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go the day wore on, and already 
ttoe openings in the forest and the 
ocoasional farm house told the men 
that they were nearlug their own 
ea»H> at Triune. A song of greeting 
familiar to all old soldiers in the 
Fourteenth Army Corps was started. 
X ridiculous, meaningless song, and 
yet it was roared out by a thousand 
voices when returning to camp after 
Mill Springs battle. It was swelled 
into a sad wail after Perry ville» and 
it was a chant of misery after Cliick- 
amauga. It rolled down the steep 
eidee of Misai on Itldge. Now, when 
almost returned to camp, a voice 
away up near the head of the column 
t*aid» in a strong, resonant voice :
• There was an old fisherman lived 

up North,”
and a thousand voices howled in re
sponse :
“ Rlng-daiig, ring-dung, hoo-de-la-

la-da.”
But as the great chorus rolled out, 

a sharp, tearing volley of musketry 
stilled the merry voices. It came 
from the flankers on the right hard 
of the line. No word of command was 
spoken, but every soldier dropped 
Into his place as you have seen a 
chain straighten its links under ten
sion. No man looked to his neighbor, 
but every man looked to the condi
tion of his musket. Some careful 
old veterans cocked them, and calmly 
blew down the muzzle to see if they 
were clean. Others lifted forward 
«u their Iiijjffl the cartridge-boxes, 
ready for action. This is the result 
of discipline and experience, and 
nothing else can make a perfect sol
dier.

The flankers came back toward the 
main body, falling back from tree to 
tree, until so rear that an officer 
called out : “ Who fired ?”

n Batik whackers,” sententiously re
sponded the old sergeant, as he 
peered Into the forest.

, The officer asked again : How
many ?”

"Half a dozen, dismounted, and 
horses waiting further back,” re
sponded the sergeant.

” Any one hurt ?” asked the offi
cer.

“ N», 1 guess not ; but say, where’s 
fcadogan ? Bid an.v of you see him 
after the volley ?” cried the ser
geant

The «en shook their heads.
“ Go back and look for him, and we 

will send a company to support you,” 
said the general, who had ap
proached.

After an hour’s search gpd a wear Y 
waiting, to inquire dowu Ihe line if 
ke had come in at some other point, 
the general was forced to give up 
the search and march into camp, with 
the comforting thought that prol>- 
aMy Cadogan had already made his 
way to ca mp.

fhrt he had not. He had received 
tike bullet of a Spencer carbine fair
ly fen the breast. Ho had felt the 
•utgush of breath and the awful 
struggle to once more inhale the 
•xpeïled air, which follows a wound 
io the breast. He had felt for just 
an instant a warm tide of blood run 
down his breast, then a whirling of 
the brniu, a dropping of the chin, and 
a clutching at the leaves ; and at 
last blessed forgetfulness, or death, 
for they are one and the same.

He had been far in advance on the 
brink of a ravine, peering clown into 
its dept lus, when the shot struck, and 
he had pitched forward—slipping, slid
ing, n dead, Inert, sagging mass—un
til he rested under a bush of cedar, 
with his feet in the stream and his 
head In a mass of dead leaves on the 
margin.

Tliis was a complete specimen of 
partisan warfare—a coward’s shot, a 
coward's fight—a murder.

Cadogan is on the border-land now. 
ILo feels the rising and falling of his 
feet in the water. He catches the 
whir of wings in the intense silence. 
Is he alive or dead ? .

* It seems des lalk dey’s gwine to 
be de disexperience ob fo* right smart 
flel’-han’s. ”

It seemed all right to Cydognn that 
a group of negroes should be passing 
down the ravine to Triune. Nothing 
was strange in his present condition.

** Yass ; but I un’stan’ dat if you 
gwine folly dem Yankees off you 
boon’ to cook, an’ toto water, an’ 
tote ail de fryin’ pans for do sojers.”

Another voice took it up.
“ Bass wot Cogan’s Pete said. You- 

aHs1 kin git fo’ bit** an’ y o’ ratfions if 
you (kg groun* on de earthworks down 
to Nashville.”

“ {Huh, ’fcain't no use. Dis nigger 
irwine to ’list in de footnsojers. De.Y 
been a tnan up to- ’Verne* he sa.v 
dat we-alls kin git a l>ounty an' six
teen dollahs a mont”.”

“ Btwss right peert ; an’ wot did I 
!~ay V—dey’s gwine to be de disexperi
ence of some vallable flel’-han’s.”

