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THE idea that by constructing war
vessels for the likes Canada or Great
T BEETH
the United States is a wide streteh of
the imagination. To be sure, the
copstruction or launching aof such
yessels on the lakes is a violation of
treaty stipulations. Tt is exactly
what Canada or England would do if
war were designed; but the inverse of
this pfupositlun is not true—to wit,
that-the war vesscls disclose a war
purpose. ~ ‘The security of the United
States does not lie in her own arma-
ment or in the disarmament of her
neighbors. Her peaceful intentions
and her desire to yield to all just de-
mands, her refusal to bcc.ume em-
broiled in European questions, are
her best guaranty of peace. Add to
this her geographical isolation, her
resources, intelligence, patriotism,
uand grewth, and the idea of & volun-
tary assailant becomes an absurdity.
It Canada,. however, is violating
treaty rights she ought to be re-
minded of it. 1f her violation should
lead up to an abrogation of the treaty
it, is not likely that evil would result.
The United States Government does
" not particularly need war vessels og
the lakes. but the right to float them
ihere would do no harm.

REv. DR. LOowWERY, of St. Louis.
after bitterly attacking the memor-
ics of a number of dead people, de-
clared his willingness to go to the
graveyard, take the fleshless jaws of
those he had teen traducing and
shake them till the teeth rattled.
Just how this act would tend to raise
groveling humanity to the benign and
saintly plane of Mr. Lowery. those not
partaking of his peculiar goodness
may never know. But Mr. Lowery
was figurative. ‘Theonnly jaw he wil)
shake much will be his own, an of-
fense only less ghoulish than the pre
Tosed grave robbery.

A GENTLEMAX wnose supertority of
stomach brings into sharp and pain-
full prominence the lack of superior-
ity characterizing his organs ot
thought, has undertakep to fast for
fifty days. At the <tart he waighed
130 pounds, and he har _heen losing
flesh at the rate «f two and one haif
pounds per day. Eveu an amateur
arithmetician can figure out that at
the end of less than fifty days a light
and airy corpse will have been dedi-
cated to the cause of science. But
to what extent science will profit is
not a problem that any amateur can
grapple with confidence.

REPORTS of a recent prize-fight
describe the fighters as brawny glad-
iators, and state that when they got
Teal gory the smell of warm blood
drove the spectators wild with ecn-
thusiasm. It would appear from
these facts thatall a burly ruffian
has to do to become a brawny glad-
iator—a much more dignified beinyg
—is to enter the ring and have his
veins tapped. As to the warm blood
at .which civilization sniffed in de-
lighted frenzy, more of it and of bet-
ter quality can be scented in any
slaughter-house.

THE microscope recentiy revealed
to a Rhode Island expert that certain
bloodjtains were of human origin,
_and“certain hairs found in conjunc-
tion with the stains were from the
whiskers of a man. Detectives scur-
ried hither and thither. ‘L'hey traced
all clews faithfully, and ascertained

. that they centered inthe limp carcass
of a yellow dog, slain with a brick.
The strides of science are often mar-
“velous, none the less so perhaps be-
cause not always in the right direc-

tion.
—_——

AN Towa man has been selling di-

. plomas of high degree for the reason-
able sum of $30, placing them within
casy reach of the illiterate and lowly.
So great has his business become that
the-corn cropof the State-was being
husked by Masters of Art, and swill
-carried to the pigs by Bactelors of
Science. Having accomplished this
much for education, the Iowan was |
arrested, and his whole ‘stock in !
trade, inclusive of his own thrifty

_ person, is in the hands of a receiver.
SOMETHING was recently published
in Punch that had every outward ap-

* were marveling over a circumstance
60 violently defiunt of precedent,
Puoch explained that the jest had

cal error, and -that ifs repetition

utmost. ecare. So " the staid . on- the
reputation of the somber and ponder-

AT AN et On YO BtCack |t thom ehild with- e HRgld b

BUI’TERCUP; POPPY, FORGET-
’ - ME-NOT, -

Buttercup, poppy, for;;al.-meqmt—.
Thess three bloomed in u garden rpot,
And once, all murry with song wnd play,
A little one heard three voicus may:
+Mhine:or shadow, summer or sprivg—

