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*‘MY HOMAGE I WOULD TELL.”

1Dedicated to the mtgaﬁutmemnﬁmon

I hold him great who giveth food,
To bird and beast and man,
Who findeth out for human
The thoughts of nature’s plan.

Who sees the desert bare and lone,
And with prophetic thought,

Beholds the cities now unknown—
The wonders man has wrought.

He bids the mountain streams come down,
To bless the desert sands;

And all the wealth of labor's crown
Is poured into his hands.

His footstege ﬁg where none had trod,
He rears his lonely e,

And calls the blessing of his
Upon the seeded loam.

He calls the ships upon the masin,
To come at his command,

“To bear his hundred-fold of grain,
Where want and famine stard.

Where once the wierd coyote's cries
Were heard beneath the moon,

He spreads beneath the loving skies
The orange groves in bloom.

“Who maketh songs does passing well,
All striving worketh good ;

“To him my homage I wauld tell,
Who feeds the multitude.

This is the man of noble birth,
Who on the desert stretching wide
‘Or on the brushy mountain side,
Finds food for starving earth,
—LiLL1AN H. SHUEY.

CARTWRIGHT'S MISTAKE.

I was sitting on the hotel plaza, follow-
ing with my glass the movements of a
steamer in the offing. As she disappeared
around a distant bend of the shore, I
turned my head toward the left, from
which I heard footsteps approaching. My
gaze rested upon the portly figure of a
gentleman who stood a short distance from
me, his hand resting on the top of the bal-
ustrade. My eye instinctively settled
upon the broad abdominal expanse which
the skill of a fashionable tailor had not
been able to prevent from being the most
striking feature of the gentleman’s ap-
pearance, for he was very fat.

The gentleman evidently perceived the
objective point of my glance, for he gavea
faint, apologetic sort of a smile, as thcugh
he were somewhat ashamed of himself,
and advanced toward me.

“ Well, Walton,” he said, extending his
hand, “ don’t you know me ?”

I had not recognized his figure, but the
voice was the familiar one of an old col-
lege friend.

“Why, it's Cartwright! How are you,
old boy? I'm ever so glad to see you,” I
exclaimed, grasping his outstretched hand
and shaking it with genuine pleasure. I
had been at this particular hotel of this
particular seaside resort (which we will
call Clifidale) for two whole days without
meeting a single acquaintance. Cart-
wright's advent was a decided relief to
what threatened to be a term of solitary
exile instead of a pleasant vacation. There
were many people at the botel, but I am
not much of a hand to make new acquaint-
ances.

“ No wonder you didn’t recognize me,”

said Cartwright, glancing downward at
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himself as far his waistband, which formed
his horizon in that direction. “I am get-
ting so abominably fleshy that life is al-
most a burden to me. I thoughta course
of sea-bathing might reduce my weight
somewhat, and so I concluded to run down
here for a few weeks. I'm ever so glad to
meet you, Walton. What have you been
-doing with yourself since we left old Yale.”

We conversed awhile on topics of mu-
tual interest, and then went to walk along
the beach. Though Cartwright’s weight
as he informed me, was 250 Jvounds, yet he
was no mere vulgar bundle of adipose
tissue. He possessed a strong and vigor-
ous minGiand carried his flesh in such a
way that after the novelty of his appear-
ance wore off it did not prevoke mirth or
even remark. He was very well propor-
tioned, and while his chin was not dispro-
portionate to the rest of his body, it had
not put on the extra folds which disfigure
so many fat people. His walk was digni-
fied, at least, if not graceful. His frank
good nature was irresistible.

We parted at bedtime, to meet at break-
fast nmext morning. After a cigar on the
piazza we took a stroll along the beach to-
gether. A short distance from the hotel
an open carriage dashed by, in which were
seated two ladies, one middle-aged and of
rather distingnished appearance, the other
young and beautiful. T had scarely time
to lift my hat before the carriage had
passed us.

“What a beautiful girl!” exclaimed
Cartwright, looking after the phaeton.
‘The hood was down, and over it he could
see the nodding plume of the young lady’s
hat. “ Who is she?”

“That,” I replied calmly, “is Miss Flor-
ence Gaylord, of Clearport. She is rich
and accomplished; her charms of person
speak for themselves; she is an excellent
caich, and, so far as I can learn, is still
unappropriated.”

i gﬁe 1s certainly very beautiful,” he re-
joined, with a thoughtful air.

The Gaylords, mother and daughter, had
arrived at Clifidale the night before, and
this was my first sight of them. They
were old acquaintances of mine, We saw
them every day during the next few weeks.
Cartwright became very attentive to Miss
Gaylord, and it soon become obvious that
he was very much in love. I do not know
what tricks my own heart might have
played me, for Florence was very charm-
ing; but there was another young woman,
then spending the summer in Europe, who
had a first mortgage on my affections, and
the arrangements had been made for a
foreclosure shortly after her return in Oc-
tober. 1 was, therefore, out of the race,
and Cartwright had nothing to tear from
my rivalry. Of course he would have had
no chance whatever had I been in a posi-
tion to enter the contest,

I could see with half an eye that Miss
Gaylord was partial to Cartwright. She
walked with him, talked with him, rode
with him, danced with him—he could
dance well in spite of his obesity ; she sang
to him and discussed books and authors
with him, for they were both cultivated
peoyle and fond of literature. I could not
see how any self-respecting, modest young
woman could offer a man more encourage-
ment that she gave Cartwright.

But he was singula ly obtuse. He la-
bored under the impression that no woman
could love him with a genuine affection.

“No, Walton,” he would say, “no young
and pretty woman could love such a moun-
tain of flesh as I am., A widow with a
large family, or an old maid who had ex-
hausted all her hopes, might put up with
me. A young woman might pity me and
in her generosity seem to encourage me,
but she wouldn't mean anything by it.
They smile on me for the same reason that
they pat the back of a prizeox at a county

‘air.”

