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In “A Few Memories,” by Mary An-
derson, which is just out from the press
of Harper Bros., New York, in an ex-
ceedingly handsome volume, we have
some very delightful reminescent writ-
ing by a native of Sacramento, Mary
Anderson De Navarro, the distinguished
artist, now retired from the stage. Mrs.
Narvarro tells the story of her dra-
matic life in a simple, effortless way,
that is altogether engaging. She tells
of her birth in this city, of her visit in
the hight of her dramatic career to Sac-
ramento, and the splendid reception she
received here at the hands of Governor
Stoneman, the old Bric-a-Brac Club,
the Pioneers and citizens generally at
the Art Gallery. Though her audience
was surprisingly small the night she
played in her birth city, she speaks
most kindly and lovingly of Sacramento
and its people, saying that though the
artist was not appreciated, evidently
the woman was honored, and in a way
that will linger in her memory as one
of the sweetest events of her life. Miss
Anderson tells us of her entrance upon
her dramatic career very modestly and
very charmingly. She recites briefly her
early trials and successes, and dwells
most upon the social events of her life;
her meeting with statesmen and sol-
diers, authors, artists and noblemen,
and the impression these made upon her,
There is some criticism of some of these
people, but it is very gentle. She dwells
especially upon her visit to and acting
at the home of Shakespeare, her meet-
ing with Booth, Gladstone, Tennyson,
Irving, Barrett, Barnum, Wilkie Col-
lins, with letters from the latter and
from Booth, and her association and
correspondence with a host of literary,
political and dramatic notables. She
rather suddenly, from time to time,
drops off into philosophizing upon art
and its methods, and analysis of her
own art and emotions in dramatic ac-
fion. But these “rests by the way” in
narrative are really invitations to full
reading of the volume, which has the
high virtue of not being one particle
self-laudatory, not a particle boastful.
On the contrary it is as modest as is
the graceful and honored actress whose
pen records the pleasant memories she
has of her stage life. Perhaps the most
interesting portion of this engaging
volume is that in which Mme. Navarro
tells of her first visit to England, and
her daring in challenging the criticism
of the English public. Her triumph is
very delicately and modestly recorded.
She gives the reasons for her retiracy
from the stage very frankly. Simply
and briefly it was a growing distaste for
public life, and a longing for the do-
mesticity which she now enjoys. There
is no reflection upon the stage in her ex-
planation, nor any depreciation of the
art, but it is a frank avowal of weari-
ness of the artificial life of the actress.
Miss Anderson is unintentionally severe
upon the local press of Sacramento for

* its criticisms of her on the occasion of

her visit to the place of her birth. She
was misinformed, that is all. Not all the
local press spoke lightly of her dramatic
work here. On the contrary the “Rec-
ord-Union” recognized her genius and
applauded her ability to the full of
merit, and it has the satisfaction of real-
izing that its judgment has been con-
firmed by the world at large that has
any knowledge of “Our Mary” and her
dramatic achievements., We shall re-
produce shortly in our dramatic col-
umns extracts from the ‘“Memories.”
It is a volume of uncut pages, royal

octavo, contains several portraits; it is |

put out in a style highly creditable to
the publishing house of Harper Bros,
* * =»

‘““The Mercantile Agencies Agains:
Commerce,” is the title of a paper-cov-
ered, large, compact volume by Will-
fam Y. Chinn. It is from the press of
Charles H. Kerr & Co., Chicago. It
opens with an introduction by Dudley
G. Wooten of the Dallas bar. A sub-
title of this unique work is in the form
of the question, ““Are We a Nation of
Swindlers and Liars?” Mr. Wooten in
his remarks characterizes mercantile
agencies as monsters capable of and
doing infinite wrong and damage. He
declares that the courts, as conserva-
ters of justice, have been led into grave
error wherever they have recognized
these agencies as in the line with pub-
le policy. *"As the essential factor in
all honest, healthy commercial credit
is confidence and candor, so the dis-
tinguishing feature of the mercantile
agency is deceit, cowardice and
crecy,” says Mr. Wooten. “Originat-
ing in the commercial centers, where
corporate wealth and corrupt combina-
tions rule trade and credit, these agen-
cies have become a curse to all honest
commerce, a menace to individual en-
terprise and industry, and a perpetual
terror to every business that will not
pay tribute to their coffers or acknowl-
edge allegiance to their tyranny. In
the train of the larger establishments
bhave sprung up a horde of lesser con-
cerns, disguised as ‘collecting agen-
cies,” ‘clearing houses,” ‘commercial
bureaus,” wherein pettifogging attor-
neys and irresponsible clerks compile
and disseminate a villainous literature
of blackmail and extortion, in base imi-
tation of their metropolitan proto-
types.”

