suite. The juice i3
taken in barrels to the cellars and
poured into larger vats, one of the vats
holding as much a8 eight hundred gal-
lons. The wine remains in these vats
from October until January, when the
mixing takes place. This is somewhat
of a state secret in each establishment,
as eath wine-master has his own me-
thod of producing from wine of dif-
ferent vintages the flavors for which
his particular brands are famous. This
mixture is called the cuvee, and it
stands again until April or June, when
the great operation of ﬂlui-rE\Q:e bot=
tles takes place, <2

This mise en bouteillies, or tirags;

a great sight, The rapidity with which
it iz accomplished by the many work-
men is marvellous. There are thou-
sands of bottles which first of all must
be-tested, and then well cleaned. This
latter process is done by machines.
Then the long pipes are extended to
the bottles from the mighty vats that
hold the cuvee, and as the bottles are
filled, corked and wired they . are
lowered in baskets, by a system of
endless chains, to the caves below,
where they are stacked in precise
order in a very compact and solid
mass, yet so that each separate one
may be tgken out without disturbing
the others. These bottles are now left
from 1 to 2 years, when they are put
in small racks, necks downward, and
for two or three months each bottle is
given dally a gentle little shaks hy an
experienced workmen. In this way
the sediment is gradually brought to
the cork and the wine becomes per-
fectly clear. One man can shake
about thirty thousand bottles in a day.
It seems a hopeless task, yet it is all
accomplished with great system and
ease. In some of the caves the men
are allowed to use both handsin shak-
ing bottles; but it is usual for the
workman to use one hand only, and
the result is supposed to be better.

Then comes the degorgement, or re-
moval of the sediment. By some firms
an ingenious system of freezing the
neck of the bottle is used to accom-
plish this, and the sediment is taken
out in a solid frozen mass. By many
others, when the bottles are opened, a
most skilful manner of pressing the
thumb over the open mouth, letting
the sediment out and losing very little
of the wine, is the usual method. This
requires very great care, ag no deposit
must be left and as little wine as pos-
sible lost. The men who perform this
work receive three to four dollars per
day.—Brooklovers Magaszine.
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CALCUTTA’S NOTABLE POET.
s Jf e
(London Daily News.)

Once more has J. N. Mookerjee, of
Baghbagar, Calucutta, enriched the
store of contemporary poetry. Part II.
of his epic on the Russo-Japanese war
lies before us, and it is full of the most
admirable things. There is something
not unfamiliar about the sound of the
following stanzas:

“Tead kindly Heaven, amid the en-
circling. gloom,

Lead Japanese arms to the fleld of
glory to bloom,

The night is dark, and they are far
from home and hearth,

Lead Thou them on, eo that they
may come out unhurt.”

Coming down to description, Mr.
Mookerjee thus opens his account of
the engagement at Chong-ju:

“Notwithstanding dominant position
of the hill,
Occupied by the Russ with hearts
full of thrill,
Japanese infantry heroically resist-
ed,
the Russian Cossack cavalry
was worsted.”

Oh,

And at the end of “Part IL" we
come upon this fine metaphor;

“Lo, the nation, Russia took for a
despised worn, -

Liable to be crushed under her heels
too firm,

Has turned round as it is not a
worm after all,
But a strange creature of the python
kind we may call.
“Ah, capable of coiling its supple
body

Rourd that of its most formidable
enemy,

And glas, breaking its bones with a
cracking sound,

With a valor, the like of which can
ne’er be found.”

There are upwards of 360 of these
stanzas, each one breathing the pas-
sion and the mystery of the Orient.

NO WONDER.

‘«The speed limit,” said the sad-faced
man, “should be removed from auto-
mobiles.”

“Do you own a mashine?” asked the
stranger within the gates.

“No,” replied the gloomy party. “I'm
an,_undertaker.”

0]
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The czar of Russia is personally the
richest monarch in Europe and conse-
quently in the world. He hag palaces

by the dozen, estates almost without
number, and mines that .bring him
fabulous sums of money every year.
Theoretically everything in the empire
belongs to him, although as a magter
of fact private ownership is re-
cognized among the Muscovites
as well as elsewhere. It was
announced from St. Petersburg
recently that the czar had given 200,-
000,000 rubles (about $100,000,000) from
his private treasury to Russia’s war
fund. Probably this is the largest gift
ever made by an Individual donor to
any cause.

But the czar can well afford it. He
is unquestionably the richest man on
earth. Even Mr. Rockefeller's man¥
millions would look small by ocompari=
son with the multitudinous sources of
wealth and the vast treasures hoard-
ed for him by his ancestors, for the
Romanoffs were always a saving race.
No living man can tell the full extent
of his wealth, not even Baron Fried-
erichs, the comptroller of the imperial
household.

