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“LET THE LORD BE THANKIT.”

There are few things more gratifying to
the human mind than thanks for benefits
bestowed. And many a verse of scripture
shows that gratitude to the Giver ot all
good is especially pleasing to that Bounti-
ful Father. *‘Sae let the Lord be
thankit.”

“The
Thanksgiving,” says a contemporary, ‘‘was
that at Charleston in Oectober, 1631.7
The general idea is that to America
belongs the credit of the first Thanksgiv-
ing day, but this notion is erroneous. A
day of thanksgiving was specially set
apart by the authorities of Leyden after
the relief of that city, in the preceding
America’s second thanksgiving

first observance of a day of

century.
day was in February, 1632, when Massa-
chusetts celebrated the passing of an act
in England that was particulariy advan-
tageous to the colonies. Ireland was the
third country to have a day of thanks- |
giving.
Canada
annual Thanksgiving day. She still con-
tinues it in the old spirit, for the has
During the past

early :u]optml a permanent

much to be thankful for.
vear, she has had particular cause for
thankfulness. She has had no wars, nor

| sidered by the mejority of wise men a
i very wise proceeding, however.

The comic artists did more to make
Oscar and his devotees ridiculous than
Oscar did himselt. Mr. DuMavriER in
England, and Mr. Nast in America, were
the two who helped to give the :wsthete
notoriety by means ot their clever pencils.
And Mr. DuMavrier's drawings inspired
**Patience.”

& 1t is true, as the Herald intimates, that
Mr. WiLpe was the object of considerable
gush on the part of some silly American
women, and it is also true that the Ameri-
can women seem to have a great deal more
sense than they used to bave. They seem
to have restrained their admiration for
penniless and rascally counts to some “ex-
tent, and it is not now their custom to
run off with coachmen. And if Oscar
came back as of yore, with the sun-
flower in his button-hole, and the lon
hair, and the agony, the ladies of the
United States would not become as soul-
fully intense as on the occasion of his former
visit. But the likelihood that the American
woman should not be as amorous of
Oscar as tormerly, does not prove that she
is any more sensible. Let some new fad
arise, as silly as any that she has already
received, and it may getas cordial a
welcome as those which have gone out of
fashion.

Whether or not the 1idics of the States
are more gensible than they used to be,
there is no question that the cutting of
Oscar's bair bad a different effect from
that of the cutting ot Samsox’s. Mr.
WiLDE was shorn of his weakness. And
as in the case of SAMSON, 8 woman was
the cause of the change. ‘‘Women,” says
TROWBRIDGE, ‘‘cCan move men any way
they like, for good orill.”  The lovely
Mrs. WiLpk did much good for her hus-
band by sending him to the barber.

Then Mr. WiLpe began not only to be
serious, but fo be considered as serious.
He wrote an article for the Nineteenth
Century entitled “The Decay of Lying.”
A man has to have wonderful discernment
to discover any decay in lying at present,
and the gravest people began to nod ap-
proval at the man who bad overstepped
Horace's limit laid down for wise men
who play the fool.

This article, therefore, was Oscar
WiLpE's first step to an enviable fame.
Ile is now recognized as a piquant epi-
grammist who reminds one of La Rocne-
He is known as a poet of
high order. lle is considered something
of a playwright. And the wise and be-
spectacled Boston girls would now give
Mr. WiLDE an even more hearty reception

FOUCAULD.

have rumors of war materially aflected |
her.  The most of her vast territory has |
been, as ever, singularly exempt from the |
natural disturbances which create go much |

havoc in other lands. Times have been
hard, but not nearly as hard as in many
other countrics: “*Sae let the Lord be
thankit.”

There are some people who are fre-
quently represented as making Sunday |
the one day in the week on which they
practise religion.  The religious muscle of
these people is, from want of development,
extremely flabby. So is it with people
who do the most of that important reli-

gious service —thanksgiving—on the day
set apart by it by those in highest ‘
state authority. Mr. HoweLLs—or rather |
Mr. Howgres' little girl-——was the origin- |
having Merry

ator of a scheme of
Christmas all the year round. And if |

('hristmas, why not Thanksgiving ?

