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MOTHER AND WIFE.
Twoe windows faer the highway,
Two laces guard the panes,
For a loved ones swift home-coming;
And the rainy daylight wanes.

The hour has struek; he comes nobs
They softly tnlk awhile,

But silence falls between them;
Again they watch the stile.

The wile, with poet's fancy,
Sits in n blisstul dream
Waiting her Jord's returning,
In her eyes the love-light's beam,

The mother, wrinkled and white-haired,
Leans on the window-sill,

A smile on her saintly visage,
Time-worn, yet lovely still,

Which pair of eyes is keener?
On whom does the vision burst!
One murmurs: “Now he's coming ™
The mother aees him firat]

Ah, vearning heart of a mother!
Tender as summer skies,
Can wealth of wile's devotion
Barpass thy sacrifice?
O wife! thy dear gift cherish!
Tha mother yields to thee
Her treasure, joy and comfort;
Crown thou his destiny.
~Adaline Hoh! Beery, in Good Housekeeping.
—— . ——

A ROMANTIC PLOT.

The Most Carefully-Laid Plans Will
Somelimes Go Wrong,

«Marena,” said Miss Theresa Parola,
“the most romantic adventure i
“How delightful!” said Marena.
“Romance is so—so——"
“8p rare in this dreadful country,”
said Miss Theresa.
Miss Theresa Parola had never been
a resident of any other land.  She was
born, bronght up and educated in Squig-
gletown, but as her parents had both
been Spaniards, and her grandfather,
who had long survived his children,
was a veritable Spanish hidalgo, she
felt hersell greatly injured by being,
to all intents and purposes, an Ameri-
ean zirl. She sighed for orange-groves
and guitars, for high combs and black
lace mantillas. She wore a rose be-
hind her ear, carried a black fan, wore
high-heeled boots, and used her eyes
impressively. But people would not
recognize that she was at heart a for-
eigner, and the great majority of the
people at Squiggletown spoke to her as
Miss Parley. Moreover, she had not
been taught Spanish; her parents dy-
ing in her babyhood, and Miss Smith,
to whose care the distant grandfather
had consigned her, having placed her
early at a strictly English school, be-
Heving that it was her duty to get as
much of the gond Yankee element in-
to her as possible.
“I shouldn’t fecl my duty done i1
were to let her grow up a foreigner,”
Miss Smith declared.

The Spaniard was rich. He paid the
bills and seut a liberal allowance 1o his
As she grew older he

granddaughter.
desired that she should have a maid,

and Miss Parola soon rejoiced in the

presence of Marena, who came from
Spain, and with whom she began to
practice what she ealled her native
language, and her one hope was that
her grandfather would some day per-
mit har to come to him. The estima-
ble Don Parola, however, was having
& very good time at Madrid. He still
found himself admired and held a fine
position in society. He had no idea of
settling down as the grandpa of a
grown young woman. He had spoken
of “my poor daughter's infant” for
eighteen years, and the information
that the infant was of age thrilled him
. With horror.

I must marry her,” he said; “I must
marry her to some one who will keep
her in America.”

Therefore the romance of which The-
resa spoke to Marena.

What the former knew of it was con-
tained in a letter which she now held
in her hand:

My dear granddaughter, best heloved of my
heart, never-forgotten child of my ever-be-
wailed daughter: I have not had the joy of
holding you in my arms and receiving your
filinl euress. A great pressure of business cares
has prevented, and still prevents, this inex-
pressible happiness, but I constantly think of
your welfare, and to settle you in life will be
my holiest care. Shortly will arrive in Amer-
ica a very cxeelent and worthy young maon,
True, he has not so far been fortunate, bat the
blood in his veins is that of great men. I have
chosen him for you. Ido not command, but I
entreat you to uccept him, Don Diego is
worthy of your charms, a8 I behold them in
your photograph. The moment that he writes
to me that you are betrothed to him I will buy
him a partnership in the largest woolen house
in New York. Probably he will not be long in
following this letter. Hoping that I shall hear
of your great happiness, I remain, embracing
you, weeping over you, clasplng you to my
heart, ever-beloved orphan of my lamented
shildren., Your adoring grandfather.

PETRO PAROLA.
“ “Aromance at last, you see,” said
Theress, after she had read the letter
to her maid. “And 1 intend to make
it still more romantie.” ?

“How?" agked Marena.

