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“Humpht! Mhister Lindenls mistudiem.
e inespsble is enoughn. Pim atruid! pow-
1l hmwe to go bsek to the stubiles.. Bow
wors Dever @ gentlemsuis servant bes
fhre 77

I e Blaekien Heots amd! Brush & cont:
wil ¢ best]’ ssid thie rustie, sturdily
U ooutt o plave, smll very willin®' te
lwen. W't yonr Honor give s per Ll
w chanee? Dse Deew ailing sad out
jiace for moonthis”

“dumpht’™ grunted! Miegregor,. forthe
second! time: I shsll requre rather
more thay mw Lests Llxcked sadl my
coat: hrushed! [ don't think you!lll di.

Vst yonr nmme?”

“ihe Dawson, sirc”

i suthor hadl been lounging: lazily
Hack im the windbwseat!. purfing: forth
Clowds off smoke;, amd! indolently gawing:
S the ed! light' in the skve But at the
sunmt! of this very commonplaee nmme
ol Jue Dawson;, he sudilenly wheelsd
mnnd,. and for the first time
Y applicant. for the vacant valetehip
1 the fiwe:
was- v remaristhe fisce for a slouch-
stic-remurkable for its correctuess

ture and! its- Babitusl' sullen. down-

[

NTS

i

ok T any: one else- it would have |

Handsome,. but! in this- lid! ite ex-
ion was that of ome cowed,
rowbeaten;. ami! ill-treated: from child:

ood. His bl @ shioek off thiek. enrting:|

fow hamir, s w nair of long; velvet
Hkoeyes; when yon! could! get to see

mostl remrkiably like  wnother
vrooff velvety blck orbs yon wor ol
Mucgregor raised! himself on his- el

cw o amll stured] at him.

Jove!" e saidl. umder his hreatlh, |

erers mogor Come: here, Joe Dawsomn,
W et e e yow”

to lmt! slouched over. very evidently

't ease: Hi lifted! his black eves wn
vasdlp
Tast” mereciless sture. Shuftling: from one
fior to) the other, shifting his cap from
o ot hand' to) the next, he waited! to
biear Nigs sentenes.

“Youlre ont: of' plave sud ont of poek

Toe”" Misgregor <aidl coollyr eur

gy thee migred! garments of the lmd

iive Beem siek, yon sax. Where? [n
ondop®”

"N s im the: townyomder: T cramyp-
ed t from Danmon: o foet, amd! was tok
down wil w fever in Speckhsven. My bit
N nomey went: for t vietusds smd med-

e andl Udoope, sird” lifting the dark

e exrmest!y ke me on; Ul

v best—|

T dare savs s von [sok an honest lml,”
Wiearegor - replied, Fonel v “ Sy
wiat: brought' yon to Speckhaven. Joe?"”

VIt Jbhe Dawson shuified more un-
easily thaw .ever, and his cadavervus:
" lushed.

Welll sre. U Heerd as “ow a partwy T
Wi search of was-seen ‘ere or x ps
mmeommon like her, amd' U set: hout
“one to) 'amtt Her up”

Ohot!' @ sweethemit, Tl tuke it

No,sn” Toe esid, . hastilv, amd! turme
g rediter:: “no; sir no saveetheat, it
Wae - gulp amd. e pause—-Tt was my
mot hert”™

Your mother! So. the oli ladwv
awayv from von, Jhet"” :

“Nirer iswltt as Hodd! iy, retorted! Toe,
with some spirit, “Sheiy @ young laiv,
wini . huneommon “andseme Can.. Tlook
‘v iff you plesse:: Pie gor: e pietir:”

e dieww: emgeriy forth. in confirma-

off ks words; = little miniature in
ok vedvet: case:

wegregor tuek: it, amd as he opened
it g longg silky curt off vellow hair drop-
e ottt mnl’ twined ' sbout his- fingers: It
Wiss @ VeTY Oretty trese: silky amd seft,
imt the: gentleman: dropped. it as though
it ek’ beery a wiper:

Twugh!” e muttersd, with am exs
pression off ill-concenied. disenst:  aml
poor Joe pickea up his ~herished tress,
w liftle surprised’ mwd hure.