The whole secret of happiness is thank-
Thankfulness is the quintessence
of contentment. Its effect on the thank-
ful and the thanked is most beneficent.
‘It blesseth him that gives, and him that

fulness.

takes.” It isthe key to the beauties of |
nature, and to all the other joys of living. ]

Thanksgiving should be, like Christmas, 1
essentially a home festival. It is for this \
reason that the colleges of the l'nil(‘di
States—and occasionally those of Canada |
—show bad taste in allowing members of |
football teams to go to other places to
play on that day, instead of going to their |
homes. If Joux. Howarp PavNe were
alive, he would soon show his countrymen
their folly in this regard by a song of
Thanksgiving day, and its intimate rela-

tions with home, sweet home.

There are, perhaps, many seddened
homes this Thanksgiving. In some there
is a vacant chair which was, perhaps, filled
at this time last year. It was thus on the
first Thanksgiving day that America saw:
the hearts of the Puritans were sad be-
cause of the death of the sweet Rosk
Stanpisu.  But in the passing away of
that beautiful maiden the Puritans recog-
nized the same hand whichi had bestowed
8o many _blessings upon them in the year
that ended with the first Thanksgiving,
and their hearts, in touch with the wisdom
of the Father, were none the less thank-
ful.

THE OSCAR WILDE OF TODAY.

OscAr WILDE threatens to come to Americaon an-
other lecture tour, but he may be persuaded to
restrain himself. Conditions are not what they once
were. For instance, Mr. WiLDE has a great deal less

hair, and the American wowmen a great deal more
sense thauo they used to have.—New York Herald.

Oscar WiLpE, at the time of his tour
through the United States and Canada, was
an wsthete who made himself considerable
of an ass although he probably got some
moaey by the venture. To make oneself

than that once accorded him by her sillier
American sisters.

The Bangor News says that the trouble
in literature is that ‘lots of people who

' have no more business with a pen than

with the heavenly harps are trying for
places in the niche of literary fame. They
are bound to get there, they think, and,
being unable to create anything of their
own, merely turn back the leaves ot old
books and appropriate something of
their liking—just as they would pluck a
rose trom another man's garden.” The
News cites as an example a song entitled
*Days of Yore.” *H. HriNg,” says the
News, ‘‘was given as the name of the

' author—the man who wrote the words.”
' Then it quotes a verse from ‘‘Days of

Yore,” anda verse from another song,
which greatly resembles the song of Hrixe,
The News says thatit does not know the
name of the author of the other song.
“There was a German poet named HriNg,”
the critic continues, ‘‘and it may be that
it is  his verse that has been used in the
song and that the other was made from if,

' but perhaps the song writer is some other
' Heixg, who has appropriated the pretty

idea and words from the unknown writer.
Anyway, one of them is a thief. This is
plaivly apparent.” There is only one

' H. Hrixe whe has given to the world such

admirable poetry as that quoted by the

| News, but that the writer of either poem
'is a thief is by no meansapparent. DBoth

peicee are translations from a poem of
Hrixe, and both are, in most collections,
credited to bim. It would be indeed re-
markable if two translators did a German
poem into Enghsh verse, using exactly
the same words. If such was the case, a
suggestion of plagiarism would seem to
have a more solid foundation than
in the case (uoted by the News.

The Chatham World severely eriticises
some verses which recently appeared in a
St. John contemporary, and also says that
the editor of the paper published them be-
cause he was ‘‘unable to resist the tempta-
tion of making one man happy and a
whole town laugh at omne stroke.” It
seems a little hard that the World should
make such remarks, simply because its
chief poetical contributor is one of the
most sublime singers of any age—a man
who in originality of rhythmic diction is
second only to JonN Carramax Mc-
Cartuny — the  renowned  MicmakL
Wueran of Renous River. This modest
bard lately gave to literature, through the
columns of the Chatham World, a poem
which he himselt pronounced far superior
to the ““Elegy” of Mr. Tromas Gray. It
is needless to say that the “Elegy” does
not now occupy the high position in litera-
ture that it so long held. If Gray had read

80 cheap for the sake ot money is not cor-

the lines of the Swan of Renous River he

would not now be ‘‘resting his head upon
the lap of earth.” Robbed of the last leaf
of his laurels, there would have been no
rest for Gray, even in the grave, So
that it does not show a right spirit for the
World to ecriticise the poetry of less
favored journals.