And then Cadogan heard the patting 
familiar in the camps, and the sweet, 
sad refrain, since national In its 
charius. A voice started in a high 
key :

“ Dh, far-well, me lady,
I kin no longer stay ;

I gwine down to Charleston,
All at de broke ob day.”

But It stopped suddenly, and the 
singer ejaculated :

“ Fo» de Lawd. look under dat cedar- 
bush’..”

“ I could sw'ar to dat piece of 
work»’ said another voice. “ If Marse 
Rob Peyton ain’ been here den I a in’ 
a sinner.”

” Dead as a poun ob nails,v said 
another, as he pierced into the pal
lid face.

“ ’N’ got a watch,” ejaculated an- 
°tiler, in a tone of delight, as he 
loosened the chain and put them both 
lato his own pocket.

“ *N’ ti right peert cap, by hokey !” 
said the first one, picking it up.

By this time the pockets of the limp 
&nd pallid soldier were turned inside 
out and hie blouse loosened gently from 
his arms. He was dragged from the 
stream, and Inis siliocs were taken off. 
Cadogan found no fault with tide, but 
bi a dreamy wny he reasoned, that 

hny of his belongings could make 
these black strangers happy they were 
"welcome to them ; but he heard a 
sharp cry of dismay and felt that lie 
Wa« instantly left alone. Had his com
rades come back and found him ? He 
hoped so, and listened. He heard one 
awe-struck word : “Voodoo !”

And his shoes were replaced on his 
feet. His blouse was drawn rapidly 
over his shoulders. He felt some hand 
replace his watch In his pocket, and 
everything ns it had been. A gentle 
hand opened file shirt and placed a 
banda go on the gaping wound. He 
dreamily hoard the rough voices rev
erently speak the name of “Miss 
Hyra,” and then the pain sent him

again Into complete unconsciousness. 
After a time, he did not know how 
long, he felt cool water poured on his 
face, and, sick and fa’nt, he dimly re
marked to himself on the swaying mo
tion, which indicated that strong 
arras were bearing him on a litter 
made of green poles, and In that mer
ciful contentment which nature fur
nishes to the wounded unto death he 
listened to the conversation of his 
hearers.

“ Taln’t no use to tek dis man down 
to de big house. Golly, he git cote lied 
so spry dat he ain’t know whar he 
am.’

“Dat true, Sam, an’ whar, den, vou
ai Is gwine tek him ?”

“We boun’ to tek oar’ on him some- 
ways, wen he got dat wuk ob Miss 
Myra’s on ’im. Mon, I wouldn’ leff dat 
man out in de hreeh for a smoke-house 
full ob money.”

“Dae* wot I said ; ’n’ now, wot you 
g wi ne do wld ’im ?”

“Bar's Hugh Mallon, he is one ob 
dem low-down w’ite trash ’n’ doan’ go 
In fur de Confederacy. Marse Rob Pey
ton, he say Mallon was a Union man, 
on’ boun’ ter git burned out one ob 
dese days.”

‘‘Ya, yei ; It seems ter me des laik 
deeo Union sojers mek demselves at 
home here an’ gwine ter stay, and 
Marse Rob an’ his hoss-sojers got all 
dey kin do ter keep in de break am’ 
git cawn-dodgers enough ter keep 
dedr ril)s from raspin’ on deir back
bones.”

“Hugh Mallon boun’ ter keep dis yer 
chap, an’ hide ’im up till he dies or 
gits well. Less tek ’im ober to de ole 
man's.”

“If we had erbout a pig’s eye full ob 
eawn whiskey ter give dis chap. Mom, 
whar’s dat gode wot you had ?” And 
so the loquacious but tender-hearted 
negroes bore him along. The day was 
drawing to a close when he awoke 
for a moment and opened his eyes. He 
was ... a clean, pleasant room, where 
the setting sun shone in at a western 
window. lie took note of the white 
curtains lifted by the breeze, the 
rough joists over his head, the uneven 
floor, and the cheap prints on the 
walls. He saw the group of colored 
men at the door, waiting, caps in 
hand. Ho saw the face of an elderly 
man looking down at him with a look 
of pity. By a downward glance of his 
eye he found that lie was lying- on 
a bed in a recess of the main, room of 
the log farm-house, with the curtains 
of calico gathered back at the corners 
of the bed. Tills, then, was the house 
of Hugh Mallon, the poor white who 
was mistrusted because he owned 
no slave* and loved the Un
ion. All this passed through 
his fevered brain, and lie was about to 
give up all thought, with a sigh, and 
relinquish himself to sleep, when an
other step aroused him, and he met 
the open, fearless gaze of a pair of 
marvellous blue eyes, moist with pity, 
fixed upon him. TMo cry of nervous 
fear greeted his ears.

