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His Bixth

He hu; :uivon up his cradle, and his little worsted

L)
He has hidden 81l his dolls behind the door;
He must have a rocking-horse
And a hard wood top, of course,
For he isn’t mamma’s baby any more !

He hu’c}tt oft all his curls, they are only fit fo
girls
And has left them in & heap upon the floor;
For he’s six years old to day,
And he's giad to hear them say
That he isn’t mamma’s baby any more!

= Saved By Shabbiness. 3K 3§

The first great excitement of the opening
of the civil war swept over the country like
an irresistible tidal wave in that memorable
year 1861, and I was caught in the current,
though at college, and with nearly all my
class enlisted among the first volunteers.
My health not being very robust, instead
of receiving orders for field service, I was
comMissioned to fill a place in a disburse-
ment office.

One day I was summoned into the pres-
ence of my commanding officer and told I
was to accompany Capt. McKey (we will
call bim) to a certain city for money to pay
the troops. The sum was $160 000. We
were given particular directions as to our
going and coming. The distance was so
great we were obli;ed to stay over night on
the route. A large city was selected and
we were advised as to the hotel

When we reached our destination Capt.
ﬁcKay produced an old black bag for our
precious burden. It was not an orcinary
old wornout bag—such a one as an officer
might have used until the glass was gone
and the edges were white. Tbere was no
air ot ancient respectability about it. Since
it was new much time must have elapsed,
and heavy wear must have been its portion,
judging from the patches which were not of
the same kind of shiny black leather as the
primitive article.

The Captain carried the bag and I watch-
ed the Captain. When the numbers travel-
ing sdmitted of 1t. I took a seat just be-
hind him ; otherwise we sat together.

I rather enjoyed hearing the comments
of our fellow travellers on the Captain and
his bag. One young lady said to ber com-
panion : ‘It that nice-looking captain has a
wife she ougkt to be ashamed ot herself tor
allowing her husband to carry such a
turious looking old bag !’

A couple of lads returning srom school
took the seat vacated by the ladies, and
after they were settled they commenced to
look about them. and one said to the other:
‘What's that feller's rank ?’

“Which one ?’ asked bis companion. ‘The
one with the bag? After studying some
time he replied, ‘Brevet colonel, I believe.’

‘Brevet jack-a-napes! exclaimed the
first boy. ‘I believe he’s a low-downer,
something like an ‘orderly’ or an ‘adjutant.’

‘No, sir-ree, sir; he's a *brevet’ of some
kind. Didn't we have the explanation of
‘brevet’ the other day in class as a com-
mission which entitles an officer to rank
above his pay? Now that feller ranks
above bis pay, which accounts for his uni-
form's being first-class, for Uncle Sam set-
tles the bills. Bat his pay does not allow
him to have other nice things—like bags
and things.’ .

Aside trom remrrks, we met with no ad-
venture, and reached the hotel where we
were to spend the night about nine in the
evening. We bad determined to avoid ex-
citing remarks by making unnecessary re-
quirements about our room, 8o simply ask-
ing for a room in the quiet part of ‘the
hotel where we could sleep in the morning,
we were shown tc ove of a suite. We
realized we had made a mistake in this
particular when we were alone, and com-
menced to make plans for barricading, as
the room had three doors to be looked
after. :

‘Now what will we do to the windows "
asked Capt. McKsy, as we stood in our
shirt sleeves, all heated from our exertions
of moving a heavy mahogany bedstead
without rollers in front of one door, a mar-
ble-topped washstand in jront of another
and a marble-topped bureau (also without
casters) in front of the third.

I considered myself something of a gen-
jus about a house, sc I replied cheerfully:
I think I can fix the windows all right.’

I took the chairs and the towel rack,
some empty pasteboard boxes found in the
closet and a bamboo whitnot and erected a
pyramid between the windows. My idea
was to construct an easily moveq some
thing so that anyone tryiog to enter by the
window would give premonitory symptoms
by a grand overthrow. The pyramid not
beingrhigh enough. I bethought me of the
witffow shades. An unfortunate thought,
tor I lamed my thumb and skinned several
fingers trying to get the shades down. But
at length we stood in admiring silence be-
fore a pyramid that at its base took in both
windows and at its summit, by the aid of
the rolled up sh des placcd like an A’
to form an apex, reached nearly to the top
of the room. We felt safe and retired for
the night.

I was awakened by thinking a detach
ment of arti!l ry and an avalanche from
the matterborn were attempting to enter
our windows at the same time. 1 gave a
leapglrom the bed to ascertain what was
the matter, when I found myself all envel-
oped in window shades they having selected
that pleasing moment te unwind atter bav-
ing rapped we awake.