Perhaps the tunniest of all the many funny
predicaments that extremists in all things
frequently find themselves in, is that in which
English prohibitionists have recently placed
themselves. In a circular in which they
commented upon GrLADSTONE'S receént in-
dorsement of the Gothenburg system, they
alluded to the grand old gentleman as
“one of those who are unfortunately ac-
customed to take intoxicating drinks, and
have been brought up to believe in their
necessity and utility.” The organs of the
liquor interests are largely quoting and
circulating this indiscreet remark, with the
somewhat natural comment that Grap-
STONE is at the age of eighty-four ment«
ally and physically a grand old man.

In a Thanksgiving tale in the last number
of the Boston Household this passage

occurs :

“Yeu especially, my child, should give thanks,”
said Mre. JAY, with fervor. *‘You are a Sioux, ore
of the ancient owners of the continent. This nation
makes yow its ward, gives you its learning, its civ-
ilization in return for your land. Your position is a
noble one in the eyes of the world.”

This remark of Mrs. Jay is singularly
like that of Jonx BuLL, as overheard by
that astute reporter, Max O'Rerr. The
following extract is from the first chapter
of “*John Bull and his Island”:

“You give me your territory,” says Joun, ‘“‘and
I give you the Bible.” Exchange no robbery.

The Religious Intelligencer, in remark-
ing that “Princeton has abolished the
brutal practice of bazing and Harvard is
following her good example,” intimates that
Canadians, who, according to the Intelli-
gencer, ‘‘are not behind in imitating some
of the faults of our neighbors,” should pat-
tern after Princeton in this particular.
The Religious Intelligencer is evidently
not aware that a New Brunswick college
abolished hazing nearly two years before
Princeton.

London Tid Bits often cffers prizes fof
the best “*bulls,” but there appeared one in
their last number, under the head of ‘*Tid-
Bits of General Information,” which was
due to the editor, and was not submitted
in competition for a prize. In it readers are
informed that ‘‘out of the seventeen exist-
ing cables, ten have been destroyed.”

The Union Baptist Seminary deserves
the cordial support of all the denomination,
We are convinced that if a strong and de-
termined effort was made to pay off "the
debt that ina short time the members of
the church would have the satisfaction ot
seeing this promising institution upon a firm
financial basis.

Yankee inventors are ingenious, but it
was reserved for a Canadian to invent a
mowing machine to be run over the bottom
of the bed of the Erie canal and cut the
long grass which grows there.

The newspapers of Russia are unanimous
in praise of the late Czar. They have to be.

VERSES OF YESTERDAY ANDTODAY

Harvest Hymn,

Let us sing of the sheaves when the summer is
And ll;]:n;;;rncrs are stored with the gifts of the
b‘houti‘::l:l'nome from the fields, like the voice of the
Let u:g;x'n with the reapers in glad iubilee—

Harvest home ! harvest home! harvest home!

He hath ﬁrown in the valleys our treasures of
bread,

That the owner might reap; and the stranger might
glean

Far the days when the cold of the winter is keen.

For the smile of the sunshine again and again,

For the dew of the garden,the showers on the
plain,

For the year, with its hope and its promise, that end
Crowned with plenty and peace, let thanksgiving
ascend.

We shall gather a harvest of glory, we know,

From the furrows of life where in patience we sow;
Buried love in the field of the heart never dies,

And its seeds scattered here will be sheaves in the
skies.

A SYong of Thanksgiving Day.

Thank God that on & thousand hills
I1is summer gift the landscape fills;
And reapers 1 the joyous morn
«Are busy with the ripened corn.

Thank God for coverlets of snow
That kept the corn seed warm below;
And for the patient Mother Earth
That nursed and fed it from its birth,

Thank God for’all the generous rains,
And the hot sunshine on the plains:
And that the season’s gray and gold
Brought increase of a hundred fold.

Thank God for all the corn that stands

In other fields of other lands;

And that where’er his children roam

Some graterul hearts sing, “Harvest Home.”

Thanksgiving.

‘Twas King George’s prime minister said it
To the king who had questioned in heat
W hat he meant by aP ointing Thanksgiving
In such times of ill luck and defeat:
“ What’s the cause for your day of Thanksgiving,
Tell me, pray?”’ said the king in his ire.
Said the mimster, ** This is the reason—
That things are no worse, O my sire !”
And whatever of care or of sadness
Our life and our duties may bring,
There is always the cause for Thanksgiving
Which the minister tolJ to the king.
'Tis a lesson to sing and remember,
It can comfort and warm like a fire,
Can cheer us when days are the darkest-—
“ That things are no worse, O my sire!”
HerLeNy HUuNT JACKSON.