*“Nonsense,” I said, “the woman who
«atches youwinsa prize in the matrimonial
ottery and Florence Gaylord knows it.
Tou are worth 2 half a dozen of these
eather-weight dudes who are fluttering
around her.”

“Yes, he rejoined with a rueful smile, “I
sippose I woald be, by the pound.”

6ne afternoon I strolled 50wn the beach
vith a paper novel in my hand, and find-
iig a comfortable seat in a rustic pagoda a
ittle way from the hotel, I settled myself
fir a quiet half hour. I had not read

“qore than one chapter when two ladies
aproached the pavilion and seated them-
silves on the other side of the lattice-
wrk, vine-covered screen that divided the
pwilion into two parts. I was lying
stetched upon the seat, the back of which
cmcealed the most of my body, while a
mss of vines hid my head from observa-
tbn. I glanced up from my novel, but
dil not stir, nor did I recognize the ladies
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Florence Ga;

“I love ;
I think he loves me in return, although he
is awfully shy. I mean to catch him if I
can, though it sounds dreadfully vulgar
for me to say s0.” She glanced around
her quickly as she made this remark, but
fortunately did not perceive me. |

Of course the proper thing for me to do i
would have been to make my presence |
known. But she had already spoken, and !
I had already heard, and I spared her
blushed by remaining quiet, hoping they ’
would go away without burdening my :
conscience with any further weight of ill- |
gotten information. I could not now |
escape without being seen by them ; the
most I could do was to feign sleep, to pro- !
vide agains possible discovery.

“He is so ridiculously fat,” said Mrs. |
Gaylord, who was evidently on very famil-
iar terms with her daughter, “that every-
body will laugh at you for marrying him. i
Charles Puddinghead is just as rich, and
much better looking, and is dying for you.” |

“Why, mamma! how shameful for you!
to speak of Mr. Cartwright in that way!|
What you find fault with only makes him
more attractive to me. I have always in-!
tended to marry a fat man. Charles Pud- |
dicghead is no larger than a well-grown :
sparrow. Fat men are always good-
natured; aud one can feel during the!
storms of life that one is anchored to some- ;
thing substantial that the first rough wind
of sorrow or misfortune will not blow away.
I despise lean men.”

I could scarcely restrain my laughter at
this unique confession. I ought, perhaps,
to have been angry, for I myself am lean
almost to emaciation ; but Miss Gaylord’s
views were too deliciously droll to wound
my sensibilities.

The ladies finally went away, and after
waiting until they were some distance
away, I went back to the hotel.

I meant to tell Cartwright a part at
least of what I had heard. But he had
latterly grown somewhat sensitive on the
subject of his obesity, and I went up to my
room after supper to meditate upon the
best way in wﬁxch to give him the benefit
of what I had heard, without disclosing
too much or the exact manner in which I
had acquired my information. An hour
or two later I went to his room, but he
was not there, and I did not see him until |
morning. 1

*“Walton,” he exclaimed, grasping my
hand with painful warmth, “congratulate
me. Florence has promised to be mine.”

“I congratulate you from the bottom of
my heart,” I said; “I am sure you will be
happy.”

In my surprise at the suddenness of the
announcement I forgot all about the con-
versation I had overheard on the beach,
which, of course, was now of no conse-
quence. The lovers were quite as much
absorbed in each other as lovers usually
are, and was left to a certain extent to my
own devices. I utilized my opportunity
by making some sketches which I had

lanned, but had up to this time been too
azy to execute.

A few days after the announcement of
his engagement Cartwright was called
away from Clifidale, o= urgent business.
He went immediately, promising to re-
turn in two weeks.

My vacation lasted somewhat longer
than I had originally intended. I was
still at the hotel when the two weeks of
Cartwright’s expected absence had elapsed.
The Gaylords had been awava week
visiting some friends, but had returned to
the hotel, where they expected to remain
until September. When Cartwright had
been away two weeks I received from him
the following letter:

My Dear Wallon: 1 shall be cdetained here a
week or two longer than I expected. I could
perhaps finish up my business and get back
sooner, but I am preparing a surprise for Fior-
ence and my other friends. You will hardly
guess the nature of it, but you will open your
eyes when you see whatitis. Don't say any-
thing about it, for I mean it to be a complete
surprise to the others. Yours, ete.,

D. CARTWRIGHT.

There was nothing in this mysterious
communication that would afford a clue to
the nature of the projected surprise. I
said nothing to Miss Gaylord about the
letter. Cartwright himself kept her in-
formed of his movements.

The last two weeks of my vacation
passed pleasantly enou?h. A day or two
before 1 left Cliffdale I received the fol-
lowing note from Cartwright:

Dear Wallon: Will be down on the 8 o'clock
express. Arrange itsothat I canmeet you alone
with Florence and her mother. Leave word
with the clerk what room you are in. Don’t let
them know you expect me. Yours,
CARTWRIGHT.

More mysterious, and no clew to unravel
it. As fortune would have it, I had re-
ceived by express that morning a portfolio
of etchings and engravings which I had
purchased for a certain house I had built
for a certain young woman (already men-
tioned) who was expected to return from
Europe in a few weeks. By some mistake
they had been sent to me at the seaside.
I invited the ladies down to my sitting-
room at 8 o'clock to look at the engravin,
and left word at the clerk’s desk that Mr.
Cartwright would find us there.

The ladies came promptly. They exam-
ined the pictures and criticised them with
a rare good taste, for they had both trav-
eled widely, and were familiar with art
and the relative merit of artists.

