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DOWN THE RAPIDS.

THRILLISG DESCRIPTION OF THE
JOURNEY TO MONTREAL.

Miss Lelia Lindley’s Comparison Between
Summer and Winter Life in Cana-
da’s City of Churches.

MoONTREAL, August 26, 1889.

Once more are we in this beautiful city-
Tke first time, it was white from one end
te the other, the snow being several feet
<leep. But I wrote you of the carnival
last winter, and the joyous time four of
Uncle Sam’s daughters had viewing the
ice palace and indulging generally in the
Canadian festivities characteristic of this
country in the winter. Now the scene is
wholly different. We drive in a carriage
over the toboggan slide of last February,
and could not realize there was such a dif-
ference between then and now. How-
ever, as we came through the rapids to get
here, I will tell you of them, and speak of
Montreal in its summer glory later on. We
are still on the go, and, I might also add,
still on the rush—we have so little time to
spare. After having staid as long as possi-
ble at Alexandria Bay, we took the steamer
for the voyage down the rapids.

As the boat had stopped at Clayton and
several other places before getting to us,
the bow (the choice place, of course,) was
well filled with eager ones waiting to catch
a first glimpse of the rushing water,
though the first series of rapids is half a
day from Alexandria Bay. We managed
to get very good places, and settledour-
selves for that precipitous river trip. I
don’t know just what else to call it, for the

descent is perpendicular enough at some
points along the way.

THE FIRST STOP

We made was at Prescott, a small town on
the Canadian side, and immediately op-
osite the flourishing town of Ogdensburg,
N. Y. Here passengers alight who are
bound for Ottawa. We staid some little
time at Prescott, and just as the boat was
leaving the pier, we witnessed a most
laughable incident, which was no more
nor less than the distressing plight in
which a young English tourist found him-
self. He had evidently gone ashore to
inspect the town, and he got left. We
saw the little dandy in his gorgeous plaid
suit dashing wildiy up and down the
wharf, screaming to the Captain to turn
the boat back. Some charitably-inclined
chap caught the irate disciple of Johnnie
Bull and told him to watch his chance as
the steamer swung round. While he
watched his chance, we watched him. At
an opportune moment his prompter gave
him a rousing slap and the signal to
jump. Amid shrieks and roars of laugh-
ter from the upper deck, this frightened
summer ycuth sprang like a deer into the
moving steamer. His pale face was a
study all morning as he sat in absolute
quiet, no doubt cogitating upon his nar-
row escape, and perhaps a tiny bit mad
because we all laughed, but we could not
help it, and we were too many to oiler
apologies to his “imperial exquisiteness”
for the amusement he afforded. The gnod-
natured crowd took no further notice of
his embarrassment, and the afternoon
found him an eager and interested trav-
eler; his woes forgotten , his spirits rose
exceedingly.

All this time of which I have been
writing we were passing interesting places,
but making no landings. Windmill Point
and Chimney Island are the chief objects
of interest on account of ruins, which can
be plainly seen from the steamer.

THE FIRST RAPID

Jegins at Chimney Island and is called

Galop Rapid. But for the fact that the
steamer is carried along very fast there is
nothing very exciting just yet awhile,
Still you have had some little preparation
for what is to follow. Next comes “Lon
Sault” (pronounced Long Soo). This rapi
is nine miles. Here the boat goes along
at the rate of twenty miles an hour—ter-
rific speed for a boat. All steam is shut
off, and she is carried along solely by the
force of the current. Just here 1 saw two
gentlemen treated to an unceremonious
deluging. The boat gave an awful plunge
and water came up and over the rlec[:. At
the end of this rapid is quite a pretty
place called Cornwall, and from now on
we are exclusively in the dominion of her
Majesty, the Queen.

Just after leaving (>rnwall we zet into
the Coteau Rapids, going fast and furious,
but nothing wonderful. Seven miles on
we come to Cedar Bapids, and here the fun
commences. There issuch a peculiar feel-
ing as the vessel slides from one ledge to
another. And pretty soon you come in
sight of bowlders, and the situation looksa
trifle dubious, but the four pilots at the
helm have willing hands, stout hearts and
steady nerves, and we slip by the diaboli-
cal black rocks that looked so destructive.
And now we crane our necks and hold our
breath as we approach the world-renowned
“Lachine,” considered the most formidable
and dangerous of all the rapids. Just be-
fore getting to this rapid is a little old
Indian village where the celebrated Indian
pilot Baptiste used to start oui in his
canoe and board the steamer for the pur-

se of piloting her down the Lachine

Rapids. For the past two years Baptiste
has not doae any piloting on account of
declining years. His piace is tilled by a
trusty fellow whoskillfully guides the boat
through the surging billows. A feeling of
WONDER AND TIMIDITY

Iinmediately comesover youas your fascina-
ted gaze takes in the mad and rushing
water. For a second the idea is, how fear-
ful. Ere we can banish the thoughta
plunge takes us out into the foaming green
water and we are wonderingly looking
back at the precipice we have successfull
descended. No eane person would think
of encountering the w{:irlpool at Niagara,
and yet this last rapid we have run seems
very like that turbulent pool. It is cer-
tainly grand and intensely exciting, but I
think “Running the Rapids” once will
suffice.

The entire afternoon has been spent in
going through the various rapids. All
along we passed e(Aueer little towns that
Jooked like deserted villages. The only
buildings of any kind of size being little
churches, and these places of worship were
most diminutive in size. The houses, with-
out exception, were meager and weather-
worn habitations, There were no boats
visible, and the entire lot of burroughs
looked forlorn in the extreme. After the
excitement of going through Lachine is
over you look around and see the lights of
the city of Montreal gﬂmmfnnszﬂm tl}e
distence, and soon the massive Victoria
Bridge is reached. The steamer sails
p ly under this magnificent bridge and
very soon lands the Quebec passengers
at the Quebec steamship, then goes on to
her meorings and discharges her load of

recious freight at the wharf in Canada’s
‘City of Churches.,” Of the great Victoria
Bridge I wrote last winter, but it may not
come amisa to repeat that it is the longest
and most expensive bridge in the world—
having cost over eight millions. Itisa
covered bridge, is two miles ia length, and
is built of iron. It isone of the cariosi-
ties that is pointed out to the visitor.

MONTREATL

1s on an island and is beautifully situated.
One can't “do” places like this in a couple
of days, yet we have seen much, and can’t
begin to tell you all about it. First, we
drove to Mount Royval, where wedidn’t
get last winter on account of the snow and
extreme cold. From the top of this
mountain is the most magnificent view I
have ever had of any city. The city lies
at the foot of this high mountain, The
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elevation is sa great as to bring the place
almost underneath the vision and the view
is remarkably beautiful. Our fanny little
French Jehu was most affable, and not on
the point of freezing to death as our poor
old sleigh driver was last winter. What a
contrast. This time the calm beantiful
days make everything so lovely. Then,
icicles hung from everywhere, even from
the shaggy eyebrows of the drivers, and
the beards and moustaches of the men
generally. Yet there was something so
exhilarating about Montreal 1n February
and something delightful about it in sum-
mer. In fact it is fine at any time.

