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THE RIGHTFUL HEIR

. T

er of |
1790, when la belle |
France was sudden-
ly awakening from
her galety and ease
beneath' the first
throes, thht were
hut faint premoni-
tions of tho terrible |
struggle to ensue,
but an hoyr's ride
from Grenoble, on
the highway lewding to that city, stood
a young man leaning against a huge
ehestnmt trunk, and gazing silently up-

on the picturesque scene shread out be-
fore him. -
The . wparkling Wwaves of the lsire

danced atong merrily through a vine
covered valley, lying like an-emerald
between two precipitous hills, closely
wooded fwith chestnut trees, interspers.
ed heko/and there with a-birch or larch
Beyond'him lay a smiling tract of cul
tvated land, showing the rare minghing
of orange and lomon with apple and
cherry trees; and crowning a gentle
slope was the oddly shaped Chateau of
the-noble proprietor, Count Beauvals
SUIl further  across, the undulating
country rose the stately towers and
high parapet walls of another'c
and seattered ad there, between
humble daisics in th W
the low walled dwellings of the p
ant dependents of th warm friénds
and close neighbors,
and Germain
But it was on

Counts Beauvals

¥, but upoa the point
directly Vetween him and the river
where the highway came out into th

sunshine again, after its cool and shad-
passige through the chestnut

‘From this his attention was
scarcely for a moment diverted, and
presently hls perseverance was well re-
warded, judging from the glow that
mantled his cheek and it his dark eye.

A cavalcade of some dozen persons,
rue- ang gentlemen, came sweeping
ut gaily from the dark green arch-
way of the woods, their gay dresses,
flying plumes, and sparkling equip-
ments lighting up the scene In just the
way to suit an artist’s picture or a
poet’s fancy.

The yoyth drew closer before him the
leafy screen of down-reaching boughs—
but peered through them eagerly as the
train drew nearer so that the silvery
laughter of the ladies came distinetly
to his ears.

Foremost, side by .side, on a pair of
spirited jet black horses rode a youth-
ful pair, chatting merrily, and now and
then leaning toward each other to give
‘an earnest gesture to add spirit to jest
or tender talk, whichever it might be.
On these the wild, dark eyes of the hid-
den gazer seemed to flame now with
tenderest love, and anon with the fierc-
est ire; and as they approached still
nearer, he set his teeth against his lip,
till the receding blood left 4 white line
around each indenture,” while his
breath came laboringly. Even when
they péssed on, and the remainder of
the party came opposite to him, his
glance still followed the graceful fig-
ure of the maiden, with a wistful, de-
spairing tenderness that seemed impos-
sible from the same eyes that a moment
before had glared so angrily upsn the
youth who rode beside her.

But the face of Lady Violante Beau-
vals was enough'to explain ¥ much
madness upon a lover's part. Such a
face as we meet often in pictures, but
s0 seldom In reality. All the sweey
loveliness of childhood in the rose-tint
ed cheeks, and lips moulded in love
own type—theN(ilies and dimples of in-
fancy, but In (1) large, dreamy and un-
fathom Ark  eyes—womanhood's
shy res:%e' ng/tender mysteries.

She carr her  beautiful head
haughtily, 50 that the snwy plumes of
her blue velvet riding cap swept the
sloping shoulder; and yet it scemed a
pride more than a cultivated sentiment,
albeit none knew better than she the
most effcctual way of keeping presump-
tion at bay.

Not even the young Count Germain,
her friend and warm admirer, had
dared so much as touch familiarly the
white little hand, that, released from
the gauntlet glove, stroked the silky
mane of the horse. And now as he rode
gally beside her, drinking In, with
greedy delight, the charming grace and
sparkling changes on her expressive
countenance—he dared not, for the life
of him, breathe a word of the soft flat-
teries that rose to his lips—because she
had checked, with queenly digaity, his
first attempt at compliment.