Wit Miregregor: looked st the  pieture
o instant then closed it sharpive. It
™V, very pretty faee-— bright
e sviling wnd childishiy sweet—  that
lomneed up at im with great dark eves,;
i oYV srpartse of those in
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[‘ “By this pieter sir—ves. PNl know
lier whiew: Il see lier:  @ould’ you help me
P findl liex—"

Wacgregor waved lis hsnd, and teck
up @ fresiy ciger

“I ean't Help yvou—no. Go to the
| Bitvhen: now,. and! gett your supper. To-
morrow vou'lll feteh your traps from
Specikt sl ider y i ® fix-
ture here for the present.”

The ww valet mude = shuffling obeis-
ance st depsrted. Mirs. Hurst sdmin-
istered. supper aud = little Pinnoek’s
Catechism touching on his antecedents;
but Joe was not nearly no eommunics-
tive with her as with the gentleman
whio haud Hired' Him:. He est his supper;
amd’ slouched up to the vacant mpmrt-
ment: off Monsieur Franecois; the eleganece
off whieh: chamber mmde His black eves
open: wide. He sat dowmn on the bed,

loeked! |

wael! |

amd! dropped. them again under |

the |
vase baek, “ad vou're um- |

mmonly like ber myv lad, or wounld be. |

porket |

Suppose !

wenlks stilll afterihis recent illness, and
drawing out: his- cherished. pictuer, gazed
upen it as fondly as ever lover on the
! fuir fiwe of an absent mistress.

|' “I¥ U can only find Her;” Joe thought.
{ “so bBexutiful' and' se grand! And if
|alle’ll speak one kind word to me, and
lett me call’ Her motlier once, Il ask ne
more:™”

Hong after Joe had put away his pre-
cious ministure, snd had fallen asleep
i the summer darkness, Joe's master
| sst in the window, smoking and think-

|

| ing:  The white light of the sturs and
the moon mude that leafy retreat um-
| spexkably Beautitul, but for onee the
artist saw not the silvery loveliness of
| the landseape.

It 1% surely the hand of fate.” he
thought, with strange selemmnity. “that
semly that bey here. and to me! To me;
| of all' men in the wortd. Will she know
I him, I wonder? Poer, foelish Joe! His
maternity is written plainly emough in
his faece: By Heaven! bad as she is, [
would be, alinost: tempted. to forego my
revenge amd spare her yet, if she shows
herself 2 mother to that lsd.”

He threw away his cigar presently,
" and’ strolled out in the luminous dsrk-

ness of the Prior’s Walk.

T exnn understund her deserting him
before,. when half maddened by terror
| and| remorse; but now, when danger
' there is none, or comparatively none,
| surety she will not show herself lower
I than the tigress or the wolf. They cher-
ishr their young at least; and peor. hum-
ble, ill-treated Joe, he does mot ask
much. Yes. Rose Dawsen—lost, plot-
tinge: unprincipled wreteh that you are,

[ will desl’ with you as you deal with
' vour son!”
| JToe Dawson's duties began next Jay,
f st Joe made up in good will what he
! ked in skill. They were lammentuble,
| certuinit, his- best efforts, aiter that
’mnm-r artist. Monsieur Francois; but
| Miegregor had Lis own reasens for tol-
| erating his new valet. and putting up
I composedly with his blunders. He watch-
‘ad him curionsly, as he smoked and
| lounged about  his attie, keeping his
| henehman busy there at fifty odit jobs.
I It was & strange study to see the like-
| mess of the elegant little lady over at
| Chudleigh ¢
"ooks amd
Lol

Chartey dropped in im the course of
the dey. It had grown to be his Axile
habit. now. this ssuntering over for x
morning cail upen His- Orestes.