One of the attractions of the city is the
“Champ de Mars,” a square of smooth
groand that is used for parades. In olden
times it was the “promenade.” We went
again to the churches, which to my idea
are among the most attractive places in
the city. Notre Dame 1s an edifice of
mammoth size. This building will seat
over 12,000 people. When we were there
it was being prepared for a funeral, and a
massive structure fifteen or twenty feet in
hight and covered with gold and black
stood in the center of the church. None
of us had ever seen anything of the kind
before, and wondered how they would be
able to raise a casket to so great a hight.
As such was the intention, they no doubt
have ways and means for accomplishing
the parpose. In one of the towers of this
church is

THE LARGEST BELL IN THE WORLD,

For twenty-five cents the elevator will
carry you to the top of the tower, from
which hight you can look down on the
city below and obtain a good view of the
surrounding country.

There are any amount of public institu-
tions in Montreal. And here is built the
most gorgeous Methodist Church I have
noticed in my travels. Without exception
the places of worship are most magnificent
—that is, of course, the modern buildings.
There are some old churches and very
small ones, but interesting because of the
historical memories they awaken. One of
the smallest yet prettiest churches is called
Memorial Chapel, and the entire inside is
of silver-gray marble and frescoed in soft-
est tints of biue aud pink. The almost
total absence of gilding and high coloring
strikes the stranzer at the first glance, and
the idea is pleasing.

Besides the churches, there are great
numbers of fine public buildings. The
Gray Nunnery, McGill University, Court-
house, Bonsecours Market, the Custom-
house, and last but not least, the palatial
Windsor, one of the most gorgeously ap-
pointed hotels in the world. Victoria and
Dominion squares (where every winter are
the living arch and ice palace respectively)
are pretty spots in the heart of the city.
A nice little trip from town is to take the
ferry to St. Helen's Island, just a little bit
out in the St. Lawrence. This place was
named after the beautiful wife of Cham-
plain. Island Park on this bit of land, is
a fine pleasure resort.

The last time we visited Montreal we
came by rail, and into the fine new depot
that looked like a fairyland in all its
splendor of carnival dress, and bright
bunting, that contrasted so prettily with
the pure white snow. This time our
course was down the majestic St. Lawrence,
where six months ago we watched the
teams going back and forth on a stretch of
ice. How different the picture now. The
hills covered with verdure and the rum-
cherry and thorn apple looking so pretty
on the trees.

The aristocratic street of this fine city is
Sherbrooke street, and is lined with

BEAUTIFUL RESIDENCES.

I think I am safe in saying that nine-
tenths of the streets, lanes and by-ways
bear the name of saints—Ann, Catherine,
Xavier, James, Peter, Paul and a huadred
others have the prefix Ste.

The stores are really good, and while
the difference in price on the majority of
things is not noticeable, there are things
that can be bought more reasonable here
than in the States.

We have been amused all along the
way at the various amount of times we
have to hustle around on the lower deck,
to look after our baggage and see that it
receives a proper, but by no means, beauti-
fying desecration in the shape of a Custom-
house stamp of blazing red or yellow
paper, usually round like a saucer. These
excresences are unavoidable, and must be
accepted whether you like it or not.

We were on the alert the other morning,
for the “biggest show on earth” was ad-
vertised to be here. Unfortunately, the
train met with a mishap, and the failure
to materialize was all but a death-blow to
the expectant and overwhelmingly large
crowd (such as only a circus can draw).
that thronged the thoroughfares from
early dawn. Just now the theaters are
not open. The season not yet having
commenced. The drives about here are
very fine, the winding road to Mount
Royal Cemetery being a lovely drive.
Nelson’s Monument and the bronze statue
of Queen Victoria are pointed ont as at-
tractions. There are good art galleries, a
museum, and a great many places of in-
terest. Anvone visiting Canada cannot
fail to be pleased with this lovely city, and
if possible it is well worth while to devote
several days to the city of Montreal.

LeiLa J. LiNxpLey.

ANSWERED PRAYER.

In the beauty of the sunset,

When Heaven's gates were left ajar
And the sky was filled with glory,

Bhining from the Home afar,
Came an angel, swittly fiyiog,

To this earth with sin oppressed —
In his arms a treasure holding,

Left it on a mother's breast.

Backward through the golden portals
Went the angel to his home,
Slowly closed the gates of jasper,
And the stars shone one by one.
Where before was crimson beauty
Gold and azure in the sky—
Faint reflection of the glory
Shining in God’s home on high.

On the earth was joy and gladness,
For treasure rare was given,

And the mother’s arms held closely
This sweet, precious gift of Heaven,

While she murmered to her darling
Fofuly, sweetly, I will guide

Tiny footsteps, that they never
Into sin and sbame may glide,

Then her heart in prayer ascended.
*‘Lord forever keep my child ;

May its footsteps never wander
Into pathways strange and wild.

Keep him pure, as when thou gavest
This sweet treasure unto me.

Make him Thine, all Thine, completely
Now, aud in eternity.”
- - . * - -

Once again in twilight's splendor,
Came the ange! from the throne,

Took the treasure back to Heaven,
Lett the mother all alone.

Oh ! how fully was she auswered,
Never little feet will roam,

Safe forever in God’s keeping,
Wait the mother's going home.,

Mrs. Frances Hodgson Burnett, the
authoress, is commonly regarded as an
American by reason of her long residence
and marriage in the United States, but she
is nevertheless purely English. Sheisa
Lancashire lass, and indeed put her early
knowledge of Lancashire to good use in
writing “That Lass of Lowrie’s,” the book
that first brought her into notice. Bat
Mrs. Burnett had a long struggle of it, like
most literary beginners. She is a woman
of charming presence, with fine clear eyes
of markedly intelligent expression, a well-
shaped mouth, and a peach-like com-

lexion. She is growing somewhat stout
rom the course tge sedentary habits of her
literary pursuits condemn her. Her hus-
band is a docter in practice in Washing-
ton. x

Some women like to be told they are
pretty, but the really pretty ones don’t
care for it. They have to be told that they
are brilliautly intellectual. George Wash-
ington’s hatchet wouldn’t stand a ghost of
a show nowadays.

The doctors are doinz their best to con-
vince the public that ice water is danger-
ous. Perhaps it is, but then, so are whisky,
and toy pistols, and matrimony, and lots

of things,— Washington Critic.

“THE DAUGHTERS CF EVE.