“My plan is this," said Theresa.
“This arrangement of marriage with
Don Carlos Diego, who is sure to be a
handsome young Spaniard, with lovely
eyes and mustache, isso far romantie,
but it has a very mercenary aspect to
it after all. Now I want to be sure
that he loves me for mysell alone, and
I have a plan to prove it so0.”

vOh, tell me, miss!” cried Marena.

“Miss Smith being fortunately
aw:iy, and the house to ourselves for
three weelts, we can carry it out,”
guid Theresa. *“You must help me,
Marena. When Don Diego comes you

must pretend that you are L You
ust receive him. I will be your
. maid. You will address me as Ma-
~rena. I will wear your caps and
~apron. You will put on my dresses
‘and jowelry. He will pay his merce-
Bary attentions to you, but when he
seed how lovely I am, how much bet-
ter educated, how much more charm-
ing altogether than you are, he will
f.ﬁi in love with me. He will say:

‘0t for all Don Parola’s gold

il I give my hand where

simple handmaid though you be, must
be my bride.” Then I will fall into
his arms and ery: ‘I am your The-
resal’ 5o you see the whole affair will
bo as delightfully romantic as a
dream.”

“Yes, miss,” sald Marcna.

But as she spoke she looked first
into the stars, then at her mistress,
aud then back again, with a curious
expression. She was much the pret-
tier of the two, and who can blame
her if she knew it?

Lvary thing seemed to prosper The-
resa's plan.  Miss Smith wrote thuat
the illness of a relative must detain
her yet longer than she had expected.
A card arrived that afternoon in
which, in trus Spanish style, Don
Diero expressed his hope of kissing
the hands of Miss Theresa Parola on
the morrow.

The dresses needed no atiention, for
Marena was exactly the same size as
her mistress, and when the don was
announced Theresa sat in a window
embroidering, while Marena, looking
very pretty in a pink silk shot with
gray, which was rather unbecoming to
Theresa, arose to receive him.

The don was somothing of a disap-
pointment. He was very stocky and
had an immense nose, and though
his eyes were large and black, the seas
in which they swam were orange-
color. He was formal to a degree,
and Theresa could not understand what
he said to Marena in his Auent Span-
ish, with that pure accent which gives
the effect of a bad lisp. In fact, when
the interview was over she was not de-
lighted with the success of her plan,
since he had not once looked at her
—at least she thought so; but Marena's
version of the affair was different.

“What did he say, miss?” she cried
in surprise. *Why, surely you under-
stood! You only want me to tell it
over again. He kept asking who that
lovely lady by the window was, and I
sald you were only my maid, and pre-
tended to be haughty; and he said you
looked like a queen, and I should have
been dreadfully vexed if I'd really been
alady ™

+0Oh, delicious!”
“What a romunce!”

“Splendid, miss!” repeated Mavena:
“and I am sure it will turn out well.”

“You shan't regret helping me, Ma-
rena,” said the young lady.

“I'm sure [ shan't miss,” replied the
maid.

S1ill it was not quite as interesting
to Theresa as it might havebeen. The
don was appuarently very conscientious;
he paid steict attention 1o the lady he
supposed himself to have been sent to
court, although Marena constantly re-
ported speeches that satisfied Theresa's
vanity.

By and by a letter arrived from the
distant grandfather. *‘Ave you pleased
with Don Carlos? he asked, with
many fourishes.

Theresa replied that she was. She
was not pleased with herself, but what
could she do? The grandfather had
added that he should buy the partner-
ship at once if her reply were favora-
ble, and that they could marry imme-
diately.

Surely the time would come very
soon, judging from Marena's reports,
when Don Carlos would cast himself
at her feet and exclaim: *I can bear
this no longer! Love hos trinmphed!”
But the weeks were flying, and he had
not done it yet.

Mizs Smith was coming home—the
farce must be onded.

cried Theresa.

said. *“The next time he says how
lovely I am, tell him all.”

] will, miss,” said Marena. ¢Oh,
the partnership is bought; he told me
so to-day; and he'll roll in gold some
time, he says. What's yellow-whites
to the eyes to that?”

“I wish they were not so yellow,”
said Theresa; ‘*and I wish he was as
tail as T am; but no matter. This aft-
ernocon 1'll sit in the garden and read,
and you can tell him all, and send him
to me.”

Theresa sat in the garden that after-
noon and waited, but the don did not
appear. After awhile she went into
the house, but Marena was not to be
found. Having changed her dress, she
went down into the kitchen to inqguire
of the cook.