And while Le listened to her sweet
joyous tones, the young Count was
wondering what was going on at Beau-
wals Chateau, and if, as he had prom-
ised, his stately father was laying be-
fore the Count his long cherished plan
of uniting the two houses by the mar-

riage of the beautiful ‘Violante to his |

son. That son looked over shyly to
the fair equestrian and queried what
new light would come sparkling into
that dreamy eye, what change would
eom over that joyous face, could she
hear the momentous discussion prob-
ably golng on at that very moment in
the antiqué library of her father's
house; would that polished forehead
grow unlovely with a frown, or would
new smiles come coyly' around those
rosy lips? It was a delicious problem.
dering upon it, he grew abstracted
~nor heeded how restless and

© “80, 80, my foollsh Jet, why do you
elafe 50 restlessly, when we are lrelh
mpon the rid

§
i
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CALDOR.
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|“borne turiously alosg ard only when
the taimal dashed away from the high-
u; Into a lane leading Lo a pree(itons
cliff, descending abruptly to the river,
lﬂh‘ her wild shriek for ald ring out |
imploringly, and startle every ear.
| Count Germain and weveral others
| put apurs to their horses, but the very
attempt to repch ber served only:to ac-
celerate the speed ‘@t the terrified horse, |
1 and In despair they desisted, and almed
toward the river, hoping to latercept |
her before the precipice was reached,
| But her ery Lad reached and roused
a bolder spirit than thelrs, The youth
who bad been left leaning gloomily
agalinst the chestnut tree had heard
and seen all. Like an arrow shbt from
trusty bow, he had flown forward, le:
ed stlle, rock unll’ shrub, till he had
,)):lnlml himself before tthe fearful leap,
toward which he saw the horse was
coming.

2 firm, ¢ o yoler
| M Wil save ydu, throw yoursett
and you are safe
awalt the shoel k
e to carry ont the
Iy Violante compre-
ng, and with the ener
¢ of desperation she flew
threw her arms toward him
ht them, held her in a resolu
and tore her from the saddle.
| As the horse dashed on, both fell to
the ground

ground, for the moment stunned
an . while pgfr Jet went down
headlon to the wa

and brulsed,
The youth was first to recover
himself. He ralsel himself slowly
| glanced at her- lifeless figu
| endeavored to raise it. o
| ing faint, sank insensile beside her.
While the frantic companions of
Lady Violante’s ride were exploring the
river, where they found the dead body
of the horse—a body of servants, head-
ed by the anxious father, who had re-
celved the alarm—examined the cliff—
and came suddenly upon the insensible
pair. Both were borne tenderly to the
Chateau. Lady Violante soot: revived,
and was but ligtle injured. Her gallant
rescuer was more unfortunate. His
steady facing bf the animal had caused
him a fractused arm and ankle, the
pain of which was evidently aggravated
by some feverish distress of mind.
“Carry me back,” sald he, impatient-
s00n as he could speak coherent-
gazing ruefully at  his bandaged
limbs, and the anxious faces around
he worthy surgeon, the grateful
and the pitying of

ura

toward me,
stood planted firmly to

Less than that tin
1

al dosign
1 his m

cxi

clasp,

0 then grow-

It was a momgnts work o shout i | !

madly

vainly |

wr 'hu- sake you showld strive 4o v

genious face, and then, suddenly, he
exclalmed:

“Yes, yes, If there s any truth on |
earth I see It before me. I can trust |
| you. Lady,
|nmr ¥ou may do for m
give me rest and quiet, if such a thing
| 18 possible | for me in this most unlm'-
tunate’affair.” b
\ Violante bent eagerly forward.

bank you, oh, thank you anything

[ whatever you may ask, will be £o joy-
| tully performed o' reiurn tor a debt
| hat can never be worthily regald.”
| y, may,” sald he, with an im-
| patient gesture: *¥alk not of gratls
| tude, 1 beseech you! nor promise rash-
ly. 1t 1s no common boon I ask of you.
It In strange, unheard of. 1 know not
| but tmproper; but remember It s at
your own option.”

The glow faded from her face; yet
she asked earnestly:. “What s |

1 lo ‘was studyiog, urumly. ber fa- |

sweet lady, there Is one

. which will |

irst, Lady 'Violante HBeauvals, §
must appeal to Jour honorable gener-
osity, and beseech you to keep ac

stlence upon the request,
may declde.”