WHAT THEY ARE DOING AND THINK-
ING AND SAYING.

An Olla Podrida Prepared and Arranged
by One of Them for the
Sunday Union.

A STOLEN VISIT.

This is the dainty room, %

Where youth and beauty found their perfect

bloom !

This is her cozy chair;

How oft her form has nestled softly there !
Here is her gleaming glass,

By which her graceful figure used to pass;
And, though she be away.

It seems her smiles are there and still will stay !
These are her favorite books

The pages longing for ber loving looks.
Here is her hsp%y bed—

The pillow where she nightly rests her head.
She comes—her step I know;

Bless thee, sweet room ! Alas, that I must go!

CHEAP EUROPEAN TRIP.

In order to prove that wealth is not
always necessary to “a good time,” or the
attainment of one’s highest ambition, let
me tell you what was accomplished by a
clever friend of mine. She was an ener-
getic little woman, belonging in Baffalo,
who possessed very little money, but a
burning desire to ‘“see the world’—the
sine qua non of her ambition being a tour
to Europe. “Where there is a will, there
is a way,” you know, and she finally made
up her mind to see the other side of the
Atlantic. She had $200 put away from
her savings as copyist in an abstract office,
and she obtained leave of absence for two
months. Long before her “leave” came into
effect, however, having decided to go to
Europe, she made a thorough investiga-
tion of the whole subject of ways and

mean-, studied guide-books faithfully, ma-
tured a careful plan of action and “read
up”’ on the localities she determined to
visit. She carried two dresses only, a
well-fitting, well-made cloth gown for
street wear and a simple demi-toilet that
would not look out of place for ordinary
evening wear, and put on another neat,
but plain, cloth costume for the voyage.
A small steamer trunk held all her be-
longings ; a handbag, a mackintosh and a
heavy shawl, with umbrella in a shawl-
strap and a steamer chair, completed her
baggage.

She went to New York, and next day
sailed for Glasgow on the State line
steamer. She secured a ticket both ways,
and a comfortable state-room, for exactly
$75, and had a pleasant voyage. At Glas-
gow she met friends, and remained there
five weeks. From there she made a two-
days’ trip to Edinburgh, and then went on
to London. For this journey she traveled
third-class, which is quite as comfortable
as the ordinary railway traveling here,
and her ticket from Edinburgh to London
and back again to Glasgow was only $13,
though the distance was more than 800
miles. She was waited on as carefully by
the guards and her parcels looked after for
only eight or ten cents—as if she had rid-
den in a first-class compartment, and the
pleasure of the trip was fully as great. In
London she found cheap but very respect-
able temporary lodgings at the “Alexan-
dria House”—a home for young women,
erected by Sir Francis Cooke (Vistoria
Woodhull’s husband), who has been
knighted, you know, for his munificent
charities. This house has all manner of
devices for the comfort and ' welfare of
young women, and the Princess of Wales,
in whose honor it was named, has taken it
under her own patronage. Afterwards our
Buffalo friend lodged in a house much fre-
quented by girl students, at South Ken-
sington Museum, for about $7 per week.
Her luncheon she got in the shops, being
too much engaged insight-seeing every day
to go home for it. This she could get for
seven pence (14 cents of our money), the
luncheon consisting of an excellent cup of
coffee, an egg, and a buttered roll. Well,
she arrived home with some of her $200
left, and a lot of delightful memories, and
a fixed determination to go again, in a
different direction in Europe, soon as an-
other $200 could be saved ; and next time
to stay three months instead of two, as
she is quite sure she can do with her added
experience.

ABOUT THE “MAKE-UP.”

Girls, if you must powder and other-
wise' “make-up”—I suppose you must,
since most women do—for goodness sake
take more pains in putting it on! Use
whatever war-paint you please, but don’t
tarn your complexion a corpse-like blue
by putting dead-white powder on a sallow
skin; and don’t put a dab of ronge in a
round spot just under the eyes. Did you
ever notice a woman with a natural flush
on her face? The color extends far over
on each side of her cheeks and down to-
ward her chin, from underneath, like
strawberries smothered in cream, the
lobes of her ears grow a little pink, so does
tie tip of her chin, her nostrils and the
lower part of her forehead. Remember
this when you sit down to put your
ronge on, and apply it carefully with the
soft end of linen handkerchiefs, if you use
dry rouge, or a sponge if liquid is pre-
ferred. Use your powder with equal care,
if yon don’t want to look pink in one spot
and dead-white in another, and make the
two colors blend until a veritable flesh-
tint is achieved. The value of liquid
rouge is that it can be touched and will
not come off; needing a good rubbing with
soap and water to remove it; but at the
same time, unless you are a better artist
than the average “weaker vessel” you
would better stick to dry paint—for if vou
get on too much, or putit on the wrong
place, it can be quickly removed withont
the rubbing and scrubbing which the
liquid requires. And don’'t forget that
what may look all right ia your looking-
glass, in a shaded room, may not bear a
critic’s eyes in the garish light of the sun.

AS TO FIG LEAVES,

What peace and comfort might be ours
if only the styles would not change so
often, and clothes and house linen might
be made to last at least ten years. By the
way, I know an artistic lady, whose means
and position are so firmly assured that she
can afford to do anything she likes, who
does not wish her studious pursuits inter-
fered with by eternal dressmaking, and so
she plans out costumes three and five years
akead, and apparently holds a contract with
Fate that things shall fall out as she has
ordered. For common summer wear she
buys fine, firm, unbleached muslin by the
bolt, and has it dyed art colors—indigo
blues, light and dark, old reds and pink,
and logwood dahlia shades—and made up
in pretty becoming styles, not to be al-
tered until the goods wear out, or until
she wearies of them. For ordinary occa-
sions in winter ¢he has the best and most
elezant of conservative materials—Hen-
rietta cloths at $3 per yard, etc.—a dozen
gowns at a time made and hung in the
closet. This idea, inspired through
good taste, is not unsuitable, particularly
for women no longer young. It gives a
toilet distinction and individuality which
perpetually changing fashions cannot im-
part, but it needs a woman of good figure
and breeding to carry it out.

A new fad among the fashionable are
known as “surprise gowns,” having two
distinct aspects. For instance, a leaf-green
cashmere, with a rather plain skirt has a
double-breasted jacket to match. When,
presto! the live fronts of the skirt open
and are fastened to a button at the back,
showing a pink silk skirt, beautifuliy em-
broidered in black and gold, as are also the
reverses. The jacket also turns back and
shows a waisteoat, with lining equally re-
splendent.

is prepared for any emergency. She can
promenade the streets clad  as a brown

With such a gown the wearer '

—
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wren, and on stepping into a_house can
come out of the dressing-room in two min-
utes looking like a full-fledged bird of
paradise.

HOUSEKEEPING OF THE FUTURE.

