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A Year's Wooing.

"Twas Autumn when fisst they stood on the
bridge: B

Ripe pears on the pear treg, ripe corn on the
ridge: .

The swallows flew swiftly far up in the blue,

And speeding still southward, were lost teo

view.
Said he: *“Can you love me, as I can love
you?"’ . 2
She siid, quite demureiy, “Alrcady Idol”
'Twas winter when next tkey met oz the

bridge; :
The pear trees were brown, and bare was the

riéfr.
The swallows were feathering their nestsin

Algiers. ¥
She Igpked in his face, and she burst into

rsl]
His noge it was pinched, and his Lips they
were blue. )
Said she: “I can’t love you!” Said he: “Nor
I ;nul"

"Twas jspringtime when next they .stood on
£he bridge;

And swhite wes the pear tree and green was

¢ theridge; ‘

Thie swallows bad thoughts of a speedy re-
torm, -

d the midgiets were danecing a-down the

brown burp.
He said: “Pretty maiden, let by-gones go

Caayou_love me again?™ She said:"*I can

*T'wes stm:ier wien next they stood onthe
. bridge;

here were pearson the pear trees, tall corn
on the ridge;

The swallows wheeled round them, farup in
thedblue, . ; A

Then swooped down and snapped upa midg-
let o two. c -z s

Said be: “Lest some trifle should come in the

way, T
Ard partus again, will you mention the
P .
She 5:0]06. looking down on the fast-flowing
rill, . :
Then answered, demureiy: “As soon as you
willl”

—Chamber’s Journal
EDLI T LIS T RS

ONLY A GOVERNESS.

«T supposc I had better dress, and
call on the lady. It's always more
satisfactory than writing, as dear papa
used to say,”’ murmured Kate Dagnall,
as she brushed vicorously the urruly
curls off her broad forehead,that would
stay there in spite of all remonstrance.
“I'll gum it down,” she exclaimed,
laughing—=a low rippling laugh, that
disclosed a row of little white pearls.

«Q, don’t, dear Kate,” szid a sweeb
childish voice. *I shounld besounhap-
Ey_ i you did anything to your pretty

air.

“Then I won't,” darling,” said her
sister, terderiy shaking the pillows nn-
der Evie’s little fragile form with deft
fingers.

The poor little creature had laid on

t-_’..,_t'ﬁat same couch for two years, with

e _-_'..-'_-;—::;'1.:5 : .

curvature of the spine. And it was for

the little sufferer’'s sake that brsve-
pretty Kate was going to battle with

the world this bright May mcrning,

«Shall' I do, Evie2 I don't look too
smart, I hope?”

“You look as you =zlways do—love-
Iy!" replied the girl. -

She certainly deserved the praise too;,
her dead-black silk robe hanging in
graceful folds around her little stately
figure, a dainty little spotless collar
fastened by = simple knot of violetsin
the place of a brooch. ;

But sbove all there was a dewy

freshmess-about her witching face, like
& wild rose sparklime with the early
morning dews. - . '
_ t belozg, Evie love,” she
red, asishe tripped.out of the room,
Pbut not before - & little slipper, which.
“the sufferer had been hugging jealous-
Iy, came bounding toward her, and the
weak little voice said:

“Good luck, .sister mine!’” and fo..
berself she added:. “Please, dear Heav-
en, bring her back safely to me.”

“What 2 grand place!” thought
Kate as she looked up at the palatial
mansion on Carlton-house terrace. I
thought dear papa’s house handsome, 4
but that was nothing to this.”

To her question if the Countess of
Elslie would see her, the butler, avery
gentlemanly man, in deep mourning,
said kindly:

«Step this way. ~You are Miss Dag-
p2ll, whom her ladyship expects, I
suppose?”’ ;

“Yes,” she said'somewhat shyly =s
he led her across the marble hallup a
flight of stairs,.gorgeous wita pictures,

mirrors and costly purple veivet hang-
ings, into sfiiiry-bower, al' tarquoise
plush, and billowy lace, where an ele-
t woman was:seated at a silver and

malachite davenport, writing letters.

The countess was a true patrician in
looks, voice, and gesture, with the
noblest atrributes,wiﬁouta.tinge of the_
usnal false pride of her class.

“Be seated, Miss Dagnall,” she said

kindly, “and be good enoughto excuse |

me one moment till I have sealed my
letter: ;. - . : 1z
Kate began” to -pluck up - heart of
ce now that she found herself placed
at ease by the nostudied grace of man-
ner of the true lady.
+q think we shall get on very nicely,
Miss Dagnall, and our ds.rlin%'; Meay
will have 2 lady whom I shall like as
well as trust. I am pleased. you con-
fided in me, and told me all, because I
have heard of the sad reverse of the
once eminent banker, but never knew
what became of his-two daughters.
Now, confidence begets confidence.
Your little charge is not my own; my
darlings have been gathered in by the
Grest Resper. May is my brother’s
child; he is a widower. have her
under my care till he returns to En-

*“Then she is 'motherless, my lady®

“That is so,” she replied: sorrow-
folly, “but you will, in some measure,
make up to our treasure her sad loss.”

All was settled, and as Kate tripped
down the staircase she could almost
hare burst out into song, like -a bird
who asd lost its way and its mstes,
and found them agsin:

“QOk, Pm so _happy now! I wishIk
had wings to fiy to_my darling Evie,”
she murmured, as she flew zlong St
James® Park, light as a fawn. “It was
ibe slipper that did it,” and she began
bumming, ““Of, those golden slippers,”
unknowingly—how golden she had yek
to Jearn.

There was joy for the orphans that
day at Camden Town.

] told you thafyou were a fairy,
and would win the hearts of every-
body,” exclaimed Evie, raising herself
with difficulty to take z peep at her
sister. *Only fancy o countess, too,
and to shake you by the hand as if you
were her sister. - How I should like to
see ber! Is she very beautiful?”

«She is more than that; she is a per-
fect woman, nobly planned, whst I
was reading to you about- the other
day, my darling. ™ ¥
~ “I wonder if I shall ever seg her,”
the poor little thing said wisttally.