Lucy Mallon knew, not the meaning 
of the word nervous. She was the 
perfect product of that perfect clime. 
Tall, fair, gold-haired, and white as a 
lily, her dimpled hand was as strong 
as a man’s. As she bent over tne 
wounded soldier lier lips parted with 
a look of interest, anil she laid lier 
hand on his damp, cold forehead and 
brushed away the clustering ringlets. 
With a sigh of perfect trust Cadogan 
sank into sleep. • Here was the Eve, 
fresh from God’s hand, to bring into 
man’s life the needed graces to sat
isfy all his longings.

Woman—the helpmeet, the mother 
In instinct, the sister in consolation, 
the realization of Whitman's one im
mortal sentence :

“The Justified mother of men.” 
the type to which the race is strug
gling back, the Jael of the future, able 
to love like a daughter of God and 
protect her honor like an archangel. 
Here, trembling on the verge of that 
mystery to which Ills life had been 
devoted, wandering in delirium, sink
ing at times into deadly stupor, and 
anon shouting a war cry or singing at 
the camp-fire remembered songs, Cado
gan was a helpless, unconscious pa
tient in those strong hands, and was 
lost to comrades and friends, who 
supposed his body to be lying in some 
secluded spot in the forest.

CHAPTER X.
Rivals.

“If dar’s a place in all de lau’
Wliar 1 would radder be-o-e,

Oh, lieah’s me heart an 1 heah’s me 
ban'.

To stay by Tennessee-e-e-e ;
O, O Tennessee-e-e-e.”
“‘Stop that noise, Sam," said a 

melodious voice behind the singer. 
Nam, the brawny colored man, was 
striding along, hat in hand, in front 
of a powerful black horse on which 
Addie Johnson was riding. It had 
need to bo a rapid horse to weary 
Sam on a country road or a forest- 
path. Barefooted, bare-headed, and 
clad in pnly two linsey-woolsey gar
ments—a shirt and trousers—lie trot
ted over stones and roots, jumped trou
blesome mud-puddles and soft spots in 
the swamps, and never ceased to 
roll out a volume of melody which 
filled the forest with echoes. The 
great horse behind was sweating 
along over the uneven path, and seem
ed envious of the springy, unburdened 
servant who preceded him. Miss Ad- 
dio was habited in her richest riding- 
garb. Her hat with plumes, and her 
long skirt of rich cloth, while a long 
veil, to avoid the troublesome boughs 
of trees, was tied across her fore
head and knotted loosely behind her 
head. Her gloved hands toyed with 
a. jeweled whip, anil often a look of 
auger implied that if she had been in 
reach the melodious song of her ad- 
• a nee guard would have been stopped 
by the lash. In Tennessee no such 
embargo had been enforced as that 
which, in the remote South, deprived 
the ladies of needed clothing or more 
desired but superfluous adornment. 
Nashville was not far away, and 
Louisville, Ky., scarcely knew' a ces
sation of its trade during the war. 
Hence, the ladies on the border were 
able to appear in customary finery 
until pence brought comfort once 
more to all. The arrogant, beauty 
again spoke in angry’ tones to fcam : 
“.Stop that noise.”

Sam, with a comical grin, turned 
and remarked : “Dat’s music. Miss 
Addie, dat ain’ noise. Wha’ fur mus’ 
I stop it ?”

“Because you may get a bullet in you 
if you do not stop. We are somewhere 
near the picket-line, and if Forrest’s 
men are not around, certainly Col
onel Browillow’s cavalry may be 
posted near here and give you a 
shot.”

“Ya, ya ; you ditto’ know dat 
Cogan’s Pete and Colonel Yell’s nig-

gahs and myself gwine jine de army
Lordy, befor’ I would be afraid-----

Bang I went a twelve-pounder in the 
camp, and a shell, with its melan
choly scream, flew over the woo's 
and exploded, with a dull crash, In 
the woods beyond the liar pet h River. 
Sam had dropped to the ground in
stantly anil ran his head close up 

I nmong the spreading roots of a giant 
oak. Almost chocking with laughter, 
Addie rode up and said, “tfaui.”

Tho answer was a sigh of horror. 
Again she called, “Sam."