Mrs. Helen E. Starrett, writing on “The
Housekeeping of the Future,” insists on
great changes. She says that in cities and
villages the kitchen ard cook stove and
hired girl are all to be banished. Clothes-
making, soap-making, laundry work, coffee
burning, yeast-making, butter-making, all
gone forever, with ten thousand other
tiresome tasks which one may wear herself
out in performing, and nobody knows that
one has done anything at all, but leave
the minutest of things undone for awhile
and how great a vacuum! Pretty soon
organized industry will take after these
cruel old task-masters that have driven
many women to their graves, the remain-
ing work of cooking and cleaning. It is
coming, this household millennium, as sure
as fate. The city of the future will not
build houses in squares, giving to every
house an individual kitchen and prison-
like “back yard.” It will rather build
them all around an open square, and that
portion now disfigured with the kitchen
will be given over to a household sitting-
room or play-room or nursery, opening
into a great green space, wherein children
may romp in safety, and through which
the free air of heaven shall flow into the
surrounding houses. In every square will
be found a scientifically constructed build-
ing, containing a laundry and a great
kitchen, supplied with every modern ap-
pliance for skilled and scientific cooking,
and also for sending into every private
dining-room any desired quantity or vari-
ety of food. The individuality of the
home und the home table will be pre-
served, but the kitchen smells and waste
and worry and “hired girls” will be for-
gotten hobgoblins of the past.

Sing sweetly a song for the days that are gone,
They were merry and glad and free ;

But oh! for the days that are yet t» dawn,
And the joys that are yet to be!

Fair is the East when the morning shines,
And the glad earth awakes from rest ;
But lovelier far when the day declines,
Is the glory that fills the West.

To-morrow will come with a brighter light
Than yesterday ever knew—

For a pleasure unknown and a new delight
Will gladden it through aund through.

ESSENTIALLY WOMEN.

Speaking of our Southern sisters, one of
the brightest writers of the day says of
them that their charm is not in knowing
so much nor in wearing gowns of the very
latest styles, nor that they aspire to any
high degree of physical culture, but that
they are essentially women. As girls they
are happy, and expect to be married some
day and to become mothers. To be sure, a
girl does not think this all out, but if the
question were put fairly to her, she would
probably blush prettily and admit that it
was the truth. She cannot wear a tailor-
made gown with the chic of 2 New York
girl, but she is wonderfully bewitching in
the simple white one that she dons of an
evening, and in which she Jooks, just now,
like a picture tawen from one of the old
beauty books. She wears a full, plain
shirt that is cut round at the neck, show-
ing the white firm flesh, and the sleeves
are the old-time “baby” sleeves—so ex- |
quisitely modest, and which show the|
entire arm. Around her waist is a white
ribbon belt, and just in front is generally
a buckle set with brilliants that her grand-
mothe)' wore in the dancing days of long
ago. der hair is knotted low on her neck
and jast at one side is placed a creamy
white rose.

FEMININR. TOILERS.

WALKS OF LIFE IN WHICH SOME
WOMEN EARN THEIR BREAD.

Views of Practical Workers—Type-Writ-
ers, Saleswomen and Typesetters
Give Their Opinions,

The scene was a richly furnished, well-
appointed mercantile office down town, and
before a typewriting machine of one of the
most approved patterns sat a bright and
blooming little somebody, who, for the past
five years, has tripped over the bridge
daily in shine or shower to earn an excel-
lent salary from the firm who employ her
as a first-class stenographer and type-
writer.

“Is typewriting a good vocation for
young women ?” asked Grace Conroy, the
expert lady interviewer of the New York
Star, who was out gathering information,
and whose story we give in her own lan-
guage. The question was echoed by the
winsome little operativé as she leaned

back in her chair and smiled meditatively
befere replying to my question. “ Well,
that depends upon circumstances,” she an-
swered. “ You know, if a young woman is
simply a typewriter, with no knowledge of
stenography, she cannot hope to receive
more than very moderate wages, and may,
indeed, find considerable difficulty in ob-
taining employment. Since I began this
kind of work you have no idea how the
schools for instruction in typewriting have
maultiplied, and the result has been a sur-
plus of applicants, and now, besides, most
business men require a girl to be a stenog-
rapher as well as typewriter. One whois
only a typewriter cannot earn more than
$6 or $8 a week, and even at that low
figure her services are in demand only in
the offices of insurance companies or other
corporations, where it is not unusual for a
large number of girls to be thus employed.
Business men and lawyers pay the best sal-
aries, but they have little use for a girl
who is not tolerably expert in stenography
too.”

“But is it not very difficult to become an
expert in stenography ?” I asked.

“] think one must have a knack for it,
although the people who give instruction
generally maintain that any one can ac-
quire it who brings industry and persever-
ence to bear upon her eandeavors. But I
am convinced to the contrary and feel war-
ranted in’'saying that perhaps only one in
twenty-five of the girls who try to learn
stenography succeed in acquiring even the
moderate amount of skill essential to hold
a position in a mercantile office, to say
nothing of the ability required for such
work as the reporting of public speakers,
which forms the most difficult part of a
stenographer’s vocation.”

The little woman gazed through the
glass windows of the partition which sepa-
rated us from the office, in which a broad-
shouldered, good-looking man was leisurely
smoking a cigar, with a high white hat on
the back of his head, and continued, with
a suspicion of sarcasm in her quiet smile:
“You see, one advantage possessed by a
girl in a mercantile office is that the aver-
age business man’s range of ideas is not
particularly wide, and his vocabulary is

The typical Southern girl has not the
book knowledge of the New England
cousin, for she thinks Browning does not
compare with Adelaide Proctor, and she
has been told that Swinburne wasn’t
proper for a young lady to read. She
doesn’t care for George Eliot, because
mamma said there was something queer
in her behavior—but she reads Thackeray,
and thinks if she ever had a son she
would like him to resemble Henry Es-
mond. She isvery willing to concede that
the Northern girls know a great deal, but
when they tell her of women who have to
earn their own living—gentlewomen, too—
she wonders with wide-eyed astonishment
where the men of their family are. She
cannot be made to realize that in this
world are any men who only look after
themselves. Do I think her without

equally limited; consquently the stenog-
rapher’s work consists in a daily repeti-
tion of almost the same ideas, expressed in
practically the same language; and so,
when she once gets into the rut, as you
mazy say, the task becomes comparatively
simple.”

“But your hours are shorter than is the
case with most of us working women, and
you have pleasant surroundings,” 1 re-
marked.

The pointed toe of her tiny foot, en-
cased in a little Newport tie traced out the
pattern on the Turkish rug which covered
the center of the parquet floor, and, rais-
ing her pretty arm and shaking back a
dozen little silver bangles from her wrist,
she assented.