“Busy, as usual ™ he remarked, Toung:
img i, lookine imexpressibly handseme
| and’ conl in his- summer suit of snotless
| Hmes. “IF T disturb the exercises. DM
@0.” (Macgregor; in the deep, rose-shad-
el window-seat. was writing:) “Where-
sbout are vou? Is Lord Charlemacrne
Chsrtesmount on his knees to the lovely
Lmiy Sfeepshanks? Or is the Black
Bandit: in the wet of leaping from the
ton of the Wartello Tower with the
shirieking' Yurcola: Pasdebsseue in his
arms, or has Rinaldo Rinsddi, the mmg:
nificent: hero of the tales the daz-
ding son of ‘peor but honest paremts,”
fust’ Beenm consigned to the deepest:
durgeon beneath the castle moat by

that Dblack-hesrted seoundres, the
| zouty old Mnrqum of Carabas*” Kot
Maegregor. yon sensational novetists are
| fremendons fellows, and play the very
i misehief’ with the women's noddles: Nn,'v
| the word. mmd 'l go; I've the greatest

we of the profession. ami wouldm't -
| terpret a thrilling: chapter for countiess
| worlds.”

ase showing in & hundred
wst of the uncouth servant

-

e "{h.w do. Charlier?™ Macgregor saud,
!iamly, i reply to this extempore har
angue. “Come in and have x weed. Ming
v ochair somewhere—oh! never mind. the
MES —ea’t be in a greater muddie “han
| they are at present. The Black ISuc-
| caneer of the Bosphorus — pleasant
swarm of bees that—has just ehloro-
| formed and abdusted the Dhehess of
| Mount Tremendous. and borne her off
y to his gailey. Do they have galleys on
tie Bosphorus, I wonder? How’s Lady
Lenox and Miss Trevamon™ ¥
“Lady Lemox is weil enough,
ve s ever.  Miss Trevamon
if [ knmow! You saw her

& pleasant evening at
beat the paromet at ecarte,

and
ngod last.
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Chudleigh |

moan upturn-
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cap about him, his pen seurrying wildly
over the paper. Then, as his waten

Joe brought in that meal, = very fru-
gal one, on a tray: The author was
washing' Lis hesnds, and turned reund
from: the lavatory to address his lackey.

“Do you. know Chudleigh Chase, Joe?
Sir Rupert Chudleigh’s piace—six or sev-
en miles from here?”

“Yew sir’”

“Then I want you to go there with »
message—~= note—and wait for an an-
swer: You will ask for Mrs. Ingram—
remember, Mrs. Ingram—and deliver the
nete into ne hands but hers.”

“Yew sir™

“You'll walk over to Speckhaven, and
hire x hack at the stables: Youw’ll reach
Cludleigh ChaSe before seven—their ain-

ner hour—and the lady is safe to be at |

home. Here.”

He serawled a line in pencil and hand-
ed it to his servant. It ran:

“Rose Dawsen,—Onee agsin, and tor
the last time, I ask you: Do you ac-
eept my terms? Will you quit the coun-
try? T dow’t war with women, if ¥ ean
help it. Remember, this is your last
chanee. Refuse, and I shall know no
merey.

“Macgregor.”

“Youw give the lady this nove, Joe, and
wait for an answer. IT your horse is
waorth anything: you’ll be back here by
half-pest eight.”

Joe departea upon nis mission, and the
hermit of the Retreat watehed hm out
of sight with a smile upen his face.

“Now, then,” he muttered—"“now for
the tug-of-war! He'll know her as soon
as he sees her. and she’ll know him. s
she deals by him, so will T deal by her”

Macgregor's valet got a horse, and
rode at a good pace te Chudleign Chase.
The big bell up in the windy cupols was
seunding its sonorous summons to din-
ner as Joe rode up the avemue to ithe
grand portico entranee of the mansion.

He sprung from the saddle, and was
abeut to turn in quest of some less pre-
Tentions pertal, when, lifting his eyes,
be beheld a vision that struck him
dumb with splendor:

A lady was walking slow!y from the
shrubbery toward the house—a lady in
& rien, trailing dress, that blushed as
st:e walked half dove color, half rose—a
laudy with x erimson eamelias in her glos-
sy black hair and erimson roses on her
breast—a lady beautiful as his dream
of the angels — suppesing poer
Joe ever did dream of those eelestial
inessengers-—and startlingly and amaz-
ingly like the pictured face he wore over
hig Rox-t,

He siood still and stared —open-eyed,
open-mouthed. The lady espied him,
noticed that wild stare, and paused.
And the mother aml son stoed face to
face.