Capt. McKay assured me that [ made
use of variousstrong expressions as I strug-
gled to firee myselt. After the closet
scrutiny, we could discover no trace of any
attempt having been made to enter our
rooms by the windows, but sundry movings
about overhead led us to conclude our

yramid had reccived its overthrow from
jars from that quarter G

‘Morn, waked by the circling hours,
with rosy hand, had scarcely unbarred the
gates of light when I felt something more
vigorous than a ‘rosy hand’ hold on my

Birthday,

He has p;’cteu in his trousers, like his older broth-
er Jim,
Though he thinks he should have had them long
before,
His new shoes laced to the tope=
'Tis a puzz'e where they stop;
And he isn’t mamma’s baby any more!

He has heard his parents sigh, and has greaily won-
dered why
They are sorry when he has such bliss in store;
For he’s now their darling boy,
And will be taeir pride and jov,
Though he cannot be their baby any more.
- Goorgira E. Billings.
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shoulder, and opening my eyes Isaw the
Captain’s face pale and distracted in front
of mine and heard bim say in a voice trem-
ling with emotion : *‘The bag is gone !

‘It cannot be !" I cried, springing up in
a frenzy of fear. Bat diligent search could
not reveal its;hiding place. Thege stood the
heavy mahogany bed before one door, the
washstand and bureau before the otber two
undisturbed! The dust on the window
ledges and sash seemed to prove that no
one, not even the chambermaid, had inter-
fered with them for some time.

‘Let us get dressed and notify the author-
ities of our lost,” cried the Captainin a
hoarse whisper.

Both of us started to obey this sugges-
tion and made such speed as we could,
considering our oft-repeeted tendencies to

{ stop and search in probable and improb-

| able nooks for the lost I saw Capt. Mec-

: Kay pulling out the drawers in the bamboo

|wnutnor, large enough to hold a writing

pad with a few pencils; while I flew down
l's boot half-pulled on to search the top
| shelf in the closet.
! *I have looked there six times!’ the cap-
| tain called out. ‘I shall be forever dis-
l graced,’ he added with a groan.

‘And our brave boys, what will they do
for their pay!” I said tcebly—my imbecil-
ity showing itselt in my alluding to such a
painful view ot the subject when the cap-
tain was 8o overcoeme.

Do yon thiok I shall allow them to lose
a cent ?' he asked. almoat fiercely. ‘No,
sir ! I have $1,000 in the baok and I'll
uso every bit of my pay and forleit my pen:
sion to——’

Rap-a-tap—tap, came a summons to
open the door, before which the heavy
mahogany bed stood as an impenetrable
tortification. I, with boot number one on
and number two halt on, and the Captain,
with one arm in his vest, hastened to re-
move the obstruction with as little noise s
possible, feeling we would rather not have
it known how much we had barricaded.
Several more raps came belore we were
ready but at length we opened the door and
in the dimness of & dark morning we saw a
hall boy with a jag of water in one hand.

I took the water, while the captain said
in an excited tone: ‘Boy, run down quick-
ly and tell the hotel clerk to come up here !
Why don’t you start?' he asked impatient-
ly

‘Yes, I'm going, mister, but fust let me
ax ye if thishere is yourn? At that he
held up his other hand and there we be-
held the old, shabby, but inestimably
precious bag!

The Captain nearly swooned with joy
while I had presence of mind to tell the
boy not to send up the clerk and to givs
him & sum of money that made him whistle
all the way down the hall. lhe boy ex-
plained that he picked up the bag just out-
side our door. Then we remembered
when the lock of the door had proved re-
fractory, the Captain had set it thece, but
neither of us had noticed that it was not
picked up again. Blessed be shabbiness!
we agreed, if it could accomplish the re-
markable feat of preserving the sum of
$160 000 in the ballway of a hotel so
many hours.

When the Captain and I bad sufficiently
recovered tfrom falling on each other’s
necks and weeping tears of joy over the
recovery of our treasure, the Captain said :
*I can trust you not to tell this, | am sure,
for it you do, and it should reach the Gen-
eral's ears, it would mean the loss of my
commission.’

That is the reason I have waited until
this time before giving the public this
episode of the war.—Orange Judd
Farmer.

BIG ANTS USED IN SURGEBY.

How Indians in Deep Brazillan Forests
Sew up a Wound.