And luughing eyes  we thres shasi Imng
Each au offeiing, passing fais.*
The little one did not understand,
But they bent und kissed the dinpled l‘:aml,

Buttercup gawbolléd ull day long,
Bhsring thesittle one’s tnrth and song;
Then, stesling alung on wnsty gleame,
Cuppy caine, bringivg the sweetest dreams,
Flaying snd dreanang  that was all,
Till vuce the sleeper woald not awake;
Kissing the Lttlo face undes the pall,
Wo thought of the worls the third flower
wpake,
And we found, betines in 2 hallowed spot
The solace and Jicace of forget-me-not,

Butte-cup shareth the joy of day,
Glinting with gold the hours of play;
Dringeth the poppy sweet repose,
When the hands would fu'd and the eyes wounld
close.
Aund after it all--the play and the sleep
Uf g little life—what cometh then?
Tothe hearts that ache and the eyes that
weep ¢
4 wee flower Lringeth God's pesce again.
Izch one serveta ity tender lot—
Buttercup, poppy, furget-ine-not.
—[Euagene Field, in Chicago News-Record.

PROF. MORGAN'S ROM ANCE.

LY EATE LEE.

Professor Morgan was an_antiguarian
and archwologist.  He loved things that
were old and things that had been long
dead, and passed all his days among
bones and stones and ponderous hooks.
Nothing fresh and living played any
pert in his life, and he persistently with-
drew himself from intercourse  with
his fellows.  His prematurely bald head,
his large bumpy forehead and the studi-
ous stoop of his shoulders made him ap
pear much older than he really was, and
superticial observers imagined him to be
us hard and as incapable of emotion as
one'of hisown fossils. It wasa rare
thing for any one to get a look from the
gray eyes half hidden under the prom
inent brows.  To those who by chance
did obtain a full, direct glance from
them, and who had the wit to read them
aright, thev were arevelation of the man,
They were aves that spoke, and the in
tensity of oxpression «oncentrated  in
them gave the lie to hic otherwice
emotionless aspect  The Prefessor was,
in fact, no fossil,  1iis heact could beat
warm sud quick, and o romance lay
hidden under hic outar husk of hardness
and reserye.

Ten yenrs ago, Hugh Morgan, solitary.
unknown, embittered in spirit
broken of heart, had come from abroad
and taken up his vesidence in a lonely
house fronting the sea on the outskirts
of 8 Welsh seacoast village, It seemed
an abode as congenial as possibly coull
be found. The neighborhood for many
miles round abounded in antiquarian re-
mains, and the house itself looked out on
the Atlantic for three centuries or more.
An isolated house and an isolated life,
A house with a story to tell, could it but
speak, a human life with a hidden un-
told past. Those were the

soul, a soul that was as sad in its loneli-
ness as be in his. Ifere year
he lived in solitude, devoted
to science alone, the man to all outward

“i? tall figure, surmounted by a broad-
brimmed hat drawn low over his capac-
ious brow, became well koown to all

the inhabitants of the village and the |

neighborhood around.  Now and then it
would be missed for six months or more
at a time, when “The Professor,” as he
came to be called long before the title
was his in reality, had found occasion to
return sbroad for scientific purposes.”
But, as a rule, it was to be mct with
every day, eith:r pacing thoughtfully
beside the wide sea, or passing rapidly
actoss the green waste behind the strag-
gling village, on the way to the mouu-
tains beyond.

The years went by. Professor Mor-
gan hecame a shining light in the world
of archweological sciences but each year
as it passed seemed to bind him down
more and more jrrevocably to solitude of
heart. The shunning of “all companion-

ship, which at first_had been but the in- |
and sensitive spirit, |
became at Jength a fixed habit, which he !

stinct of a wounded

was too shy and rescrved to break
through. _Each yeur.increased thesteop
of the Professor’s shoulders, the bald-
ness of his head, and the terrific develop-
ment of his forehead. FEach year the

sad, shy eyes grew sadder and shyer and ;

were more and ore rarely lifted to
mect the undiscerning, uapereeptive
eyes of others. Little did anyone divine
what bitter hours of heart loneliness the
misanthopic, unsocial Professor passed
in the grim, museum.like study of his
lonely house, or what painful thoughts,
guite unconnected with barrows and
cromlechs and Druid circles, were his
daily companions.