Ata quarte;{m;t. 8 I heard a quick step,
which sounded somewhat familiar, pass
along the hall and stop at my door, at
which there was a knock.

“Come in!” I exclaimed.

The door was opened, and a gentleman
stood in the doorway—a tall, symmetrical
young man, without an ounce of superflu-
ous flesh upon him, attired in a fanltlessly
fitted suit of gray tweed. The ladies and
I looked at him for a moment in puzzled
curiosity ; there was something familiar
about him, though he was evidently a
stranger. There was no sign of recogni-
tion on the part of any one, nor could I
imagine who he was until he spoke.

“Well,” he exclaimed, “1 thounght I
would surprise you.”

The wish was father to the thought, for
up to that time we had not shown any
signs of surprise.

It was Cartwright. He beamed upon us
in an ecstacy of pleasure, and laughed
gleefully at our evident amazement as we
realized who it was.

Meanwhile I watched the effect of his
changed appearance upon Florence. She
had started at the sound of his voice.
When the fact dawned fully upon her that
the slender boy before her was but a few
weeks before the man whom she loved she
turned as pale as though she had seen a
ghost.

“Mamma,” she said, in a voice scarcely
audible, “take me to my room. The gen-
tlemen will excuse us.”

“Why, Florence!” answered her mother,
“you will be better in a moment. Mr.
Cartwright’s return was so sudden. You
should have prepared us,” she said, with
a note of reproach, addressing Cartwright.

“Take me to wy room, please,” urged
Florence.

Mrs. Gaylord led her away with mur-
muring excuses. Cartwright offered his
arm to assist her.

“No, thanks,” she said, with a percepti-
ble shudder, “mamma will help me.”

When they had gone Cartwright turned
to me, his face white and miserable, his
elation all departed.

“What does it all mean?” Le groaned.
“I thought she would like it.” He cast
a comprehensive look over his altered

rson.

“What have you been doing with vour-
self?” I inquired.

“I nave been under treatment for
obesity,” he replied. “I found a famons
physician, who has reduced my weight

the matter with Florence ?”
“The surprise was too great for her,” 1
said. “She will be all right in the morn-

SACRAMENTO

Jord: "
Mi. Cartwright very much, and !

; Dear Mr. Car

about one-half in four weeks. But what's |

until one of them spoke, with the voice of | At 9 o’clock next morning Cartwright

came into my room. : 3

“ They have gone,” he said ; “ read this.”
He tossed me a little note, which I opened
and read : s
twright: Pardon my seeming rude-
ness of last evening. l;;tl&ermn me to explain
it by sayi% that my fi gs were beyond my
control. e leave this morning on an early
train, and I befof you to release me from my
engagement. Itis difficult for me to express
my meaning, but you are so different from what
you were when we met and we became en-
gaged, that it is hard to realize that sou are the
same person. I fear I unever could be happr
with you now. Feelingas I do, I think it best
for us not te meet. 1 oullvl wish you ter hap-
piness than I could ever have brought you.

FLORENCE GAYLORD.

— Minneapolis Tribune.

CARL DUNDER.

The Old Man Falls Into Trouble Again
and Tells About It.

“I thought it about time for you to show
up again,” said Sergeant Bendell yester-
day as Carl Dunder he:itatingly entered

- the Woodbridge-street Station.

“ Mavpe I like to talk mit you a leedle.”

“Well, go ahead. I suppose you are in
trouble again ?”

‘“Sergeant, vhas Sheorge Washington
dead ?”

“Of course he is.”

“He vhas dead a long time ?”

“A great many years.”

“Vhell, dot pleases me. I vhas afraid I
make a mistake und haf to go to shail. A
black man come in my place der ouder
day and likes me to gif him two shillings
for a colored shurch. He says his name
vhas Sheorge Washington. 1 belief
Sheorge Washington vhas dead, und I gif
dot man sooch a kick dot he flies twenty
feet.

“You did! Why, he was probably
named George Washington. I know of
several colored men by that name.”

“But Sheorge Washington vhas dead!
If he vhas dead he can’t be alive.”

“Can’t there be two men by the same
name? Don’t you know two or more men
by the name of Schmidt?”

“By Sheorge! but 1 doan't think of
dot!”

“You'll probably be arrested on a war
rant some time to-day, and I shan’t feel a
bit sorry for you. Has anything else hap-
pened ?”

“Vhas Shakespeare dead ?”

“I should remark !”

“He vhas dead a good while?”

“Yes; a long time.”

“Dot pleases me. Vhen you oxplain
about Washington, I vhas afraid Shakes-
peare vhas alive. A young man ccmes in
my place und says vhas I Carl Dunder? I
vhas. Vhell, Mr. Dunder, I like to sell
you a book by Shakespeare. Here he
vhas, und I sell him cheap. Sergeant,
nopody must take me for a fool.”

o NO ?')

“If Shakespeare vhas dead how can he
write some books? It vhas a shwindle on
me, und I take dot young man und almost
preak him in two.”

“Then you’ll probably have a second
warrant to look out for. The young man
was a book agent and all right.”

“ But you said Shakespeare vhas dead.”

“Sohe is. The men who wrote the Bi-
ble are dead, but the Bible keeps right on,
doesn’tit? These are books Shakespeare
wrote when he was living.”

“Vhas dot s0? Why doan’ he oxplain
it to me?”

“ The Judge will explain it
else ?”

“A man comes in my place und says he
likes to sell me some strips of weather.
Vhas I afool? Doan’ I haf all der weather
I vhant mitout pay? Doan’ I get some
cold undjhot und rain und shnow like ouder
peoples? Sergeant, I doan’ like to haf
some one make fun of me, und I knock dot
chap oafer two tables.”

“Well, you’ll pay a fine in the Police
Court for it.”