Down in the Brazilian forests surgeons
are not always at hand and hospitals fitted
with modern surgical appliances are few
and far between. But these facts do not
bother the Brazilian Indian. For centu
ries he has known how to take care of him
self, how to treat wounds and cuts and dis
tempers without medical or |surgical aid,
and one of the most novel of these rude
surgical customs is thit of sewing up
wounds with the aid of ants

Septicemia and py@mia have been
bamshed from th: world of surgery in civil-
izition almos: entirely by the progress
made in antiseptic methods and the intro-
duction of anusthetics in surgery has made
possible operations which fitty years ago
would not be dreamed of. But no surgeon,
even of the most advanced school, left to
himself in & Brazilian forest without in®
struments or appliances of any kind could
care for a cut as neatly as do the Indians.
The means employed is a species of very
large ant, which 1s furnished with very
powerful mandibles. capable of biting
through almost anything. The insect
has no sting and no swelling or
other  painful  results tollow its

bite. Its lower lipis a strange jointed
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organ, which the ant has the power of
proje-ting tar beyond the upper lip on oc-
casion. At its extremity it bas a pair of
powerful forceps with which it can grasp
and hold tenaciously small otjects and
nothing not encased in mineral can resist

their strength.

When the Indian receives a cut or wound
from a knite or a thorn he proceeds to
catch a nnmber of these ants. Holding tte
lips of the wound close together, he appli-s
the mouth of an ant to the edges and the
insect at once bites through and bolds on.
Then the body of the ant 18 pinched off at
the neck and the jaws remain fixed. An-
other and another ant is placed in position
until there is a row of jaws al ng the
wound, holding it firmly shut, and when it
is healed the jiws are removed with a
forceps or other instruments. This style
of surgery is strictly antiseptic, since there
are no evil after effects from the ants’ jaws,
aund the bite itself does not cause any in-
convenience, although the pain must be
considerable at first.—Chicago Chronicle.

HAPPY PEOPLE.

Who are Made Well and Strong by
Paine’s Celery Comp and,

No Returnof Disease

————m

Cures a:¢ Permanent and Lasting.

A Letter From a Montreal Gentle-
man Cured Four Years Ago.

Medical collezes conferred upon Profess-
or Edward Phelps, M. D., their highest
henors for bis invalusble investigatioss in
medicine, but all this seems small in com-
parison with the grand chorus ot gratitude
that has gone up all over the world from
men, women and children who have out-
grown weakness, lack of health and disease
by the use of Paine's Celery Compound,
the noble professor’s grandest medical dis-
covery.

Paine’s Cel-rv Compound justly boasts
of one grand advantage over all th: adver-
tised remedies of the day, whether they be
pills, nervines, bitters or sarsaparillas. The
curcs ¢ffected by P.ine's Celery Compound
in cases of rbeumatism, neuralgia, kidney
and liver troubles, nervousness and dys-
pepsia are permanent and lasting.

Thousands ot glad letters like the follow-
ing from Mr. Charles Bowles, of Montreal,
are received every year:

“Over tour years ago [ gave you a testi-
monial for Paine’s Celery Compound atter
it had completely freed me of rheumatism
of many years' standing. [ am happy to
state I have had no trouble from the dis-
ease since your Paine’s Celery Compound
cured me, proving conclusively that your
medicine works permanent cures. I am
always recommending Paine's Celery Com-
pound to the sick, and particularly to those
troubled with rheumatism.

A DECLINING INDUSTRY.

Same Skill no Longsr Ra3quired in Making
Famous Straw Ha's,

A strike in the gentle, smiliny valley of
the Arno, says a R me correspondent of the
Pall Mall Gazatte, has drawa attention to
the straw-plait iadustry there. It is one
that is greatly affec'ed by change of fash-
ions, and has its periods of prosperity and
depression. The days hive gone by when
the property about Florence was dividzd
among a few manufacturers of straw hats
(what the Eaglish call Leghoras), who
when marrying their daughters gave them
a dot ot several thousand of s:udi, (ech
scudi being worth four shillings), and a
straw hat, the strands of which, less than a
millimetre in width, were made of straws
so fine that, after being woven a magnity-
ing gliss was needed to distinguish them.
Now rich travelers travelling through Flor-
ence go no more to the Via Porta Rossa to
pay 100 francesconi (£22 for a straw hat
to vake home as a present.

Fashion bas transformed the Florence
straw industry, Tae profit now comes
from the quantity, not the quality; and
donsequently the hand work at one time
sought after and well paid has gradually
decreased in prie until the wages of the
workers are infamous. When the whole-
sale price of a hat, all made and sewed, is
a penny or two—and thers sare those at
evea a lower price—it is easy to imagine
what compensation the st aw-workers get
for the twen'y-five to thirty-five yards of
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Is caused by torpid liver, which prevents diges-
tion and permits food to ferment and putrify in
the stomach. Then follow dizziness, headache,

FHoods

insomina, nervousness, and, -

if not relieved, bilious fever

or blood poisoning. Hood’s PI I ls
Pills stimulate the stomach,

rouse the liver, cure headache, dizziness, con-
stipation, ete. 25 cents. Sold by all druggists.
The only Pills to take with Hood’s Sarsaparilla.