“1 promise” answered her sweet,
lear tones, while her cheek paled
¢ ' :

whatever you

»

| ated—a flush passed over

then died off, leaving it

The flery light of the
3 flocled away by a sud-
¢ of-tears, as be sald, vehe-

“Why do 1 hesitata—simpleton that T
m' 1 dread to fill yon with distrnst
nd suspieton. Oh, Lady Violante, if T
| could only tell you everything, all my
| wrongs and but, thefe §s a
| heaven above us, nothi any guilt

on my part. You, in,your angelic in-

necence are not more free from stain
| of crime. than 1™ and quivering with
| emoticn, he clasped the one usetul hand
over his eyes

of

Nay.” said the girl, with gej
nmity, “there is no need of the
ance. I'am confident of it already. One

sks his life to save another who
Is nothing to him, lacks discretion, but

-pt full blooded and half breed

MABQUETTL’S GRAVE.

IT LIES IN THE. QUAINT VI'_.
LAGE OF ST. IGNACE.

ted by Thousands of Yeople Each

Year—Devotion of the Indlans to the

Explorer—An Indian Legend—A Sum-

mer Resort.

§St. Ignage, Mich, Letter.)

HIS quaint and his-
toric  willage of
2,500 ‘tnhabitants is
situlited  on  the
¢ straits: of
belng

kinaw,

Mackinaw  county,
and Is the neareat
point of the upper
to the lower penin-
sulaof Michigan. It
6 years dgo and recel

waa founded 2

Intrepld missionary, 'whose name 1s in
every mind and on «very lip of the
hundreda of visitors who seck these
shores each year, The name of St. Iz-
nace alone fills the mind of the student
of bistory with a host of mempries, the
rare purity of Its breeze swept shores
gIve new life to the fuvalld, and th
tourist will find Interest in the vari=d
types of humanity that constitute its
Inhabitants, These consist larg

“anadlan-French, and a goodly n

IA general system of s

an exce

cnt water
depths

lahting plant and
upply,
f Lake Huron,a
¢ which the
unity 1s well supplicd wit
nd lodges.” The Indian inhab)
quiet and harmless ol
ot a little pride in attaining an educa-
lon. It is not*an Wncommon occur-
ence o run acros irce-fourths of
ull-blosded Indlan, who not onmly
peaks his native tongue, but handles
uently -the English and French lan-
uages as well. They are prone to do

o the

not goodness. Nothing can make me
doubt your worth.”

His lip quivered. “Heaven bless you,
Lady Violaate, it were worth a thou-
sand pangs like these I feel to hear
such words from you lips. Keep such
faith in me, I pray you, while I urge
my strange request. Will you write for
me these words on a slip of paper?”

“Valerie, be at rest. 'He who is ab-
sent is safe and will soon rejoin you; |
be wary and vigilant till then. Ber-
gard, for whom a friend takes the pen.”

Lady Violante's face showed her sur-
prise. but she quietly drew toward her
a writing tray, and wrote the desired
message.

(10 ne coxtivvED)

arry you where?” asked the Count
quml :

“To the roadside
where but her

to the ¢liff, any-

4 wildly upon the
beyond him.
L my friend, you surely can-
not think we have so litle gratitnde as
that! You who have restored to us onr
treasure, who have saved - my child
from so terrible a fate” - and he shud
dered ¥ have u righttul
claim to_our gratitude and hospitality
at any- time—and now that you are il
and suffering from your generous dar
ing, surely yau cannot think that we
will allow you;to leave us! Calm yous-
selt—I pray vou, and seek the repos
your shagtered nerves require,  Your
commands-will be the law of the Chat-
ean.”

And thus saying,

“surely  you

the Count drow his
daughter  toward  him,  bowel with
vourteous dignity, and led her from the

room. The surgeon followed
ing directions to the nur:
beenl summoned
| stranger
|" Left alone in the

after giv-
e, who had
the care of the

o

s chamber,
softened
the younsg

gorgeon
1

the light 10 a dim;
| man, powerl

ilv,\ his restless bur
| chafed and writhed bene
sity- of his novel position.
passed by, and though th

| able nec
A wee

fractured bones were improving, still
the sharp-eyed surgcon was dissatistied

with his patient

“He is fretting himself into a ren»r [

he will die on our hands yet,
he, Yigubriously, “there is m\nuunrp.
onNis mind, and all the medicine in
the world will fail to reach it.”,
“Strange youth!" answered the Count
gravely. I can make nothing out of
He will not even tell his name.
The daring he displayed in Lady Vio-
lante’s behalf seems strangdly incon-
gruous with his present sujlenness.”
“Lady Violante must tfy to move the
rock,” said the physician, quietly smil-
ing at the girl's earnest, wistful face.
So Lady Violante “sent away the
and  ventured into the sick