“You don’t say!”

“Yes, I do! The man wanted to furnish
you weather strips, didn’t he?”

“By golly! 1 believe he vhas weather
strips.”’

“They are put on doors and windows
to keep out the cold. You'll hear from
him !”

“But why doan’ he oxplain to me?
How do I know dere vhas some deeference
between weather strips and strips of
weather ?”

“The Judge will explain.”

“Sergeant, look at me! I nefer see
sooch a country! One day I gif somepody
five dollar, und vhas all wrong. Der next
day I knock shust such a man oafer two
tables und vhas arrested. Nopody vhas
two times alike. If I doan’ knock some-
pody I vhas an old greenhorn. If I do
knock him I must go mit der Police Court.”

“ Well 27

“Vhell, dot vhas all, except dot I go
homge und go to bed, und tell Shake und
der oldt womans to run der peesness. It
vhas all too mixed oop for me. I vhasno
good. Good-pye, und if I doan’ see you
some more I like you to visit my grave-
stone und weep a leedle.”—Detroi: Free
Press.
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Statistics of the States.

Arkansas was settled in 1865 at Ar-
kansas Post, and admitted into the Union
June 15, 1836. Its area is 53,045 miles.

Mai: e contains 29,805 square miles; was
settle 1635 at Bristol, and was admitted
into the Union March 15, 1820.

Alabama was settled in 1711 at Mobile;
admitted into the Union December 14,
1819, and contains 50,540 square miles.

Oregon contains 94,560 square miles;
was settled in 1811 at Astoria, and was ad-
mitted into the Union February 12, 1859.

Louisiana contains 45,420 square miles ;
was settled in 1699 at Iberville, and was
admitted into the Union April 30, 1812.

Colorado contains 103,645 square miles;
was settled in 1858 at Denver, and w as ad-
mitted into the Union August 1, 1876.

Nebraska contains 76,185 square miles;
was settled 1in 1854 at Omaha, and was ad-
mitted into the Union March 1, 1867.

Missouri contains 68,735 square miles;
was settled in 1764 at St. Louis, and was
admitted into the Union August 10, 1821.

Ohio contains 40,760 square miles; was
settled in 1788 at Marietta, and was ad-
mitted into the Union November 20, 1802.

Nevada contains 109,740 square miles;
was settled in 1860 at Washoe, and was
admitted into the Union October 31, 18364,

Iowa contains 55,275 square miles; was
settled in 1788 at Burlington, and was ad-
mitted into the Union December 28, 1846,

Michigan contains 57,430 square miles ;
was settled in 1670 at Detroit, and was ad-
mitted into the Union January 26, 1837.

Sealskin Sacques.

The best sealskins and the majority of
them come from Alaska. The seals are
caught near shore, and driven to seal vens
on the land. Here they are kept and fed
for a time like other cattle until killin,
tirae. They are not allowed to be killeg
until they are two years old nor after they
are four. The skins of the baby seals are
too tender, and the old seals are kept for
breeding. When they are killed the skins
are all packed in brine and sent to Lon-
don. It seems odd that sealskins which
are obtained within the United States have
to be taken out of it and carried over
the long journey from Alaska to England
to be cured and dyed, and then brought
back to the United States again for sale.
Such is the fact, however. The best, and
about the only place for preparing seal-
skins is in London itself, on the banks of
the Thames, and the dirty water of the
Thames is used in the process. Several
attempts have been made to establish
! places in the United States, but they have
all failed, even where the skilled workmen
were brought over from the lish estab-
lishment. It may be the climate or it
may be the dirty Thames water which

in .”
%nt 1 remembered the conversation I had

{
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the result of Cartwright’s experiment.
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overheard on the beach, and I feared for,
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afiects the skins peculiarly. Whatever it
is, the same skins cannot be prepared here
anything near as successfully as they can
i in London.—Boston Herald.
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LAWS WHICH ALL BAUG]ITERS
OF EVE SHOULD OBEY.

Pickles, Strong Tea and Overdone
Bref the American Girl's Diet
—Padding and Cosmetics.

Flesh texture and tint perform a most
important function in female beauty. To
preserve and improve them demands the
strictest observance of sanitary laws.

A bad skin, lacking tint, plumpness and
elasticity, indicates want of goodness in
the vital or nutritive system. Diet, di-
gestion, temperature, open-air exer.ise,
sleep and tranquillity of mind are abso-
lute necessities to every woman who wishes
to keep her youth.

As to diet, it is only necessary to ask,
What does the average American girl
eat? She sits down to a potato and a

pickle, three or four cups of strong tea,
vies, cakes, sweets and fiery condiments.
if she imcludes beef in her menu, it is
only after roasting, frying and grilling
has reduced it to a state of complete in-
digestibility. What is the result of such
aregime? By the time she is 20, just at
the age nature intended her to be as flex-
ible as a sapling willow, her eyes are
dull, her teeth yellow, her gums pale, her
lips wan and pallid, her flesh placid, her
skin horny and sallow; in fact, all the
swell and sap of her womanhood is either
undeveloped or else quenched, destroyed,
dried out. What then? To repair these
unsightly damages she resorts to padding,
whitewashes, stains and belladonna and
kolb for her eyes.

These are a ghastly substitute for the
burnished glow of health. Once to indulge
in artificial cosmetics is to be their slave
through all eternity.

The once famous beauty, Lola Montez,
was heard to say that the oxnly real secret
of preserving beauty lay in three simple
things—temperance, exercise and cleanli-
ness.