The value of the emperor’'s private
fortune and its importance in relation
to the affairs of the empire may be
gauged in some degree by the fact
that the baron, his private treasurer,
is counted among the greatest officers
of-gtate and is a member of the prin-
cipal  deliberative and consultative
cour cils, such as the committee of min-
isters and the council of state, which
help the czar to direct the course of
Russian policy.

The official revenue of. Nicholas II.
—his =salary, so to speak—is nearly
§10,000,000 per annum. It is difficult to
arrive at it exactly, for it is paid in
various ways and under many heads,
and the sum total fluctuates from year
to year. But $10,000,000 may be taken
as a fair average.

It is only a small part of his wealth,
however, and the expenses of main-
taining his royal state more than ac-
count for the vast sum. If he de-
'pended upon his official salary he
would find it hard to make both ends
meet. His expendjtures are almost in-
credible, It 1is estimated that the
meagnificent state ball which was given
just as the war with Japan broke out
cost between 2,000,000 and 8,000,000
rubles. The czar’s gifts to the ortho-
dox church in the course of a year
averages from 65,000,000 to 6,000,000
rubles, and orthodox Rusgians some-
times complain — confidentially, of
course—that he is stingy in that re-
gpéct in comparison with his prede-

cessors. On the other hand, the church
turns over large revenues to him, esti-
mated to exceed the amount which it
receives.

‘With the sole exception of the shah
of Persia, the czar owns a greater for-.
tune in diamonds and precious ' stones
than any man in the world. The fam-
ous Orldff diamond is only the greatest
star in an immense constellation. It
was given to the previous czar by a
Count Orloff, one of whose descend-
ants was the famous Count Orloff who '
devoted his life to improving the breed |
of Russian horses and created the.
“Orloff horse,” now used almost ex-|
clusively by the Russian cavalry.

When Nicholas II. was crowned &
few years ago, the emir of Bokhara
and the khan of Khliva, his two prin-
cipal vassal princes, vied with one an-
other in making him the richest gifts
withih thelr power. The khan gave:
him a priceless rope of pearls which is i
said to be the finest in the world, he-
sides diamonds, emeralds and rubies‘
galore. His presents are estimated to:
have been worth, at the lowest com-}
putation, $2,000,000, but they were,
unique and no price could really be,
put upon them. His rival, the emir,!
was not far behind him, and the het-
man of the Don Cossacks, Prince
$viatopolsk Mirski II, came forward'
with some handsome contributions, as
did all the leading nobles and m‘lncesx
of the empire, to say nothing of for- !
eign potentates. i

The czar is the luckiest man on earth
in the matter of “winafalls.” His
loval subjects are constantly leaving
him large sums of money by will,
which are not always accepted. Deli-
cate diplomacy is required to induce
the czar to accept a legacy. As a rule
a wealthy Russian who desires to leave
money to him communicates with

3
Czar of Ruseia Richest Man in the World—Handling
_ of His Income.

SOL0L00V0L0®

Baron Friederichs or some other of-
ficial of the imperial household before
he makes his will and obtains the gra-
cious consent of his majesty to his de~
sign. Even when this has been done
znd the man dies careful investigation
is made before the money is accepted,
with the object of finding out whether
anybody who had a moral claim on
the testator will suffer by his dispo-
sition of his wealth. If so, the czar
orders that the money be diverted to
the proper channels.

These legacies, when accepted, are
never used by the Czar for his private
gratification. He regards them as a
trust fund and they have been so re-
garded by most of his ancestors. This
fund is drawn upon for charitable and
religious purposes. Five millions of
rubles were given from it during the
last terrible famine in Bessarabia. But
it is not confined to Russian objects
2lone. The czar made liberal donations
from jt to the last Indian famine re-
lief fund and in aid of the negro peas-
ants of Martinique who suffered by the
eruption of Mont Pelee.

Some of the legacies reach immenss
sums. A merchant named Stephanoff,
who died at Nijni-Novgorod last year,
left to thé czar 11,000,000 rubles (‘‘to be
applied for any object which his ma-
jesty may be graciously pleased to con-
sider for the good of holy Russia").
A Moscow hanker named Nicolas
Nicholaevitch Ukhtansky left 7,000,000
rubles two or three years ago to his
monarch, abtsolutely free of any Hmi-
tation or provision. And these amounts
might be parailleled in many cases
Hardly a month passes without the
czar receiving by will what most =ép
would consider a large fortune.

The czar pockets more mining -
alties than any other man on
The silver, gold, platinum and lsed
mines in the Ural mountaing are gov-
ernment property. Most of the pro-
ceeds go into the government treasury,
but royalties ranging from 6 to 15 per
cent. are paid over to the emperor's
priyate purse. He receives similay roy-
alties on the numerous government
mines in Stberia, svhich are worked by
the free labor of convicts. He also re-
celves quit rents, tithes and other pay-
ments of vast tracts of crown landsin
Stberia and Central Asia, as well as &
share of the large revenue asccruing
from the exploitation of the immense
areag of government forest land in
Siberia,

‘Whole blocks of real estate in St,
Petersburg, Moscow, Odessa, Nlijni-
Novgorod, Irkutsk, Omsk and other
citles and towns in European RNussia
and Siberia are owned by the ems
peror, and the rents are duly collect
ed by a small army of agents under
the supervision of Baron Friederichs.