An Uncommon Rowing Match,

A British man-of-war lately put in at an
out-of-the-way Scortish port, and her blue
jackets challenged the local fishermen to
row a race with them. The fishermen re-
fused, not because they were afraid of being
beaten, but because, in order to make the
contest more even, they wished to let their
wives row instead. Under these unusual

circumstances the match took place, and—
the blue-jackets were beaten !

A CRITICAL MAN ABOUT TOWN.

He Reads All the Reports of a Recital and
Compares Them,

To, e Eprror o ProGress :—The
following are clippings from the St. John
newspapers of Wednesday, 14th inst., and
each is supposed to be a report of an
organ recital and sacred concert, given by
the organist and choir of St. Andrew's
church, assisted by their friends, on Tues-
day evening last.

(Telegraph.)

ORGAN REcITAL .— St. Apdrew’s church was
packed to the doors last evening to hear the organ
recital given by Prof. Fisher and the members of
the Oratorie Society. All the pieces were admir-
ably rendered. Prof. Fisher's execution in the
Austrian War March was particularly fine. The
proc=eds of the recital go to aid in the purchase of
an electric motor for the organ. At the close of
the entertainment the ladies handed refreshments
around. Rev. Mr. MacNeill made a few remarks
complimentary to those who took part in the affair,
and stated that the choir of the church would be
glad at any time to assist any other city choir. Re-
marks were also made by Rev. Mr. Mathers of the
Wiggins Male Orphan Asylum.

(Sun.)

An organ recital was given last evening in St
Andrew’s church. There were very few vacant
seats in the building. The programme as alrealy
pnblished was carried out without the slightest hitch,
in fact it wasone of the most successful recitals
held in the city for some time. The duet O Lonely
Place, by Miss Pidgeon and Mise A. Lugrin, delight-
ed the audience. Miss Forbessang The Chorister
very aweetly. Mr. Lindsay was in good voice and
his rendition of O, Come Let Us Worship, was well
worthy of an encore had such been permitted. At
the conclusion of the recital the lad'es and gentle-
men who took part were served with refreshments
and Miss Pidgeon and Miss Lugrin favored them
with a duet,

(Globe.)

The organ recital and concert in St. Andrew’s
church on Tuesday evening was a very successful
affair, both musically and financially. The com-
modious church was well filled, and those present
heartily emjoyed the excellent programme. Mr.
Fisher’s organ selections were all compositions of
high order, and his rendition of them was masterly.
The solos by Miss Annie Lugrin and Miss Forbes
were nicely rendered, and the solo *“O Come Lct
Us Worship” from the 95th Psalm, sung by Mr-
Lindsay, was a fitting prelude to the beautiful chorus
that followed it. The duet *“O Lovely Peace” from
“Judas Maccabeus,” sung by Miss Pidgeon and
Miss Lugrin, was one of the gems of the concert,
The duet **Now We Are Ambassadors,” sung by
Misses Ross and Allen, was also very pleasing, and
the stirring chorus *“How Lovely are the Messen-
gers,” which followed it, was probably the best sung
chorus of the evening.

(Guzette.)

Packsp 10 THE DoOORs.—St. Andrew’s church
was packed to the doors last evemng with people
to hear the organ recital given by the members of
the Oratorio Society. The recital was a grand
success, all parts of the programme being well
received. The solo given by Miss Nettie Pidgeon
of North end was remarkable well sung. After
the entertainment iefreshments were served. Rev.
L.G. MacNeill complimented those who tock part

(Record.)

MosT SUJCEsSS¥UL RECITAL.—An organ recital
was given last evening in St. Andrew’s church and
the programme that ywas presented wae an ex-
cellent one. Tlere was a large audience present
and they expressed their appreciation by enthusias-
tic applause. Prof. Fisher, Miss Pidegon, Miss A.
Lugrin, Miss Forbes, Mr. Lindsay and in fact all
who took part rendered their parts admirably. At
the conclusion of the recital the ladies and gentle.
men who took part were served with refreshments,
The proceeds of the recital go to aid in the purchase
of an electric motor.