“That is true. The usual time for be-
ginning work is 9 o’clock, and continues

faults? No, I do not. But they are faults
that are essentially womanly—faults that

rarely beyond 6 o’clock in the evening,
while 1 think most of us finish work about

are wiped out in time by her many virtues | 4 or 5, but some disagreeable old curmudg-

—faults, that when she is a good wife and |
a good mother, are forgotton, and she is

certain to be those. Her quick temper'
will be invaluable in her rule over the !
kitchen, and, also, a little subdued, it will
serve to make her train up her children
in the way they should go. Her senti-
mentality lessens as she grows older, but
there is always enough of it left to make
her husband feel that she values his love.

THE ARTISTIC THING

Now is to design your own patterns for |
draperies or dress, and have them printed |
as well as embroidered for you. 1 saw a
lovely set of curtains for a counntry house,
where something was desired that wonld
wash and wear. They were of unbleached
sheeting, a yard and a half wide (original
cost, 25 cents per yard), which has been
sent to an artist furnishers to be stamped
in various floral patterns, wild climatis in
greenish-white blossoms and dull leaves in
old-pink single roses, or silvery stars of!
that soft hue which makes beautiful the !
spring waysides of ali New England. The |
b‘locks are cut by hand and dyed in fast
colors without finish, and in the mellow
grouad the quaint, pleasing designs have
an excellent air of use and charm.

The most elegant suites for country
sitting-rooms are white mahogony—a clear
wood like hickory, with a rich, creamy
tint—made in the simplest lines, with a
bevel of high polish. Cherry wood in its
light, natural color, highly polished, is
quite as much admired.

There are some new and pretty indi-
vidual conceits in furnishings. What to
do with photographs is often a question,
and the latest way of disposing of them is
to mount them in the upper panels of a
folding screen, where they are fitted into
flat borders of silk, plush or cretonne,
with isinglass slipped over the picture.
Below iz a ten-inch space of polished
wood, with shallow railed shell, to hold
china. T have seen an octagon tea-table,
with large cabinet photographs arranged
below the border, with wood frames and
isinglass face, the latter substance being
muﬁl lighter and less likely to break than
real glass. Or a row of photos may be set
on the wall, like tiles, with flat wood
framing and bevelled glass over each,
which helps the tile effect.

EvE's GREAT-GREAT-
GRANDDAUGHTER.

The Young Man’s Capital.

“ My friend,” said the old man to the!

disheartened youngster, “ You don’t look
at your case in the right way. You are
downcast because you haven’t been able to
command a large salary and because you
have no capital. But you are young yet
and—how much do you make?
dollars a weeek? That is $624 a year.
Six per cent. is considered a good return
for invested capital; it is a good deal more
than most of the rich ones can command.
On a 6 per cent. basis yon have—let me
see—you have $10,400 worth of brains,
muscie and energy invested in a career.
That's the way to look at it, my boy.
Don’t think of the $12; think of the

Twelve |

eons, who are convivially inclined during
the middle of the day,postpone the writing
of their letters till the last moment. This
entails a necessity for rushing the work on
the part of the typewriter in order to fin-
ish in time for the dispatching of the
mails.”

“But if a girl is fairly competent as a
stenographer and skillful as a typewriter
does she receive a comfortable compensa-
tion?”

“Yes, as women’s wages go. It pays
hetter, generally speaking, than standing

| behind the counter of a retail store, and

must, I suppose, be much more agreeable.
I think there are are few occupations for
women in which better wages can be
earned, but, you know, that is not saying
a great deal. A skilled stenographer and
typewriter can be obtained for from $10 to
$12 a week. They generally begin ata
lower salary, and one who earns $12a
week must be able to work rapidly and
accarately. Of course some of us get bet-
ter salaries—many perhaps earn from $15
to $18 a week by reason of uncommon ex-
pertness, or by some powerful influence be-
ing brought to bear in our favor.”

“Suppose a young girl wishes to learn
stenography and type-writing, how would
you advise her to set about it ?”

“Well, there are numerous schools in
which she can acquire the rudiments and
have the advantage of testing her fitness
for the occupation. These schools are usu-
ally supplied with the various kinds of
machines, so that a girl can learn to use
any or all of them, which increases her
opportunities of securing a desirable po-
sition, as advertisements frequently specify
the one that is preferred by the employer.
The schools are usually open from 9 A. M.
to 10 p. a0, and the pupils can have the
use of machines and stationery at a charge
of about $10 a month. But a young wo-
man should undertake a course of instruc-
tion in stenography as well, and she can
probably obtain tuition in the two branches
together at a cost of $35 for three months,
payable in installments, if it suits her con-
venience better.”

“How long do you think it would be be-
fore a girl could call herself sufficiently
competent to apply for a situation ?”

The fair operative took a hairpin from
her Psyche knot, gathered a few truant
hairs in her neck, secured them in place
with the pin, smoothed the well-fitting
basque dows; at the waist, and, taking a
clean sheet of paper, laid it into the ma-
chine, and, before beginning the -click,
click, click of her labors, said :

“Oh, if the person has any adaptability
for the work at all, I should think she
might be able to apply for and obtain a
situation after three or four months’ study,
certainly. In that time she can probably
obtain a speed of 130 words in stenography
and be able to write fifty to seventy-five
words on the machine, if she has any qual-
ifications necessary for the work.”

Young women gifted with some enter-
prise, a little capital and a fairlydarge
acquaintance among lawyers who need the
occasiopal services of typewriters, can es-
tablish a profitable business on their own

$10,400, and go on to increase your capital
—your earning capacity. Develop your
brains, cultivate your energy, don’t neglect
your muscle, and don’t fret.”

Cigar dealer—“Yes, I want a bo
Have you had any experience ?” Youth-
ful applicant—“Lots.” “Suppose 1 should

here.

account by opening an office, preferably in
i a large office building, and executing work

for those who desire theirserviceson legal,
commercial, dramatic or miscellaneous
matter. The granddaughter of Charles
Dickens carries on a large business of this
kind in London in roomssituated over the
office of All the Year Round, a periodical

mix up the price-matks in these boxes,
cou'd you tell the good cigars from the bad
ones?” “Easy 'mouzh.” “How?’ “The
wust cigars is in the boxes wot's got the
purtiest pictur’s.”’

founded by her distingnished grandfather,
(and now conducted by her father. A
' number of women carry on similar estab-
. lishments in large cities and towns

‘ throughout the United States, affording

. z
employment not only for themselves, Lut

for numerous assistants as well.