WE

little

LL BEGUN
IS HALF DONE

Start wash day with mﬁ.
S0ap,pure soap; that’s half
the battle won. _
SURPRISE S0AP
I5made especially for wash=
ing clothes;makes them clean
and fresh and sweet, wWith

rabbing.

[t’s best for this and every

ase.
Dont foréet the name. QURPRISE.

made strands which are necessary for one
hat.

The skill formerly raquired in the plait-
ing is, however, no longer requir:d.
Once it was an art, now every one can do
it—the boys and girls who drive the cat-
tle to pasture, the wom2n at home, beg-
gars, all those who have nothing else to do.
Ia the mountains the men who break stones
hav: been seen at straw-plaiting in their
few leisure moments, and even men who
drive coal carts. This ‘vulgarization’ and
overproduction will, in the end, be the

death of the industry. There have been
immense exportations, especially to Amer-
ica, and, consequently, an overstocked
market ; and until some means are found
of diminishing tte production the industry
will go from bad to worse, with the grave-
st consequences to those who live by it.

There are exporters who buy the straw
plait in bulk, paying if not sufficient for
the work, more than is warranted by their
own profits, and who only continues the
business out of charity for the poor people
of the district. Bnt this in many cases
dots not prevent them from being accused
of profiting by the necessities of the work-
ers. Hence the strike.

Another misfortune for this industry is
the Uuited States tariff, from 25 to 35 per
cent of its value. DBesides the Italian pro-
ductiors bave to stauggle, in America,
against the competition, increasing day by
day, of the Japanese and Chinese straw.
The out-look is indeed dark, for no matter
how the poor Florentine straw-plsiters pro
test and strike, they have no remedy. It is
a question ot overproduction for a constant-
ly diminishing market.

BISMAROK'S FINE DOGS.

The Great Prince has Always Kept a Sup.
ply of These Animals.

In Germany, as on the continent gen-
erally, the dogs used for hunting large
game, the boar included, are varieties ot
the German or Ulmer mastiff or ‘doggie,’
and very noble animals they are, albeit of
mixed parentage, and it is now over fifty
years ago that her majesty, the queen, ac-
cepted from the duke of Buccleugh a
Saxon ‘boar dog,’ called Nelson, and im-
ported by Lord Jokn Scott from Saxony
by thit name. And in a fine painting (by
Morely, I think), of a group ofthe queen’s
dogs, Nelson appears as a rough-coated,
badly cropped mastiff, ot such proportions
that, a Scotch terrier, in the same picture,
looks as if it was altogether no larger than
Nelson's head.

This fine animal was tbe contemporary
of young Bismarck’s first hound, the terror
of the peasantry around Kniephotf, where
the par:nts lived. This dog atterward ac-
companied his young master to the Uni-

versity of Gotting#n, where, we are told,
he speedily made bis mark. Oance, when

Bismarck was summoned to appear befor:
the 1ector for throwing a bottle out of bLis
window, he took his enormous hound with
bim to the great dismsy of the reverand
dignitary, who promptly found retuge be-
hind a high-backed chair, where he remain
ed until the hound bad been sent out of the
room. Bismarck was fined five thalers for
bringing this terrific veast into the rector’s
sanctum, in addition to the punishment

‘In gold ?* he cried centemptuously, as
he folded her to his frozen bosom. ‘My
darling you areworth your weight in hash?’

An Untenable Position,

‘I Snourp be as much ashamed to be ill
as [ should be of an act of immorality or of
meanness.’

These words were spoken to a little
company of people, of whom the writer was
one, by a bright educated and progressive
woman. at a dinner party nctlong ago.
She had adopted, she said, a thoroughly
scientific mode ofliving, and of taking care
of herself, and had suffered no disease or
ailment since. She looked healthy and
hearty enough that day, to be sure, and
so did most ot usthen and there present.
Yet we thought her language rather ‘‘ad-
vanced” and radical even tor an age mark-
ed by so many wild and reckless declara-
tions.

No doubt there are plenty of cases of
illness as there are of injuiry, that are fairly
attributable the distinct and culpable acts of
ignorance or carenessless. Insuch instances
the resulting illness, when suffered by the
responsible person himself, may have the
color of wrong-doing ; as when he needless-
ly contracts an intectious or vontagious
disease and transmits it to others.