The author himseif speaks of the vol-
ume as follows:

“The main object herein is to arouse
one faculty of the understanding in re-
gard to a work which has been thrust
into the conduct of our private life—a
work which, as one of its representa-
tives said for it, is understood by few—
the work of the mercantile agencies.
Although claiming special privilege and
facilities, the exposition here given is
believed to be more substantial than
that commodity which, under the name
of confidential reports, is collected in
secret and sold to one part of the com-
munity as the representation of the
character and responsibility of the
other. And these, whether affecting the
customers of the mercantile agencies, or
the great body of citizens whose reputa-
tion is taken to make the material for
this traffi¢, but denied any understand-
ing of what is done or said of them by
reason of a mystical assumption which
always marks the conduct of oppres-
gion, both are at liberty to conclude for
themselves as to how far trespass of
private rights, instead of an elevated
order of intellect, is the main require-
ment of & practical understanding of
such work. There are persons, indeed,
who wonder at the m_ysterlous ways of
the mercantile agencies; but could the

of their operations be followed

) gh the morass of hidden wrongs,

se-

the sense of an awakened civilization
must certainly be pained at what had
been discovered to it through the pro-
cesses of its moral understanding.”

‘We have not been able to give the vol-
ume a critical reading, but content our-
selves with presenting the quoted ex-
pressions above.

* % 3

+«In “Susannah” Mary E. Mann has
given us from the press of Harper &
Brothers, New York, a charming novel
that we anticipate will awaken unusual
attention. There will be differing opin-
ions concerning the literary excellence
of the text, but not widely different ones
concerning the human interest of the
story and the happy arrangement of
the plot. The story concerns people of
every-day life; pecple, however, of
thought and purpose in life, and who
enlist our sympathies because they
come near to us in their motives and
actions. It revolves around the affec-
ticns; it is a tale of love, the deepest of
human emotions and most lasting of
human passions, but it is a natural,
wholesome and generous love story
with no impossibilities in it. A special
charm of this charming tale is the char-
acter sketching., There is no especial
effort to draw for us character pictures;
the people of this little drama develop
in all their perfections and imperfec-
tions as we read, and we individualize
them with perfect ease. Susan attaches
herself to the reader from the cutset, a
peculiar, strong, well-willed woman,
who has the spirit that quickens ad-
miration and the qualities of character
which live despite her folly and her
throwing herself at the head of Hartley,
whom she pved, and whom she did
marry despite her pride that one time
rledged her under no circumstances to
yield to his suit. This Susan, the he-
roine of the story, 2 homely, iil-favored
weman of high pride and splendid
spirit, and whom love at last made
beautiful, no reader of this story will
be likely to forget.

* * %

From Harper & Bros., New York, we
have their dainty edition of W. D.
Howells’ story, “A Parting and a Meet-

ing.” It is freely and very handsomely
illustrated. In this delightful home-

like and human tale Mr. Howells has
given us of his best. By no means,
however, his greatest. But it is a story
short, compact, that is as rich in feel-
ing, bounteous in human nature and
choice in its purity as the most exact-
ing could wish. We do not remember
to have read anywhere a more refresh-
ing, natural and dainty sketch than
that which opens the story and tells
of a love scene in the warmth and
richness of a June day, as young man-
hood and the maiden, in an old-fash-
ioned chaise, go on with the sweetest
of love making. Indeed, the wooing of
Chloe by Roger, as told by Mr. How-
ells, is a homely little drama that
warms the heart and delights the
fancy. It is a rustic scene, quaint, en-
gaging and altogether lovely, as these
two are described jogging along and
finding their way unconsciously to the

Shaker settlement, wiicie iciy e
them, warning the reader that i he

would miss a most refreshing story he
should avoid this one.
* * *

The “Pocket Magazine” for May
(F. A. Stokes Company, New York) has
{ these short stories: “A Grey Sleeve,”
by Stephen Crane; “Mrs. Bunker’'s
| Chaperone,” by W. W. Jacobs; ““At the
| World’s End,” by Charles K. Gaines;
“Across the Jumping Sandhills,” by
Gilbert Parker; poem, by Julia Ward
Howe; “Study for a Picture,” by Mar-
garet Deland.