“] am glad you spoke, miss,” said
that functionary. “Marena has gone
out; and more beloken, she had your
best bonnet on, and a silk [ doubt you'd
give away yet. It ain't my place to
interfore; but I've noticed goings-on,
and I feel I must speak up.”

““Thank you; I'll attend to it,” said
Theresa.

She went up to her own room. On
the bed lay a letter addressed to her-
self. She opened it; it was from Ma-
rena, who wrote English very well,
and was as follows:

Miss THERESA: Bemember it was all your
plan. T've performed my part at your hidding.
Don Diego fell in love with me at onee.  As for
¥ou, he said he thought you dreadfu’ly plain,
and only said that much when I asked his opin-
ion. Tonly say this beeause you areso con-
ceited—hegging your pardon, miss—that yoa
need taking down for your own good,

Weare married—or will be when you read
ihis. He says, now the partnership is bought,
the old gentleman can't unbuy it. Itold him
the trick after it was bought., We were en-
gaged, but he could have backed oul, He said
he wouldn't, and what was rapk in a republie
like America? He said you were an idiet not
to know I was the prettiest, and that you de-
served to be played ome irick for another,
However, he has yellow whites to his eyes, and
is chunky. It's & great matyh for me, but a rich
young lady like you can get u taller one. My
best respects. MARENA,

P. 8. —Iwill send your clothes back by ex-
press to-morrow.

To say that Theresa was enraged
would not express her emotions,
but when one is **hoist with one's own
petard” one does not talk about it.
She wrote to her grandfather that she
had dismissed Don Carlos Diego for

Py heury will never go. You, Marena,

5

flirting with her maid, snd shortly

-

L e €+

“Y ou must manage it, Marena,” she.

consoled hersell with a long, light,
and generally lemon-colored young
Yankee, who had addressed to her a
poem in which he spoke of her as
¢ ‘Donna Theresa.”—Fireside Compan-
1om,
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KENTUCKY MOUNTAINEERS.
A Sketch of a P;.-I;;I_E- Unknown to the
Hest of the World.

It was carly in the morning of a per-
fect April day that we went down the
road that leads to the banks of the
Bullskin—a ereek that traverses a part
of Eastern Kentucky., It was a charm-
ing ride through the mists and shadows
of the early morning. Qur destination
was the house of an old map named
Barger. It was a quaint old place,
much ecleaner than the houses in that
place nsually are, with the remarkable
fuxury of an ““up-stairs.” Old Mrs.
Barger was preparving dinner when we
arrived, and we sat down to dine at
ten o’clock in the morning. We told
the family that we dined ai home
about eight hours later than that, but

they would not believe it.

In the evening 1 joined the group
sitting about the five waiting for sup-
per. They were “the boys," come in
from the farm work with several
neighbors who had been helping.
Darkness had fallen, and the men
about the fire were as silent and se-
date us only a group of mountaineers
can be, The silence was suddenly
broken by the entrance of a lale,
hearty old man, whom all the party
addressed as grandpap, and treated
with great respect. The old man
placed himself with utmost care on a
stool near the fire, and waited until
Mrs. Barger had resumed her work at
the fire and the men had gone back to
chewing their ‘“long cut” and to
silence; then he looked about him
with an air of enjoyment and slowly
remarked: -

“1 lay I'm goin’ to leave this ereel.

“Bud Simpson has done beat Joe
Baker's wife all to pieces with a fenca
rail and run ofl and lef® her fur dead.”
Various exclamalions came from all
sides, while Isat by and listened to
the details of what seewed to meto
be a shocking assault. Grandpap ex-
plained with slow care how the guar-
rel originated with the *‘dawgs and
the hawgs,”" and finally concluded by
repeating: I tell ye, I goin’ to leave
the ereck; it ain't safe.” Mra. Bar-
ger returned to her bacon with the
astute observation, *Well, that beats
my time,” and took no further part in
the conversation, but the men were
thoroughly aroused and discussed
the outrage with solemn engerness.
One tall fellow, who seemeil to be a
man of some importance, reached quite
a fever of excitcment, and all the little
eircle stopped to listen when he deliv-
ered his opinion. *“A man ain't no
right to beat a woman with a fence
rail. A man shouldn’t beat noneof my
women folks with a fence rail. If Bud
Simpson wanted to beat Tildy Baker
why dids't he take his fist and beat
her? A man ain't no right to beat a
woman with a fence rail. He orter to
have took his fist.”