*She advanced to’the couch, her dark |
eyes soft with pititul tears, her sweet
face tender with gentle sympathy; and
laying her cool, wi the hand
that Count fiermain had so vainly |
longed to kiss—upon his clenched,
burning fingers, she said, entreatingly
| “Dear friend, you are unhappy.
aze grieving oter some hidden sorrow.
You do not mend, you . the
physiclan. You will die if you persis
in dw}lling upon your trouple. Con-
fide in me—let me help you—oh for
my sake, for my sake who have brought
all this pain to you, do not die—" and
here Violante paused, choked by a
flood of tears.

He looked at her ‘wonderingly, and
sald, slowly:

“For your sake? what will it be to

Lady Violante brushed away her
fears to answer reproachfully:

“Do you think I have a heart of
stone? It will be everything to me to
see-the preserver of my life restored to
health and happiness.”

“Happiness!” echoed ke, with bitter
emphasis, “is a word whose meaning 1

have mever known. You. must urge
some better plea.
She looked at him sorrowtuily. - The

pallid, handsome face, the restless eyes,
the tumbled jetty waves of hair,
through whiah thebone free hand had
trick of plungieg itself, to free the
ritation there was no other way of
manifesting. All these appealed irre-
sistibly to Violante's tenderest eompas-
slop, and seemed to explain somewhat
ﬂ. lillﬂhllv of his beliavlor.

™ sald she, “can it.be there is
any hnlu belng so beset with misfor-
tune, his love of life has fled? Surdly,
then, there is

- | scandal of the con

you

A Sydoey Smith Story.
Sydney Smith willingly assisted, his
neighbors in their clerical duties, and
an anecdote of one of those occasions is
still current in the district, the authea-
ticity of which is not vouched for, but
which seems gocd enough to be true,

He dined with the incumbent wa the
10 the eveming
b great hilarity, the squire, by
name Kershaw, being conspleuous for
his loud enjoyment of the strang
Jokes v very glad that 1 hav
amused you,” said Mr. Sydney Smith at
partir but yan must ot laugh at

my sermon tomorrow.” I should hope
I know the difference Letween being
here or at church,” remarked the gea-
tleman with some sharpness. “l am
¢ s sure of that,” replicd the visitor.
N bet you a guinea on it,” said the

squire. “Take you.” replied the divin

The preacter ascended the steps of the
| pulpit, apparently suffering from a se-
vere cold, is bandkerchiet to his

1 at once sneezed of
ral times
This Ingenious assumpt
tine with which a man

bis own  name in
tible to the cars of the
ite. The poor gen-

suffaw. to  the
Lation

1o
various i

no

| face, ar
“Kershaw
[ torations.
[ of thd re
| would reco
ds impereep
proved accur
n burst

ey

sou

others

minisie after  looking
ach, proces
‘Mnmm- and won th
i Sher an Orator.
After Richard Brisley Sheridaa had
made bis great speech in Westmlnster
Hall, asking for | the impeachment of
Warren HastingsMEdmund Burke said
He bas this day{ surprised the thou-
sands who hung with rapture on his
accent, by such ah array of talents,
stich an exhibition of capacity, such a
display of powers as are unparalleled
n the annals of-ofatory; 4 display that
reflected the hightst hondy on himself,
luster upon letters, renown upon par-
liament, glory upon the. country. Of
| all species of rhetoric, of every kind of
eloquence that has leen witnessed or
recorded, either in gncient or modern
times, whatever the|acuteness of the
| Mar, the dignity of the senate, the sol-
| Wity of the Judgment seat and the sa-
cred morality lof the pulpit, have hith-
erto furnished, pothing has equaled
| what we have this day heard. No holy
scer cf religion, no statesman, no ora-
tor, no man of any literary description
hatever, has come up, in one instance,
to the pure sentiments of morality; or,
| in the other, to that variety of knowl-
edge, force of imagination,” propriety
and vivacity of allusion, beauty nd
elggance of diction, strength and co-
piousness of style, pathos and sublim-
ity ‘of conception, to  which' we this
day listened with ardor and ‘admira-
tion.