|

* * %

The “Monthly Tllustrator and Home
and Country” (68 Center street, New
York)y elaborately illustrated and re-
markable for variety of matter, has
among others these papers: “Eminent
Living Artists,” by Rufus R. Wilson;
“From Cuxhaven to Constantinople,”

by C. W. Allers; ‘“‘Scandinavian Cus-
toms and Characters,” by Hjalmar-

hjorth Boyesen; “Story of a Child,” by
{ Arabella Ward; “The Choquard Farm,”
| from the French of Victor Cherbuliez,
| by Cecile Bronn; “A Danger Run,” from
E the French of Ernest Daudet, by
| Charles Barton; “An American Land-
ls ape Painter—Arthur Parton,” by Gil-
{ bert Cranmer; “Modern Schools of
Painting,” by Edgar M. Ward; “Plays
and Players,” by Robert Stodart; “The
Academy and Society Exhibitions,” by
Edward Hildane; “McDonald Clarke,
‘the Mad Poet,”” by Willilam Sidney
Hillyer; “Recollections of General Will-
iam T. Sherman,” by Horatio C. King;
“The First Execution of the War,” by
J. M. Lindley; “Favorite Sons,” by Jo-
seph W. Kay; “Populism; Free Silver;
The Monroe Doctrine; International
Arbitration,” by Chax‘mcvy M. Depew.
* %

The “Arena” for May (B. O. Flower,
Boston), with portrait of Professor
Bixby, and other illustrations, has
these papers, besides the editorials, re-
views and other features, articles by
writers: Professor James T.
Yixby, Ph. D., “Professor Roentgen’s
Discovery and the Invisible World
Around Us”; J. Heber Smith, M. D,
“Man in His Relation to the Sclar Sys-
tem”; C. S. Thomas, “Why the West
Needs Free Coinage'; Justice Walter
Clark, LL. D., “The Land of the Noon-
day Sun’; Eveleen Laura Mason,
“America’s Relation to England”; Pro-
fessor Frank Parsons of the law depart-
ment of the Boston University, *“The
Telegraph Monopoly”; Sarah Mifllin
Gay, “Is the Single Tax Enough to
Solve the Labor Problem?"”; Frances
E. Russell, “Foundation and Fellow-
ship”; B. O. Flower, “A Barefoot Boy
Who Was Also a Dreamer”; Jnanendra
Narayan Ghose, M. D., “Mysore—A

Glimpse of an KEast Indian State”;
Eugene Hatch, “Divine Healing or
Works™; Albert Roberts, “Bank Mo-
nopoly; Specie Contraction; Bond In-

Calvin Kryder Reifsni-
Worlds"” (serial);

flation”; Mrs.
der, “DBetween Two

Will Allen Dromgoole, “The Valley
Path” (serial).

* * Ed
The second isuue of that bright

monthly, “Varieties” (340 Pearl street,
New York) is far and away the best
illustrated number yet published. From
cover to cover it is full of readable sto-
ries, and upon every page are illustra-
tions from the pens and brushes of
leading artists. Among the principal
features of the May number is a reada-
ble article of the women of the Cuban
rebellion, written by a correspondent
who spent several months on the un-
fortunate island. The theater, legiti-
mate and vaudeville, is discussed in a
light, breezy fashion, and the articles
are embellished by half-tone reproduc-
tions of some of the most prominent
and clever artists of the day.
* % *

“Donahue’s Magazine” for May (Bos-
ton), which is lavishly ilustrated, has
these leading features: A snappy dis-
cussion of the issues of the approach-
ing Presidential campaign, by ex-Con-
gressman W. J. Bryan. The character
and abilities of Archbishop Ryan of
Fhiladelphia are made the subject of
appreciative analysis by Rev. John Tal-
bot Smith. Bernard Morgan contrib-
utes a studied paper on “The Spirit of
Frederick Leighton.” “Lights and
Shades of Life Insurance,” by Hon.
C. Linehan, Insurance Commissioner of
New Hampshire, presents the argu-
ments in favor of safe methods of in-
surance. ‘“‘Mexican Rambles,” by Ar-
thur Inkersley, takes the reader, by
means of chatty paragraphs and per-

tinent pictures, on a delightful tour
of inspection. “Shakespeare’s Author-
ship and Religion,” are treated in the
form of a dialogue by Hon. Ignatius
Donnelly and Rev. John Conway, A. M.
Joseph C. Drum writes on the “Revival
of the Olympic Games.” There are
stories by Sara Trainer Smith, Edith
May Norris and Mary C. Todd. Several
short stories, poems, sketches and re-
views fill out the number. *
* % *

The “Bostonian” for May (83 New-
bury street, Boston) is at hand. It is
profusely and richly illustrated, and
presents this appetizing list of choice
and original papers: “Our Coast De-
fense,” by Lieutenant James A. Frye;
“An Old Puritan Chair,” Mrs. Kate
Tannatt Woods; “Rambles in Stage-
land,” Atherton Brownell; ‘“The Sal-
vation Army and the Volunteers,” Ben-
jamin A. Tarbell, D. D.; “The Insurrec-
tion in Cuba,” Frank E. Coombs;
“Home Surroundings of Ex-President
Harrison and His Bride,” Galvin L.
Payne; *“Massachusetts State Federa-
tion of Women’s Clubs,” Mrs. Abby
Morton Diaz.