Peppered soups and stews, game patties,
ragouts and spices, even moderately in-
dulged in, will exercise deteriorating ef-
fects upon a delicate complexion. Women
who do not restrain their gastronomic pro-
pensities will acquire before 30 years the
heated, blotched face we are wont to asso-
ciate with “high living,” while the firm
texture of the flesh and the supple shape
will soon be replaced by flabby softness
and scraggy leanness,

During my few years of rather broad and
variegated experience, studying beauty and
the habits of its fair possessors, I have
known only one who for a series of years
accustomed herself to late hours, constant
excijement, brain work and censurable
feasting, without erasing every trace of
beauty. Isaw her looking as dainty as an
ivory Isis after eight years of such perilous
self-treatment as I shudder to describe.
Physicians consider the case unique.

Women of nervous and sanguine temper-
ament should restrict themselves to a diet
of eggs, milk, bread, salads, fruit, light
broths and the crustacea. They should
accustom themselves to drinking aerated
and natural mineral spring waters, avoid-
ing spices and condiments, delicious and
tempting as these fiery delights may be.
In the matter of diet the blonde is, by force
of physiological tendencies, constrained to
stern self-denial at table. It is an old saw
among doctors that blue eyes, flaxen hair
and the pink-and-white face mean struma.
Struma is a prettier word than scrofula,
but the condition is the same, and quite
as troublesome. These inflammable tem-
peraments are congestive, catarrhal, gouty,
and tea, coffee, underdone beef, oily food,
spices, alcoholic beverages and opiates
concur to produce a general unhealthy ac-
tion of the skin in dryness, pimples,
blotches and discoloratious.

Condiments, malt and spirituons drinks
and tincture of iron thicken the blood,
giving it color and constituency. The phi-
losophy contained in the advice of the ex-
pert in skin-troubles to a lady who con-
sulted him in reference to a red nose, upon
hearing her habit to be a nightly tippler
of whisky and water, “leave out the water
and your nose will soon be purple,” is as
old as it is reliable.

A case which came under my immediate
observation was that of an ashen blonde
whose skin was as fair and opaque as
white lead, and whose hair was unrelieved
by one amber gleam. After an attack of
typhoid fever, which, by the way, is an
eflective puritier of the system without
being more dangerous than many of the
complexion remedies, she was restored by
iron tonics and liquer,and the element
these introduced into the blood dyed her
cheeks crimson and her new suit of hair a
ruddy gold. There are temperaments
which are irritated by fish, buckwheat
and hot breads. Hives, sore eyes and an-
noying skin disturbances are the outgrowth
of their use.

For the slender, bilious brunette, whose
blood is thin and whose temperament is
watery, a free diet of underdone beef and
port wine should replace the severe regi-
men of the blonde. Tints, rather than
colors, are beautiful, and a blonde of the
ruddy type should exercise care in select-
ing tonics, Those containing red wine
and iron color the skin to an ugly brick-
dust, and I can confidently assert a natural
aperient is more efficient in correcting all
disorders of congestion and circulation,
and the evil consequences of indiscretion
in diet, than its printed labels claim.
When it is necessary to renew the vital
energies a two-grain pellet of quinine
taken every evening for a month will far-
nish the blonde with strength without in-
crease of pigment,

Not only diet, but climate and tempera-
ture, exert a powerful influence upon
beauty. The white skins, unmingled with
chrome or bronze tints, are liable to disor-
der from sudden changes of temperature
and imperfect ventilation. Strong blazes
of sunlight and rude winds are both dam-
aging to this type of complexion. Winter
is the season of discontent for beauties
ranging in this schedule ; the first touch of
frost stagnates her already imperfectly cir-
culating blood. She is happiest during the
days of profuse perspiration, which is the
very queen of cosmetics. Sudden change
of atmosphere in a room where the mer-
cury has fallen ten degrees over night has
been krown to produce a thick red rash on
a delicate face. A miid diet and a mild
climate are mrin factors of beauty.—FEm’ly
in Philadelphia Times.

ROPING A GRIZZLY.

Some of the Pleasantries of Catching
Bear With a Lasso.

“It was my fortune,” said Bill Davis, as
we sat in his parlor, “on our way to the
Big Horns hunting, to see in Lower Cali-
fornia an exhibition of throwing the lasso
that is rarely indulged in. We were com-
ing up in a long wagon train, going to Los
Angeles, and in our company were two
Mexicans named Pedro and Juan, though
what their last names were I could never
find out. One evening the whole encamp-
ment was thrown into a state of excite-
ment by the wagon boss, who had been out
on a hunt, riding up and announcing that
a big grizzly bear had run into a large
thicket about a mile from the cl.ml\; and
he asked the men to come and help him
get the bear out. All of us caught up our
guns and followed him to where the bear
was hidden. I didn’t see Juan and Pedro
until nearly there, but along they came
riding, with not a sign of a gun, and re-
sponded. pleasantly to the chaffing of the
rest of us.

“When we reached the thicket of course
none of us were anxious to go in, as the
chances of the bear getting »< were greater

‘him. ‘The boys fooled
away a little while in making dashes into
the bushes until I got tired, and thought
that if the bear should come out he’d be
most likely to make a break for some small
timber about 200 yards away. So over to
the edge of this grove I went, and sat
down at the foot of a tree on the edge.
Weli, the bear must have gotten tired of
the yelling and noise, for presently I saw
him poke his head out of the bushes on
the side toward me and opposite to the
rest of the men. Then his body followed,
and he set out in a slow lope directly in
my direction. I got all ready for him, but
he had hardly gotten half-way when I saw
those two Greasers coming after him,
swinging those blamed ropes of theirs.
Pedro came up first, and when he was
within twenty feet he let drive, and the
noose settled right over the bear’s head,
around his neck. The little horse planted
his legs firmly, and when the tuz came,
over went Mr. Bear. Up he got, red hot;
and as he lifted his paws to get the loop
off, Juan threw his lariat; around both of
his paws it went, and being tightened,
there was the bear between two ropes, one
choking him, and the other holding his
forelegs.