How Does Hubby Like This?

: - An Atchison married woman, who is
still young and good-looking, will car-
ry an ear of red-corn to-morrow might,
r says that she hasn't been kissed
far five years, and that as her hus-
band has lost all right to object, by his
own negligence, the objections made
by other. people will not affect her.—
Atchison Globe. ,

A sure Sign. |
“When a woman,” sald the cornfed' |
philosopher, “says idat she really be-
lieves she is getting fat, and her hus-
band retorts ‘that it is because she
cats too much and doesn’t do enough
work, it Is safe to presume that th
honeymoon has ceased to be."—Sayvan-
nah Bulletin,

The talent of succeds Is nothing
more than doing what you can do well,
and dotng well 'h-ym- you do with-
out a ;hom Longfellow.

. It the name of Michilimackinac.

eavy work, however, and much prefer
to earn a livelihood by picking and
selling berries and fruits during the
summer months and by fishing during
the winter.

One peculiarity of St
1t Is possessed of but one

Ignace is that
business

visitor's objective point. A modest In-
elosure of a small patch of ground and
which are eighteen miles from St. Ig-
pace, in the northern portion of Lake
Huron, and as well as Mackinaw island
are easily reached from this point,
boats are gonstantly plying between
this place during the day: It is diffleult

INDIANS OF NEW YORK

COLONY IN BROOME STREET,
AND ITS MEMBERS,

A Staunch Friend Ia Mra. Harriet Max-

& marble shaft of meager dimensions | Well Converse, the Only White Wo-
mark the last resting place of this not-| ™an Ever Made Chlef of An Indlan
ed priest and explorer. Marquefle died | Tribe

on the 18th of May, 1675,and was buried —_—

on the spot where his death occurred, (New York Letter.) -
on the eastern shore of Lake Michigan, MALLEST of all

at the place now called Ludington, ‘at

the county seat of |

its name from Father Marquette, the

the age of thirty-eight years. His body
remained in that grave two years.
’ The Kishkokas Indlans thyn removed

the Indian colony
ot Broome and
Spring streets and

the body from its'resting place, and ac- |
cording to thelr custom, scraped the |
flesh from the bones, drying the

| the sun, after which they placed/the |4 West- Broadway, a
bones In a birch bark canoe and set out region nmf com-
for St lgnace. The historlan of the | mercial, balt the

that in the funeral cor- | " ARRET M CONARE ghode. of the poor,

Jesuits state
tege there were nearly thirty canoes;
that as the cortege approached St Ig
nace, two priests, accompanied by all

where tall tenemerfts are not-and little
houses half a cenfury old BIl up the
side streets. In home months (here
the Indlans and the ench of the vil- Are more and In sqme fewer ot Indians
lage, went to meet them, and caused the 10 the colony. Few have what could
convoy 1o stop until the ordinary in- be called permanent residence here.
to verify the Thusatone moment a hundred Inliens

made

< body which the§ bore was OF more may be about Hroome streer,

Cher Marquette,  The' and a few weeks later the visitor would

spot where fhe body now lies 1s well 8nd it hard <o discover a score. Three
Jooked alter by the citizens of St 1g- trades or professions bring
nace. ., the redmen and their women b New
Every Memorlal day the Grand Army  York  beadwork, as
of the Republic, the citizens, school | Aves and squaws fa traveling Indian
childien and  ministers of the city Wedicine shows, and jobs llh-xlﬂﬂ.

" 4 Lody o the spot | model
PR e Of blad working the chronldtd mr\

L of fowers upon the
of
in

sad one. While trifles of this sort sell
well at Niagara and such places, the
New York city market for them iy poor.