He also possesses large flnancial
holdings in several Russian railways
which have not yet fallen under the:
control of the ministry of ways of
communication,and in numerous indus-

, trial undertakings, such as iron works

and textile factories, promoted or en-
couraged by Juliewitsh De Witte when
he was finance minister. The invest-
ment of the czar's immense wealth I8
always a serious and difficult prob-
lem. Much of it has been applied to
the promotion of schemes which are
calculated to develop the industrial and
commercial resourtes of Russia.

“It is impossible to arrive At  any
exact estimate of the wealth of his
imperfal majesty,” said an official cone
nected with the Russian legation at._
Washington, from whom most of ths
facts set forth were obtained, “but 1
should think that, on the -mast con<
servative estimate, he must pe worth,
from all sources, far more than §0,-
000,000 a year. This is actual revenne
and does not take into account the
huge treasures of specie, bullion and
diamonds which are stored in the
vaults of the Peterhof palace, in the -
citadel at Kromstadt and elsewhera,

“Although” he is undoubtedly &he
richest man in the world—far richey
than the richest of your American
milllonaires—his majesty is a man of
the simplest tastes, and his purely per-
sonal expenses would probably
easfly covered by $50 a day. Exce&
when it 1s necessary to assume t
outward show of his exalted rank he
dresses in a suit that you could buy
here for $30. He dines very simply,
except at state dinners, and Presidont
McKinley used to smoke far more ex-
pensive cigars than he does.”—Chicage
Chronicle, {

1

FOR SURGICAL:, OPERATIONS,
— e

The largest electrormagnet in the
werld, designed and built es-
pecially for Dr. F. M. Wilson to aid
him in performing difficult operations
which will save the sight of many
machinists and workers on iron and
steel has been set up in the X-ray room
of the Bridgeport Hospital, Connecti-
cut.

Since the employment of what Iis
called the new steel and the increased
speed with which metals are turned
out in the lathes there has in the few
years been an increase in the number
of injuries to the eyes of artisans from
particles of steel being thrown with
considerable violence into the eye, cut-
ting their way through the various
humours and making it Impossible
with methods formerly employed to
remove such material.

Electro-magnets of large dimensions
have lately been so constructed that
the oculist can use the magnetic at-
traction to draw the minute particle
of metal that is buried in the humors
of the eye to the surface just behind the
cornea, and by cutting an aperture
through it removes the metal. But it
the foreign body has gone too far in,
the magnets at the various opthalmic
hospitals fail to have power enough
to bring within the reach of the oculist
the metal particle, and consequently
the patient loses his sight. :

About the middle of last winter Dre
F. M. Wilgon, discussing the situation
from a medical standpoint, gshowed the
importance of greater magnetio power
than was at the disposal of the oculists
from any of the electro-magnets then
manufactured.

The subject was given a oareful
study, as the requirements were out of
the ordinarvy. Letters were written to
professors of physics and also of elec-
tricity at varlous universities, and
from the various suggestions a plan
was evolved which it was hoped would

satlsty the requirements of Dr. Wi-
son.  The electro-magnet suggestad

il

was altogether beyoné the facilities of '
the . philosophical instrument-maker,
and partook more of an engineering
problem, for it required an iron core .
of several hundred weight and about
a mile and a half of laige copper wire,
It would be somewhat over four feek
righ, and the coils of wire as large a8
a water pail.

Work was commenced on the 2nd of
January at the factory of the Coulter
& M‘Kenzje Machine Company, and
after a period of five and a half months
this magnet, the largest in the world
especially constructed for the use of
an oculist, was placed in the X-ray-
room of the Bridgeport Hopital. The
pcwerful eleotric ourrent required to
energise this magnet necessitated the
placing of a special wire circuit from
the electric generator.

From its great weight, it was ubw
desirable to make it moveable, as pré«
vious electro-magnets are, and so
placed in a wvertical position, and the
patient, standing near, rests his fage
on 8 brass support, his eye just clear~
ing the point of the magnet. This.
point can be, removed so that it can be
sterilised.

When the electric current is tursed
on this great magnet attracts pléces
of iron so strongly that a strong man
cannot remove them,

HOW TO WALK. o esd
(The Family Doctor.)

There is no virtue in a dawdling
saunter. The slow and languid drag-
ging one foot after the other, which
some people call walking, would tire
an athlete; it utterly exhausts a weak
person, and that is the reason why
many delicate persons *hink they cans
not walk, To der'w  « benefit from
the exercise it 1 to walk
with a light, ela '‘h swings .
the welght of * dy ~ n
one leg to th t
is not fsit, ar
thy glow,
blood is &’
remote *
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