“¥Why, of course you will, Evie.
Some dsy you shzil be” brought to see
me in & ttle invalid chair that I mean
to buy you when my ship returns laden
with good things.” :

The thonght "of such happiness
brought a.sunny smile into the child’s
sweet pensive face, and she was satis-
ﬁed.H} -

o] pa is coming home, dear Miss
Ilagndfa “Won't I be happy thén?” ex~
~claimed little May one delightful morn-
" ingz in August,-as she dashed into the
schoolroom, & very Hebe of child-bean-
ty ‘‘Aunty basjust got a letter—ocb,

| such a duck of a one, with dozens of
| kisses. Aren’t you very pleased?”

| *Yes, May, very, of course, because
| you are. But perhaps your papa won't
| see me with the same’ indulgent eyes
i as you and Lady Elslic do; he's a gen-
{ tleman.™

“Fudere! he'll love you as much as I
do. Why, my papa is only like a big
boy—bhe plays with me an hour every
morning, a2nd even helps me dress my
dolls. He's not like other papas; he is
my friend, my playmate!” and the lit-
tle lady looked up into Kaic's face
"with inrocent confidence.

“So her ladyship is out?"” said Lord
Severn, a fine handsome man about
thirty, with dark earnest ecyes snd a
frank sweet smile just like his sister’s,
| the countess.

i *Yes, my lord; but Miss May is at
home with her governess."

{ “Thanks, Grakam. I hope all the

|'servants are well, and that this time I

{ shall stay amoag you.”

“I am sure, my lord, that [ can say
we sll wish so from the bottom of our
hearts,” returned the butler.

«Ah, there's no place like home to a
man who has been knocking about in
that arid waste, Egypt and the Holy

" assisted him to changehis dust-covered
habiliments. = . ; ;

~«I'{] just steal 2 march upon my lit-
tle pet, and creep up and see what she
isdoing. Ob, toe fun and joy of the
surprise! How she’ll dance with de-
light - :

A beautiful room, covered with rugs
of bright colors and polished birch fur-
niture; laced draperies and preity rose-
covered chintzes on pale-blue ground
draped the chairs and cosy couches;
birds sang cheerily from their fairy-
| like cages; flowers everywhere; 2an
open piano in the corner; a few beauti-
ful pictures of the Holy Child from
babyhood till manhood. This‘is the
sanctum of the little heiress, and her
friend and instructress, Kate.

Averitable Eden upon earth, purity
and innocence reigning supreme.

As the weary traveler watched with

came over him, and he resolved not to
interrupt by his presence: the sweeét
heme-picture.

* «How lovely!’” he thought; ‘‘she has
the face of an angel. My darling is in-
deed blessed.” '

There sat Kate, perfectly nunconscious
of the admiring eyes that were taKing

ing the heroine so artlessly “in. The
crimson twilicht was just flooding the
chamber, -and touching vp with its
egmmer glozy the bonnie little golden

er when 2 child to May and her little
invalid sister, who .lay on & couch in
some filmy white robe, one tiny hand
clasping May, the .other .2 tes-rose, a
gift from the countess before going
out

«Qh, how lovely, dear EKate!” ex-
claimed the :iwo children in chorus
when she had finished the story.

“To-morrow,. dears, I .will read, the

Jokn; now we will have
“tle concert.”’ . : P

In s few seconds Kate's sweet, fresh
young soprano rose clear and thrilling,

our usuallit-

singing: “Abide with me, fast falls
the eventide.”

Lord Severn stole noiselessly from:
4he room, MUrmMUTng: « £
=%« will'not ‘break -into their” sweet
sacred converse to-night; tomorrow
morning will be better.””

His lordship had been home = month
snd a few intimate friends were in-
‘vited to dinner.

“Jt is'the wish of my brother, dear
.child,” said the countess.

ous. Oh, dolet me come in quietly
after dinner. I am deeply conscious
of the great honor you have offered me,
my lady,” replied Eate with sweet
simplieity.

“:Just ‘as you please then, dear. I
will tell his lordship that you wotld
prefer to join us later on.”

What cansed Kate to tremble arnd
hlush so when May ran up to her with
two exquisite white roses saying:

“Papa plucked them, and told ' me I
wis to give them to you to wear now.”

“Are vou sure, darling?”’

“Yes—quite sure,” answered the lit-
tle damsél positively, adding: *Oh,
don’t you look pretty—better than all
in the drawing-room.” )

The child was quite right, Kate cer-
tainly made an exquisite picture in her
simple black-net dress, its square-cut
body half-revesling the alabaster neck
through the delicate lace, where she
pinned one of the white roses.

" Her success in the drawing-room
was cowplete, and Lord Severn's at-
tentions most marked:

«Qb, that I was a princess or a
queen!” she murmEECT when she found
herself in her own room. “I would
do like our cracious majesty was com-
pelied to do—offer this king of men my
band, balf my crown and kingdom,
Well, well, I can only pray that such
nzuchty thouzhts may never assail
| me;” this 25 she breathed a little sigh
that was wafted up 10 the angels,” who
in turn hovered around she innocent
sleeper, investing her dreams with a
radiant bliss and joy which gave the
-weet face an expression of perfect
peace and happiness.’

“Wants to sec me, Graham?” said
Eate perplexedly, about -a week after
the dinner-party.

“Yes, miss, that was his lordship’s
command.”

_ “Where am I to go?”

“He is waiting in the drawiog-
room.”’ ;

«“Qh dear, oh desar, what can it be?
I hope he is not- angry about .darling.
Evie living with me; her ladyship
wished it;”" and sméothing down her
rebel hair she made ‘her way to the
magnificent room to meet—what? Her
little fluttering; palpitating heart dared
g'ot even stop to think—dismissal, per-
aps,

She entered, looking very shy, but
very lovely. ’

“I have seut for you, Miss Dagnall,”

say that your services will not be need-
ed any longer as governess to my little
May.” :

| lips, and could not think of a word to
say for & brief moment, then summon-
ing all her courage, she said:

. “Is my fault commission or omission,
my lord?”

“It is neither,’® he replied. “It is
simply my desire; another lady will
take your place more fitted for the po-
sition.” .
| Poor brave little Kate. Thiswas the
| 1ast straw, ard she burst into a flood
of tears, sobbing:

“What—ob, what have I done?”

“Dope, my darling, my love, my
geen! Robbed me of my heart,” cried

rd Severne, clasping the slight form
to his breast, and raining down such s
passion of kisses that Kate nearly
fzinted.

“You love me?’ she gasped.

“Love you, sweet Kate! I have loved

| Land, " mused his Jordship as his valet |

breathiess imterest, a feeling of :awe.

in greedily the scene thatshe was play-~

head and the witching face as she'read.
aloud atouching story of our Redeem--

life of his friend ard follower, St..

joined by the little ones’ childish voices;”

<But I shall be so dreadfully nerv-

he s2id, placing a chair for -her, *‘to

Poor EKate! she turned white to the |-

vou from the first moment I saw “you,
when you were reading to my child,
and your sister and you then sang
‘Abide with me’—the night I arrived
home.”