* ¥ ¥

The “Bond Record” for May (20 Nas-
sau street, New York) is at hand. It is
one of the most voluminous commer-
cial and business publications in the
world. Indeed, we doubt if there is any
other quite so exhaustive and elabor-
ate. Its contents, which embrace many
sheets of diagrams, tables and illus-
trations, treat of these economic and
financial topies: “The Territory of
Alaska,” Frederick Funston, late of De-
partment of Agriculture; “The People’s
Money.” Professor J. Laurence Laugh-
lin, University of Chicago; *“Currency
Delusions,” Alfred L. Ripley, Vice-
President of National Hide and Leather
Bank, Boston, Mass.; “Anthracite Coal”
(111.), William Griffith (with maps,
charts and tables); “Perishable Charac-
ter of Bills Discounted,” William C.
Cornwell, President City Bank, Buffalo,
N. Y. In addition, there are depart-
ments of railroads, sundry corporations,
finance, currency, statistics and a vast
array of bond and stock quotations.

* % *

The May number of the ‘“American
Journal of Sociology” (Chicago) has
this table of contens: “Recent Legisla-
tion in Restraint of Trade,” Charles F.
Beach, Jr.; “The German Inner Mis-
sion,” Charles R. Henderson; “Profit-
Sharing in the United States,” Paul
Monroe; “The Michigan System of

Child-Saving,” C. D. Randall; “ Dis-
tribution of the Sexes in the United
States,” Walter F. Willcox; “The Data

of Sociology,” Lester F. Ward; “Social
Control,” Edward Alsworth Ross;
“Christian Sociology,” Shailer Mathews.
* * =

“Electric Power” for May (27 Thames
street, New York) is its “historical”
rnumber. It is a fat number, freely il-
lustrated and overflowing with infor-
mation of the most valuable character,
as this partial list of its papers will in-
licate: “Electrical Stage Effects,” by
Theodore Waters; “The Relations of the
Underwriter to the Electrical En-
gineer,” by Captain William Brophy;
“The Mothers of Eminent Electricians,”
by Max Loewenthal; “The Middle Age
of Electric Lighting,” by Ralph W.
Pope; “Some Interesting Features”;
“Investments in the Republic of Mex-
ico,” by A. A. Knudson; ‘“Systematic
Treatise on Electrical Measurements,”
by Herschel C. Parker; “Systems of
Units,” by William Hallock, Ph. D.;
“Storage Batteries,” by Charles Bliz-
ard, and all the usual departments.

* % 8

The “American Magazine of Civies”
for May (38 Park Row, New York) is,
indeed, a ‘“‘journal of practical patriot-
ism.” Among its papers, and aside
from its full editorial and news de-
partments, are these: “National Cur-
rency and Hard Times,” H. H. Trim-
ble; “Does Maternity Preclude Poli-
tics?” Frances Fuller Victor; “The True

Citizen,” Egbert L. Briggs; “Finance
and Its Influence Upon Industrial
Progress’” (I1.), Arthur Kitson; “The

Struggle for Equal Suffrage in North
Caroclina,” John S. Bassett; “A Cabinet
Secretary of Labor,” Morrison 1. Swift;
“The International Statesman,” Will-
iam B. Chisholm; “Are We a Nation of
Rascals? A Rejoinder,” Joseph Oker;
“The Ethies of Single Tax,” George
Bernard; “New Commercial Alliances,”
Julian R. Elkins; “Qualifications of Cit-
izenship,” M. B. C. True; “True Indi-
vidulalism,” W. E. Brokaw.
B —

A POSSUM SONG.

Jis lissen, niggahs, lissen;

Is wine to sing er song;
ine to be mos’ monst’ous sweet
yit not monst’ous long.

s
An’ 1
Ise gwine to sing er possum,
An’ some er Yaller Loo,
An’ mention dem big Georgy yams,
Fur dey is yaller, too.

Den hear me; Oh, hear me,
Chune de banjer high;
Fur me an’ Loo is livin’
Away up in de sky.
W’'en I comes in fum huntin’,
An’ brings dat file-tail beas’,
Dat Lwoo's de happyis niggah gal,
Sence Knee-bud-neezer’s feas’.
She tek ole Mistoo 'Possum,
En git down awn her knees,
An’ fix him clean an’ wholesome,
Den ha @7 him up to freeze.
Way ’long too-wads nex’ eve’in',
'Bout early cannel light,
You niggahs all come snoopin ’round’
A smellin’ fur a bite.
Kase Yaller Loo's done roas’ 'im
Wid dem sweet, yvaller yams,
An’ basted him, mer honeys,
Wid de essence er de hams.
You's monst'ous frien’'ly wid me,
Kase he's persuadin’, sho,
But you has to smell him thoo de chinks,
Fur 1 is shet de do’.
W'en Loo an’ me’s done wid ’im,
An’ eyarved him to de heart,
Den tek de bones, en rastle
Fur de lazy niggah’s part.
—Chicago Times-Herald,
et enns

Not From Syracuse.