Ho shuddered, but would not look 
up. Bending forward In the saddle, 
she selected a soft and tender spot 
and brought the lash down upon It 
with force. .Sam understood thus let
ter than artillery, for Lie welcomed 
the tingling sensation with a sigh 
of satisfaction, and turned over and 
sat up. But his face wan of an ashy- 
blue color, and he said, tremblingly :

“Is de engagement ol>er ? Is you 
alive, Miss Addie ?”

“Get up, you black rascal. There is 
no engagement. The oat ter y at 
Triune is practicing and testing shells. 
A nice soldier you would make.”

“Dat’s all right, Miss Addie, but dey 
begun on de wrong bf-soti fur dis 
niggah.”

“Wrong lesson ? What do you 
mean ? You are a coward, that’s all.”

“Bar’s where you gwine tree de 
wrong coon, Miss Addie. I ain’ no 
coward, but I done got de wrong 
lesson in military tictaes.”

“ What do you mean ?"’
“I was gwine jine^ de infantry fust. 

Bonn you know wot, a infant is?”
“Yes, certainly.”
“Well, da as wot 1 said. I gwine 

jine do infantry an’ learn to shoot 
a leetle revolver fust, an’ den, w’en 
I got mo* expeunce, den I gwine 
shoot a musket, an’ in about a yeah 
den I gwine ter shoot a cannon. Bass 
wot I said, but, by golly, w’en you 
open on a infant wld a can
non, den you l>oun’ ter begin on de 
wrong end of his expejhnce. Golly, 
I ain’ afraid, I’s only surprised.”

A silvery laugh from the crimson 
lips of Ills young mistress greefted 
his ingenious explanation, and she 
said :

“Well, get up, then, and lead the 
way to Malian’s, if you are not too 
badly frightened.”

“0L> case I will. 1 ain’ afraid. I 
was only jase a-sayin’ dat it ain’ no 
decent cotillion whar dey puts de 
‘break-down’ ahead ob de ’salute yer 
partners.’ ”

But the song was gone out of his 
heart and he limped along as if he 
had really been wounded. He kept 
one eye apprehensively turned up
ward, as if by duo precaution ho 
could avoid all danger from erratic 
shells. At last Addie said : “Sam, 
what made you take the wounded 
soldier to Hugh Ma lion’s ?”

“Whar would we tek him?” asked 
Sam.

“Why, to any house near by. To 
my house, fer instance.”

“Huh !” said Sain.
“What do you mean by that?” 

Addie, angrily.
“Wouldn’ you-alLs radder tsee a 

Union sojer wounded den not ? Hugh 
Mallon is a Union man,” said Sam.

“Union man ! You colored people 
seem to know all about it, and give 
all your allegiance to the mercen
aries from the north. Why, Sam, it 
is heartless. These men have been 
your masters all your livers." said 
Addle.

“Bat’s wet’s de matter,” said Sam, 
yen teintions ly.

“Now, where did you get that slang 
expression ? What is the matter ?” 
en id Addie.

“Bey been our marsters too long, an’ 
do Bojers down to Triune sing, ‘An’ 
dat’s wot’s rie matter,’ ” and Sam 
tried the new song.

“Ungrateful scoundrels ! Never mind, 
you just attend to your business and 
lead me to Hugh Ma lion’s,” sa Id Addie.

“Dat won’t lie a long job, for dar it 
am, right ober on de side hill beyond 
de branch, an’ 1 ain't sorry dat we 
got here ; an’ 1 'Would hurry up if I’s 
you, an’ git away ’fore dark. Bey may 
want to practice dem cannon an' tings 
by moonlight. Dey ain' no know in’ 
what dey’ll do next,” and Sam held 
the stirrup while Addie sprang to the 
ground in front . of the humble 
dwelling, and then Sam walked the 
horse up and down in front of the 
house.

Lucy Mallon, the Juno-like maiden, 
met Addie Johnson in the door. The 
one a type of unsophisticated natural 
grace. The otluer a type of a civiliza
tion as grand and unique as the cen
tury flower, of which it might be 
a type. Only a century of such an 
existence as comes from the perfect 
ease and luxury as is enjoyed by 
the class which controls slaves and 
bondmen. The custom of absolute rule 
gives a proud poise to the head. Gen
erations of rest fulness and only 
sportive exercise round the form 
evenly, without the harsh exuberance 
of muscle coming from toil. The dark 
eyes assume h liquid depth and die 
flash of an easily roused passion. The 
type Is extinct on earth and will 
never he produced again. Perhaps 
the climate may have done something 
toward the production of this tro
pical fruit. The life of one is the 
pure, deep existence of flat-dim g foun
tains ; the other is the gleam of wine 
in ruby goblets. The voice of one la 
the haunting cry of the Northern 
thrush ; the other, the passionate call 
of the mocking-bird. They faced each 
other for a moment, and, woman-like, 
no detail of dress or feature escaped 
the seemingly casual scrutiny. The 
prestige of a hundred years placed Ad
die in a position to command. Genera
tions of honest toil put the fair maiden 
to her own house in the position of n 
subordinate.