*And you saw and heard us?” she
asked in sweet confusion.

<] did, my sweet wife that is to be,
and I registered a vow that you should
be my May’s darling mother in reality.
Say, do you love me? Areyou happy?"

“Yes, my king, my love,’’ she re-

lied, and Kate was no longer **Only a
verness.”

The Champion Liar.

“Every time 1 look at the North
star,” said the nautical cop, it makes
me feel pule. Itis ail on acccount of
a balloon experience I had in 1863.
You probably remémber that mam-
moth air-ship bLuilt in Hong Kong to
take a trip across the Pacific I was
there at the time, and the-owner of the
balloon engaged me at a salary of
$1,000 2 week to accompany him in his

-perilous voyage. It was a bright sum-

mer morning, Iremember, and an open
lot on the outskirts of the town wes
filled with 200,000"pcople to see us
make the start. The aeronant got into

the car first, and I followed him with |

two native servants, who carried our
provisions.

The signal was given to start and the
ropes cut. The immense bag of gas,
with its human freight, shot up into the
air like a rocket. ln twelve minutes
we were 6,000 feet above the earth. In
twelve minutes more we-had attained a
height of 10,000 feet. The revclution
of the globe was then plainly percept-
ible. At 8 o'clock in the evening
we had. beaten all previous records,
and were sailing through the clouds
at the frightful rate of sixty miles.
The professor, who Was black in the
faze but very enthusiastic, suddenly
apnounced his intention of attempting
to get beyond the attraction of gravita-
tion. I atonce demanded an increase
of salary, and he saw the raise and
made it §1,500.

“All our ballast had been thrown
out, and, as the balloon had ceased to
rise, it was necessary to make the car
lighter, so we pitched one of the ser-
vants over the side, giving him a cook-
book to read on his way down. Up

_shot the balloon another mile. Then

it became stationary again, and the

fellow had to be disposed of in the in- |
“terest of science.

dropped him out
very carefully, beczuse he was -a very

nice man and generous to a fault. Up |/

and up went the balloon, nntil we had
reached an elevation of 118 miles.
“The professor saw that we were

.about to stop again, and kindly asked
me to step out and. let him continue the.

voyage alone. He refused, however,
to further increase my pay, so I.took'
him by the heels and let him drop over.
Then I sailed the airship for the next
three days on my own hook very satis-
factorily.”

“Where did youn land after making
this terrible trip?"’ asked the. listener.

+‘Believing that my salary was sgen-
ous one, I permitted the professor-to.
take his barometer along with him,”
snid the nautical - cop.—FPhiladelphia
Record. i 2

Why They Couldn't Hear Him.

General James:C. Strong, ‘of Buffslo,
was here this week. ~ He arrived on the
22d anniversary of the day upon
which he was shot down -upon a:
Southern battle field. He was struck”
in the hip (the wound is famous amorng
physicians and surgeons, I'm told) in
& very peculiar way, and lay by a log
in great agony all day. Inthe evening
after the battle he heard the voices of
his men cslling him from different
quarters of the field. *“ColonelStrong!”
they shouted. He replied by shont-
ing at the top of his voice: “Here
I am! .“Here I am!” Still his men
kept shouting: *‘Colonel Strong!”
«(Cologel Strong!”® Again he replied
with all his might: “Here I am!”
«Here I am!” The searchers came
nearer, still shouting. Colonel Strong
slways replied: «Here 1am’ with all
his might. At last they were within
three feet of him. *Herel am!” he
shouted. They came nearer, but in &
slow uncertain way. Finally one of
them leaned over the log, flashing his
lantern light fall on the prostrate man.
«“Why, here's the Colonel now;”’ he
said to his companions in .tones of sur-
prise. So they gathered him up and
carried him to the- hospital. As soon
as he was well enough he asked the man
who had found him on the battle-field
why he had not come to him at once
when he heard him shouting, *Here I
am!" “We didn't hear you, sir,”” said
the soldier, “‘until we leaned over the
log, and then we heard you whisper in
scarcely audible tones, ‘HereI am.’—
Philadelphia Record. .

Non-Marrying.

It is 2 melancholy fact that yo
men of the present day are less imp
sive and morecslculating than, if irs-
ditional reports are to be credited, they
formetly were, and afe rarely inelined

“tobarter their liberty except for & pro-

portionate quid pro guo. Love In a
coil‘,i'mrre has been an exploded. myth,.
an
one-can dinetwo-can, only requires-&
few months’ trial to be at once and for
ever disproved. We are graduaslly ac-
customing oursclves to regard matri-
mony as an affzir not to be entered
upon lichtly, but demanding the full-
est and most mature deliberafion; like
Talleyrand, we are inclined to distrust
first impressions, although not precise-
Iy for the reeson slleged by that acute
diplomast. Many young men who
willingly succumb to the attraction of
a pretty face, and plunge unhesitating-
ly into a flirtation on every available
opportunity,, yet, however closely they
may flutter . round the candle, take
especial care not to burn their wings;
while, on their side, the fuir ladies, we
may be sure, are equally cautious as to
the amount of ecncouragement they
may safely venture to bestow. On the
whole, match makers were never more
‘essential than they are now; and when
we hear of a marriage, we are morally
certain that some good-natured busy-
body has had her finger in-the pie.

Sixteen of the statues erected at the
Government’s expense in different parts
of Washington have cost $550,000, and
it is probable that the Washington
monument, on which work is now pro-
gressing, will add $1,000,000 to the to-
tal. Chief Justice Marshall’s  bronze
statue, recently unveiled, cost $40,000;
Greenongh's Washington, at the front
.of the Capitol, cost $43,000, and the two
statues facing it $24,000 each; the naval:
monument, on Pennsylvania -avenue,

| $25,_0(}0; the statue of Freedom, on the
| Capitol dome, $23,000; the Emancipa-

tion group, $17,000; Gen. McPherson’s
statue, $15,000; Admiral Farragut's,
$20,000; General Scott’s, $73,000; Gen::
Thomas’ $63,000; Andrew Jackson’s,
£50,000; General Greenme's, $50,000;
General Rawlins’, $10,000, and $50,000°
for the equestrian statne of Washing-:
ton.

v -

the plegsant: fallacy, ‘that where:|

HOW TO RULE MEN.

| A Lecture to Women by a Woman
‘Who has Studied Mankind.