The party all agreed that punish-
ment with the fist was the proper mode
for women and silence soon reigned
again.—Cor. Washington .St:u-.

CIRCUS REFLECTIONS,

The Perversity of Human Nature ag Dis~
piayed in o Tent Bhow.

It zeems a rather strange thing that

people of ordinary appreciation should

experience more pleasure in secing ani-
mals in eceentric attitudes than in
those designed for them by nature.
The man who cares nothing to se¢ the
geal swim abhout in his tank, becomes
gpell-bound with delizht when he ob-
gervez that honest-faced amphibian
bumping across a board platform on
the muscles of his stomach for the
purpose of discharging a pistol. and
showing how great a tambourine vir-
tuoso he is.

The same man, and he i3 generally
a sample of the whole audience, never
knows how great an animal the pig is
until he sees him, attired like a nurse,
wheeling o monkey about in a baby
carriage.

When he sees two sheep playing
laap-frog and sparring with gloves, he
feels as though nature made a sad
mistake in not endowing all sheep
with these gifts, that they might
nmuse a3 well as feed and ciothe mun.
He never before got so much enjoy-
ment out of a flock of sheep on abright
green hillside, and he vows when he
goes to a picture sale again, he will
only buy such cattle pieces as happen
to tickle his sporting fancy.

He thinks what an opportunity Rosa
Bonheur missed when she fgiled to
delineate oxen indulging in a game of
see-saw, and horses running about in a
cirele in Indian file, with their forelogs
on the flanks of the ones just ahead.

This man, who notices not the poet-
ry and grace of natural motion, would
be happier, perhaps, il all men stood
on their heads. and wallked on their
hands, for nature to himis but a dull
prosaic sort of a thing, as barren of
beauty as the advertised beautly, the
beautiful Mlle. Soandso, who sails
through the air on the flying trapeze
in tights as delicate as a rosebud.—
Puck. {
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Made to Feel at Home.

“Is there any body here who wants
to see the man with the bad eye?’ he
bellowed, as he came into the bar-room
where the boys were discussing poli-
tics.

In an instant
pulled.

*‘That's right, boys,” he said; *“‘be-
cause if you didn't want to sea me I
was going right back home."—Judge.

gix revolvers were

ENGLISH INFLUENCE,
How It Is Muking Itsclf Felt Under He-
publican I'atronage.

It will be remembered that during
the Presidential campalgn last year
the Republican party made liberal use
of John Bull as a scare-crow for wage-
carnors. He was represonted as the
controlling influence over the Demo-
cratic administration and as prepur=-
ing to gobble up all American indus-
tries in the event of the re-election of
Mr. Cleveland. The working-men
were repeatedly warned against the
schemes of the British manufacturers
to secura control of our trade and in-
dustries through the co-operation of
the wicked Democrats. Forged ex-
tracts lrom Enplish newspapers were
cireulated freely by Mr. Herbert Rad-
clyffe, and other Republican agents,
to show that England was particularly
intorested in the success of the Demo-
cratic party. The forgeries wore ex-
posed, but they were circulated all the
sune until election day. The party
which was to suve American working-
men from the clutches of John Bull
regainod power, and now wa find that
the British manufacturer bas a strong-
er hold on American industries than
ho ever dreamed of hefore. Xnglish
capitalists arve buying up mills, fae-
tories and furnaces and the *‘pauper
lahor” we are warned against is being
Haported in large guantities despite
all laws to the contrary. An English-
man isin o confldential position at the
White House, and another representa-
tive of John Bull 13 to make out the
eleventh census and report on the con-
dition and progress of American in-
dustry. The American markets arve
fast passing into the hands of British
capltalists, and that vaunted palladium
of our liberties, the sacred tariff, en-
ables those foreigners to effect an casy
conquest of our country.