She did mot know him, of course—she
did not even see his resemblance to
herseli—but she paused, in passing; to
“Who are you?” she said sharply.
“Why do you stand and gape at me?
What brings you here?”

Joe pulled off his
mouthed and open-eyed.

“Beg parding; mum. T was sent with
a lettor for Mrs. Ingram.”

“I am Mrs. Ingram. Give me the let-
ter. Who sent you?”

“My master, mum, over vomder.”

IIe waved his cap vaguely toward the
horizon, hamiing her the unsealed note
mechanically, and still gazing in that
wild trance.

She untwisted the paper, read it, her
dark ince flushing a deep red with anger.
She loeked up, as she finished, with
dangerously ghttering eves.

“You were to wait for an answer,
were you? Here is my answer; tell your
master se.”

She tore the letter into a dozen frag:
ments, and flung them passionately on
the grass at his feet.

“Teli your master [ hate and defy him,
Do you hear; stupid? Tell him to do his
worst!”

“Yes; mum,” Joe said, mechanically:
“Oh, good Lor’!” rousing suddenly up,
“what does this here go mean?®”

“What are yon waiting for?” Mrs.
Ingram asked, angrily. *~I have given
you your aunswer.”

“Beg your parding, mum,” Joe said,
for the second time. “it's along of &
picter. De look at it, mum, and yewll
see for yourself.”

He jerked out his beloved miniature,
and opened it with fingers trembling
with cagerness, and handed it to the
lady.

Mrs:. Ingram recoiled, with a glance
of disgust.

“What do you mean, fellow?
suppose [ am going to look at
filthy picture. Be gone!”

“Yes, mum,”  .Joe said, wilily; “but
do—do leok at it first, mum. It's your
own pieter.”

“My picture! —mine *"She sratched it
out of his hand —looked ot it in wild
wonder.  “Ior heaven's sake, where did
You get this?”

“They took it from fevther, afere they
buried him. mum. It’s your picter, and
you're ——"

“Who are vou?” the lady exclaimed,

‘th a gasp of unutterable terror. star-

cap, still open-

Do you
your

ing at him as wild-eved as he had ever

stared at her.  “What is your name>”

“Joe Dawsor, mum.”

She recoiled «ith a seream-—a seream
»ss horror.  Had the murdered
2 from his unavenged grave and
and awtul, before her
twilight, her’ face conld

of
man r
Sstood. 1Y

the
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in silvery

i mot have turred a more livid hue,

“And you are—

“Your son.” .Joe said. braveiv.
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ded walls and madmen, like yourseif, ean
hear them. Be gone!”

. "I beant mad,” Joe retorted, still
more suilenly: “and they beant lies,
That picter is your picter, and you are
my mother!”

With a third ery of inexpressible fury
Mrs. Ingram darted forward like a
panther. wrenehed the riding whip out
of the lad’s hand, and struck him agnin
ard again across the face.

“¥ou false seoundrel! You insolent
beor! Now will you repeat your lies to
my face?”

She flung the whip at him and was
gone like a flash. And Joe stood stock-
still where she had left him—too stun-
ned to move. Half a dozen stinging
blows she had cut him across the face:
the I' "1 welts were rising already, and
the couantenance of the lad, there alone
in the purple gloaming, was not good to
look upon.

There had been a witness of this lit-
tle scene. Gwendoline Chudleigh, from
her dressing-room window, had beheld
it ‘all with horror. As the boy
turned to depart, a plump figure in
a pink dress came flying down the
avemue, and a little it jnweled land
caught him by the arm.

“For goedncss gracious sake, stop!”
s=tod Gwen, breathlessly, “and tell e
who vou are, and what ¥ said to that
horrid woman, to make her hurs:-wlnip
you?”

Joe looked up. The livid welts wers
very plain now, and ‘{ender-hearted
Gwen winced as she saw them.