If a girl came to me and asked my ad-
vice about taking a situation as a sales-
woman in a retail store, I should reply in
the words of Douglas Jerrold to those
about to marry, “Don’t.” This vocation
is likely to be the first thought of by girls
and women compeiled to look about in
search of a living, and it is really the last
they should adopt if they are awake to
their own interests. 1 am referring now
especially to the positions in the large re-
tail stores or bazars which many girls im-
agine to be desirable, because there is
usually no night work in such places, and
Saturday half-holidays are the rule for the
summer months. But it shou!d be re-
membered that these holidays are more
than offset by the work day and evening
during December, for which they receive
no extra pay. The daily work of a sales-
woman is of a kind particularly trying to
both mind and body, and only a person of
good physical constitution and phleg-
matic temperament can endure the strain
without feeling serious effects. The neces-
sity of standing behind a counter all day,
for that is what it really amounts to, is
sufficient to stamp the vocation as un-
suited to the great majority of feminine
workers. All the talk of saleswomen
being allowed to sit down if they are tired
is humbug.

These were my reflections as I turned to
a large and well-known dry goods estab-
lishment where a large number of girls
tussle for bread which is not always but-
tered. I spoketoseveral, who were at first
somewhat timid about replying to my in-
quiries, and now and then cast a furtive
glance in the direction of the floor-walker,
but their statements were all of the same
tenor, and entirely confirmed the bad im-
pression I had previously received regard-
1ng their calling.

In marked contrast to the rug-covered
office of the typewriter was the large and
littered, but well-lighted loft, where some
twenty-five girls pursued their vocation of
typesetting. Maggie of the bright eyes
and rosy cheeks answered my inquiries
concerning the trade with her dimpled
face wreathed in smiles and her taper fin-
gers covered with dust.

“Oh, yes; the tiade offers fairly remu-
nerative employment for girls not afraid
to soil their hands in earning an honest
living, but it is hard to get an opening to
learn the trade. You see, it’s just this
way. A girl applies for an opportunity,
and ninety-nine times out of a hundred
the foreman will tell her he has no time to
teach girls, and he knows by experience
she will spoil more type than she is worth.
There is scarcely a place in this city where
a young girl can expect any better recep-
tion than this if she applies for employ-
ment without previous experience.

“Now, if you are going to ask me what a
girl can do to begin at the beginning and
learn the trade, and how the girls working
at the case acquired the knowledge, my
answer is: While master printers do not
wish to be bothered with novices at the
case, it's a good scheme to get a journey-
man printer, for a small consideration,
and, on the quiet, as you might say, to in-
struct a beginner in the rudiments. Then,
you see, when she has learned them, sheis
no longer inexperienced, and she won't
have much difficulty in getting a place
somewhere to earn a little money after a
couple of months or so. Is that the way
I learned? Oh,no; that’s the way it is in
big cities like New York, but I was raised
in a country village and learned my trade
in the printing office there. I suppose I
was pretty apt at the work, and if you
have a certain aptness at it, you know, you
can get on much faster. I set type on
newspaper and book matter after I had
been in the office about six months. In
this office—and I suppose it's the way in
most other places—a girl who can set
4,000 ems a day can earn about $5 a week,
and if she is at all cut out for the work
she ought to be able to set this amount
after three or four months’ practice. [am
getting $12 a week, and I suppose that I
can set about 6,000 ems a day, I know
some girls, though, who earn from $15 to'!
$18 a week, but I think my wages are
about the average.

“Do I think it laborious? Well, yes, it
is somewhat. One should have good eye-
sight if she enters upon this business ; but !
I think the work itself is not near so try-
ing as that of a saleswoman. You see, we
can set type either standing or sitting, and
consequently I do not think we are so
tired when it comes night. It is not so |
pretty here as it is in some stores, but we
are not obliged to dress any better than we
choose, and I think if a girl is sensible
and willing to adapt herself to her sur-
roundings she can get her living in more
comfort and with more profit than many
I know who have prettier places to work
in. Dol know anything of proof-reading ?
No; my sister though is a proof-reader,
and I was for a while copyholder for my
sister. To be a copyholder only wants or-
dinary intelligence, and to be able to read
more or less illegible manuscript. A copy-
holder’s earnings usually range from $5 to
$10 a week, and I think if a vacancy ex-
ists in an office it is not very difficult to
get a position if one applies for it. The
copyholder, I suppose you know, holds the
manuscript while the proof-reader scans
the printer's proof and makes the neces-
sary corrections.”

Not far removed from the busiest portion
of our great metropolis, in a tiny office,
separated from the main floor of a large
public building, a young girl was standing
at a window receiving messages for the
Western Union Telegraph service.

“Do I like this employment,” she re-
peated when I made known my errand.
“Oh, yes, very well, I think it i1s an ex-
tremely pleasant occupation if one is so
fortunate as to get a situation, but it is
very tiresome waiting and waiting for a
vacancy to occur. You see there are so
many schools for telegraphy nowadays
that this avenue of income like nearly
every other is choked up by girls and women
compelled to seek a livelihood. Owing to
this fact the school at the Cooper Union
has made a condition that only such ap-
plicants for a course in this branch of

study will be received as have a positive !
assurance of a place waiting for them as !

soon as they are competent to fill it. I
graduated from the Cooper Union after
the regular term of study, which is of
about six months’ duration, and my name
was placed on record at the main office of
the Western Union. A girl may reckon
on its being about a year before she will
be likely to receive an appointment; when
she does she will get probably a compensa-
tion of not less than $35.”

“What is about the average salary paid
young ladies?”

“Well, I think it issafe to place it at
about $60 a month. I have heard of very
exceptional cases where a woman received
$150, and have known others where $125
was the salary for the same period, but
the figure I give is a fair average.

“Do we have to work very long hours?
Why, not longer than from 8 A. M. to 6 p.
M. We have comfortable quarters, as you
see, and I think our lot in life isnota
most unhappy one.”

Death of a Mean Hoosier.

Only a few months ago, when he real-
ized that death was slowly but surely fas-
tening his icy grip upon him, and that he
could not live very long, he stated that he
wanted to get all his property into money
so that he coald burn it up just before dy-
ing, so that none of his family could get a
cent of his property. He was wortn nearly
twenty thousand dollars, and could well
afford to be generous to his family and
not live and die like a dog. Heretofore
in publishing obituary notices we have al-
ways thrown the mantle of charity upon
the bad faults of everyone and only spoke
of their good deeds, but our charity blan-
ket was not large enough in this case, and
we thought it proper to throw on the cal-
cium light and let the world see how mean
a man can be when he is full of the devil.
— Newport (Ind.), Stab.

MUSIC AND DRIMA,

WELLS THEATER.

Fifty-four Years an Actor
Revival of Old Plays-Just as

G’ad to See an Actor.