“I am Miss Addie, of the great 
house,” said the visitor.

“I had supposed so,” said Lucy. “Will 
you be seated ?”

“No, thank you,” said Addle : “You 
have a wounded soldier here.”

“ Yes, a wounded Union soldier," 
said Lucy, with the emphasis of sur
prise.

“Of course I would find no other 
nursed t>eneatli your father’s roof,” 
said Addle, bitterly.

“ And so I am the more astonished 
at your call,” said Lucy, with wo
manly tact turning the sword in the 
wound.

Addie looked surprised. Here was a 
beautiful girl, and one who could 
talk with much point and effect, y he 
would study her. So she said, again:

“This soldier, Cadogan by name, 
has proved himself a hero. 'He Ip a 
gentleman, also. He, in an emergency, 
saved the life of my brother, and 
when I learned from my servants 
that he was at your home, wound
ed, 1 came over to offer my assist
ance. War does not entirely obliter 

j ate the obligations of humanity. I 
j can offer him a. home in my 

house for a time, or assist him 
! in any way,” hut in spite of her «rdf- 
1 possession, a hot blush coverc ' 
j cheek as she concluded her spv.. ...

“ He is In no condition to lie moved 
I now ; and if he were, he is welcome 
; to a home here,” said Lucy, calmly. 

“ Perhaps you would like to see him ?”

Addie nodded her head affirmatively, 
and, to her surprise, her bo.steas 
turned about and drew back the chintz 
curtains from the recess in the room. 
As a withdrawn curtain reveals a 
picture, so now Addie stood with 
bated breath and pale cheek, and 
looked. This was not the soldier she 
knew. His dark locks were spread 
on the pillow and his thin lips were 
drawn back from the teeth. His 
heavy, drooping, moustache made 
more pallid the cheek beneath. One 
thin, transparent hand was outside 
the snowy counterpane, and twitch
ed in every muscle with the weakness 
of approaching death.

Involuntarily Addle dropped on her 
knees beside the couch and took his 
hand. Slowly the eyes ojiened and 
gazed long and fixedly at the eager 
face. Then a look of pain played over 
the features, and the lips essayed to 
speak.

“It Is the face that troubled mo
tile face that was a cloud between 
me and the light.”

Addie bent nearer and said : “It is 
L Addie. Bo you know me ?”

Cadogan closed his eyes a moment, 
and seemed to be trying to recall 
something which baffled his weak at
tempts.

“ What is it ?” asked Addle.
“ Where is the other face ?—the face 

which calmed mo and made it seem 
easy to climb those awful heights. 
Where is the soft, strong hand that 
drew me up, instead of down ?”

A rustle of garments causes the 
weak eyes to turn aside for a mo
ment, and then Lucy's glad, pure 
face comes into the circle of his vis
ion. He sighs, ids lips wreath them
selves Into a smile, and as Lucy’s 
hand touches his damp brow he sinks 
into a calm, deep stoep. Addle rises 
to her feet wit(h a baleful light in 
/her eyes. She scans Lucy from head 
to foot n-s she draws on her gloves, 
but she says no word. With a glid
ing step she reaches the door, and 
turns to look once more on the scene. 
Then she grasps tho reins on her 
horse’s back, and at oqe motion 
reaches the saddle, turns the im
patient horse, and strike* him with 
her whlji. A snort of rage is heard* 
the dirt is spurned by thq iron feet, 
and under the forest-arches only n 
clatter of flying hoofs is heard as 
she disappears. Sam lia# not yet 
replaced his hat, and with the disen
gaged hand he scratches his head and 
ejaculates :

“Lordy, ef dat ain’t des laik do ole 
colonel w’en he done got bu’sted on 
fo’ kings, at Nashville, an’ I tried cto 
keep up wid ’im w’en lie started fur 
Triune. Bass wot I said. Dis niggah 
gwine home across-lots, an’, chilien, 
I’s a-gwine lively, too,” and lie struck 
a lope peculiar to lilmself and started 
for the Johnson plantation.

(To lie continued.)