“[t's no matver, muss” Joe said
very low voice, teuching his :ap,
rather not tell.”

“But Pm dying to kzow!” per:isted
JMiss Chudleigh. *“I hate her e the
—as somebody hates holy water! Do
tell me what you said to make her se
tearing mad?”

“No, miss,” Muogreeors
answered, holding down his head;
can't.”
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(To be Continued.)

Professor—Oxygen, gentlemen,
essential to all animal existence.
There could be no life without it.
Strange to say, it was not discovered ,
until a century ago, when—

Student (interrupting)—What did
they do before it was discovered. sir?

20 CENTS
PER WEEK

Pats An Organ or Piano in

Your Homn,

is

On Friday, March 15th, we commence
our annual slaughter sale of aj) used in-
struments in stoek. This year sees 3
with double the number we ever had ’
Some eighty-five instruments are offereq |
and among them organs bearing names

ind waite |

of slcn Well-iluWwn makers as Beil
Karn, Thomas, Doherty and Dommion

| The prices of these range trom $)5 to
| 560 at the above terms,

The p:anos bear
such well-known numes of makers as
Decker, Thomas, Lerald., Weber, \Vorm.
with and Heintzman & Ce. Every instree
ment has been ired by our own
workmen, and carrics a five vears’ guar.

tee, and as a special inZucement we

make amag greement to take any

Tor

in-

a better
JiTee years and al-
( Send post card st

strument back on 9xrt.‘2.m};¢- for
mne any time within
low every cent pail

| once for complete list, with full particu-
| lars.

Heintzman & Co., 71 King street east,
Hamilton.

How It Reached England and Came
into French Hands.

In his “Feuilles d’'Histoire™ 3I. Bioves
pubiishes & mass of correspondence that
...l mot mtnerto seen the light relative
<u the history of the diamond of the
wreat Meogul. This eorrespondence eon-
=sts of letters of Thomas Piti, grand-
Iather of the Earl of Chatham.

In 304 Pirt wae Governor of Madras,

and at the saume time he repr:semted an
eanglish company. Une day a man eame
ad offered to eell for £89.008 a dia-
mond ef an extraordinary size, evidently
stoien from tne mines of the (ireat
Aiogul.
_ In hie position as Governor Pitt
should have denounced the theft; in his
position of comumercial agent he should
uave thought rirst of tue interests of
his eompany. He did neither, but uscd
lis authority te intimidate the man, and
beat uown nis price, and =ventnally tue
precious stone came into Pitt's posses-
sion for the sum of £20,000.

He committed it to the care of his son
Robert, ordering him to take it to Eng-
land and have it eut. When the son
had started on his journey the father
began to have qualms. He calenlated
the value of the diamond at £300,000,
and the very ides of such a vast sum
frightened him.

His wife wae already a great spend-
thrift, and he feared his son woul! take
after ner. His fears wer: nor ground-
less, for Robert hastened to marry a
dowerless girl, and began housekeeping
on a ruinous scale.

The diamond when
hands of the cutter, Cope, by no means
fulfilled all the expectations founded
upon its value. Impuritics anl fissures
necessitated a wholesale cutting down,
alm.l from 426 ecarats it fell fimally to

29,

To make matters worse, Thomas Pitt
found himself in hot water. His politi-
<eal enemies mude things warm for him,
and his company talked of bringine an
aetion against him to recover the value
of the mond. IIe judged it wice to
return to Europe himsell and get rid of
the stone and wind up the whole affair.