The great mase meeting
August, w5, which was participted

tation and pre

ational re

by men of
S ety Goserno {thi It In even poorer than It was a fews
an, 1s <1111 fre<h in the memory. Thou- Y6Ars ago, and miniature shoes, pin-
sanils of prowls fo the speakers cushions, and ths like, heavily orna-

! mented, seldom pay the worker more

of renown in r histo~ic accounts of
Marqueite g

sration. The

than 10 cents aplece. It fs difficult for
the most induatrious Indlan woman to
make more than 25 cents a at this
work. Some, with a baby or two to
support, have all but starved; In fact,

ny. men and women alike, would
?A‘v. found life In this city unbearable

1 his great deeds of ¢
est of the occaslon
greatly intensified by the meeting
being held in sight of the grave of the
txplorer, and in full view of the vay
through which the Indians bore his
body to the little church that then stood
on the spot now occupied by his grave
shores. The object of the meeting, was | ‘l‘;” white woman chief of full rank
| to organize a board of trustces for the "':; created

| | Converse, or ' Ta-le-wanoh,
itable monu-
st lo ;;,:J:;::’,‘" o nultabie o 13 called by the Indians, Is a

‘ o4 Indlan chief of the Snipe clan,
| adopted by thia tribe In recognition of

for the last few. years had.it not been

THE FAMOUS ICE

street, whicki runs along
a distance of four miles,
fug feature of the Labor Day celebr
tion on Sept. 6, th
the bistory of the yilla
festivi
of war
and ended
greased pig three
Gus amusements were given all al
the line, but this manner of procedure
compelled the Hrs to take
mile walk if they desired to witne
enttre perfarmance.
ous of health, scenic
the summer visitor
Mo ed here. We
tand o1 of the
far-famed Mackinaw Island. These two
points have Leen connecied since time
immemotial. The Indians, as the quatnt
louking eut from Point
15 of the sun,
\denly rise up
from the bosom of the waters and from
its resemblance to a great turtle gave
On this |

first of its kind in
. was that the

¥ g
end of the
the ¢
iiles Qista

at one
with

ng

1th,

-

FAT[ULH MARQUETTE'S TOMB.
the fsland of cool breczes fs Ft. Mack-
inaw, which was first occupied by. the
English in 1780, and held by them for
thirteen years, when it was given
0 the Americans.

There is not anoth-

“er fortress in all the northwest wiich if

surrounded withsuch a history as FY|
Mackinaw, which is now the propert
of the State of Michigan, and whic!
forms one of the chief points of interest |
to the thousands of yearly visitors to
the island.

Next come the Les Cheneaux islands,
to describe the fairy like beauty of
these islands. Thelr surrounding wat-
era are alive with bass, pike, pickerel
and muscalonge.

Last byt not least come 'the lnllnd
fishing regorts near St. Ignace, such
Brevoort lake and Carp river. Beauti-
| ful walks and drives are to be found
| all around.
much to admire In a walk or drive

along the beautiful shores oF over the | S0 cpr oy Sed Bas 8O need for them,

commanding bluffs. As a rule here all
through thq summer the nights are
cool, a blanket by no means comes
amiss, and the absence of mosquitoes
and other noxious inesects is enjsy-
ab]

o

The lover of nature finds in possession’ of all her faculties; Aer

le.
The grave of Father uuqvmu is the | talned from Asia Minor.

| her services to the redmen of New York
| state. Her father, Thomas Maxwell, of

‘ Elmira, always pald the keenest atten-

| tien to Indian matters. For many years
Mrs. Converse has followed up legisla-
tion fn thelr Interest, visited with great
frequency the reservation In the wes:

| ern part of the state, and kept a watch-
ful eye on the Indians of New York
city,

Bead working, however poor it 13 In
these days, Is the trade of severdl® of
the most plcturesque of the colony. Up
In the third story back of a dingy West
Broadway bullding, otherwise inhab-
ited by Italians, is the home of the
most noted Indian bead worker, a half-
breed, Mrs. Lizzie Saylor by name. H
keen commgrelal instinet has kept her
golng atthis work for upward of twen-
ty years In New York. Few Indlans
have the modern trade shrewdness of
this bright-eyed, snappy little woman
or her industry. She has the regular
business of the chief shops which han-
dle bead work, and these are mostly the
little emporiums aleng the river front

allors.