But the great mass of cases of illness
cannot be traced to causes of that kind.
The irresistible pressure of life's duties and
incidents continually places us in situations
which lead to illness in spite of our know-
ledge or even of our precaution. And un-
der those circumstances we natnrally de-
cline to look upon sickness as being tan-
amount to wickedness. No ; tar trom it.

Some little time since a ladv, Mrs. Ann

Hall, of 4, Conway Street, Skelmersalbe,
near Ormskirk, wrote to say that in the
autumn of 1892 she found herself low and
weak—without ambition, life, or energy.
Any exertion was a burden to her. There
was a disagree:ble taste in her mouth, she
was constantly belching up wind or gas,
and aiter eating had pain and fulness at
the chest and around the body. Quite
otten she was eased only by throwing up
all she had taken. Her sleep was imper-
fect and broken, and she rose in the morn-
ing very poorly prepared for the day's
labors and carcs. She was not laid
up but got about her work in a dull, list-
less fashion, yet it was, poor woman, the
best she was capable of. The numerous
medicines she used did her no good until
she tried Mother Seigel's Syrup, having
first read about it in one of those little
books that are scattered over the country
in hopes that they may fall into the hands
of those who need them.

The result may be stated ia her own
words : ‘Atter I had taken the Syrup a few
days,’ she eaye, ‘I felt much better. My
food agreed with me, and my spirits were
lighter. I kept on with this medicine, and
in a few weeks the pain and distress were
all gone. Since then I have bgen ia good
heaith and done my work as easily as be-
tore I was tsken ill.’ :

“‘KFor s-veral years,” writes anther, “I
suffered from a bad stomach and weakness.
I felt out of soris and run down. My ap-
petite was poor, and aiter eating, the food
lay heavy on my s'omich. causing me much
pain. | was constantly troublel with wind
rising into my throat and giving me a sen-
sition of choking. My legs ached and
trembled, and it was with difficalty I got
about.

“In the summer of last vear (1806) I
becam? very bad. and notbing relicved me.
It was then I fortuna‘ely read in a book
about Mother S:igel's Syrup, and began
taking it. In a few days I telt great bene-
fic. I cculd eat well, the tood agreed with

meted cut for throwing the bottle.
And for the sixty-oud years that have :
elapsed since then Bismark has never been |
without one or more of these huge cross-
bred mastiffs as his companion or guard.
As a lJaw student and official at Beriin, |
during his travels in many lands, through- !
out his diplomatic career at Frankfort, St. |

Fetersburg, Paris and elsewhere, as well |
as at Varzi and Friedrichsruhe, Bismark |
has always bad the companionship of one
or more of his tavorite dogs. Probably
the one to which he was most attached was
Sultan, who died at Varzin in 1871.
Tyras—the tamous dog of the (mpire—
which was of unusual size and of the slate
color most popular in Germany, was then
quite a xoung doz, and 1t was the constant
companion of its illustrious owner till the
time of its death, sharing his walks, his
rides, his business and his meals, and
keeping guard in bis bedroom at night.—
Good Words.

More Preclous Than Gold.

At last, after many dangers, she had
braved the terrors ot the Chilkoot Pass and
had rejomned her lover on the Klondike.

‘Are you glad to see me ?’ she asked.
Do you still think that I am worth my
weight in gold

I ms, and I soon felt strong and well. I
' bave recommended this remedy to many
- and you may publish this s‘atem-nt as you

like. (Signed) (Mrs.) Mary Lees, 126,
Alexander P.a'e Daadvvan Road, Coat-
bridge, near Glasgow, July 1st, 1897

Both these women wore victims of dy-
spepsia, and it there isa disease more
sabtle and ely thin a prowling cit, and
more light-fingered than a thief in the night
dyspepsia is that disease. To provide
ag inst it is practically impossible. Di-ting
exercise, or travel are in vain. Over-eating
and drinking are not the only things that
provokeit. It may attack you any day
through worry cr a mental shock. The
course you adopt to avoid it may bring it
on. It bas more disguises than a prores-
sional comedian, and creates more distress
and pain than almost any dozen other
complaints acting together. It is not a
tbing to be athamed ot but one to be com=
miserated and cured. Aud thank Mercy !
Mo:her Scigel's Syrup cures it.

Wife—What a sweet smile there is on
bahy's face, John!

Husband—Yes, he's probably dreaming
that he's keeping me awake.

If the scalp does not give out oil to
keep the bair from becoming dry and
barsh, use Hull's Hair Renewer to Tender
the hair bealthy, soft and pliable.