THE TASTE OF DRINKS

It is a Difficult Tiling to Distinguish Be 
tween Them While Blindfolded.

A great deal of the toper’s enjoy
ment of a ch i ink depends upon Ills util
ity to see it. It is a common, l>clipf 
that a smoker loses nine-tenths of 
the enjoyment of his cigar or pftpe 
if he smokes in the. dark. The? ul
timate connection between the two 
sjenycpi of taste and sight finds a 
striking illustration in an expri
ment widen was madei in a popular 
uptown resort the other night.

A clubman well known in Wall 
street, New York, ordered three glass
es Tilled with malt beverages. One 
contained lager, another porter and 
the third ale. Placing the three 
glius^ew on the table, ho said :

“ I will bet $5 that them is not a 
man iri me room who can distinguish 
between these drinks by the sense of 
taste alone.”

“ How is that V” asked a newspaper 
ma n.

“ #Iu.st this, my boy. Jx>t me blind
fold you and then offer you these 
drinks^ one at a time. 1 will bet 
you $5 that you will not bei able to 
tell me what you have tasted after 
you have sipped from the various 
glaHHCti.”

“ I'll go you,” said the newspaper 
man. and the crowd, eager to see 
the fun, made liastfl to tie a hand
kerchief over Ids eyes.

lie was handed the glass of porter 
first. After sipping it carefully mid 
smelling of the liquids, he said :

“ Why, of course, that's porter.”
Tho clubman took away the glass 

of porter, placed it on tho table, and 
then picked it uv again and offered 
it to the newspaper man, with the 
remark :

“ Perhaps you can tell me what 
this is.”

After several sips aud smacks, and 
a display of hesitancy which suv- 
pri-ed the crowd, the blindfolded man 
said :

“ That is aie. It is eas.v to dis
tinguish it from porter because of 
the absence of that burnt taste pecu
liar to the darker liquid.” r

Tho onlookers tried hard to restrain 
their mirth, wlxjlo the clubman set 
the glass of porter on the table once 
more. He took pains to set down 
tho glass so that tho newspaper man 
could hear it. After a few words 
of compliment for the journalist’s fine 
sense of tap to, he took the glass of 
porter once more, and, handing it to 
Iilm, asked :

“ What is this ?”
A sip and a. snuff were enough. 

“ That is lager,” said the news
paper man. He tore the handker
chief from bis eyes, and when lie 
looked at the glass of porter in his 
hand be acknowledged tlmt be had 
lost.

“ #1 have tried this experiment m 
at least fifty men, and J have yet to 
find a man wliose sense of taste is 
acute enough to distinguish between 
these three malt beverages, unless he 
can see them at the same time,’’ said 
t he clubman. “ If you intend to try 
the experiment yourselves T would 
advise you always to l>egin with
the porter. Somehow or other that 
drink deadens the taste. But if you 
vary the order of the drink-v two or 
threp times you are bound to con
fuse your man.”

Chrysanthemums.
C'hryeant omum* originally came

from Jap.- Corea, China and Siam.
Ancient r; modern varieties, taken
together -id something like Li,000, 
each eej>nr u;ly nainv.i, and all the re
sult of cultivation. In China chrysan
themums must have been grown for 
a gee, for they afford there a general 
type of ::r. liitectural adornment. One 
of the h,-111 nal honors in that country 
Is the “Order of the Chrysanthemum.” 
It is ttl • one of the emblems of the 
Japanese Umpire. “Kik” is what the 
people mi .Japan call the chrysanthe
mum.

The Japanese Embassy officials in 
T°'ii km deem the stories in .Spanish

■ A rts regarding the secret lnter- 
\ iition of Japan in the Philippines 
a* mere guess xrerk, based upon art!- 
eies in Japanese newspapers ur 
the acquisition of the Philippines 
after the settlement of Formosa.

He Suffered Much From Rheumatism 
Especially During Spring- and Au
tumn — Following a Neighbor’s 
Advice Brought About a“0ure.