CRUSHER,

The visitor will find in and around that sell to )
St Ignate some  rare and beautiful o At times, even enough orders rome
seenery, M curlons rock for In for her to take on a helper of|two,

but these oc e. Asajmat-
ter of fact, ) ylor cannot tha

a living on beadwork alone. She dom-
bines it with fuNpishing uniforms for

1 Anthony

the correct

tions will be

which towers

Before leay- the Indian society®s—such as the Iide
L VISit to the docks 1o pendent Order 67 Redmen—headgear,
Marlo will | belts, and other Insigni

Viuch' better, but it is
limited and yncertain

Like man c Indians, she speaks
almost pure despite the fact
that to the Caughnawan
huse Influences
¢ s small and
xcellent Indian

. stout, but faclally an

wn all over the wo

ce-Crusher” from the fact thar | (YPe Her daughter a year ago mar-
cad of winter she often plows | 1€ fan, and lives witlr her, the
through the solid ice to the thickness few months old, showing a
of three fect at a speed of ten m strange mmur» of races that s ex-

tremely interesting.

Perhaps the most distinctively Indian
hause in New York Is an old-fashioned
little three-story building of red brick,

an hour in muking her trips from St
Ignace to Mackinaw City, loaded with
as high as twenty-one rallway cars, §
| Is enabled to make her way through the

v er windows, at No. 509

| frozen straits by means of Immense | FIB dormer w
t, Just west of West
| Wheels, which operate wmd roome stree es
perate under the water peougoac 1t has five Indiams o ft

| at her bow, whereby a vacuum fs cre-
ated, enabling her sharp prow, pro-
pelled as she is by two monster en.
| gines, together by her great welght, to
| erack, crush, and (Icnr away the mass
of ice that fills her a manner
that fs both wonderful .md beautiful
to witness.  Specially appointed emis-
saries from the governments of Russia,
Norway and Sweden have been sent

besldes two children of Indlan descent,
the mother of these being svhat mlight
be m& a “quarter-breed.” She has
tho refhan’s characteriatics very dis-
tinctly, though the children have not.
Here lives a curious old squaw, a
Caughnawauga also, in a tiny room
that holds a bed, two chairs, a bizeau,
a washstand, and the bead table. At
intervals, whien bead work Is slack, this

:uru- to witiess her astounding per- squaw, Skah-wah-na-th, may b heard
e ten it Melan, of Healington, 1in. | CT000IE 1ndlan hymns in a soft, tune-
land, visited here, 4 special rain oy [ YOI These Indian bymns are full
adeta o on hcClal train was | of wierd, pathetic melody, and the lit-
iy oy onaron the St. Marie, she (1o book she uses'is unique. Probably
plowing throuzh unbroken fields of ice

there Is not another one in this coun-

This delighted the foreign expert en.
a

gineer and fully
| means ha

satisfied him th
en d

N the o
105 of the Gull of Finland fate, 1,
altic sca
The two oldest residents of St
er Grondin

Ig-
nd his wife, are
Mr. Grondin, ,
| who is ninety-seven years of age, has
lived in this village since he was a hoy
of 16. Shortly after his arrival here be
married Theresa Chabenaux, a half.
breed, and together they built,the log |
cabin in which they have lived up to
this time. The early life of Mr, Gron-
din was filled with many eventful inci-
dents, as well as almost Increditable
h ships, as he was at one time en-
gaged In carrying the mail from Mack- |
(nn\ to Detroit. A greater part of the
| distance he was compelled to cever on
foot: through the woods, Iallo!nng the
Indian trails.
His wite, Theresa, is In some respect] |
| D0 less noteworthy than her husban
£he 1s 90 years of age, and has give
birth to twenty-three children. She

MRS. LIZZIE SAYLOR.
(An Indian Resident of West Broad-
way Who Makes Bead Work.)
try. It Is a French Catholic mission
hymn book, with sacred verses trans-

lated into Caughnawauga dialect.

Susanne Dibeaux is this woman's civ-

{lized name. She is known far and wide
a4 the “old woman of the Indlans,” and,

despite her poverty, manages to keep
Ber health. She is abjectly poor, and
ber only salvation now is a long-de-
layed pension, which will probably be
granted very soon. Her husband served
in the-civil war.

Three Indians of the colony have
gained some reputation within the past
rmacoposia w ob- mrorooho- the success they have

made in the outside world. These are

eyes are bright. She has never used

she can thread a fine needle almost
as easily as In her days of youth, .