One August day the Professor made a
journey miles away awmong the mountains
for the purpose of tuking observations of
afamous cromlech. He had been for

. - Deen due 1o a deplorable typographi- | 1ve. years at work upon a history of

cromlechs, agf<was at this time ggther-
ing material for a chapter on the it}qt;
ences _betwesn British cromlechs gnd
those of the nations of Germanic de-

i . exploration party in Palesti
sceut. The journey took_him_sil the | Biishsr. fver  fert coin.

-hay-be eonsidered effaced. |

‘morning, and when

s hnn R eTOR

parallels |

Hugh Morgan drew between himself and |
H gy [ . . .

}f, hosen home, fecling a dreary 0Tt of | Jife had been closely entwined with his

kinship with it, and half imagining i

sometimes that it possessed a human |

after vear |
apparently i

. usked, abruptly, after a while,

Be carne within sight | he was.-followed- by news whie

of the villu:ge on his return the afternovn
sun, was blazing at its hgttest. About's
mile and A helf from the village the rosd
passed through & rough fleld, in the
midet. of wh‘{ch, on a slight elevatfoh,
stood the rulns of an ancient British
house,
To any but an unti-lulury lht;gllt;‘us& he;de
the appearanceof bein , mor
Liudl ﬁﬁi‘éff“g i”d‘:‘i‘i%g :

Professor had a theory o!_ his own con-
cerning its origin and history; #nd in-
tended one day writing 4 magazine nrti-
cle about it by way of recrestion from
his laborious and exhaustive work on the
cromiechs, .

As he drew pear the ruin to (lay he
saw coming toward it, from the diree-

tion of the village, in the hot glare of

the sun, two tiny figures in black dresses
aud white sun bonuets, Between them
they bore & hamper, from which a yellow
cat raised its head and gazed around
with inquiring eycs, The little faces be-
neath the sun houpets were crimson with
heat and haste, und, as soon as they
reached the foot of the mound on which
the ruin stood, the two little travelers
})uldnwn theix burden, and sank beside
it, panting with fatigue.

The Professor’s interest was transferred
from the ruin to’ the charming picture
made by the children und their cat, It
was long since he had rested his eyes
upon ubjects so young aund fresh, sod
full of life. His fancy was plensantly
struck with thé picture of young Yife to
which it formed a background. His
heart stirred, and he stepped  nearer to
the children, who Lad been o absorbed
in the Jabor of getting along with their
burden that they had not pereeived the
Professor.  Now, as they heard his ap-
proaching footsteps, they raised blue,
startled eyes toward him, and threw pro-
tecting arms across their hamper.  The
Professor felt irresistibly drawn toward
them, and, contrary to his usual custom,
spoke. y

*I won’t hurt your cat,” he said.

His voice was gentle, and so were his
grey eyes, which were not too shy to

friendly overture and took him at hix
word.

*Come and look!™ cricd the younger
of the two. She jumped to her feet,
and, tripping up te the Professor, took
his band.

At the contact of the little soft con-
fiding fingers a thrill shot through the
Professor. He looked down at the child,
and catehing the sweet look of the inno
cent round face, it wna mnost strangely
borne in upon him thut that sweetness of
expression, that heavenly hlne of the
eyes, and that seft Autfiness of the brown
hair on the fair forehead were not unfa-
miliar  As yhe child's hand rew him
along he held it with & eentle pressure,
and u musing evpresion crept into his
cad eyes.

The slder child lifted the yellow cat
fram the hamper.