(From the Kingston Whig.)
One who has been released from 

years of suffering is always grateful 
to the person or the medicine that 
has been the medium of release. It 
is therefore safe to say that one of 
the most thankful men in the vicinity 
of Harrowsmith Is Mr. Grant Day, 
who for years past lias been a sufferer 
from rheumatism, but has now been 
released from its thraldom. To a re
porter Mr. Day told his experience 
substantially its follows : “ I have been 
a sufferer from rheumatism for up
wards of twenty-five years. It 
usually attacked me worst in spring 
and fall, and at times the pain I en
dured was intense, making it difficult 
for me to obtain rest at night. From 
my hips down to my feet every joint 
and every muscle appeared to lie affec
ted, and the pains appeared to chase 
one another until I was at times 
nearly wild, and mind you this was 
my condition for upwards of twenty- 
five years. During that period I tried 
many remedies, and while 1 obtained 
temporary relief from some, I could 
get nothing In the way of permanent 
benefit, but last year the pains did 
not come back, and they have not re
turned since, aud this is the way it 
came about. One day while telling 
my neighbor, Mr. W. C. Switzer, how 
badly 1 was feeling, lie said : ‘ Get half 
a dozen boxes of Dr. Williams’ Pink 
Pills, and use them according to direc
tions, and you will find they will do 
just what they are advertised to do 
—cure you. I know this from ex
perience In my own family.’ Well, I 
got the pills and used them, and the 
rheumatism has been driven out of 
my system, and last winter and 
spring for the first time In more than 
twenty years I was entirely free from 
my old enemy But there is one thing 
more Dr. Williams* Pink Pills did for 
me, and which astonishes me a little. 
Over forty years ago I had a severe 
earache, aud used a liquid prepara
tion in the hope of getting relief. It 
nearly ruined my hearing, and for all 
the years since I have been partially 
deaf. Alter 1 took the Pink Pills my 
hearing came back, and my ear is now 
all right. My w lie and sister have 
nlsu found much benefit from Pink 
Pills when run down by overwork, and 
it "is safe to say that they will always 
be found in our house."

Dr. Williams’ Pink 'Pills strike at the 
root of the disease, driving it from 
the system and restoring the patient 
to health and strength. In coses of 
paralysis, spinal troubles, locomotor 
ataxia, sciatica, rheumatism, erysipe
las, scrofulous troubles, etc., these pills 
are superior to all other treatment. 
They ore also a specific for the trou
bles which make the lives of so many 
women a burden, dud speedily restore 
the rich glow- of health to pale and 
sallow cheeks. Men broken down by 
overwork, worry or excesses will find 
in Pink Pills a certain cure. Sold by 
.all dealers, or sent by mail post-paid, 
at 50c a box, or six boxes for $2.50, 
by addressing the Dr. Williams' Medi
cine Company, Brock ville, Ont., or 
Schenectady, N. Y. Beware of imi
ta tioun and substitutes alleged to be 
“ just as good.”

PROFESSOR AS NURSE.

His First Interview With His Infant 
Nephew Puzzled Him.

Prof. Plesiosaur, A. M., Pli. D., the 
eminent geologist, knows all about 
pterodactyls, megatheriums, trilobites 
and crinolds ; cozoic, paleozoic, mceo- 
zoic and cenozoic time, but lie is a 
pitiable ivreck of mentality when 
bailies are mentioned.

The professor is a middle-aged, in
corrigible bachelor, bearded like the 
perd, full of strange Latin, bald as a 
billiard ball, and spectacled like a 
maid of Boston.

llis married sister would not recog
nize a pterodactyl if this aerial reptile 
should break out of the prehistoric 
past and break into her henhouse, but 
she does know a great deal about 
babies. .She lias four, and the young
est is only a year old.

Not long ago the professor tore him
self away from his bracldopods, his 
cephnlpods, and liis carboniferous 
epoch long enough to pay his sister 
a visit. It was the first time ho had 
done so in ten years, and liis sister 
was delighted. Bhe paraded all her 
infantile jewels, and aa a special mark 
of favor allowed (or was it forced) the 
professor to hold her youngest, new
est and dearest treasure.

He examined the infant curiously, 
as if it were some unclassified cro
codilian reptile of the Jurassic period, 
and held it about as gingerly as he 
would have held a labyrinthodon of 
the Trias.

“What—what shall I do with it?” 
lie gasped.

“Oil, just hold it aud talk to it. Tell 
it a story and don’t drop it,” advised 
his 1 learning .sister as she left the room 
for a moment.

“To be sure,” said the agitated pro
fessor tightening his hold. “A «tory 
of course. But what—what shall the 
story be about, ray little man ?”

The babe munched its chubby 
thumb in silence for a moment, and 
then quite irreverently remarked, 
“Oogly oo !”

“Oogly oo ?” the puzzled professor 
repeated, knitting his broad and mas
sive brow in an agony of perplexity. 
“1 fear that I do not know any 
stories about oogly uo’s, but I’ll toil 
you what I will do,” lie cried, Joy
fully. “Are you interested in geology? 
•Shall f relate for you a fascinating 
narrative about a pnlcoMierium of 
the Tertiary period ?"