“Assoon asthe Mexicans found they
had him as they wanted they both jumped
from their saddles, and running up began
kicking the bear and hitting him with
sticks, and up I got and walked over to see
the fun. When I got there I wanted to
shoot the bear, but no, they must torture
him a little, until at last T told them to
kill him; and do you believe, instead of
doing it in a Christian manner those imps
of Satan got out their pocket knives and
cut his throat. It wasn’t my businessor I'd
have interfered, but presently down the
bear sank and soon was dead. I have often
heard tell of men roping a bear, but this
was the first time I ever saw it done, and
the utter helplessness of that bear was
funny to see. He just couldn’t do a blamed
thing, stretched at the end of those ropes.”
Forest and Stream.

CHEWED BY A RACCOON.

Some of the Dangers of Domestic Coon
Hunting Demonstrated.

Such a bloody battle as that of last night
between a raccoon and a bull-terrier, said
asport to a New Your Star reporter, is
seldom seem in this vicinity. The raccoon
is owned by a Long Island fancier, and is
called Spider, whi%e his opponent is the
property of a Philadelphia sport and is
named Patsy. A stake of $400 was what
they contested for, and the expenses were
paid by a purse which the twenty specta-
tors made up.

The battle took place in a barn near
Jamaica, Long Island. The brutes fought
for one and thirty minutes. At the end of
this time the dog had been almost chewed
up alive and could not respond, so the
raccoon was declared the victor.

Spider has a record of killing the last
two dogs he fought. He is of a mud-brown
color, and weighs but nineteen pounds.
His handler was a well-known fancier.
Patsy weighs twenty-two pounds, is a yel-
lowish-white bull-terrier, and was sponged
by a Philadelphian.

The animals were brought from Brook-
lyn to the barn in which the pit was built.
The referee was a well-known pugilist.
Considerable money changed hands, and
as the dog was a big favorite, those who
bet against him won snug sums.

Spider was first to enter the pit, with a
long chain attached to his throat, and held
by his trainer. While they were waiting
for Patsy to appear, the coon busied him-
self by ransacking the pockets of his hand-
ler. The dog came in snapping and snarl-
ing, also attached to a long chain.

The handlers then proceeded to sponge
the brutes, and while this was in progress
the raccoon made a break and caught hold
of his trainer’s left arm, but did not suc-
ceed in fastening his teeth in his flesh.

Then came a mad scene. Patsy -had
become very ferocious, and the coon was
also hungry for a bite of his opponent.
The handlers let go as time was called, and
the two enraged beasts went to work to eat
each other.

Patsy got a hold on the raccoon’s wool,
and, as it was about three inches long, it
was impossible for him to get his teeth on
the flesh. Spiler was under, and he saw
an opportunity to catch hold of a limb,
which he did with such strength that his
teeth went clean through to the bone.
Then there was a series of terrible yells
from poor Patsy, who writhed in agony.

Spider soon got tired of this and let go.
He was at once seized by the stomach, and
while in this position he seized a firm grip
on Patsy’s nose, never letting go until he
carried away the whole upper portion of
the dog’s mouth.

The pit was now covered with blood, and
the two brutes were rolling around as
though bathing in it.

After a scratch had been taken, Patsy
caught the coon by the back and shook
him iu the air as though he weighed only
a pound. Betting began at this juncture,
and $50 to $40 was freely offered and taken
against Spider.

The coon shook himself loose, and
fought like a tiger. He didn’t make a bit
of noise, but set to work and literally
chewed the head from the body of his op-
ponent.

The dog was about dead when another
scratch was allowed. Spider’s mouth was
dripping with blood and his hair on the
back was saturated, his color now being
nearly crimson.

The brutes were put up for the continu-
ation of the fight, but Patsy found it nec-
essary to turn tail and run, which he did
to perfection. The referee then awarded
the stakes and battle to Spider and his
owner.

Poor Patsy had to be killed after the
battle, to end his sufferings.

A Double Wedding.

“Do I marry many people who have
been divorced ?” repeated a well-known
clergyman to a reporter. “It depends en-
tirely,” he continued, “on the cause for
which the divorce was granted. I follow
the scriptural injunction.

“ By the way,” he went on, “I heard of
a rather strange marriage which took place
a few nights since. At a house in the
nortiiwest there was a double wedding.
One of the couples were elderly and staid,
and the bride had been divorced for other
than scriptural causes. Her son was the
hridegroom in the younger pair. A Meth-
odist minister, whom I won’t name, but of
whose church the old couple were mem-
bers, wasinvited to perform the ceremonies.

“He promptly declined to officiate for
the divorced woman, but he would have
no objection to joining the young folks to-
gether. The old people made no complaint;
they en; the services of a Methodist
local preacher, whose views on the subject
of divorce were more liberal than those of
their pastor. A few evenings since the
two couples and the two preachers stood
up together in the same room. The two
services were read, and the six souls were
made happy ; four of them because they
were wed, and two of them because they
had been presented with respectable fees.”
Washington Star.

A Dig in the Ribs,
If on the right side and lower part of the
diaphragm, though playfully meant and
delivered, is calculated to evoke profanity

from a chappy whose liver is out of order.
When that region issore and congested,
pokes seem fiendish. Look at a man's
countenance ere yvou prod him under the
ribs. If his skin and eveballs have a sallow
tinge, you may infer also that his tongue is
furred, his breath apt to be sour, that he
has pains not only beneath his ribs, but
also under the right shoulder-hlade. Also,
that his bowels are irregular and his diges-
tion impaired. Instead of making a jocose
demonstration on his ribs, recommend him
to take, and ateadilﬁ persist in taking, Hos-
tetter's Stomach Bitters, the finest anti-
bilions m;ii qte_r:t:lv:b n}ediginmt.hln-
com e is i , for dys , Theu-
mndrr;.. nervousness, kidney trouble, and
fever and ague.
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THE ROSARY OF MY YEARS.