There are few actors on the stage who
are more widely known than the veteran
C. W. Couldock. His long connection
with that now well-known play, * Hazel
Kirke,” wherein he enacted the role of the
iron-willed miller, made his name familiar
to theater-goers in all parts of the country
and brought him once more conspicuously
before friends who had admired him in his
“barn-storming ” days; for the “ Giov’nor,”
as he is known to his intimates, toured the
United States when play-going was a
vastly different thing from what it is now,
and surrounded by vastly different condi-
tions. Actors, and particularly those new
in the profession, grumble at the fatigue

In 1840
much of the traveling was done in wagons,
aud some very notable actors pursued their
peregrinations in that way. But the drama
thrilled all the same, and was probably
more revered as an art by members of the
profession than it is now. To hear Mr.
Couldock chat over those days is vastly
entertaining. He is a delightful raconteur.

“Things are not at all what they used
to be,” said the veteran the other day.
“The hardships of theatrical life have de-
creased wonderfully. I am sorry to say
that study among young actors has de-
creased, also. Years ago, in the era of
stock companies, beginners had ample op-
portunity to show their mettle. Now the
opportunity is to a great extent lacking,
and a young man or young woman will go
on for three seasons at a stretch playing
the same part night after night. You
cannot develop actors that way. A great
trouble, too, is that nowadays young men
and young women, instead of being con-
tent to begin at the bottom of the ladder,
want to begin at the top.”

“You were born in England, were you
not?” I asked.

“Yes,” he replied, “in Long Acre, Lon-
don. The month was April, and the year
was 1815. That makes me a trifle over 74
years old.”

“And you have no thought as yet of
giving up the stage ?”

“Why shounld I give it up?” he asked in
his bluff; cheery way. “I have lots of life
and work in me, and managers are always
after me.”

“When did yeu make your first appear-
ance 2"

“A little more than fifty-four years ago.
It occurred at Sadler’s Wells Theater,
London, in 1835. Quite a way back, eh ?”

“You remember your first part, of
course ?”

“I ought to remember it,” he answerad

encountered in traveling by rail.

dryly. *“It was a somewhat important
character. It was Othello, by one William
Shakespeare. That was a formidable un-

dertaking for a young fellow. Don’t you
think so—for a debut, too? Well, I was
pretty full of ambition, and my friends,
among whom were many theatrical people,
infused more of it into me. I studied a
great deal, both in my own room and in
the theaters. 1 carefully noted the meth-
ods of the best actors, and tried hard to
profit by what I witnessed. When my
chance came I was permitted to choose
what part I pleased, and [ selected Othello.
What 1 suffered from nervousness only
those who have gone through the terrible
ordeal of a first performance can imagine.”

“How did it turn out ?”

“All right,” he returnsed. “Encourage-
ment poured in from all quarters, and
everybody advised me to go ahead. 1
shall never forget how proud and happy 1
felt when, at the close of that never-to-be-
forgotten night, a number of my friends
presented me with a purse of £50, as an
evidence of their good will and their con-
fidence in my ability. The really hard
work sncceeded my debut. In those days
there were no long runs, and the bill was
changed frequently. Many and many a
night I walked the floor of my room
pounding a new part into my head.
nally I left Sadler’s Wells and drifted into
other companies, fetching up later on at
the Theater Royal, Liverpool. There I
played leading business ifor a season, and l
left to accept the same line of work at the |
Birmingham Theater. At the termina- 1
tion of my engagement at the latter house
I sailed for America.”

“When was that ?”

“In 1849; though |
being a Forty-niner. 1
Charlotte Cusbman. She had been play
ing in London. 1 went to call on her one
day, and the resnlt of our meeting was
that she engaged me as her leading sup-
port for a toar of the United States.”

“What was your opinion of Cushman ?”
1 asked.

“Trere could be only one opinion in re-
gard to her,” an old actor repnlied with de-
cision. “She was a wonderful woman and
a wonderful actress. She had a will of
iron, and a determination which over-
leaped all obstacles. What she did not
know about stage effects was not worth
knowing. Her rehearsals were the most
exbhaustive and most instructive that ]
ever attended. She was a woman of tire-
less energy and activity, and when it came
time for work there was no nonsense ahout
her. I opened with her in Americaat the
old Broadway Theater, in the ‘Stranger.’
When Cushman returned to England I
remained here and joined the stock com-
pany of the Philadelphia Walnut Street
Theater, playing there for nearly five
years.”

“Did you know any of the old actors
who were famous in yvour early days?” 1
asked.

“Yes, indeed.” he answered prondly. “I
have played with Macready, Charles Kean,
Ellen Yree, John Vandenhoff and others.”

“Who did you consider the greatest of
the old tragedians?”

“Macready,” was the prompt reply. “He
was an ideal tragedian, though he natur-
ally shone to greater advantage in some
parts than in others. T have never seen an
actor equal the perfcrmance of Claude in
the ‘Lady of Lyons,” which Macready used
to give in his younger days. In appear-
ance, voice and action he was a perfect
prince, and Henlen Faucit’s Pauline, in
the same play, was a delightful companion
picture.”

“Do you ever expect torevisit England ?”

“Hardly. Some years ago I used to

romise myself that pieasure, bnt somehow
fdid not keep the promise. I fear that I
shall never go back.”

“How many times have you played in
‘ Hazel Kirke?”

“ Without exaggeration,” the actor said,
with a smile, “ I have acted the miller in
that play nearly two thousand times, which
does not include the number of perform-
ances given by me of the same part in
‘The Willow Copse.””

De Wolf Hopper traveled for some time
(in one of the Madison Square Theater
| companies, playing Pitticus Green in “Ha-
| zel Kirke.” As a result, he is brimful of
reminiscences concerning the “Gov'nor.”

Once the company had heen booked to
play in a small, and until that time un-
{ heard-of, Southern town. The night was
bitterly cold, the play “ Hazel Kirke,” of
course. There were stoves in neither the
auditorium nor the dressing-rooms, and the
actors were decidedly uncomfortalle in
- consequence. They finally concluded that
| to risk changing their clothes in the frigid
{ atmosphere would be really foolhardy, and
. that they would play the piece in their
" ordinary street costumes. Old Couldock

Fi-

lay no claim to
came over with

COULDOCK’S DEBUT AT THE SADLER'S |

Jeflerson's |

_stood aghast at such conduct. Finally he
told them they might do as they pleased,

but, as for him, he would wear the miiler's
garments, even if he froze to death. And
wear them he did, his body shivering with
the cold and his teeth chattering =ll
through the performance. Hopper and
the other members of the company held to
their original decision, and the result was
extremely ludicrous.