The Telegraph starts off with the state-
ment that an *‘organ recital was given by
Prof. Fisher and the members of the
Oratorio Society,” and goes on to say
that Mr. Fisher’s execution in the Aus-
trian ““War” march was particularly fine.
Now as a matter of fact there were none
assisting at that concert excepting friends
of the members of the choir, and of course
the Oratorio Society, or any member
thereof, had nothing whatever to do with
it. It may be that some of those friends
who did assist are members of the Oratorio
Society, but it certainly was not in that
capacity they were present on Tuesday
evening. The programme, of course,
gave the information that the concert was
being given by the choir and friends, but
it seemed to be unnecessary for the reporter
to see a programme as he apparently knew
all about it. Had the Telegraph reporter
said that “‘Prof Fisher’s execution in the
Austrian - War Dance was particularly
fine,” he would have been as nearly correct
as he was in what he did say.

The Sun reporter would do well to ob-
tain a copy of Tuesday night’s programme
and betake himself to *‘a lonely place,”
and after having read that programme
over carefully, deliberately take and kick
himself. His misstatement that Miss
Pidgeon and Miss Lugrin sang a duet
after refreshments were served, would
seem to indicate that the repast was of a
convivial nature.

The Globe report was as nearly correct
as it seems possible to bave a newspaper
report. Its only mistake would appear to
be an error of the proof-reader in desig-
nating ‘‘Messrs.” Koss “and Allen as
““Misses” Ross and Allen. In a city
where _the proportion of ladies is so large
such a mistake can be understood.

The Gazette report seems pretty much
like that of the Telegraph's, with two not-
able exceptions. First, it was careful to
state that the church was packed ‘‘with
people ;7 and secondly, 1t strikes out on
its own account with the bold assertion
that “*a solo given by Miss Nettie Pidgeon,

1 of the North end, was remarkably well

sung.” Could the gentleman responsible
for this find time to accompany the Sun
reporter and perform with him the physi-
cal exercise above suggested ?

The report of the Record, like that of
the Globe, was not very bad, but it would
be well for the reporters on the Record to
remember that it is unusual for an audience
in a sacred edifice to express its apprecia-
tion by ‘‘enthusiastic applause”—at least
I can assure them that it is so with an

R P T GEI T STE *'S.ﬂi

audience in St. Andrew’s church. It may

have been the lingering sounds of the
Australian ““War March,” or the killing
effect of the duet *“O Lonely Place” that
gave the reporter the idea that he heard
enthusiastic applause.

So farasl am aware no applause was
heard by any other person present. '

Now sir, it is not for the purpose of
lowering reporters in the estimation of the
public that 1 address this letter to you,
but for the purpose of shewing just how
ridiculous a matter may be made to ap-
pear on account of a little carelessness.
It, of course, goes without saying that the
reporters do not intend to misrepresent
anything they report, but a little more care
in small matters would prevent silly mis-
takes from occurring. Apologizing for
trespassing on your space to such an ex-
tent. Max Asour Towx.

HE HAD A SORE THUMB.
That Was the Reason That: Alcohol Was
Required.

It was nearly Sunday morning. local
time, by the clock in the drug-store into
which a ProGrEss representative stepped,
just hebind a man with a look of intense
longing on his face. :

“I burt my thumb,” he said, holding
one of those members aloft. **Have you
anything that’s good for it, any alcohol,
for instance ?”

“I can’t give you any alcohol without
an order from a physician,” said the drug-
gist.

““You can’t, to a man that's suffering ?
To a man that's suffering with his thumb
especially " asked the man.

“I can't, without a doctor’s orders,” said
the druggist, firmly but kindly.

“Well well-well. Haven't you got some-
thing else that would do the thumb good ?”

“Why, yes, I have some liniment that
would be a good deal better for it than the
alcohol.” '

“No, I'm teared that won’t do any good.
Would Dr. —— (naming a well-known
physician) do ?”

““Yes,” said the druggist.

“Well, I'm atraid I won't be able to find
him. It's pretty late at night. But any-
thing’s better than suffering from a sore
thumb,” said the man, as he went cut into
the night.