*“There ! she said, **thase are Amber's
dear little kitteps. We brought them
here to save their lives because (fwennie
said they would all have to be drowned ™

The Professor bent his back and peered
into the hamper, where a family of
blind, groping. three-deys-old kittens
lay. The Professqgdid not find them so
charming or so_interesting as the chil-
dren. He looked from the kittens to the
child hugging the yellow cat, her blue
yes sparkling under her sun bonnet.

le
! Who could those blue-eved children be? |
Why should he fancy thal they bore a .

resemblance to a blue-eyed girl whose

owu in the hidden past? The Professor
put out his disengaged hand, keeping
gentle hold of the clinging child with
the other, ang absently stroked Amber's
yellow head. Amber purred approval,

I atl | Ard:and the children's hearts were com-
appearances merged in the batiquarian, i

! pletely won, They. invited the Professor

f to sit down on the grass with them, and,

s inwardly amazed and amused at his own
tunusual proceedings, the Professor did
so. The children babbled about their
kittens, and  he, listening with a rather
i abstracted smile, turned his eyes ever

¢ from oue child to the other,

I *What is your name, little one?’ he
The
: question vias addressed to the younger
child, who stiil kept his hand and was
*leaning confidently aguinst hisarm, look-
| ing up with curiosity” at the bumps on

She was wondering

i his broad forchead.

(if they had been cansed by a tumble
down stairs. »

© My name is Phyllis,” she said, in an-

jswer to his question.

The Professor started as if an clectrie
¢ shock had passed through him, and hi<
i fuce burned suddenly red. From Phyl-
“lis’s face his eyes traveled to her black
crape trimmed dress, .

“*Why do you wear this? he
touching it very softly,

**Because mother has gove away from
U 5ald the child, herlips quivering a
little, *'She has gone to Heaven, and
we shall not sce her again until we o
there too, °

The Professor s1il no more. I¢ sut
silent, looking out with dim LYES ACrOsSs
the sunoy land. e did not see the
tields stretching -hot and parched down
to the village; he did not sce the grand
monatains fading away right and feft of
him into mist. He saw neither the oahn
sea shimwering out there beyond the vil-
lage, nor the exquisite sky of turquoise
blue smiling like emhodied joy above jt.
Hesaw a girl named Phyllis, whom in
the past he had loved with the inteasity
of a reserved and yet "passionate nature.
She bad scemied to return hig love, and
to understand hiw s few nnderstogd the
sensitive, reticent studeut. Assureq of
her love, convinced by many a token
that he was the elect out of many suit-
ors, he had left her oue year to join an

asked,

dbgence,
b turned

Py

him ogtwardly to atone, and msde hls’

inuer lifs an’ agony of bittoroess and

grief,
him Anouymo}ul It contained the an-
nouncement of
with 8 Colonel Lluwellyn, who bad at
one time appeared to be a favored rival
of her love, but who had lon
foenmed-ro e st
Phyllis' handwriting followed the an-
pouncement, but Hugh Morgan toro it
to atoms, unread. A second and a third
letter shared the same fate. Then the
letters ceaned. Hugh Morgan remsined
abroad for a year or two, and on his re-
turn buried himself in the obscure corner
of Wales in which he had now lived for
ten years, .

‘The unmistakable likeness in the faces
of these two children, and the fact of
one of them bearing the pame.of his
faithless love, set hoth memory and im-
agination at work in the mind of the
Professor. These were without doubt
Phyllig’ children,  And Phyllis was dead!
It was a strange chance that had brought
him and Phyilis' ‘children together—
strange und sad_that from the lips of
Phyllis' child he should hear of Phyllis’
death. .
“Bo out there in the August sunshine,
at the foot of the old ruir, the Professor
read, as he thought, the last page of the
romance of his life. But he was mistaken,
There was yet another page to be turned.

Unpoticed by the dreaming Professor
or by the children, who, seeing their
companion's abstraction, had quietly
busied themselves plucking the yellow
poppies which grew among the grass,
there had come along the road from the
village a lady in a black dress.  She was
close upon them before the children per-
ceived her. With ontstreatched arms
and affectionate outcries they flew to
mect her, and bending down kissed the
little uplifted faces with great tender-
ness.

“*My little Kitty and Phyllie!” she
cried: *“*how you bave frightened us!

i

i
i

-simply, aud the crimson color again dyed

Why did you leave Gwennie? Why did

meet the innocent blue ones.  His broad- ! vou come all this distance alope?”’
brimmed hat was like their father's, the t
stoop of his shoulders reminded them of | suddenly to bis feet.
their father, too, and his manner invited WS

confidence, so the children accepted his’ the voice of Phyllis Wynoe! And yet|

The Profeswor, hearing the voice rose
How strangely he

haunted to day?