“I do not entertain much,” said &
lady who has been an acknowledged
leader of Chicago society for twenty-
five years, “but I receive a great deal.
I donot believe in entertainment, al-
though I am mindful thet there is very
mmch stress laid upon ‘the socialty of
refreshments’. People do not, call on
you for eatables; they can buy their
lunch anywhere. But the society of a
cultivated lady or gentleman. is not so
easy of sccess. People want mental
food; they want to exchangetheir ideas
for some newer-ones; they wantto talk
and langh, and to make you talk and
laugh; they want the society of some
sweet -women of sense_and vivacity,
who will skillfully draw'them into con-
versation, and, for the time being, di-
rect their thoughts from ‘the smbjects
that have engrossed them all day. The
womsan who has to appeal to her table
—who thirks she must  pamper the ap-
petites of her guests in order to please
—openly confesses that she is not ac-
customed to society, and not egual to
its demands. Y ey

“Besides, look at the way women
entertain nowadays! ‘What does a
man care for ices, cake, frappe, and
bouillon? Truly their own observa-
tion should teach them: -better. I'can
get'more real social enjoyment and
create more conviviality with a dozen
sandwiches and two quarts of cider or
hot coffee than I can with ten pounds
of angels’ food and three °gallons : of
ice cream. I have been in society for
twenty-five years, and when' I have re-

eived my most charming companies
all I served was tez and wafers. If
there were gentlemen présent I substi-
tuted coffee. - I am-s great admirer of
card parties and musicales with nof
wore than tén in the group. About 10
o'clock I invite them into the dining-
room and refresh them without cere-
mony. * I have a-dish of salad, and
some nice bresd and butter, with a
pickle or an olive and a -cup of hot
coffee. More often I simply pat-a b,if
dishful of nice sandwiches in'the cef®
ter of the little table, and have a dozen.
bottles of ale brought.in right from the'
ice-box. That is what men 1iké, and if
you mean to please them that is-one of
the menus to use.

" “¥ou should mever feel obligated to-
serve refreshmonts in the morning or
‘afternoon, for no well-bred person ex-
pects it unless invited especially to
spend the day. If you ask himto dine
with you, then serve an elegant.din-
ner.

much they can do with men they would
pay more attention to their personal
cultivation than they do. - Why, if 2
womean only goes about it right she can.
do anything with a man, and- make

ticular. She has. tact, skill, -talent, "
beaunty, refinement, and, combine ‘her
intmition with her fascinating powers,
_she ¢an echange his politics, reform.his.
religious ideas, alter the whole course
of his life,-and shape his careerito suit
herseli.  But she must not be'a fool, T
can tell you, nor must she forget for an’
instant the'art and finessee' by which
she rales. 2

*«Man is at best- a: brusque, selfish,
impulsive creature, fall.of conceits and
vagaries, and anxious to rule and con-
trol. He has'strength and he wants to
nse it; he has crestive faculties and
lives to execute. But whatever he
is he looks to woman for his pleasures,
and the one who ccan please him can
rule him and do with him whatshe will.
A woman is young until she is 25, and
& man retains his youth ten years long-
er, but after that there is nothing to-
live.f
zest, aud there is ‘no charm in the toys-
and amusements of yesterday. You
must admit that 8 woman marries for
convenience, She wants a home, pro-
tection, immunity from lsbor and _the
delights of compasnionship... Now, if a
‘man makes‘this-home, if he stands be-’
tween her and danger, if he contributes
‘the best interests of his life for her
maintenance, he certainly is entitled to
his reward. He wants his home beau-
tified, filled with friends and good
cheer; he wants to be petted, admired,
respected, encouraged and loved. He
wants to be king, in short.

“QOh, yes, you may say petting is all
nonsense, but just let me tell you that
you sre mistaken, and if the husband-
cannot get that loving affection at
home he will get it some . place else.
Caressescan'be bought like every other

A s : :

“A wife must be a sweétheart ail her
life. She must never get to old to be
charming. She must cultivaio a sweet
temper and an affable manner, and her
only anxiety must be o dread of offend-
ing her husband. Another thing; sar-
casm won't work, it is an un{)ardonable
offense in the home circle, and, no
matter how pertinent it may be, a wo-
man cannot afford ever to say a harsh
word to the man she loves. :

“Beautiful? No woman neced be
anything else. ; If she hasa poor com-
plexion, there are powders and cosmet-
ics that defy detection; she can have
-beautiful eyelashes and cyebrows; no
matter how poor and coarsc- her hair
is, it can be remarkably well-kept and
50 becomingly arranged as to be ad-
mired; the most irregular teeth can be
polished like so many pearls, and clean
teeth and a sweet breath are not so
common as to be despised; white hands
and tapering, polished nail will atene
for = very ill shape of hand. What if
the feet-are large, if theyare well shod?
If the figure is poor, it can be so clean,
so healthy-looking, and so delicately
gerfumed that your very presence will

e wholesome and refreshing, and, I
tell you, clothes makes the refinement
thatbelongs to a:lady or genfleman.
Indeed, the raiment is typical of mach
that is within. If nature hdsmesagerly
bestowed her charms that is the very
resson why a woman :should have re-
course to art. If she cannot shine in
music, psinting, or the sciences, she
can become a pleassnt, if not a bril-
liant, talker. She can read and ob-
serve and be an authority oxr current.
literature, and if she will but study the
why and wherefore of things and the
very best points in her friends, she can
make for herself a circle that will be
the very envy of her prettiest competi-’
tor. .

“For instance we will suppose she is
invited to a theater or a concert. Let
ber procure s programme in advance
‘and make a study of the play, the act-
ors, the music, or the artists. Let her
have some interesting: matter to talk
about. The gentleman goes to the ex-
pense of the entertainment and hasa’
-Tight to expect that the lady he has fa-
vored will show her.-apprecistion..in
S0me.Way. . N

“Natural? -Ob, I hate matural pee--
pie!l They are rude; curt, heedless,

-and presampticus. I like ple - to
anticipate mypleasures. I liketo hear
them ~sxy; pretty things, to use pretty

mﬁﬂ' -and {0 acquire pretty man-
ners. - One meed . not 'necessarily be s

I think . if women: only knew how |
sweet and lovely they are ~and how |

him conform to her ideas in every par-{

but home. Life has .lost its passing

tons*—Chicago News. - - -

E - Second Hand Tobacco.

5t see them go for them! I sup-
e.they enjoy the “old soldiers’. as
h as we do our Havanas.”

0 gentlemen, one of them a Bos-

toft Globe reporter, had just cast their
ha¥ smoked cigars into the street, and

=3

segings couple of gamins dive into the
guster for the stumps. )

“Hajoy them? Well, I guess not.-
Do yeh imagine that they smoke all
the old ‘buts’ they manage to scoopin
aroutid'the city?"’