I was standing in front of the New
York “Times” building the other day
when a man walked up to me and said:

“I may be mistaken, but ain’t you
James Brown of Syracuse?”

i looked him over and sized him up
for some sort of a beat and replied in
the negative.

“So you are not Brown, eh?”

“No, sir.”

“Don’t live in Syracuse?”

“No, .sir.”

He expected T would give him my
name, but I didn't. Ten minutes later,
just as I had crossed Broadway, a man
touched my arm and said:

“¥xcuse me, but I have a favor to
ask.”

“Well!”

“I'm dead broke and want half a dol-
lar to get over to Paterson.”

“Put what have I to do with that?”

“Why, we are acquaintances from the
same town and I thought you might be
willing to help me a bit.”

“How acquaintances? What town am
I from and what’'s my name?”

“Well, vour name isn't Brown and
you are not from Syracuse!” he replied.

Just then I caught sight of the man
who had addressed me on Park row
and understood how it was. It was a
tramp bunko game, but they failed to
get me down fine.—Detroit Free Press.

A Goodehance.

Tobacco-chewing Husband (after as-
cending the stairs)—I am all out of
breath.

Wife—Then Kkiss
York Weekly.

me, please—New

b e ke

A MOTHER-IN-LAW.

“To put the matter quite plainly,
Folly, it has come to this: Your mother
must go. Upon that point I am deter-
mined.”

Jack Hadley saw the tears come into
his wife’s eyes as he spoke, but it had
taken him too long to screw himself up
to his present attitude to be lightly
shaken from it, now it was reached. He
therefore pretended not to notice her
tears, and went on:

“You see how things stand. It is just
three years since I made you my wife
and took you down to Bognor for the
wedding trip we both enjoyed so much.
When on our return trom that all too
short honeymoon your mother proposed
to come and spend a little time with us
I made no objection at all to the pro-
ceeding, for as we were making a fresh
start in life I deemed the experience of
an older hand an advantage to us and
thought that you would be glad to avail
yourself of a mother’s help in your do-
mestic concerns.”

He paused mometarily, relieved at
having thus far safely delivered him-
self of a speech he had spent much time
in putting together. His wife remained
silent and he continued:

“But when it came to months and
your mother gave no indications of re-
turning to the maternal abode. I began
to wonder whether it might not be bet-
ter for us both if we were left to our-
selves, to make the attempt to walk
alone. This 1 have delicately hinted
to your parent on several occasions, but
she has refused to take the hint, and
now, as I say, it has come to this—she
must be told to go. You see, your
mother’s not content to take a back seat
like any other visitor. On the contrary,
she keeps herself always in the front,
and even affects to rule. If a new car-
pet is to be bought she chooses the ma-
terial. When the rooms are to be pa-
pered it is she who selects the pattern.
Even in preparing the daily dinner
your mother’s tastes and wishes always
have the first consideration. I've had
just about enough of it, so the thing
must stop. As the old lady doesn’t
seem inclined to leave of her cwn free
will and refuses to take a hint she must
be told in language that she can't mis-
understand.”

“Then you must tell her, for 1 can-
not,” sobbed Polly.

Jack had hoped that the task might be
undertaken by his wife, who, with her
womanly tact would, he thought, be
able to manage the arfair a little more
skilfully than he could hope to do, but,
having gone so far, he would not now
retreat.

“Very well,” he said, airily, “I'll tell
her myself to-morrow, whatever the
consequences may be.”

“Mother-in-law,” said Jack, the next
morning, having found the opportunity,
“I've got something particular to say
affecting yourself.”

The old lady adjusted her spectacles
in a neat little simulation of surprise.

“Affecting me?"” she exclaimed. *“Go
on, my dear John, I'm all attention.”

Jack screwed up his courage and went
on—

“I—we—that 1s, your daughter and I
have been married three years—""

“Three years!” broke in the old lady.
“Dear me! How the time flies! It
hardly seems three months! Well?”

Jack didn’t like that “Well,” but he
went on—

“It is three years, though, and you
have lived with us all the time.”

“Ah, yes, John, so I have,” said the
old lady, blandly.

“And I-—we, that is—have come to the
conclusion that—we should now like to
—to live by ourselves.”

The old lady straightened herself up
with dignity.

“Oh, John Hadley,” she said, coldly,
“I see what you mean. You want to
turn me out of doors!”