“I used to be in the drug business my-
gelt,” said an old gentleman who was in the
store, spesking to the reporter, ‘‘and used
to have a good many calis from those fel-
lows, It's the same old yarn. The bars
are mostly closed, and anyhow. alcohol is
pretty strong liquor. And if he diluted it
with water,he'd get a mighty cheap drink.”

“Now, perhzps you're doing that man a
profound injustice,” mused the reporter.
““The druggist would better have strained
a point of law, acted the Good Samaritan,
and given that fellow his alcohol. His
class of muscle is not improved by liniment ;
it requires alcohol.”’

‘“‘See here,” said the retired druggist,
*‘after you've been in the drug business a
while you'll be able to spot those fellows
without any trouble. They all have sore
thumbs, and they a1l have other marks of
dissipation.”

Just as the clock struck twelve the man
with the sorg thumb reappeared. ‘I couldn’t
get the orir,” he said, ‘‘but couldn’t you
let me have some alcohol for this thumb #”

“I could not,” said the druggist.

“Then,” said the injured man, ‘‘couldn’t
you give me a drink of ginger wine ?”

The proprietor of the store smiled at the
bad give-away, and the retired druggist
looked triumphantly at the reporter.

“I haven't any ginger wine,” said the
proprietor.

**And you can't give me any alcohol ?V

“Not a drop.”

“Ooh-ooh-wow ! said the invalid, as he
made for the door, holding his thumb
in the air, “‘but it hurts awful!” And, to
make up for this outburst of feeling, the
man gave a sublime example of stoicism in
grasping the door-knob with that sore
thumb, without a whimper.

*‘What on earth did he mean by ‘ginger
wine'?” asked the reporter of the retired
druggist, as both went out of the drug
store. ‘‘Jamaica ginger,” was the reply.
*Anything that has a bit ot alcohol in it,
it doesn’t matter what, or he’d have taken
raw turpentine if this gentleman had given
it to him.”

Philosophical.

Dickens, who sketched the character of
ot Mark Tapley, jolly in dull circumstances,
but taking no credit for it anless the state
of affairs was most depressing shouid have
known a certain old whaling captain  This
jolly old sea dog never permitted ill-luck to
dampen bis good spirits. Returning home
from a three years’ whaling voyage with
an empty bold, he was boarded by the
pilot, an old acquaintance.

“Well, cap'n, how many bar’ls? Had
a good voyage?” asked the pilot, shaking
him by the hand.

“Not ‘zackly,” answered the captain
cheerily.:**I haint got a bar’l ot ile aboard,
but I tell ye, I've had a mighty good sail.”

According to Galton, the patterns on
the finger-tips are not only unchangeable
through life, but the chance of the finger-
prints of two persons being alike is less
than one chance in 64,000,000,000.

‘It's a great building,” said a man who
is working on the new post-office, in a
town not far away. It'll come pretty near
lasting forever.” ‘Well,’ said Mr. Dolan,
¢if it lashts till it’s done, ot t'ink it’ll hov to.’

Some men in Belgium have turee votes
at each election.

Some Canadians can

beat that.

A BIG SLANDER SUIT.
(Continued from First Page.)
are with an uncle in Westmorland and a
little girl, an infant, is with its mother at
Salisbury. The doctor lives in single-
‘blessedness at Daniel Holland’s, sleeping
in his own house. Some of the hired girls
will be called on to tell what they know.
It is probable the doctor will hear more
of his doings ‘for the past two years than
he bas ever heard before.

Robinson is determined to push the mat-
ter to the extreme limit of the law and will
hear of no settlement of the matter, only a
complete refutation of the charge on the
part of the doctor, publicly attested to.

After this suit is overit is said Mrs.
Keith will enter one for alimony and the

custody of her children, and it is believed

will have no difficulty in winning.
Attorner General Blair appears for the

plaintiff, and G. F. Gregory for the doctor.

A WISE ELEPHANT.

How He Speedily Detected that the Cake
Was Underweight,

One day, says a writer of English mili-
tary experience a heavy gun stuck in the
muddy bottom of a stream, and the tandem
elephant was unhooked to shove behind,
or litt the muzzle of the gun with his
truck. But he would not; he only bel-
lowed and swayed uneasily, shitting " from
one foot to the other in the sticky mud.
At last, with piteous shrll trunpeting, he
touched the sharp point of the iron on
the muzzle.