The New Woman.
“Can I show you something in 

neckties, ma’am?” asked the salesman.
The new woman, who had Iwen ling

ering near the showcase, slowly shook 
her head.

“ No,” she said. “ I think I’ll wait 
till the next time. I always let my 
husband select my neckties for me.”

Tempeance reform lias .not affected 
the great wealth of the English 
brewers. Tim personality of the late 
Sir Charles Booth is declared at two 
millions sterling. Another great brew
er recently left two and a half mil
lions, while three others left a. mil
lion each.

My friend, look here.' you know 
how weak and orvoua your wife is, 
and you know that Carter’s Iron 
Pills will reltev - lier, now why not 
he fair about i: and buj' her a box ?

Young Woman Who Will Manage New 
York’s Swell Functions.

By the selection of Miss Marla de 
Barri 1 to manage the affairs of the 
Patriarchs, of New York, a woman 
lias been virtually- chosen to take the 
place of Ward McAllister, the famous 
society leader. The young woman is 
part and parcel of New York society, 
but, having been placed in reduced 
circumstances, lias been compelled to 
work for lier living, w*iich she turn 
been doing very successfully for some 
time. Aa private secretary to* Mrs. 
Frederick Vanderbilt for the post 
five years, snys the New York World, 
Miss Do Barril has figured already 
as a social managerial. She ft was
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Miss Be Barril, who succeeds
McAllister. v

who directed the details of the Y*«- 
derbilt-Marlborough wedding, as 
elaborate function that fully proved 
the skill of the directress*

Miss Be Barril belongs to a* old 
Castilian family. Her father settled 
In tills city forty years ago, and was 
welcomed to the most fashionable 
set. Ills hospitalities were the talk 
of tlie town in the days when the 
daughter, Maria, was born. M. Bar- 
reda, the Peruvian Minister, who 
once occupied a prominent place in so
ciety here, was Miss Be Barril’s un
cle.

Her girlhood was passed in the B&r- 
reda homestead at Newport. This 
show place of society’s summer oapital 
was later sold to John Jacob Aston, 
and is now held by Ids sou, William 
Waldorf. The war between Chill and 
Peru swept, away the Do Barril for
tune, and the family was reduced to 
poverty.

The daughter of tiie suddenly im
poverished house went to work* Her 
fashionable friends rallied to her as
sistance. and the plucky girl pros
pered. Wealthy houses utilized her 
social abilities and paid liberally for 
her services until Mrs. Frederick Van
derbilt chose her ns confidential sec
retary and took lier out of the field.

Miss Be Barril in a woman of strik
ing appearance. Her figure is superb, 
and her face strong and fine. She Is 
a decided brunette, but tho thick hair 
brushed hack from her temples Is 
threaded with grey.

WINTER JACKETS.

Sketches of Two Pretty Models Both 
“ Approved."

Have you selected your winter 
jacket ? Here are Iavo of the most 
approved styles, and you may be able 
to gather from them a few helpful 
ideas. The pretty jacket is of dark 
blue beaver cloth and mink fur. The 
loose sack fronts are made to close in 
double-breasted style with buttons, 
but they may be buttoned back in

* «

In Beaver and Mink, 
revers, and closed at the centre or left 
open The one-seam leg-of-mhtton 
sleeves have rolled-up, pointed cuffs of 
fur. The trimness of this coat invites 
general attention ; the length is styl
ish and becoming, and the close-fitting 
back insures warmth and comfort. 
Smooth-faced cloth, mixtures 1in<l 
heavy beaver and diagonal are sug
gested for tlie present season ; fur, 
astrakhan and machine-stitching are 
popular decorative accessories. The 
hat in the picture is of French felt 
with curling ostrich plumes, velvet and 
a handsome fancy buckle.

The reefer coat is of rough ma ter-
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A Stylish Reefer, 
ial, lined with bright plaid silk. The 
double-breasted fronts are fitted at 
the sides by long under-arm darts and 
closed with large smoke-pearl -but
tons. The one-seam gigot sleeves are 
completed with roll-up flaring cuffs, 
and a high turn-down collar completes 
the neck

Two-toned coatings may be used for 
this reefer, and an adjustable hood 
may l>e added to fall low' over the 
seamless sack back.

The felt liât portrayed is decorated 
with ribbon, plume* and an aigrette.

James Charles Herbert Welbor El
lis Agar, third Earl of Normanton, le 
dead. He was 78 years of age.