With Eanglishmen running our mills,
iron works and other industries, and
imported laborers replacing American
working-men, the feclings of those
who allowed themselves to be de-
ceived last year by the most trans-
parent cheats, must be of a very un-
pleasant kind. They received ample
warning that the so-called pro-
tective  taviff was calenlated
to leave them the prey of syndi-
cates and foreign speculators, who
had only to place themselves under
its protection in order to flecce labor
and to secure the control of our mar-
kets. That infullible panacea so elo-
quently recommended to Ameriean
working-men last year turns out to be
a protective tariff for British capital-
ists, who are enabled to keep out all
competition after gaining control of
our markets. In one respect the
Republican organs and orators were
right. John Bull wanted our markets
and was prepared to bid high for
them. But it was hardly to be ex-
pected by the most rabid protectionist
that within four mounths alter the
party warned the country agalnst the
schemes of John Bull, assumed the
reins of government, British capital
should have such a foothold here and
British manufacturers should be en-
joying the beuncfits of our war tariff.
When American working-men in every
branch of industry find their wages
reduced, or the ‘*pauper labor of Eu-
rope’ taking their places, they may
reulize, perhaps, what little depend-
enca may be placed on Republican
promises and assertions during a
Presidential campaign.—Albany (N.
Y.) Argus.
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POVERTY OF FARMERS.
A Condition of Things Due to Opprassive
Tarifi Taxation.

Why are farmers poor? ‘This ques-
tion is exciting much discussion in the
special agricultural journals. Itseems
to be agreed that farmers ave poor,
and all the communications published
that are written by leuding farmers
all over the States and Territories
unite in this admission. The reason
for the prevailing poverty among half
the population is not so muech a cause
of dispute as might be expected
Burdens that fall unequally and that
lie like an incubus upon the agri-
cultural interests are recognized by
all as the chief cause of this distress
among the farmers. Inereasing taxes,
chief among which is that which
comes like a thief in the night under
cover of u false thecry and pretense,
but which cuts into the farmer's
pocket at every turn and mulets him
ruinously every time he makes a pur-
chase of any thing needful in house-
hold business. The onerous tariff
presses upon the farmer like those ex-
actions levied upon agriculture in
such misgoverned countries as Tur-
key, Egypt and India, and which take
svery thing from the cultivator of the
soil excepta bare living, which is left
to him that he may continue to live
and work and be taxed.

One example of how the farmer is
tuxed may be given as it comes to the
knowledge of the writer. A manu-
facturer of woolen goods in Scotland
advertised in an English farmers'
journal that he would sell his eloths
at retail to farmers or exchange them
for wool. The writer wrote for sam-
ples and prices of the poods. They
were of excellent quality; Scotch
tweeds, cheviots and such cloths as
malke the best clothing for farmers,
and were of pure wool and fres from
“shoddy,” *“mungo” and the waste
trash that is so largely mixed with
wool In ordinary home-mada goods.
The prices were so low as to astonish
an American purchaser; 50 cents, 623
cenis, 75 cents =#nd less than ane dol-
lar a yard for the best grades. For
$3.50 cloth for a full suit of such goods
as cost $20 here could be purchased.
But on looking up ths list of import
duties it is found that our supposed
paternal Government exacts a tax
upon thess cloths of 50 cenis par

pound, and in addition thereto of 55!

per cent. ad valorem, thus increasing
the cost more than 100 pe: cent.; on
the cheapest of the goods it is 170 per
cent. And this fax is said to be for
the furmers' interest and for their pro-
tection.

Lot us see how this tax protects the
farmer. Itis supposed that the im-
port duty on foreign wool malkes up
for this loss to the farmers. In En-
gland the wool of which these goods
is mado Is worth 22 cents per pound.
In New York it is worth 30 econts.
Supposing the difference is the meas-
ure of advantage gained by the
American farmer, it beunefits only
those who grow wool, and every other
farmer pays the tax without even this
small and questionable benefit. This
is only one example of hundreds
which might be mentioned, all ot
which bear heavily upon the farmers.
No doubt every thoughtful farmer
will be able to give an answer to the
question just now so widely dis-
cussed: Why are farmers poor? it
he will turn his thoughts this way.—
N. Y. Timea.

e ———— —

THE SUGAR EXTORTION,
The Only Way to Relleve the People In
to Pui Sugar en the Free List,

Sugar raw and refined should go on
the free list. The tax paid last year
directly into the Treusury amounted
to over three-fourths of the actual
value of the enormous guantity of
2,621,088,473 pounds (two thousand
five hundred and twenty-one million
pounds). In addition to this taxa
combination of “Captains of Industry™
knewn as the Sugar Trust iz this year
taking advantage of the restrictions
imposed on this market by the tariff
laws to extort an enormous amount in
private taxation for their own beaefit.
The estimated net profits of the re-
finers’ tariff ring last year was $19,-
000,000. This year the robbery will
be much heavier. The trust claims
that the advance is due to a decreased
supply of raw sugar—to natural laws
of supply and demand. It is not worth
while to argue on that point whilea
tax of three-fourths ot the value of all
sugar used in the American market is
paid by the consumer. Such a faxso
interferes with the laws of supply and
demand that while it exists it is ab-
surd to talk of high price being due to
natural causes. If with all sugar, re-
fined and raw, on the free list, the
Refiners’ Trust can then contrel the
market, it will be fair trade and no
robbery.