“‘He says he is afraid of hurting himself,
sahid.” cxplained the mahout.

“Well,” answered the officer in jest,
“‘tell him to spoke the wheel.”

“Promise him backsheesh, and he will.”

“Very well.”

The elephant carcfully found a secu er
footing, curled his trunk round a lower
spoke, and made the wheel revolve ; then
the shaft elephant put in his ponderous
weight and the gun slowly rose out of the
mud and rolled up the opposite bank.

The triumphant mahout demanded back-
sheesh for lus Hosphiar Hatti (wise ele-

“phant.’

**You scamp ! You want the backsheesh
for yourself,”

““No, sahib, I dare not cheat him, and if
you don’t give him backsheesh he will re-
member you are no gentileman and will
never work for you again "

“All right,” said the cfficer, tossing the
man a couple of rupees in succession.
“How shall I know you don’t cheat him ?”

“Come and see him fed this evening,
sabib.”

That evering by moonlight the officer
was summoned to see Ilooshiar Hatti eat
his supper. The elephant was swaying to
and fro, fanning bimself with a branch, and
round the fire stood huge chupatties—flat
cakes of flour, butter, and sugar—pur-
chased with the backsheesh for the Hoo-
shiar’s supper. The mahout took up one
of these cakes and offered 1t to the *‘wise
one,” who weighed it carefully in his trunk
and then deposited it with a satisfied smack
in his mouth.

¢ Now, sahib, this second chupatti is ight
weight. See him find it out.”

The elephants are accustomed to a cer-
tain ration weight, and when the Hooshiar
took this cake by the edge an angry twinkle
came into his wicked eve, and, quick as
lighting, he slapved the mahout in the face
with the leathery mass.

‘*See, sahib,” cried the man in glee, *‘I
dare not ckeat bim!” And be got up and
offered a larger chupattie. ‘‘Here, you
foolish one! Did I ever cheat you? This
one is overweight.”

The elephant understood, and ate in for-
giving tranquillity.

A Book Weighing Half a Ton.

~ Probably the thickest book in existence
is one prepared in the United States a few
vears ago, wkich is four teet in thickness.
Itis a petition of the voters of the City of
Albany for the ballot reform. It consis's
ot six thousands pages of 2t*. :quare, and
coutains over 40,000 names, the weight of
this large volume being 1.000 lb. The
Queen's Jubilee Address Book is 18in.
thick and weighs 631b. The ‘*Reference
Catalogue for 1894,” published by Whi-
taker, 1s one of the thickest books in the
world. This year itis 10!5in. in thickness,
or about helf as thick again as the ‘‘Lon-
don Post-cflice Directory” (whick itself is
a monstrously thick book), and weighs
14lb 20z. The book lists and catalogues
ot 156 publishers are bound up in one
octave volume. T'ne largest page upon
which any book has ever been printed is
“‘Hooker's Botany,” on elephant sized
paper— 6ft. by 4it.  Robert’s *“Illustrations
from the Holy L.and” has plates printed on
paper 3it. by 2ft,

Settled by Law,

Ot late years there has been so much
discussion and disagreement concerning
the tees of medical men 1n Russia, tbat at
last the Government has taken the matter
in hand, and has settled a certain special-
ised scale of charges which doctors will in
future be entitled to make in that country.
Medical fees will now be chargeable in pro-
portion to the income of the patients, ard
districts and classes have been duly ar-
ranged 1n view of this new regulation.

Not Empty-Handed,

Ambulance Surgeon (reporting)—Notlm _
ing in that last call. Feller was insensible
trom drink. Brought him to with am-
monia and come back. :

House Surgeon—But ycu've got a case
in the wagon there.

Ambulance Surgeon (carelessly)—Oh,
that's a fellow we run over coming back!

Candor.

Maud—What is the trouble between
Alice and Kate ?"

Ethel—*Why, you see, Alice asked
Kate to tell her just what she thought of
her.”

Maud—“Yes?"

Ethel—¢ Kate told her.”

In China, England is known as King
Kuo, the flourishing country; France, Fa
Kuo, the law-abiding country; and Ger-
many, Te Kuo, the virtuous country.

The most curious paper-weight in the
world is said to belong to the Prince ot
Wales. 1t is—so report goes—the mum-
mified band of one of the daughters of

Pharaoh