“Eiqv ve it a thought, but I
t else they want them

_ then

when I

i

~ P
plsces generally, as. well as from the
angi-¥obacco, but I am -informed “that’
such is the case, and this ‘second hand’’
business-is becoming quite sn industry.
Why;:a dealer-was explaining the pro-
cess 1o me'the other day. - Of course
yoa don't see any -large concerns en-
gaged in the business. .The trade is
carried.on.in obscure shops and tene-
ment-houses, and hence few people ont-
sifle of-those -engaged in it haye any:
idea ofdts-extent.. There are probably:
hiindreds of people engaged in the busi-
né?gfiéigh;,herq in Boston, p—

“Pho process- of - transforming thed
y accumulations of ‘gutters and
cugpidors into bright, finely flavored
oking tobacco. is  thus_explained: |
The old cigar s tumps; after the charred |
are cut off;“&xe soaked in:a solufion of
amamonia . 2nd_some ..other . chemicsl.
which takes nearly all the-nicotine out
of thedbbaceo and remozes-all trace of
smokeand . creesote! 1he mass of
; yacco- is..then—pressad into
& .custing maehine,
yen 2. “Hhihl N some,
¢hine solution wiich “re-
ardy” all - the"properties of

)

moves De: ; r
wehich the weed s, possessed ; when it ).
“chmes from the planfation::: It. ds- now-
taken to- tiie-roof in trays and left {0,
dry.in the son. . Whea. thoreughly dry

| if is-carefully-taken up in‘the trays and

carried below; yhere it iy.passed under-
an afomizer, by which:if:ds-«dampened.
with s prepration=*of- glycerine -and
“some fla¥orie. extract, aftér which it
is in'shape.1o: 'ﬁkmad8~riﬂm~ i ttes

t up-in pstkages “as-§moking to-
Dok, - T businsas I seld to-be per-
fectlplegitimate; as the:manufacturers

fobacco thus pays a-deubletax’?: |
7 “Itism yovd ‘thing "thaf fiose who
smoke_this seeond-hand-tobacco. do not
‘#ealiz¥ whatiit js; oy its use. might be
. Tessened:” - e
wo T don’t %know abont -that-- Those
~who.ought fo know. sa. fhat, the cigar-
_eéttes-are far:lesssharmfol than many of
}hoéﬁ‘gﬁ-nﬁiiz more -attractive shape, .
‘and that it would be-s: good - thing. for
ettes were mindsof second itnd tobacco
réparlitipthispioess. ™ ©
- Shaving Drunken:Men.

Glad-that job is over,” said g Mad-
ison -street " barber,: a3 a&. c¢ustomer
walked out of the shop with unsteady

steps: -~ v,

“Why?"” was asked him.

“Drunk!”’ sententiocusly.

~Have many of that kind?”’

“No, thank goodness! You see, a
dranken man when he sits down to get
shaved is always shooting off his mouth
and is'always. sure ‘to do it at the
wrong time. - Just*when ‘the *razor is
ing over his-chin- an ides will
“strike the fool in the chair, open willgo
his mouth, down will go his chin, and
it is only by the greatest carethat a fel-
low can keep from eutting him."
| “Ever have any accidents?”’

- “Don’t insult me. I never cut any-
“body, drunk or sober. But I remem-
ber once the chap that had the chair
next to me, a sort of green hand, who
came near cutting a man’s nose off.
The customer came in drunk, threw
himself into the chair, and kept per-
fectly quiet while he was being lather-
ed and during the time’the first one-
half of his face was being shaved.
Then when the barber was about to
.shave his upper lip he forgot that he
had a dr'rmgen msn in the chair and
held the blade close to his nose for an
instant. At that very moment some-
thin%funny struck the mind of the man |
and he threw his head back to laugh.
The next instant a razor struck his
nose and a stream of blood squirted
clear to the looking glass. The boss
had to pay for patching up the organ
and the green hand ‘was ‘docked’ a2c-
cordingly. But he learned s lesson,
and I guess the customer did too.”

“Ever have any men go to sleep un-
der the soothing influcnce of a shave?”’

“Yes, but not uften. Sometimes a
man will come in from an early train
who has had no sleep all night, and
will doze off. Mighty mean customers
to handle, too.”

“How's that? I should think they
would be the more docile.”

“Not much. You have to tug at
their heads to get them to turn them,
and then run the risk of giving them =
snip when some dresm is rumning
through their minds, or cutting them
when they suddenly awake with a stark.
For myself, I prefer to shave a sober
business man. He may have his mind
on his affairs, but he is also aware that
he is in a barber’s chair and that a
sharp razor is close to his face.”’—Chi-
cago News.

Jealous Millionaires.

. Speaking of the hatred of wealth, I
observe a great deal of rancor between
.millionaires themselves. Gould snd
Vanderbilt are reputed to loathe each
other. It is only lately thatthe Astors
and the Vanderbilts came to speaking
terms. When Villard went under the
expressions of delight were by no
means confined to those who envied
him in prosperity. And now that Jim
Keene is suffering a disaster, there is
positive hilarity among the Wall street-
ers. Iiseemsto me that a mob which
would pillage one millionaire’s prop-
erty would e aided and abetted by
most of the other millionaires. The
joy is quite unconfined over Keene’s
downfall, however, on account of his
personal obnoxiousness. Few men went
near him, mo matter how trivial the
business, without geing away inveter-
ateenemies. He had a needlessly harsh,
insulting manner. It is not manly to
strike a dead lion, but there are few
men in wall street who are not doing
it—N. ¥. Clor. Ulica Observer.

Director :General Burke, of the New
Orleans Expositidn, announces that the
main building of the exposition has
been increased to 1,646,000 square feet

drmarlng thirty-three scres, and now
Jlarger than the London osition of
1862, which covered twenty-three acres.

thé sbove remark was called oat by |

y with the revente laws and the |

“%’apa, wha.;r is a bat?”
“It is what base ball players us
 child.” play e, my

I know that, but isn’t there another
kind, papa?’ .

«Yes, there’s a bird called a bat.”

“I know. that, too, batisn’t there an-
other one?”’

“No, I guess not dear, why do you
ask?”’

“Because I heard Uncle John tell
mamma that you weht on s:frightful
bat last night.” . .

Papa said nothing, but made up his
mind to give Uncle John a laying-ouf
next time he saw-him.—New York
Journal.

WANTED TO STRIKE IT.

“Mr. Dupree,”” asked the little 10~
year old, after the big sister’s besuhad

coult it your bresdsny fime and
ock a.quart of whisky out of itj L.
think’it would be so funny to;see any-.
thing krocked out of 2 man's- bresth, |
| don’t you?’! R

Dupree didn’t.stop to reply.—Ailania
b Constitution. -

A CONSIDERATE HUSBAXND.