“Not exactly that,” said Jack, de-
precatingly. ‘“We should never, of
ccurse, think of turning you out, but we
certainly ventured to hope that you
would probably sde your way to living
at your own homé in the future, as no
doubt you do.”

“I quite understand, John Hadley,”
returned the mother-in-law, freezingly.
“It’s just the same thing. I'm not a fool
and can put two and two together. Very
well, it shall be as you wish—I will go
to-day.”

“There is no need for such haste,”
said Jack, mildly. “A week of two, or
three, would give you time to arrange
your plans and would quite suit ours.”

“Enough; I go at once,” said the old
lady, moving toward the door as if pre-
pared to act instanter. “One word be-
fore I leave,” she added, majestically,
pausing at the threshold. “You said
‘we.” Do I understand that my daughter
is a party to this insult?"”

“Your daughter, Mrs. Haslop,” said
Jack, stung into a commanding tone by
the dignified demeanor of the old lady,
“is my wife, and as such her first duty
is to her husband. Consequently any-
thing done by me or at my wish is
equally her act.”

“Thank you,” said the old lady, bow-
ing herself out of the room.

Jack was surprised, but not alto-
gether delighted at the easy victory he
had achieved. He had anticipated op-
position and was almost disappointed
at finding none. However, he accom-
plished his purpose, for Polly’s mother,
true to her word, made a speedy exit
from the house.

At first Jack and his wife missed the
old lady greatly, for she had always
been very much in evidence. In fact, so
lonely and solemn did the house now
seem without her that Jack sometimes
almost wished she hadn’t gone, and as
for Polly, she had many a good cry by
herself over the affair. But as her hus-
band now made a point of spending
less time at his club and more at home
in her society, she couldn’t help be-
coming reconciled to her loss. So the
lonely feeling gradually wore off and
the young couple got used to the new
order of things. Jack Hadley congrat-
ulated himself as having done the right
thing at last.

Some three months later, when Jack
was returning from business one day,
he was met by his wife, whose tear-
dimmed eyes told of something amiss.

“I have sad news,” she said, with a
great sob. *“My mother has been taken
suddenly ill and is dead.”

Jack at once set about assuaging his
wife's grief. When she had sufficiently
recovered she imparted another bit c;f
news, far more important, from his
point of view.

“They tell me she died w —W
$20,000. died well off—worth

“Twenty thousand dollars!” echoed
Jack, in amazement. “Well, I'm blessed!
Who'd have thought it? Why, I didn’t
think she was worth 20,000 cents.”

“Nor 1,” added his wife.

“Twenty thousand dollars!” repeated
Jack. “And you are the only child,
aren’t you, Polly?”

“Yes.”

“Do you know,” he went on, after a
pause, “I don’t much like that draw-
ing-room carpet of ours, do you?”

“It is faded,” said his wife, listlessly.

‘“Yes, we want a new one badly, and
a better. These curtains are not up to
date either. And there’s the dining-
room set. It looks quite shabby. Don’t
you think so?”

‘“Rather dingy.”

There was a little pause, and then the
hopeful Jack broke out again:

“1 was passing Streeter’s the other
day and—what do you think I saw,
Poli?”

“A silver service?”
spite of her grief.

“No, guess again.”

“Some bauble for me to wear, I sup-
pose, you crazy old Jack.”

“A lovely diamond pin.”

“I said you were demented.”

“But it is only $100, and would suit
you admirably.”

“I dare say, Jack, but one must spend
a lot of money in order to dress up to
such a trinket as that.”

“Well, a pretty silk gown, and there
you are, Polly.”

“You might also add, bang goes an-
other hundred for a silk dress.”

“Which isn’t a terrible amount. And
how much prettier a pretty woman
would look so trigged out, eh?’ coax-
ingly.

*You make me laugh, Jack, and you
know I ought not to.”

“And you ought not to grieve, either.
Death waits us all—and it should not
be unwelcome—to the old. Now don't
you fret about your mother, dear. And
take care that aill the funeral arrange-
ments are done decently and in order.
I would never have it rest on my head
that the dear old creature wasn’'t com-
fortably carried to the grave. And
T'olly’s the only child.”

The last sentence wasn’t intended for
the ears of his wife, but Polly heard it,
and again she smiled.

When the funeral was over, Jack
Hadley found himsell one of a very
small company g ered in a little
room, the most conspicuous vbject in
which was a fussy lawyer, seated at a
table with two open documents spread
cut before him.

“This,” said the man of law, coming |
at once to business, and holding up one |
of the papers, “is the last will and tes- |
tament of Sarah Haslop, deceased. It |
Lears date April 3, 1851—"'

“A week before she lefit us,
mured Jack, under his breath.