Phyllis was dead!  His wondering, star-
tled eyes devoured the face of the new-
comaer, and he held hia breath.  He saw
a woman past her first youth, a woman
with blue, sweet ayes, nud with brown
hi'4 touched too early with gray. In
s: ¥ el thedifference the years had made,
in spite of the paleness which had taken
the place of the peachblossom of ald, and
the smoothness of the hair which once
had curled &0 softly about the bhrow,
Hugh Margan could not but recognize
her  This was certainly Phyllis,  And
vet the children -nid she was dead !

“Phyllis!™ he cried aloud, unable to
contain bimwelf, and his voice broke us
he apoke the name which had not paseed
his lips for mare than ten yems.

At the sound of that name, spoken by
that voiee, the lady started as the Pro-
fessor had started when the child Phyllis
had pronounced it, and a crimson tide of
color rushed over her pale face. She
loosened the clinging arms of the chil-
dren, and taking a step toward the Pro-
fessor, stood with strained cyes siaring
at him.

“*Hugh " she cried.

Bluatly and confusedly he staimmered:
“‘But the child said you were dead "

The immobility of his face was all
broken up with the strength of the con-
flicting emotions that possessed him, his
gray eyes glowed under the prominent
brows and his strong hands trembled.
Phyllis was scarcely less moved herself,
but, woman like, seeing his excessive
and almost overmastering  agitation, she
came to the rescue by
ling hersclf into calmness of voice and
manner,

*“The children’s mother is dead,™ she
said, gently,

**They are not your childrent™

ment that obscured his understanding.

Phyllis Wynue,  **He has
pointed miniscerata P, byterian Church |
at C——"  She named a large town
some miles distant. I have taken care
of the children since their mother died ai
few mpnths ago, and we lave come here
for a holiday."

“And yon—you are widowed, thens™

b]nnder_l-d ou the Protessor.
: Phyilis Wynac looked ut him strange-
v

Jjust been ap- :

1 huve never been married,” she said,

her delicate face.

. The Professor stared at her o moment
in horrified anuzement, scarcely able to
seize the import of her word Then he
broke vut in a passionate wa , his vuice
loud and stern: )

“.'l'he;l what tiend sent me that* false
notice of your m ur tparsiage
with Colonel"LIgwelTyn nirriage

"‘()h, Hugh! Hugh!™ cried Phyllis
\} yune, swiftly, her voice sharp with
pain. Through her quick woman's miud
there had flashed the explunation of all
that had been so incomprehensible, the
realization of all that Hugh, as well a8
she herself had suffered, and with it a
coutrasting vision of what might have
been.  Oh, Hugh! what an awful mis.
take! My cousin of the sime npame,
Phyll Wynne, martied Colonel Lle-
wellyn st i

C My God™  eried P,

“what a fool T was! \\':11:]1?. a %u:)lr!e's'lsor’

A dead sitence fell between them, No
detailed explanation Was_ necess: ry just
then,  Each unlerstood that either
through. the mistake of some officious
meddler. or thvough the delibarate vil-
lainy of some rival of Hugh Morgan's,

C—yo

they had been Kept apart through the
:);:sl years of life, each cmhiitel’ged by
¢

thought of t ! i
They stesd s he other's faithlessness. |

The news was conveysd in s
cutting from the London Times, sent to

L.{m‘ Wynne's marriage

stnne] had
A letter-tw

Surely that wuas!

control- ;

! aroused by an awful explosion.
h > said the: c ‘
Professor, passing a hand over his brow, | flames were spreading all
48 if 10 sweep away the mistof bewilder- ; It was an ocean of fire. :
i camps, from sea to valley, were are
**They are my brother's children,” said !

side, Tooki; y [ Bot take fire,
«gx.mzﬂxfm 5 ‘gﬂg

and why, aftér talkin. .
ad 1!