Mrs. Blank—‘Here is a funay item
which says that a married man can ‘be
. distinguished by the way in which ke
carries an umbrelia over his wife; care-
fully shielding himself and leaving her
i osed to the drippings.” b i

-Mr: Blank—*It is not true, though.”

‘Mrs: Blank—*No, it is not' You
never do it. You were a: good desl
more:awkwerd at carrying an nmbrella
over me before we:were: married than.
you-have been since.” . .

Mr. Blank—*Ah!" '

Mrs, Blank—‘Yes; I had: several
bonnets and two dressed ruined by the
drippings in those days. But.you have
become ever so much more carefnl.”

‘Mt Blank—*Yes, indeed}.t Ihave to

ay-for your things myself now.”’—-
%hﬁaddphia Call. ; -
THEY WERE SUPERFLUOUS. :

“Why do you always wear a bunch.
_of flowers in your buttonhole?” in-

gnired Miss Fuossanfeather, while Mr.
litepants was calling the other evening.

“Oh, it gives one an air of fresh-
ness,’’ responded the poetical young
m

an. .
«“Well,” replied the young lady,
frankly, “I don’t think you need any
artificial means to prove your fresh-
ness.” = LR
*And then Tifepants went out and sat
on tbe hitching post to think it over.
- ENGLISE AS SHE IS SPOKE IN LONDOX.
“Hi say, ’Arry, did-you. hever. ses
sach ha blarsted country has Hamerica
his, hany 'ow?"
«Why, what’
John?"” o
“‘Hoh, they speak such beastly. Hen-
EHSh hin this country, ’Arry. Hicawn’t
understand them hat hall, you knaw.
Now, hat ’ome the very street cads
spéak passably good Henglish has-hey~
erybody’ll tell you hif you hask them.”
YOUTH HIS ONLY CRIME.
«Sirrah!”’ exclaimed the solemn Fact:
to the little Joke; “‘your are too-fresh.” !
“Yes, I know,” hambly replied’ the
little Joke, “*but this is the Tesult of
my- education.. . In our family, youw
Enow, the only crime is to be stale, like-
| a Fact. Freshness is greatly prized. I
would be e:ier'hfresh. id i
“Away, slight thing!” haughtily re-
-plied the su};bm Fact.- "Y&nuawitlilly out-
grow it. I once was young myself, a
thousand years ago,” £
And calmly adjusting his wig he
rubbed some burnt sork on his face and
sat down 2t thé tamborine end, while
the timid little Joke lingered around.
on the sidewalk, wishing that he, - too,"
were old enough to join the minstrels.
Poor little Joke!. He will loiter long
in the bourgeois columns of many &
patent inside, and take apartments by
the year in many an almanac before
that fond hope shall grow into bright
fruition.—Bob Burdelle.

Where Blackburn Met His Baby.

Four days before I went to the front
with my regiment we had 2 little girl
baby. She is now grown and you always
see herwith me atany social gathering.
Well, in our army the furlonghs came
very rarely. When we got into line
there wasmno great chance for a man
to get home. It was about three years
afterward that a few of us were one
night going down the Mississippion &
river steamer. I had been sick and
was returning to my command, but
pretty well broken up even then. As
for money, we did not have any, and
the night was hot as I laid down on
the deck, my throat almost parched
with thirst. Pretty soon a little girl
came along with a big glass of lemon-
ade. I tell you it looked good to me.
She saw me eyeing it, stopped & min-
ute, looked doubtfully st me, and
finally came up to my side. *You
looked as if you wanted something to
drink,” she said, and offered me the
glass. It wasn’t the square thing to
do, but I took it and handed it back
to her empty. It was like nectar to
me. Then I thenked the little creature
and sent her away. Soon after just
like every child, she came back, lead-
ing her mother to see the poor soldier.
By Jupiter, it was my wife, and the girl
was the baby whom I had last seen as
a baby but justborn. Youcan imagine
the reunion. They were with my
brother’s family, and happened to be
going down the river. Thatwas the
only time during the four years' fight-
ing that I saw my wife and baby, and
under these circumstances what man
would ever forget it?

s “the matter -now,

What is the use of wasting money by
advertising in the newspatggrs. when
one can tack a notice like this on the
bulletin board of the court-house, or’
on the door of the distriet school:
«Los or strade, a Scral horse too wite
feet and white fase. Blind in wun i
five doler reword.” .

“Nolady or gentleman’ emphatically
remarks a Vermont paper, ‘‘no matter
how costly or fashionable their rain-
ment, will sit in church and eat pes-
nuts.”” And it might have added that
they will not send out for a pitcher of
beer, either, and drink it while-the
collection is being taken up.

Here is a piece of German repartee:
A Frenchman said to a Berliner:
«Your Iron Cross, the highest Prussian.
order, is simply ridiculous—it has -an
intrinsic value of scarce 5 sous.” To
which the native of the Prussian capi-
tal replied: I don't deny it, but it has
nevertheless cost you two Napoleons.”

«J don't see why you are so particu-
lar about your hair,” said a churlish
husband. *I don’t suppose Eve ever
wore b »*  «] don't sxgposq. she
did,”” Teplied the wife, with' a quiet.

the world but her husband to admire-
her.”? The husband became veory

e L L
4 m tomaroun ﬂi&eiﬁ ql-ym::r fortor’ & ﬁ
: Fo) o

smile, ‘but then there was nobody -in:|

instruetive spectacle for the student of
human nature than that of the shirt-
fronts round s dihner-table. A shirt-
front is 2 phenomenon of infinite hum-
or—full of expression in every part of
it, possessing vast potentialities of;
achievement from.the bottom of the
throat to the pit of the stomach. Asis
the aspect of the shirt-front, such will
be the. look impressed on the physi-
qgnoﬁy of the w;arer. You no sooner
note the starched bulginess: rojee‘hﬁ
'f]:l.f'-a.-dozgn inches out of gh’e In;ef 3
the perpendicular ‘on the persomof a
Unitarian, or- catch-a -glimpse of the'
‘limp linen at the side of the.shirt-frons..
which the waist-coat ought o but can
not concedl, than you have scquired a
¢lei to -the character of that  shirt-
 fronit’s r. ‘The  central stad