Some reckon their age by years,
Som2 measure their life gyy art,

But some tell their days by the flow of their

tears,
And their life by the moans of their heart.
The dials of earth may show
The length, not the depth of years :
Few or many may come, few or many may go;
But our time is best measured by tears.

Al! not by the silver gray
That creeps through the sunny hair,
And not by the scenes we pass on our wWay—
And not by the furrows the finger of care
On forehead and face have made ;
.. . Not so do we count our years;
Not by the sun of the earth—but the shade
Of our sou's—and the fall of our tears.

For the young are ofttimes old,
S5 Thou_gh their brow be bright and fair,
Wkile their ll)éood beats warm their hearts lie

co
O’er them the spring-time—but winter isthere—
Aud the 0.d are oft-times young,
Wheun their hair is thin and white ;
And they sing in age as in vouth they sung,
And they laugh, for their cross was light.

But bead by bead I tell
% The rosary of my years, 5

From a cross to a crown they lead—'tis well !

And they are bles:ed with a blessing of tears.
Better a day of strife

k Than a century of sleep:
Give me instead of & long stream of life,
The tempest and tears of the deep.

A thousand joys may foam
On the billows of all the years;
But never the foam brings the brave bark
home—
It reaches the heaven through tears.
—Father Ryan.

POPPING 10 A SCHOOL MA’AM.

The Experience of a Young Man in Win-
ning the Hand of a Boston Girl.

“Yes,” said the young man, as he
threw himself at the feet of the pretty
teacher, “ I love you and would go to the
world’s end for you.” 3

“You could not go to the end of the
world for me, James. The world, or the
earth, as it is called, is round, like a ball,
slightly flattened at the poles. Oue of the
first lessons in the elementary geography

is devoted to the shape of the globe. You
must have studied it when a boy.”

“Of course I did, but

“And it is no longer a theory. Cir-

cumnavigators have established the fact.”

“1 know it, but what I meant was that
I would do anything to please you. Ah!
Minerva, if you knew the aching void—"

“There is no such thing as a void,
James. Nature abhors a vacuum; but,
admitting that there could be such a thing,
how could the void you speak of be a void
if there was an ache in it?”

“l mean to say that my life will be
lonely without you, that you are my daily
thoughts and my nightly dreams. I would
go anywhere to be with you. If you were
in Australia or at the North Pole I would
fly to you. I—

“Fly! It will be another century before
men can flp. Even when laws of gravita-
tion are successfully overcome there will
still remain, says a latescientific authority,
the difficulty of maintaining a balance.”—

“Well, at all events,” exclaimed the
youth, “I've got a fair balance in the
bank and I want you to be my wife.
There !”

“Well, James, since you put it in that
light, [—"

Let the curtain fall.—Boston Courier.

FASHiON NOTES.

All Paris has returned to the wearing of
head-dresses which resemble small and
very airy bonnets.

For day gowns wool is emphatically the
wear—and the directoire redingote the
favorite design for them.

A tuft of silver-tipped white ostrich
feathers is a favorite hair ornament with
ladies anywhere between 30 and 50.

Corselets, with shoulder-straps, or else
narrow baby sleeves, are worn in great
numbers over half-high guimpes of crepe
lisse or silk muslin.

The slender effect now so much sought
in walking costumes is best attained by
wearing with them a shoulder cape and
deep cufis of heavy long fleeced fur.

A Parisian fancy for empire evening
gowns is four or five unhemmed skirts of
tulle, the uppermost one bordered with 15
rows of soutache braid, either gold, silver
or copper.

Striking toilets for young women cre
made of red cloth or red India camel’s
hair combined with white cloth and white
bengaline along with much gold or copper
cord and braid.

The hair may be high or low, at pleas-
ure. Care must be taken, however, to have
it pronouncedly high or low, as the “ mid-
dle extreme’ is just now severely sat upon
by Dame Fashion. :

:JACOBS o1},

FOR PAINS AND ACHES.

Hon. M. A. FORAN,
M. C., frcm Ohio,
writes: “St. Ja-
cobs Oil 18
invalua-

my
own
family. Af-
fords greai
relief.”

AT DRUGGISTS.

THE CHARLES A. VOGELER CO.,
BALTIMORE, MD.

it in

Consumption Begins

In a vast number of with defective action
of the Stomach, Liver and Bowels, which defect
fills the blood with pus-poison and seeds of
decay. These take root in the lungs, producing
tubercles (little tubers) whic

EAT AWAY THE LUNGS.

Dr. J. H. Schenck’s great discovery in 1833
'was that by use of his

MANDRAKE PILLS

AND

SEAWEED TONIC

he corrected the faults of secretion and nutri-
tion, ripened and removed the tubercles, healed
the lungs and cleansed the blood, and for over
fifty years acting on this theory of cause and
treatment he has in thousands of cases proved

CONSUMPTION
CAN BE CURED.

DPR. SCHENCK’S Book on Consempti
Liver Complaint and Dyspe; sent og:

DE. J. H. SCHENCK & SO, Philadelphis, Pa.

THE PIKEST MEAT FLAYORING STOCK.

Use it for Soups, Beef Tea, Sances and
Made Dishes.

N. B,—Genuive only with the fac-simile
of Baron Liebig’s signature in BLUE INK
acress label.

Sold by Storekeepers, Grocers and Druggists,
LIEBIG'S EXTRAE’I‘ OF MEAT CO., Ltd,
London. 03-6mWS§
WEAK Advice Free] How to Aet!
EN Lost and Manhood restored, Py?‘
MEADE | macare ‘ :l‘n;e:;onu disorde:«
slllo" lamuﬂ.ll mm Bew York

182¢-17yTTS&Wly
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Use

MISCELLANEOUS.