Oplum from Asia Minot.
‘The only oplum permitted to be uged
by the British Pha

down to the enjoyment of wedded lite,’
living in -p.rlnun!l in F‘my -ninth
street.

Falllpg suu experiences were much
the same. She first saw New -York
from the Indian medicine booth of the
Commercial Travelers' Falr a year ago.
Falling Star i#not a pretty Indjan
mald, or.even a young one. There is
40 hint of springtime In her stron
stern face; rather that of early autumn,
Yet Faliing Star {3 a fine painter's mod-
el, and she soon ‘became popular, It
was Mrs. Converse who Introduced her
to the art world, and; once known
there, she had no lack of opportunitios
to pgse.

Awo mMALABAR

“NAVVIES.

Trully Do a

“By far the greater ‘part of the un-
skiHed labor In Malabar is done by
girls, such as are rep
atcompanylng pleture,
Ahe faim laborers of the
\Mtike “culgtvation, with the exception of
“the plofighing, heing carried on by the
women. When not more than nine or
ten years old these pretty,.and often
datniy, lttle

country,

g

A PAIR OF
own living by working on the réads,
carrylng baicks and- mortar up ladders,
and working up to their knees in wa-
ter In rice flelds. They are perfectly

cheerful, however, [aughing and chat-
tering as merly as possible the wholo
day Nng. They earn from one-and-a-

half to three annas per day

graphy to the Redcue.
Prof. Jules Amann of the uum-r
of Lausanne, Switzerland,
called upon to apply sclentific phulo‘-
raphy to a rather novel purpose. A
Swiss peasant woman who had saved
by hard labor and  economy a sum
equivalent to $110, having temporarily
to leave her cottage untenanted, placed
her money, in the form of bank bills,in
a tin Lox, which she Lid away in the
oven of her stove.  During her absence
her son came home, and, not knowing
what his mother had done, started o
fire in the stove.  When the poor wom-
an returned the bank bills h
reduced to biack einders, - She,
vised+to apply.for aid at the laboratory
of the university, and Pfofessor Amann
succecded in so photographing the car-
bonized bills as «) make their denomin-
atiog’ signature decipherable,
Armed with these photographs. the
woman recovered the value of all the

ete,

bills from the biv ks which had lssued
them. ,
DIdn’t Approve of the Feast

The lesson was from the ‘prodigal son
and the teacher was dwelling on the
character of the elder brother,

“But amid all taz g joicing,” he sald,

“there was one to whom the nrep;tu-
tion of the feast brought no joy, ‘to
whom the prodigal’s return gave no
pleasure, but only bitterness; one who
did not approve of the feast being beld,
and who had no wish to attend It
Now can any of you tell me who this
was

There was a breathless silenze, fol-
lewed by a vigorous cracking of
thumhs, and then from a dozen sym-
pathetic little genluses came the chor-
rus:

“Please, sir, It was the

ted calf!”

‘s Temson.
“Why don’t you go to work?” asked
thé housewlfe.
“It all comes o bein’
cated,” replied Meanderin
“A proper educat'on (
courage o man to despis

tao well edu-
Mike.
es not en-
honest toll.”

don't despise it. I've made up
my mind dozens o’ times to go to work.
But widous fail, jes’ ez 1'd ot it all

settled dat | was goln’ 16 ask somebody
fur a Job In a week er two, I'd run
acrost ote o' dése articles dat says de
sun or one o' de planets is goln’ tos let
loose an’ smash de eart’ into a bunch o’
sizzlin’ debris, an’ den I'd hafter jes lav
down an’ say, ‘What's de use?

A Playlog Partaership.
Struggling smywright (gloomily)—
“There is no chance for talent in these
days; none at all.” Stranger—*“That's
because you don’t know how to use
your talents. Go into partnership with’
me and we’ll both make fortunes. All
you need to do is to write a ten-aet
play. I'll get it produced at the Fash-

lon theater) at my own expense, and
we'll dividejthe profits.” “Are you the
manager of th hion theater?” “No;
I run the next door.”"—New
York Week! -

i

thankful
eyes brightencd as she answ
victuals.”

ou-q'u'

Every winter with
Mnblbvqy.wu-.\

girls begin to earn thelr