: 1 effect

-gard :the ‘meatter ‘subjectively—lef-us,
'ih!t-j‘l [ﬂm O ﬁmllesin‘ the it 3
‘of the shirt-front wearer. How oftenis

that the shirt-front which begins like a”
beantiful woman may end 'in hideous’
fish! ' Down to the centralstud all is as-
it should be. But asthe mesal pro-
fresses and he glances down his linen
e perceives to “his horror'a tendency
on its'part to disclose = fissure and ‘to
reveal the. under-garment, whateyer its
hue, beneath. Herceforth thereis an.
end to all énjoyment. ~Pellitur a con-
_yivio leetitis omuis. - He can no longer |
converse Wwithout' constraint, ‘his'mind
‘wanders {from the topic.of talk, he.be-.
.comes visibly distrait 2nd palpably dis-
gusted, and thotugh he beseated beside
the fairest' of the fair he grows as ab-
sent-mindéd as the sage who employed-
the finger'of his bride as a fobacco-
stopper. Shirt fromts are” the most
fickle and capricious of all articles, and"

tire,, . Their behgvior in many instanees.
is'inealcunlable. _ The shirt-front which
conduets itself admirably one week is a 1

mext. It has been annoyed by-the
washerwoman, and, with that illogical

injustice characteristic of shirt-fronts, |

vents its disgust upon the payer of the
washerwoman's bill. Or’ i begins the "
evening 'well and terminates it in a man-

ner of which it ought to. be ashsmed. -
Perhaps the worst affliction which can
overtake s conscientious and well-

meaning Unitarian is the discoverythat

withoat . single premenitory hint bis

shirt-front has gone utterly and irre-

trievably wrong. The under portion of

his solitaire has insolently shakenoffits

moorings, defiantly refuses to’ be

bound by its buttonkole, 2nd, mets..
phori . n
space. ois not familiar with the

efforts this hardly-used Unitarian makes |
‘to conceal the- horriblehiatus, ‘or with-
their fotility? ~He “scarcely dares to,
‘look down.  First hegives = littlenerv-

ons cough; then his hand . wanders, as

if casnally, ‘to the middle of his chest..
But neither wandering hand nor nery-

ous'cough ean put that shirt-frontright
again. -Itis.o gone coon,and he will

as pasily restore the solitaire .to the.
coriginal socket as.the .soiled dove will
regain her virtue. He mus§ accept the-
blow of a severe destiny, and 'his best

hope must bé ‘that by maintaining his*
‘body at -a pr angle, and by peri-
odicglly smoothing bis ruffied plumage
with s skillful hand, he may minimize.
in some sort the appalling calamity
which has- overtaken him.—ZLondon
World: :

“A Complexionist.”

Strolling up-town receutly, a reporter
for the N. Y.gaﬂ and Fzpress had his
attention attracted by the sign *Com-
plexionist,” whiech was hanging over’
the door of am inoffensive-looking ;
dwelling-house. Wondering what un-
der the sun a complexionist:might be,

. he wandered in te satisfy his curiesity.
A French lady of medium heightand.
with charming conversational powers
received him in:a small room, fitted up
in & style that fight indicate at first
sight either & drug store or a hair-
dresser’s saloon.~

“A complexionist,”” said the lady,
in answer to the reporter’s interroga-
tion, “is one who makes a study of the
humsan’ skin, and gakes charge of the
customer’s complexion.” g

“But surely there are not many
who—"

“Oh! yes; therc are hundreds of the
fair sex who come here during the gay
season to be made up or to hawe the
skin treated with delicate washes to
f:event the bad effect.of gos, keai, and

te hours. But young ladies are nof
the only ones treated;- men— young
and old—are-often found within these
walls.”

«What is your usual mode of treat-r
ment?”’

“That depends on the complexion.
If it is merely to be preserved, we
advise a little careful dieting and
bathing in elder-flower water. Not 3
particle of fat must be taken, as it
injures the polish of the skin. Here is
s prescription that will clean the com-
plexion in a very short time: A table-
spoonful of sulphur taken every other
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*! A mastadén’s ‘footh weighing

.ber of Hayerly's minstreis

hens | Forord o

he not sgitsted by the consciousness |

‘departure—send - her, ‘jellies to, mews="

., :The fact that-El
_Prop
{rans

of all'portions ‘of articles, of male at- |
-shire conldn’t make out whyths:

model of ill-conditioned eccentricity the [

.A Pittsburg inventor-has devisedsa -

speaking, launches out into |

” «My-dear,” ssid’ the wife of £he i

hang just .whw_rﬁ%-;%;iéu
start a d :
‘I will need them sure.’

. Fipps,

_suffer if a circus calliope:

: o
aypocrite, but if there is any choice I Short Stops. E : e B
F%ﬁl' the~ polite ~ hypoecrisy of the sy Concerning Shirt Fronts. - WIT AND HUMUD. _
neh to the rude candor of the Brit- SRS ORI ARSI NATION: There exists no more intefesting and | A dude is a 50 cent man in a $50 suit

of clothes. *
An insursnce man. says- the reason -
1at Nero fiddled while Rome'was burns

i%was that business was- probsbly

dull in Rome and-Nero was heavily
nsured. aE SEX

A man’s brain weighs three .and s .-
half pounds. A woman’sis somewhat -

ighter, but ofﬁﬁer"quﬂiz}d‘rhat'is' 4

what ensbies her to taste Iard in her

Jge;gh‘bors pastry. < - e

pounds has been found: on- &°“farm i
ew York state.. Wonder¥hst mem- <!

extracted beforo leaving for Europe? -
“The Oil City Blizzard is . pespensil

‘for the statement thatstrawberries and

S i :
: liged to fall back on_the .
old ‘black tie-” It'is tbo narrowfor a -
blackto'be’ stEERtvE" |
unnee Zie W SHEa0sess
A certain, poetes 'is . said  to make s
§pod jellies as well as good poetrzcs
t is suggested that she make = new

aper ‘offices and can. her- . ¥
Orvistouon Berald "~ v b e ARAY
‘A London Bink has-issued an order
prohibiting the .wearing.of: beards oF '
‘maustaches during. businesshouzs. - Ig:*

*'must bé very annoying. for the -cierks.

to carry thelr beardsin their .pok

ets_ .
-allday. ‘There srelisbleto getmussed

up. 3 A
het, sleeps-during 1%9*&‘?}?&3 :
et, sleeps £ , an
nsacts - all ‘his- business>al might)’
rise to the suspicion.that El must -

ives
-ﬁv’e Been a night news . editor  before

he ‘weént into the business of ‘despatehe -
ing his-enemies. = 'f-.-.'..=;;.-__«,;.‘E.:.'-,i P
.Ths-choirOfachuxch;h;x-éﬁ,“ — i

x
da

notes of the organ sll of s sudden kepfi~s -
tting so much stronger than the bags, .
until”~ they’ opened” the” thil “bﬁ'"{_
fourd = haif-starved-cat in 2R
Burlinglon Frec Prese. —ow-— — :

. 'Henry~ Irving madefour “hundred

thonsand dollars in theiUnited States.
This shows that Amerieans are not.the. '+
best business men, for many of us have . -
lived here for years and have not made . -
more than thiee hundreéd -thous

S -t
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jet-black mirror. They will hardly.
‘come -popular among our . colored
citizens, for in sueh’ & mirfor's’ dusky °

damsel can perceive cnly‘thé white -‘&E_ii_‘.: :

her eyes. ‘G'way-frum—heah’- wih -
yer brackilookin® glassesf™ ‘7.1 ~7x :

editor of 3 weekly ne’
give a way those old

ewspaper, ;;shallid ..