———— S

WHY YOU SHOULD USE

SCOTTS EHTLSION

o COD LIVER OIL vux
HYPOPHOSPHITES.

It is used and endorsed by Phy-
sicians because it is the best.

It is Palatable as Milk.

It is three times as efficacions as
plain Cod Liver Oil.

It is far superior to 2all other so-
called Emulsicns.

It is a perfect Emulsicon, does not
separate or changs.

It is wonderful as a flesh producer.

It is the best remedy for Consump-
tion, Scrofula, Bronchitis, Wast-
ing Diseases, Chronic Cough and
Colds.

Sold by all Druggists.
SCOTT & BOWNE, CHemists, N. Y.

IN'.\ ‘l A _}ifci ~l-‘)
il PAINS AND iNFLAMEATIONS.
» . -l v -
Sore Throat, Diphtheria.

Use the Extract i
Relief as:

Sozl'e-s, Sprai
1 is cooling, cle

Catarrh. I

Head, &c. (S
rections wrapped aro

dangervus.

aling.
t is unsur-
Catarrh, Cold in the
11, in Bock of Di-
nd each bottle,)

Rheumatism, Neuralgia.

No other prep
cases of these d
Pond’s Exiract.

Hemorrhages. s

Nose, or frcm any cause, is speedily con-
trolled and siopped.

- Pond’s Extract is undoubted!
Pll%ls. act 1btedly

the best remedy known for Piles.
e use of Pond’s Extract Ointment
in connection with the Extract is highly
recomimended. (See p. 15, Book of Direc-

tions virapped cround each bottle.)
In the

Female Complaints. .0°

ity of female discases the Extract can be
used, as is well known, with the greatest
benefit. Full directions accompany each
bettle.
Pond’s Extract is Krown Everywhere.
it is used in the household of the President as
well as that of the humblest citizen ;: by mem-
bers of the army and the navy, the Bar and the
Bench, the pulpit and the press—=all ranks and
classes of people.

CAUTION.
Porghd’s Exirael o ben o

e words ** Pond’s Extract” blown in
the glase, and cunr picture trade-mark on
gurrounding buff wrapper. None other is
genuine. Always insist on having Pond’s
Extract. Take no other preparation.

Tt is never sold in bulk or by measuye.
Sold everywhers, Prices, 50c., 81, £1.75.
Prepared only by POND'S EXTRACT €O.,
76 Sth Ave., New York.

IS THE LIFE!

BLOOD

HOBB'S NERVE TONIC PILLS MAKE NEW
RicH BiooD, and cures ANEMIA, SCROFULA, PIM-
PLE<, BAD CIRCULATION, s1d all mmpurities of the
blood, 8s well &s the following NERVOUS Dis-
EASES, viz: NERVOUS and PHYsICaL DEBILITY,
VITAL EXHAUSTION, PEEMATURE LECAY, LOSS OP
MANN 0D, PALPITATION OF THE HEART, FLUT-
;. TREMBLING, NERVOUSNESS in any form,
NERVOUS HEADACHE, HYSTERIA, NEURALGIA,COLD
HANDS Or FEET, PAIN IN THE BACK, and all forms
of FEMALE WEAKNEsSS. Try them. They are
sugar-coated. Only 50 ceuts a bottle. All drug-
gists,. HOBB'S MEUICINE ©1)., Proprie-
rors, San Francisen, Cal, dl7-WReowly&w

/BUARANTEED TO OUTWEAR.
INY CUSTOM-MADE CORSET
SCHWEITZER & CO., 29and31
Battery St., San Francisco, SOLE AG'TS.

(TEE WCRCESTERSHIRE)
Imparts the most dellcious taste and zest to

EXTRACT

of aLETTER from
a MEDICAL GEN-
TLEMAN at Mad-
ras, to his brother
at WORCESTER,
May, 185L

“Tell

LEA & PERRINS' =
that their sauce is
highly esteemed in
India, and isinmy & —
opinion, the most X
palatable, as well %
as the most whole-
gome sauce that is
made.”

i

a (e 7 4
e T

Signatare on every bottle of thegennine & origing

JOIIN DUNCAN’S SONS, NEW YORK

CHICHESTER'S ENGLISH

PENNYROVALPILLS

RED C20SS; DIANOND ERAND.
The erlginal, only genuine
and most reliable pl‘d for sale.
A Safe, speedy and effectual.
=B\ Ladies! Awkfor(hichester's
N ¥ English Diamond Brand,
)t in red metallic boxes, sealed
withblue ribbon.and gecept
) noother. At Druggists. All pills in
pastebeard boxes with pink wrappers are
rous counterfelt.
Send 4e. (stamps) for uaniculm and
“Rellef’ for Ladies,” in letter, by
return mail.

10,000 testimonials from [A£|£i!vh'o
have used them with Success. NAME PA .
Chichester Chemical Co,,Madison Sq.,Phila.,Pa.
jad-bmWE&weow

We cordially recommen3
your ¢ as the best remedy
Known to us for Gonorrhoes
and Glest,

We have sold considere
able, andin every case &
Bas given satisfactica.

Alcott & Liak,
Hudson. N. Yo
Sold by Druggists,

Price $1.00.
*023.1¢TT

SYMPTOMS—Molst.
ure; intense Iu:la
d stinging ; most
ghts 'or'frx
lowed to «-u--:

ITCHING PILES Aoy wieshis

address on receipt of
A aress letters, DR. SWA

& SON,
nl13-TuThSSm

e