5 ang &0 gerig [, P
 Bad no: L ARLD complotg 4t
~“Fhe#ténce coulq nut!l-?n ﬂh“‘.‘.
tained unbroken. It 1,y (5 ¢ g
with strong, strugyliyy, unm\iuplre s
Professor suddenly tupeg 1, the o

by ‘I;ils side, gy
**Have we met again 1y, |,
he cried.  *'f3 it oo I)Jat:):"?l"ldw' Phrit

As the question
gn:e;v very white, Y05 il
with an jutense und i .
Phyllis kept him in 1‘10 ':il::wn“gwnw,
| BUBWET came at once, in u gy
love. S

“Oh, Hugh! it s uut 199
could never have been 1o late!"
her blue eyes shining throngh tegr s
stretched out her hunds 14 bim, 5 sk

The woanderful childvey p.au-i . 3
their work, saw their Apg ].n o
gathered to their new friung De: l_ny :
was held there closely, whils su(; whi
pered words passed from lip to 1ip q
# radiance of unapeakahle hayy »‘im
dawnped over both fac The \'nu‘n:m
suffering und separation seepe Corm ‘0{ k
sateds for in thut onc monivnt of gy, ul'mf' ]
and perfect joy. S

The stones of the g 1.
the August sunshine /e At the Pr,
fessor in amazed reproue,, But Jie 14y )
no heed, The archivologist wyy 1,,},1 5
the Yover. —{Strand Mag.rine., *

passed iy
80l i rray ok

‘le—y

iin hln:(?ng 4

—_—

How Fishing Is Muqe
—_—

“The complete angivs”

says the Sheffield Telig

scribe, with *the autay

which is the name an inge

Easy,

is nt iy,
1}'8 Londer

e . DI went.
man has given to his invention of 5

method of *‘fishing midie eusy,"
that the emy-going a need do

fix his tackle, Hight hiy pipe and wyit i
results, The fish will cutch jtselt T
automatic attachment by which this cr.
sirable process is carried unt is simyply
: reel of ordinary dimensions, fitted wity g 2
| spring coil arrungement, which, by wek
1 of a small fever, ¢gn be put in and outet
i gear at will, It s adapted to ali king.
jof rod fishing--from that of the lordly
salmon to that of the socialistic and rer,
olutionary perch or roach, It redyc
the chances of losses from breakage of
the line and rods, which is alwags a
ous item, particularly in «almon fishir
The manner of autematie angling s
as follows: When ser. the line is hed
in tension by a light pressure trigger.
the moment the fish bites the pull re.
leases the trigger, and uliows the line 1
pay out us fast us the quickest ramni
fish can take it. The moment the
haits for rest the pressure of the
! censes, and the process of rewindiag
line commences,  Shoaid the fish rese
this and dart off again, the automatic ;
aler places no obstacle in his way, Ds
: port himself as long and o frantically 4
| he may, the moment the fish pauses!
i tindy himself drawn in. In the losg
{ the mechapical appliaee s bound
i win, for in the matter of patieace the
! fish is simply not there. . B
i Of course when a fish. by settipg ke
{ automatic action at work, signals that he
i has “‘taken hold,” the anyler can throw
| the automatic gear out of action avd play
! with his capture in the ordinary war.
]Thc appliance has been proved simpl
i and certain in action, nud. ro‘dstcrs i
have tried it are euthusiastic. Ladies
indulge in the *‘gentle art,” and av-

; now

\ | tomatic anglers will enhznce the o

| ure of the pustime to them. R
A MAGNIFICENT SPECTACLY.