& Wy | trousers. that you,
veii't worn for two z'ans. “to some’

poor, deserving tramp?’- “No,"” “ans- "

wered ‘the editor, got those irousers: .

5 paper some day and_ then

George Zeller stole s pair b!shears '

from the editorial room’ of & “Philadel-

phm newspaper, for whieh‘-.m"'-_

crime he was semt to-jail for three

‘months. If he had still further' crip-.
‘pled the newsgaj‘agr cffice . i
t

Lig

the paste-pot, it is believed the editor

woulg have insisted upon ' life sem-
who has been lunching with =~

& friend upon frogs' legs: - “Everthing . -

| you see is of some use in this world, -

even the frog.” Friend, who is dis-
utstious: *I don’t agree with you. '
&‘.what use is' the mosquito to us?”
Fipps: ~ *‘Ah, my dear fellow, you take -
awrong view of things. Just think .
how nseful we aTe to the mosquite.”’—
Boston Gazetle.” '
. The people in San Antonio are &
nerwoul.: that & Iaw has been passed .
forbidding steam whistles being “blown
in that city.. How those “wonld~
to escape and run wild through the
streets, Why, the people would just
sit right down on ‘the sidewalk and
bleat like s sacred calf, and if ‘s Mil.-~
waukee tug-boat whistleshnnlcldﬁpen :
to be sprung upon them sudi it
would give them cramps.—FPeck’s Sun.
Burdette philosophically writes to .
youngmen: Doyoube diligentin your
own business and be. content with' dts®:
rewards. You msy not-walk so many -
miles in six days asFi bat you
can sleep a great deal more. time; and .
if you do not getso much money for
it neither do you get so many blisters.
On your little salary at the der
counter, you-cannot cleanup 000 ==
on Wall ‘street this week.  Bnt thex ..
peither can you be cleaned out of $450,=
000 next week. A SN
Senator Coke, of Téxas, has a ze-
marksbly powerful voice, 2nd 'it is
said: thetwhen he was’discussifig :
pleuro-pneumonis bill and. got- his-
throttle-valve wide open, the pages pus_;
cotton in their ears and wedged the
window sashes to keep thend® from™ ™
rattling and breaking the glass. At
the climax of his vociferstions Coke
announced that he-intended to s e
so that the whole couniry would -

morning for a week, then omitted for | = °

three mornings, and taken: again. A %%?&g:;éf lsleﬁ;;s:;.:,edftg:bre;% i
mixtore of powdered brimstone or Cgk if the're not ston: Me,y_ﬂw
diluted glycerine shounld be rubbed on Yorg,i’ribum. _ SRR
the face at night and washed off in the = o Ea 2

morning with soap and wafer in which It is related as.a 2nd ‘solemz -
thefe is a little .ammonis. Washing. | verity thattwo ladies met st the’ door .

the face in spirits of camphor, glycerine, | of 3 Boston s’ broker, 3 when 6n@. .
and ammonis is also very good, and |cried in grest excitement: ‘OB, dear

various other methods are resorted fo
for this end.” . |

Russian Longervity.

From 2 correspondent who has
passed some years in Russis, we learn
that inthe village of Vellkotti, in the
St. Petersburg government, an old
womsn is living who has just attained’
her 130th birthday! The old iadyis in
the enjoyment of good health, but com-:
plains of her deafness (and no won«
der). Her hair is stilllong and plenti-
‘ful, considering her age. 'She spent
her youth in great poverty, but is now
pretty well off. She has.outlived three
husbands; and had a family of nineteen
children, all of whom have been mar-
ried, and are now dead, the last one to
die Imingh a daughter aged 93. She
lives with one of her great-grandchild-
ren, a man of 50.  Qur correspondent
also informs us that a few months ago
an unusually curious wedding .took
place in Ekatterinoslav, in Bussia. The
bridegroom- was: 85 years old, the bride
67. By former marriages,.each of them
have ehildren and dchildren, ard
even-great-grandc n living in the
sametown. The bridegroom’s father,
now in his 103d year, and the bridé’s
mother, in her96th vear, are still alive,
and were at the wedding.—Chambers’
Journal.:

Ata Salt Lake funeral the choir
the words of *Nearer My God to

thoughtful.
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Thee" to the tune of “Robin Adair.”

Mrs. X., I don’t know butI smruined.
Isold.'léagﬁror short on Dan:& Beer» :
shebs Railroad bonds, and for the -lifs.- .
of me I don’t know which, but if it’s
one way or the other I'm utterly bank- -
rupt.”  “Oh don’ttake on'so, my dear,
was the reply; “it’s juss the-same with”
me on Camaralzaman -mining- stocks; .=
‘but I'm just going in.and tell the clerk . .
that I didn’t mean 2 word of what I
said yesterday, whatever - it” was- "
“Qh, you love,” exclaimed tha other, ¢
rapturously; ‘what.a hesd you-have.
for business. Why, your'e just like a
man!” e

They were in’ the " grocery " store.
Said Brown (seeing a'b m&-m!gn Bbout
to enter): ~\Yhere you awarehowdelis =
cate the fouch of a blind manis? ¥When:r

.nature deprives us of one.sense she -

make amends by bringing. the “other -
senses to extrsordi acuteness.
Let me illustrate by this gememan.
I'll take a scoop of sugarznd let him
feel of it, and you see how quickly he'lk’
tell what itis.”” Theblind manhaying...
-entered, he was put_to the test.. He
put his thumb and finger info“the -
scoop, and wx‘t;houEt; heg;ﬁon"‘saide*—-
«That is sand. erybody ‘lsughed
but the grocer. He made three several-
attempts at blushing, and them. went
into tire back shop and kicked his dog.
—-Peck’s Sun. ' T
Monument- goes

' The Washinton Mor s up
at the rate of éwo fcet & day now, in
=l fair weather. g
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