“And runs as follows,” continued the
lawyer: |

“ ‘I hereby give and bequeath to my
son-in-law, John Hadley, and my{
daughter, Marianne, his wife, the sum
of $20,000, with powe» to use and em-

half-smiling in

mur- |

b ) e

“The dear old soul,” ecstatically ex-
claimed Jack.

Only by an innate sense of propriety
was he restrained from shying his hat
at the ceiling in boyish glee.

““And this,” said the representative of |
red tape, taking up document No. 2, “is
a codicil executed exactly fourteen days
afterward o

“A week after she
gasped Jack.

“It is not of very great length and
runs as follows:

“‘1 hereby cancel and revoke all for- |
mer wills, whensoever and wheresoever |
rrade, and substitute therefor this, the |
final expression of my intentions. To!
iy daughter, Marianne Hadley. I be-s
queath the sum of $100 to enable her
te buy suitable mourning to wear at my |
decease; to my son-in-law, John Had-!
ley, her husband, in consideration «.r;
his kindness in turning me out of his |
house at a time when I had thoughts
of leaving on my own account, I make
a present of one shilling. The whole |
residue of my property I bequeath to|
the trustees of the hospital of this, my |
native town, to form a fund to be ap-
plied to the special care of afilicted |
mothers-in-law.

“The spiteful old cat,” growled Jack,
under his breath. ‘“May she i

He checked himself and, taking his |
hat sorrowfully waiked homeward, a !
sadder and a wiser man.

Years have passed since then and Jack
Hadley, among other things, has devel-
oped an inveterate and irremediable
taciturnity, but if any one wishes to
draw him out for the nonce, it is only |
necessary to mention the subject of
mothers-in-law in general and his own
in particular.—Waverly Magazine.

OUR DECLIENG YEARS.

How to Prolong Life After Sixty-
five is Passed.

Nine-tenths of the leading men and
women in the world—those who are
making history for the future—are over
fifty years of age. But, as a rule, this
may be taken as the age after which
one is old. And it depends after that
time how the person cares for him or
herself, whether the span of old age may
last forty, thirty or less than twenty
vears. At fifty-five three-fourths of
the people have passed beyond the river.
Twenty-three out of a hundred of per-
sons older than fifty, left, pass away
before the age of eighty-five, leaving
only 2 per cent. surviving at this age.
From sixty-five to seventy-five is the
most fatal period of this last span. So
that those who have reached the age
of sixty-five, have in their own hands
in a great measure whether they shall
survive to seventy-five, and then have
a better chance than the average to live
on to the next ten-year stage.

It is not saying too much, by any
means, to assert that cne who has
reached sixty-five may easily survive
to the next decennial period by the ex-
ercise of the gight prudential means.
These include the enjoyment of pure air;
a well-balanced, easy mind and free-
dom from cares and worry; good food
of the right kind; a moderate climate;
the sustenance of bodily warmth; per-
sonal cleanliness; avoiding every ex-|
hausting physical labor; yet the taking
of such exercise as one has been used
to, but never to the extent of painful
weariness. Rest is indispensible; the
sleep should be at least ten or twelve
hours every day. To avoid sudden
changes from hot to cold, dry to moist
air, the constant wearing of suflicient
woolen underclothing; the use of simple
medicines to preserve all the bodily
functions in an evenly, healthful condi-
tion, or to secure this by the use of the
right foods, of which fruit should be
of the largest part; the avoidance of
strong coffee, tobacco or alcohol in any-
thing like excess, even comparatively;
to masticate the food perfectly, and if
the teeth have failed, to prepare the
food by thorough comminution of it,
andyto eat it slowly that the supply of
salivy, the first of the digestive fluids,
may be copious; to eat often, and a little
at a time—of meats especially for the
protein is most needed, and the carbo-
hydrates least, on account of the need
to sustain all the vital organs in their
most effective condition; for it is on
these that the aged depend mostly, the !
wastes of the tissues that depend on the
carbo-hydrates for their renewal being
the least, as long as the body is kept
warmly clothed and the breathing of
very cold air is avoided.

The excretory organs are to be pre-
served in effective action, and the skin,
which is the most important of-these, if
one may be so described, should be kept
in the fullest action by frequent bath-
ing in the evening and a dry rubbing in
the morning. A little muscular exercise
before retiring at might, and a tepid
sponge bath will greatly aid in procur-
ing that rest which old persons need,
but often fail to get as they would wish.