The opening scene of the play was sup-
posed to occur on a summer day. Hopper,
Anpie Russell (who was the Haze!) and
everybody else, with the exception of
Couldock, appeared mufiled in their heavy
ulsters. The audience appreciated the
situation fully, and well they mi

JEFERSON'S REVIVAL OF OLD PLAYS,
Joseph Jeflerson is looking forward with
much pleasure to the reproduction, during
the coming season, of some of the old
plays. AmonS them the most important
will be “The Rivals.” William J. Flor-
ence will be one of the company, and will
thus resume the playing of some parts in
which he has not been seen many
years. Mr. Jefferson laments most keenly
the death of John Gilbert, not only be-
cause he thus lost a most delighiful
friend, but because Gilbert was to be asso-
ciated with him in what Jefferson |
upon as the culminating honor of hi
matic career. Mr. Couldock, another
eran of the stage, will Mr. Gilbert's
place. Mr. not atter

for

oKs

take
Jeflerson has
for many years to play all the season. e
makes out for himself a series of br

gagements in a few of the lareest

those houses which have ret

the flavor of the old 1t

drama. When this brief season is ove
work for the year is dome. He tukes a

short play spell in winter, when he
his Louisiana plantation. There he |
much of his time in sketching, to wl
he is devotedly attached. Indeed,
firmly convinced in his own mind
would have made a much
out of his life if he had taken u
instead of acting. In the
Jefferson lives down on the shores 4
zard’s Bay, where he takes his rest and

greate S8

pursues his studics in the most leisurcly
and philosophical way.
JUST AS GLAD TO SEE AN ACTOR
General Custer, Lawrence Barrett and
Stuart Robson went over to Brookl!va
years ago to hear Mr. Beecher preach,
After the sermon the three went around

to the house of a friend where Mr. Beecher
was to come immediately after church
They were seated in the parlor chatting
the great preacher came in. The '
had been given to him in the hall. As
soon he reached the threshold of 1
parlor door he said: *Mr. Robson!" The
actor went over and sxtended his hand.
“Tam delighted to see vou, delighted
to see you. But you are a much v
looking man than I expected to find.

as

“Oh, I am 45 years at least, Mr,
Beecher,” replied Robson.
‘I shouldn’t think it, sir; I shouldn’t

think it. You are a very young man t
be Secretary of the Navy.”
“I am not Mr. Robson, the Secretary of
the Navy, but Mr. Robson, the actor.”
“Ob, it makes no diflerence,” said M:
Beecher, “1 am glad to see you notwith-
standing my mistake.”

Jut he lost no time in turning from him
to pay court to General Custer.
had made a mistake on the political end
he made up for it by paying court to the
military hero unti' the discussion becamo
general.

As h

SENSE AND NONSENSE.

I played poker ali last night; I lost all
my stack of reds and whites, and this
morning find I have the blues.

“So Jack’s dead, is he? Died of Bright's
disease.” “Well, I don’t know who owned
it, but it killed Jack, anyway.”

The pedagogne keens school until the

heated term comes on and then he keeps
cool somewhere else.—(/lens Falls Republi
cadi,
t unkindest cut of all,”
said Jenkins, as he observed the very small
piece of meat that the landlady placed on
his plate at breakfast.

The Duke—*“Aund here, madan, is where
my forefathers lie buried.” Mrs. Noovo-
rich—“Massy, Mr. Dook, was your poor
mother married four times?”

“This is the mos

“Rastus, where you git dat diamond pin;
look mighty like one Mas’ John lost ?”
“See, you, Hanna, you old fool, don't you

frow dat in my face. Where did you git
dat par new shoes ?”

“Miss Kelly, Oi notice yez got yez a n
mirror.” “Yis; Oi thought ‘twould be

more economy to buy wan to set the can-

dle in front av, soze to have two ciadles,
than to burn a kerochine lamp.”

Poiiceman (sternly)—“What uare you
doing on the streei at this hour of the
night?”  Prowler { joyfully)-—-“By ticorge,
you're exactly the man 1 want to see!
Pm trying to find saloon.”" — i
Trtbune.

strange pair of
the

Nicklely—"That's a
seales you have the

of the Ambuasecade

i suppose

Grocer—

buscade ?  What that 27  Nickleby—
“Why, they lic in weight, as it were.’-
Lawrence American

Ella—“Where will you pass the sum-
mer? Are you going into the country 77
Belia—*"I don't know, I’'m sure. Papa
said something about going into insclv-

ency, and, if he says so, I suppose we shall
have to go there”—DBoston Herald.
Brown—*“It’s terrible the way these coal
dealers cheat you. There’s not more than
twelve hundred in that ton.” Little John-
nie—**Perhaps, dad, the coal man weighed

L it on the same scales as you weighed that

twenty-pound fish yon caught."—Horper's
Bazar.

Sunday-school Teacher—“Now, Bobby,
why did Moses strike the rock ?” Bobby—
*“’Caunse he wanted water.” “Well,
don’t have to knock on rocks for water
now, do we?’ “No, ma’am, but yon have
to knock three times for the beer on Sun-
day.”—Time.

we

He was the dunce of his class: that was
what they said of him. But one day the
teacher put this question to bim: “How
do you pronounce s-t-i-n-g-y?”  “It de-
pends a good deal on whether the word
refers to a person or a bee,” was the reply.
Christian Advoeate.

Tucker—*“1 saw your son in the coun-
try to-day, Parker. He had his camera
with him, I believe.” Parker—“Yes he
went ont to take some views, I suppose.
Was he making good progress?’ “Ycu
bet he was, and dust, too. Somechod:’s
red bull was after him.”-—Time.

Outeast—*“Please, mum, could you help
an unfortunate man who was caught in an
elevator and laid wup for six months? ™

Old Lady—‘Poor man; here’s a dollar for-

you. How did yon happen to get caught "
{Pocketing the dollar)—“The police wuz
too quick for me, mum.”—Time.

Miss Davis—"ITowdy, Brer Silas? whare
vou got dat likely lookin’ mule? Pears
mighty lak er mule dat was missin’ at de
Corners las’ week.,” Brother Silas—
“Slowly, Sis Duaviy, slowly. Dare's too
many hen {zathers back ob yore house for
folkses what don’t keep no chickens ter
ask pinted questions lak dat.)"—7eras
Siitings.

“I shan’t waut any more ‘ce of you, Mr.
Stubbs, as Iv’e been informed the ice is
full of bacilli.” “Wot ever ‘s that, mum ?
Wot’s backely 77 “Well, judging from the
size of your bill and the exceelingly
small pieces of ice you have been leaving,
I conclude it i3 something you put in the
ice to make it weigh. Good morning.”—
Harper’s Bazar.

Mr. Smith (whose hen-hcuse has re-
cently been depleted)—“Those look very
much like my chickens, Uncle Jonas?”’

| Uncle Jonas—*Well, Mr. Smif, you know

the wurl’ turns ober from eay’ to wes', an’
as yer place am eas’ ob dis’, de yearth, in
turnin’, mus’ er flung ’em ober de feace
jurin’ de nite. Dat’s de only splanation?
can gib ob de "currence, sah,”
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