As a matter of fact no trust can long
eontrol an open market on any staple
article. Abolish the sugar tax and the
refiners’ ring will be abolished with is
The Republic is heartily in favor of
the abolition of both the tax and the
trust created by the tax. The Repub-
lican party is urged by certain Repnb-
lican papers to pursue this course ard
Bepublican speakers have frequently
attacked the tax asa tribute paid to
Louisiana. This Is untrue, as the
Louigiana Industry is already virtually
ruined under the tax, but even if the
Louisiana planters were highly pros-
perous. it would bo grossly unjust to
the people to keep them so. The tarift
question has assumed a shape where
the fight, if made at all, must be made
for impartial justice. It is plainly
impossible to scale down the present
tariff horizontally. The only method
by which reform is possible is through
abolishing or cuiting the tax on one
article at a time, and this is the time
for sugar.

The Republican parly has confrol of
both houses of Congress and the Presi-
dency. It will be obliged to show its
relations to the sugar trust which now
“has ite fingers in every sugar bowl in
theland.”” Without Government assist
ance and econnivance, the trust eould
not practice this extortion. The tax
ghould ba abolished outright. TPut all
grades of sugar on the free list, and
if the trust ean survive by a fair trade
in an open market, lot it survive.—St.
Louis Republic.
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DRIFT OF OPINION.

——Unclo Sam’s four new baby
girls are said to be doing finely, They
will doubtless grow rapidly and be a
credlt to their sire, as they will nat-
urally inherit a good constitution
from the rld man. —St. Paul Pioneer
Presa.

——*Re-rating”’ is the name politely
given to the plan of reducing the sur-
plug pursued by Mr. Harrlson's Pen-
sion Commissioner. It would be more
accurate to call it by a simpler name
—it is thelt. —5t. Louis Republie.

——No President before Harrison
ever 50 oynically disregarded the
pledges of his party, broke his own
promises and repartisanized the pub-
lic service as has the pious Mr, Har-
rlson during the four months of his
incumbency.—N. Y. World.

——*An uncalled-fur insuwt” is the
way Orator Horr charactetizes the
tender of the Consulship to Valparaiso
to him. There scams to he a wide
discrepancy between Orator Horr's es-
timate of himself and other people's
estimate of him. —Boston Herald.

——Roswell G. Horr explains his
declination of the Valparaiso Consul-
ate by saying: “If I can't ba table-
cloth, I won't be dish-raz.” Tortu-
nately, the waiting throng o! office-
seekers includes an ample number of
patriots who are not so fastidious.—
St. Louis Globe-Democrat (1nd. ).

——DBut the trouble with Tanner is
that he has not sense enough to keep
his looting within reasonable limits,
and this illustration of the outrageous
selfishness and dishonesty to which
the generous pension aystem of the
United States has been prostituted
mustmake an impression that will not
ba effaced even by Tanner's removal
—Philagalphia Times.

FOR GUM CHEWERS.

How the Sticky Btuff ia Mads in an Imdie
anapolis Factory.

Down in the extreme southeastern
part of the city is & chewing gum fac-
tory. This enterprise is n growing in-
dustry, adjusting itself to a growing
habit in this community. It is as nat-
ural nowadays for a Hoosier, at least
in the Hoosier eapital, to ask for or of-
fer a plece of gum, as it was for an old-
time Hoosler to request or companion-
ably offer a *‘chaw of terbaccer.”

Every body chews. Doctors, law- i
yers, merchants, that pieturesque ag- J
gregation, the eity council, and the en-
tire base-ball nine. When the habit
of chewing gum was confined to ‘'gig-!
gling™ school girls it was an object of i
ridicule. When the girls' fathers be-:
gan chewing they formulated ingenious \
excuses for it. Now every body chews
and nothing is said. ‘Any one bringing
up the old-time objections is either ig-
nored, laughed at or looked upon with l

interest as a relic of antiquity.