1 weat back to my uneasy col

about two o'clock, bhut 1 \vnss][h‘;;
- st again, The

ened to my look-out p e i
At dam the
HSQL
by an awful shock—the dcsuuu‘m'; o
some great magazine behind the ,wa
In quick succession one, two, three,
explosions followed. A 4432w
magazines of the Flag-ta t
Garden Batteries explodml. Th
earth trembled at each onthurst.
5.30 a, m., when the whole of the 1
stone fortresses, tire Quarantine .mlt o
exander, were Lurled into the wir 3 “
simultancously with appalling roar .
the sky was all reddenel by l~hell "
sapt flashes of the bursting she ;
boldest held their breath anil .‘-.-”“"1”[1
awe-struck wonder. It was b?‘“m
The Russian fleet wag gone, the
their men-of-war was at '\‘_ oo
only the steamers wert active, ot
boats and moving from place t0 P:rmnn‘
mysterious errands. Thirty-ive ﬂl«&-{:h' S
inall were blown up, and 'hmuu"im_. of .
the night of the Sthand the BT C, "
September-9th the Russians wer old see
ing out of the south side: ‘“F. Mles
the bridge covered with themst: sl
a.m., the last body of mf:mu.y A cn
the “bridge and. mounted lln." . [‘lcll o
bunk, Yes, the south sitit Wi T
the possession of the Alies 111: "l the
bastopol, the city, the doc ks, 0 e
arsenal, was ours. In l}::ﬂ an ‘Joated
the end of the bridg‘e “sp[{. oy from the
away by some_invisible aZeles 0y,
south side, und in less than "s,m-cwd at
several portions of it were 1 Mea
the further side of the "’“‘II:L‘}\ piosions.
time the fires, fed by sma )l‘" like o2¢ 2
spread till the towp sceme olumns O
great furnace vomiting c;“ﬂ;w‘
velvety black smoke 0 M0 0,000
after 7 o'clock colunins of = o o minut®
to ascend from Fort Paul a breakio?
ortwo more flames were $¢8 firsh €5
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LoweLs, Mass., Jan. 16.-
sorvices vver the body ot Gen
1. Butler are heing held to-da
n\"«mL is the grentest one that
cver witnessed. The militia,
.kignimrius, Grand Army pos!
1 owell societies swell the fun

- Ljon to efiorous proportkfn-.
tjov. Russell and his
wmith of New Hatnpshire an
drlegations from the .Legis
soston and Lawrence city ¢

o present.

H“/.\]zr.’ Gen. Butler's late reside
videre Hill, private funeral s
held yesterday wmorning. Re:
John Chambee of St. Anne
Chuveh read the olﬁce for th

‘(he body was inthe dre
president Harrison's wreath
o ferns and lilies were la

soffiy.
© )‘;{mong the people presen
such lending men of this city
friends of the family, and td

\insnien, Messrs. Plympton
water, Cadet Butler Ames ufv
ien. Ames, Frank L. Wash!

Barrest and others. There w

and no address by the clergy
(fomrades bore the body fre

0 o hearse drawn by four ho

wind was-blowing from ther

bill. The veterans suffered
man sought shelter. As -th

cuvvied from the portals of t

Jdrums of the band rumble

waure dipped, and the compur

When the march to the ha
up, arms were reversed, and’
{ell to the rear of the detac!
reets were crowded as !
unhed by dirges the pussage
eral’s body from the house tc
lall, where the body was to

A great crowd was waitin
witted to tho hall. Inthe}
tin was placed in the middl
rrom the ceiling to the flan
hiack extended. Grand
sunrded the casket.

On the coffin rested th
cymulettes that were worn fr
the ttulf and back agnin in t)
the negro was made a contr
Ly the brain that lay at r
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. stowers that had come fr
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President Harrison's wreat
«u the coffin .in Washingtc
l:awes, Cbandler, and Ha
~stl, Hon. Frederick Dou
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-, “Boston, New ~ York,
‘hicago, and other places se
iuok up one side of the hall.

When the crowds were ad
uall, they almost carried t
sheir hinges. They struggl
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restrain them. Shouts and
the echoes of the hall where
lay.

Huntington  Hall, whe
Butler appeared there in 1if
lqnt scenes, but those of y
péssed anything ever seen 1
old aall,  Down in the stre
pressed forward when they
open.  All the afternoon a |
vt people poured in, but the
wanted to get in did not di

‘The exit was on Shattuck
stecam of people poured
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the mass that clamored for
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v'clock they were opened
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he swept into the hall by ti

‘There was another clash
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Territorisl Enterprise, the
paper in Nevada, control
Mills of New York and the
tormia, bas suspended.

The Enterprise had the |
log aw' & kindergarten fc
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