left our house,”

ploy the same for their mutual bene- | 8ive

Violent exercise is to be avoided, and
/

whatever increases the action of the
heart. Omne has just so many heart
beats to count on, and if for some time
these are increased in number, the time
is shortened. The hLeart is often ham-
pered by too great a load of fat around
it, and on this account the use of
starchy and oily food is to be kent sub-
ject to the actual needs of the system, to
be judged by each individual. Over-
eating is a grave fault at any time, but
far worse in old age; the effect of it is
to excite the heart to irregular action,
and it is better to restrain the appetite
than to let it rum to excess in anything
Lean meat, chicken, fish, rather weal
tea, with cream (cream is the very bes
form of fat that can be taken) and fruit
with bread—not the far tco prevalent
biscuit—and stale, is the best condition
of it; few vegetables; no pie; a few drops
of some good preparation of phospho
acid in a glass of water will be the best
drink, or it may be taken an hour be-
fore eating with benefit. ILastly, mod-
erate walks abroad, or 1t work
in the garden or in the fields, but never
to the extent of weariness, will greatly
conduce to longevity aleng with all
preceding regulations for the susten
of the best condition of health.—Country
Gentleman.

BRI A

AN UNHAPPY WOMAN.

Between Politics and Love She is in a
Quandary.

“This political life is not all that it}
has been pictured.” !
{
|

The new woman sighed and laid aside
her pen.

“l must have
went on a minute
says he must have 1€, v
his vote and he gets me, what have I
gained politically ?”

She rested her head on he
sighed again.

“It looks to me,” she said, “as if he
would get back his vote w
and me thrown in to make a better
bargain. That may be politics, but it |
does not commend itself to my business |
judgment.” |

Charlie’'s

ith the offic

cided to let the country go to the bow-
wows as far as she was concerned, and |
accepted Tom’'s invitation to go to the |
theater.—Chicago Post. |

Mary Stuart was not exactly cross-

eyved, but one eye was much m nov-
able than the other, thus prod the
|¢-T1»-t-( of a slight cross or cast in her

visi

MOTITER,

Life is over. Death is sweet,
Lay the lilies at her feet,
Meet they rest upon her bier,

She who walked among them here.

Gently fold her wasted he
Smooth the hair in sily
O'er the brow where
Time has wrought so g

1y fair,

Calm and still, no wild alarm
Stirs the heart whose sweetest charm
Lies beneath the churchyard s i,
She had known the widow's God,

ched and w
greeting s

While ate
For the angels

Oft when worn with gric
Could we feel her touch ¢
It would calm the achir
DBut no sigh she heedeth now.

When we sink in death’ °p,
Other eyes the wate
O'er her children’ X s bed,
Other eyes the tears must shed.
But we could not call her back
More to tread life's dusty track.
She hath done her life work well,
L.et the lily petals tell.
Mansfield, O. By M. B M

The Doctor’s
Examination.

, She knitted her brows and scowled at |
the political circular that she had
been preparing. !

“If I refuse to accept his terms,” she |
continued, “he will swing the ward| When did your sickness commence?
against me, and then what will 1 have? | A year ago, doctor.
Nothing. Not even a husband. I must! Did you first take with a cold and

'self, including the office, in or- | pain in the back? :
ain the office, and, if I don’t, 1 . Yes, doctor.
am stranded in both polities and love < Do you rest well night or day?
% 1 b N O -
I don’t see where my victory is com- | ) No, doctor.
ing in.” { Do you drink a great deal?
She threw the circular into the waste | Y°S, doctor, I am thirsty all the
basket and prepared to write a new one. | time. roi) t i

2 . O1 > least exertion are you easi
) On the other hand,” she d, sud- | ‘\“"”x‘:'”‘_',l G R R L S ¢ i
| denly stopping her wo “if I accept | *"2 " =
| tas x Yes, doctor.
| Charlie's terms I shall give mortal of- | lost ‘much flesh?
= o e " ( e = 'S .
fense to Will, and Will has a strong qull | B0 ‘,-- -“.n)‘ |lm ,' i ]1 tor
= i s B 7 it oy ds, doctor.
in the other end of the ward. Will is | Your appetite is very poor and the
a nice fellow, too, but if Tom only con- | . ¢ i ”

{ g | smell of yvour food nause 3 you?
trolled a ward or two I think I'd—" | : doctor
h. he shook her head at the very [ Have vou noticed swelling or bloat-
t _“‘”‘«-“t;‘ ) ing of face or  limbs?

No, Tom doesn't amount to any- | Yes, doetor.
thn}g politically,” she argued with her- i Your disease is located in the kid-
self. “If I were not a new woman I{nevs, due to an accumulation of irri-
might—I wish I wasn’t a new woman. | {4ting poison from the blood. Your
‘] don’t see what good it ¢ kidneys are inactive. What you need
ione, when there are such drawbacks. 11js a mild kidney stimulant and 1e
—I don’t believe I will be one any | rebuilder. It will be necess
longer.” to take this remedy regularly

She tore up the second circular, de- ! cording to ¢ ctions 1

ion.
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Its readers being found in
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