This chewing gum factory is nota
pretentious place. + One would be like-
ly to pass it by many times without
knowing that a process of wide interest
was going on inside. The interior is !
much like that of a confectioner's
shop, und the working is the same.
The proceedings start in a large kettle
fitted into the top of a stove. Here !
the ‘t«chicie” is boiled. This is the
gummy sap of a tropical tree, which
is caught much as maple sap is taken
from trees in the North. It is dried
by the sun into a brown lumpy sub-
stance. This Is the part of the gum
that is most stendfast. It is what re-
mains whea all the attractive but
fickle sweetnesses have departed. It
is also the part which after an hour
or two gives one's jaws a blaso feel-
ing that is quite rebelious to the ur-
gent demands of a hungry stomach.
An ample amount of suzrar and flavor-
ing is added to this substance, and
when cool it is kneaded and others

wise treated like bread. It is laid
on one of {those large smooth
stones commop to confectioners'

shops and printing offices. Here
it is 'smoothed thin by a
large polished iron roller, and
made still smoother by a wida double-
roller press. Over the large sheet is
then rolled a rod on which circular
knives are arranged at intervals equal
to the length of the future stick of
gum. These quickly cut the gum into
long strips. The strips are passed
through another roller press, whose
width is equal to their widlh.

In one of the rollers ave grooves at
regular intervals, which are fitted into
the roller above. By these the strips
are compressed ata distance equal to
the width of a stick of gum, It is
thus easy to break the strips into
sticks. This is done by young ladies,
who wrap them in small printed labels,
siretch & small band of rubber about
five of them, and place the packages
in neat boxes holding one hundred
sticks each, such as ave seen in the
drug stores. Tive flavors of the gum
are made—licorice, mint, pine-apple,
winter-green and sarsaparilla. The
industry, like every other Indianapolis
enterprise, is thrifty.-—Indianapolis
Nows. >

GOWNS FOR BUSY WOMEN.
The Loose Blonae and Stralght Skirt Seem
to Ile the Favorites,

The business women of New York
are actively discussing the style of
dress best suited to self-supporting
women. With competition in every
line daily growing keener they find
that they can not afford to be ham-
peped by their clothes. The woman
who makes a success in any occupation

iz not the woman who is a bundle of
| nerves.

4 An unyielding bodlee which
| prevents full deep breathing, the high
‘"dog” collar which is heating in sum-
mer and which rasps the neck all tha
i year round, the absence or inaccessi-
' bility of the pocket in which to carry
Ibe articles which business life re-
guires are sources of annoyance and
nervous irritation. It is not long sines
one of the largest working girls’ so-
cieties of the city adopted the blouse
and  straight gathered skirt as
club dress for members. Mrs. Jen-
ness Miller, the successful dress re-
former, has among her costumes an
office-dress for business women, the
principal features of which are a full
Fedora vest front of surah silk with
short jacket of fine wool, and straight,
undraped skirt laid in wide box-plaits
in front and gathered on to the waist
behind. Another dress is a modifica-
tion of the Directoire gown, with seven
pockets, almost as many as are owned
by that lucky creature, the boy, with
his first pantaloons. Four of these
pockets are ingerted in the vest, one
for the watch, one for a penell, two for
car tickets and small change. Under
one of the panels on the right side is a
long pocket for the purse and hand-
kerchief. Two pockets lor memoran-
dum-book =and curd-cuse are tucked
away amoug the rear draperies. When
the owner has another dress made she
proposes to add an eighth pocket on
the left side for keys and miscellaneous
belongings. Think of such luxuries,
ye women who have no pockete at all,
but carry umbrella, handkerchiel,
three bundles and a baby in cne hand,
while you hold up your sgkirts, open
doora and pay fares with the other.—
N. Y. Mail and Express.

gl ey s

—He that is habituated to deceptions
and artificialities in trifles, will try in
valn to be true In matters of impor-
tance; for truth is a thing of habit,
rather than of will. You can notin
any given case, by any sudden and

‘single effort, will fo be true, if the

PITH AND POINT.
4

—Human foresight often loaves its
proudest possessor only & choice of
oyils.

—We go and fancy that every body
I8 thinking of us, but he is not; he is,
like us, thinking of himself. —Charles
Ronde.

—Watch the man who tells you how
honest he is. The man who is really
honest is not compeled to tell of it him-
self.