- His patriotism would have liked ro see
the diamond remain in England, but
Queen Anne’s funds were always at a
lnwAehb: and were not oqlmf to the
;trnm of Im_vlqg the Great Mogul’s stone.
uPlorge ) ;ulml}‘enl the stone whole heart-
edly, but deelined to bind it, on the
ground that it was Parliament's duty
te make him a present of it. So Pitt
resulved to offer the jewel to the
l.\;t:,:rn::tognl:ranm-. who :‘luidwl to pur-
chig it Tor the sum of  £100,000.—Le

Debates.
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ZAM-BUK IN THE HOME

Read How Lbefdlt?nvﬂ'-l‘hgc“i‘g-
Iy Differsnt Cases.

came into the

Zam-Bn

fectiveness

‘”"“?‘ ~L

4 . Point is it ef-
m al

(M kinds of skin Qis-
eSS and izjuries. .Just note how ex-
eelle 'l'-[‘](':p persons proved it in wide-
rent directions,
Heel —Mrs. €. X% Campbelt, of
Ont.. writes: “One of my
was very budly blistered by a
oF new s*es and the noisonons
T2 my stoeking ot into at, and
iade a bad ~ore. For a week 1 eounld
not put on a shoe. and sutfered srea®
i [ appiied Zam-Buk, and in a few
days it drew the poison out amd heade:d
tire wound.’ ;

EBad Cut-—Mre. J. Virmsint, of Onon-
daga, Ont., writes: “Zam-Buk heajed a
bad cut whichh 1 sustained. 1 was
harryieg 2cross mv vard one day when
I <lipped aml fell heavily, my kgee
strikine & sharp store. Ai the mo-
ment I did not realize how hadly 1 was
hurt, but T found I had a bad cut
about' two inckes long, very jamged
and verv deep.  We bathed the eut
and appliel Zam-Buk. ‘This stopped
the smarting very anickly, and in =
few days it had healed the wound com-
pletely. For euts aml brnses Zam-Buk
is a splendid remedv.”

Eezemna Cured.—Mrs. Antoine Arze-
nault, oif Maxiamville, P. k. 1., writes:
I can highly recommend Zam-Buk to
any person suifering from Eezema, 1
had this disease. and waa under doe-
tora ‘leratment for two vears, without
any good result. I then trned Zam-
Buk 2nd in the erd 1t cured me™

Zam-Buk just as’ good for piles,
Bload  peoison, festering sores, pimpies,
ernptions, cut® burns. bruises, and ail
skin Injuri and diseases. box at all
dr gEists or nast free for
nrice from am-Buk Co.. Toronto. Try
Zaa-Buk Seap, 2S¢ Tabler.

STREET WITHOUT A 13.

The lady who protested aminst the
Wandsworth Borongh Council changing
the number of her-house to 12 is a not
uncommon type in London. Indeed, quite
a number of streets, mostly in the sub-
urbs, have no No. 13 at all, the difficulty
being ot over in many eases by the
~ubteriuge of 12a. That is the ease with
iTerbert Barker. the famous bone setter.

The most famous strest without a 13
is the Strand, but that is perhaps more
by accident than design, for builling
vperations have made havoe of the orig-
inal numeration. No. 13 Piecadill> is
secupied by Messrs, Swan & E E
I? Berkeley square by the E
narvon, and No. 13 Vloet stree
Christian World.  Pall Mall tempts Pro-
vidence with not only a 13 but a I3a.
amd Whitehall has no numbers ar all, 13
or any viber.—DPall Mall Gazette.
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AL COME FROM
THE SAME CAUSE

Why Dedd’s Kideey Pills Cured
Mme. Dufault’s His.

She Had Diabetes, Sciatica, Backache
and Headache, but Found Speedy
Relief in the Great Canadian Kid-
ney Remedy.

St. Beniface, Men., April 8.—(Special.)
-—After suffering for three vears irom a
complieation of diseases, Madame Oct.
Dufault, of 84 Vietoria street, this eity,
I3 once more in perfect health, and
Dodd’s Kidney Pills are ereditel with
another splendid eure. Speaking of her
cure, Madame Dufault says:

“Yes, I am again a well woman, and
I thank Deodd’s Kidrey Pils for it. [
suffered for three years and I may say
I had pains all over my body. I had
sciatiea, neuralgia and  diabet:a. My
back ached, and I had pains in my
head. I was nervous and tirad all the
time; there were dark eircles around my
eves, whieh were also puffed and swollen,
:ll‘;ld heart fluttering added to my trou-

es,

“But when I started to use Dodd’s
Kidney Pills T soon began to cet better.
I took thirteen boxes in all, and I think
they are a grand medicine.”