—When the wife or husband listens
to gossip about each other the tempter
has been encouraged and the end is nok
far off. —San Francisco Evening Post.

—Wo are much deceived when we
tancy that we cando without the world,
and still more 80 when we presume that
the world can notdo without us.

—It is o mistake to paint sin too ale
luring and attractive. It makes young
people wantsome. Asamatter of fact
sin is ugly and full of misery and pain,
no matter how it may be colored or
sugar-coated.—N. Q. Picayune.

—Good service is prompt service.
1t ceases to bhe a favor, when he upon
whom the service is conferred has lost
in patience and hope deferred what he
might have bestowed in love and grati-

! fude.

—A young man who never carned a

dollar, inheriting a fortunae, will often
fool away more within six months than
his father spent needlessly in forty
years. Give opportunities for honest
labor till by earning money he knows
the worth of it
—When you are judging a friend
whose actions puzzle you, but whose
motives you can not see, remember
that ““‘Charity thinketh no evil.” Itis
a blessed thing habitually to put the
best construction on the behavior of
pthers.
—We may try to elevate ourselvesd
by depreciating others, and for a tima
seom {0 succeed, but the end of such a
practice is bitterness. The rose does
not secure its pre-eminence by calling
tha elm little, but by making the most
of itsell according fo its nature and
spportunity. —United Presbyterian.
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A SAINT OF FASHION.
She Was Tried, But §t. Peter Did Not Find
Her Wanting. "
The applicant (timidly)—FPlesse let
me in,
St. Peter (opening the gate)—Who
ars you?
Applicant—A tailor-made girl.
St. Peter (half shutting it)—Did you
belong to the Four Hundred?
Applicant (relyctantly)-—Yes,
St. Peter (shutting it a little more)—
Rich and beautiful?
Applicant (still more reluctantly)—
8o the papers said.
St. Poter (leaving only a crack)—
H'm, how eame you here?
Applicant—A sudden cold and pneu-
monig— :
5t Poter—Yes, I know, I suppose
you took cold at a ball?
Applicant—No, at a charity fair; the
flower table was in a draught
St. Petor—Why didn’t you leaveP
Applicant-—Oh, I could not. I had
promised to serve.
St. Pater (opening the gate a hand's
brendth)—XYou were very extravagant,
I suppose. i
Applicant (slowly)—I spent agood =
deal of money, but we were rich, and
papa said it was a good thing to keep
money going.
St. Peter (absent mindedly)—Has
your papa been canonized? ButI di-
grera.  To return (sternly), of course
you oppressed the poor needle-worker
and put off paying the lovely starving
seamstress. While you trailed through
the mazy dance the silken robe, into
svery seam of which she had stitched
Yer woman's heart—or words to that
sffoct? =
Applicant (wonderingly)—Oh. no,
indeed! Like many other girls in my
set I have successfully established
more than one ekillful but unrecog-
nized needle-woman by giving them
work and telling right and left whom I
employed. i
St. Peter (showing his head now in
the opening)—Did you ever go to
shurch on a rainy Sunday?
Applicant—Oh, yes; always, rain or
shine. :
St. Peter (suddenly suspicious)—Did =
jou ever wrile a modern soclety novel.
Applicant—No, I never ‘did. 1 was
10t very wise, you know. ]
St. Peter—H'm, it's not wisdom that
goes into them. Can you recall any
special acts of goodness on your part!
Applicant (thoughtfully)—I kept
awake hall one night once while an
engaged girl was telling me about her
fiance. B
St. Peter—That was kind. R
Applieant—1I always kept my dane.
ing engagements, even when the best
man asked me last.
St. Peter—That was unusual, cer.
tainly. iy
Applicant—And at college balls I
used to affect real interest in what the
seniors were saying to me. i
8t. Peter (who had been gradually
widening the opening)—We needn't
go much further. Were you engaged
to be married? ;
Applicant—Yes. P
St. Peter—Englishman, I suppose?
Applicant—No, an American. Irver -
fused gn Englishman though.
St. Peter—Ah! He was a commoner,
I suppose?
Applicant—No. he was a Duke.
8t. Pater (gasping)—What! you res
fuge an English peer?
Applicant—T did not love him.
St. Petor (throwing the gate wide
open)—My dear, walk right in. The
next young woman from - the sids
streets who comes up here will haveio

"habit of your life has been insiucere,
|-<F. W. Robertson. .

make & good showing
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