Every one of Madame Dufauit’s ail-
ments is a direct result of diseased kid-
neys. That's why Dodd’s Kidney Pills
so quickly eured them all.
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THE CROCODILE IN BORNEO.

Native Kill the Creatures Only
Spirit of Revenge.

a commun sight in Borneo to see

erncodile sunning himse!f oa che

iauk of a river. He takes no no-
tice of the natives even though they
pass quite noar to him. So commen in-
deed is the cight that the Dyaks. them-
selves pay no heed to these dangerous
reptiles; and yet it is no unusual thing
in Borneo te heari of some human lite
being taken by a crocodiie.

For months perhaps the crceodiles in
a river live at peace with mankind and
then suddenly one of these creatures
will carry off some lad bathing in the
river or even attack some one paddling
along in hie boat. I know of a Dyak
girl who. when sittirg and paddling at
the atern of a canoe was knocked ower
into the water and earried away by a
erocodile and her companions could do
nething to save ner.

There seems Lo be no reasor why the
crocedile should suddenly show a man
eating propensity in this way. The Dy-
aks account for it by curious supersti-
tions. They :ay that if food is offered
to a person and he refuses it a{ld Zoes
awar without at least touching it some
misfortune is sure to befa!! him and he
will moet probably be attacked by &
erocodile.

Also it

i= said that sne of the ways
the gods punish erime is by sending =
crocodile to attack the eulprit; and ) §
have often heard it said by Dyaks of
some one who has been killed by a ero-
eadile that probably he has displeased
the gods either by paying no heed to
the warnings sent him in dreams orAby
means of omen birds or by committing
some hidden erime.

The Dyvaks of Borneo will not kill a
erocadile except in revenge. If the ani-
mal  will live at peace with him the
Dyak has no wish to start a quarrel; if.
however, the erocodile breaks ¢f » truee
and kills some one then he feeis juati-
ficd in retaliating. Under these ewrcum-
stances the Dyaks set to work to find
the eulprit and go on catching and kili-
ing crocodiles until they succeeed in do-
ing 0. The Dyaks generally wear brass
ornaments and by cuiting open a dead
erocodile tiiey can easily find out if he
is the ereature they wish to punmish.—
Chambers’ Journal.

DRESS OF JAPANESE.

Brides in Japan follow the same cua-
tom which prevails in the western
workl, that of wearing white at the
wedding ceremeny at least during o
part of it. But the significance attach-
ed to the choice of this color is gquite
different on the two sides of the world.

The Japuanese bride is dressed first
in desplendant garments of white ailk,
the siceves of the costume usually be-
ing about three feet in length while the
eash, an  important feature, measures
about eleven feet in length.

But while, aa the Oriental Review ex-
plains, is the mourning celor in Japan,
and the bride, leaving her parents”
house, considers herself dead in the
sense taat sie will never retura alive,
preferring death to divoree, and in con-
sequenc: wearing a waile costumc.

After the erchange of cups of sake
with the bridegroom, which is the most
important  part of the wedding cere-
mony, the bride changes her costume to
a rel one.  Thia is called tromaoshi
(charging ¢olor.) Red is supposed to
have a purifying power, and perhaps

ars the minds of the parties of all as-
soviation of mourning.

This s the orivin of the Japanese eus-
tom of white costume at wed-
dingg, but many people in medern Japan
do ot anv longer ®ave time to bother
their heads with these questions of col-
amd simply go ahead and marry ac-
o ceepted custom. with no
signify.
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PRIZE. 3SCENYA
AN AWKWARD BREAK.

“You've made a mistake in - your pa-
per suid  the ind t man, enter
;,,2 the ‘editorial osarn m. [ was one
of the competitors the athletie
match vesterday have called
me the well-known li htweight cham-
pion.”

“Well, aren’t

“No: Fpi-n
it's confound:
vou see, I'm a
the Cleveland leader:
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“How do yon tie world is
round:” veked tb “Begause we
Know it isn’'t el the boy
who reads all the financial and political
news, ' =
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