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*T have found a new use for brass
candlesticks,” said the young house-
keeper. “I have two or three pairs
that belonged to my great-grand-
mother. I think the world of them, but
in my house, as it is at present, I
have no place where 1 can use them
with proper effect—that is, as candle-
sticks. But as bonnet stands they are
treasures. 1 have a closet full of them.
It is always difficult to know how to
put away a hat or a bonnet in a way
that will keep it perfectly fresh. My
candlesticks are high enough so that
not a drooping plume or a hanging
Joop touches the shelf, and they are so
heavy that there is no danger of their
tipping over if not properly balanced.
It may seem like sacrilege, but I have
heard that my great-grandmother was
a woman of many resources, and I do

mot think she would object.”
* * *

A remarkable piece of embroidery
which looked like some rare Oriental
tapestry was found on examination to

have the most plebeian origin, being
nothing more than one of the old-

fashioned stamped felt table covers to
be found im country stores and village
homes. The curious all-over paittern
had been worked in richly colored silk
embroidery with great skill and taste.
It was a large undertaking, but its ac-
complishment resulted in a very hand-
some piece of hanging, which was used
10 drape the back of an upright piano.
* x =

“New York is too cosmopolitan for
women’s clubs,” says Mrs. Jennie June
Croly. “There is less progress made
here by the clubs than anywhere else
in the country. People do not stay in
the city long enough to take an interest
in them. They are away perhaps half

of the winter and start off again early
in the spring, and are gone until late
in the fall. Outside people, however,
seem to be wild to get information
about clubs now, and you hear nothing
but club, club, club on all sides—and
Sorosis had been in existence twenty-

one years w hen a man came to See me
and asked if there was a woman's club
in New York.”

9

Miss Parloa, in one of her late lec-
tures on household matters, made some
suggestions about the care of kitchen
utensils. These, she recommended,

should be bought as one buys pictures,
with careful selection and in no spirit of

100 rigid economy. If one can be sure
that they will be properly cared for,
copper cooking vessels are decidedly
the best, but in the average kitchen
unless the mistress will do with them
as she does with her cut glass, look
after them herself, they are dangerous.

In France copper preserving kettles can
be rented for ten cents a day—a satis-
factory arrangement, for it insures
their being kept in condition; such a
rlan would undoubtedly pay here, but
has not yet been tried. The best qual-

ity of kitchen ware is the cheapest in
the end, wearing longer and giving best
service while it lasts. A few good ute
i that may be put to a good m:m,\'
are preferable to many cheaper
1 Dry utensils thoroughly. Don’t
wipe them o with a wet cloth and
stand them to heat dry.
Wipe the grease of a skillet or any
Ifrving-pan as o« etely as possible
with crumpled newspaper (which
promptly burn) be washing in soap |

and water. See e is ne
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“Open fireplaces tl
are an abomination

“Gas fires in simulated I bad
enough, but they are be * than the
elaborately effective cavern in a side

wali, topped
trimmed

an expensive
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wit with cost-
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ly and glitterir and then 1

from year to year \\':‘*.-»n the blaze
for which it was created. 1t is a false |
idea of ornament m,"” finishes the
caviller, and there will be found those |

who will agree with him,

no form of decoration excels
used fireplace, with its honest brick
chimney blackened by many fires and
shining irons bearing their burden of
glowing or coals. Such give a
color and character to a room that no

other mode of decoration can achieve,
* * =

Conversely,

logs

The proper cleaning of a carpeted
room, as set forth by Miss Parloa in
one of her lectures, demands first that
if possible all draperies and hangings
shall be slipped from their fastenings,
brushed, aired, and laid aside out of the
dust; such as are not removable may
be shaken lightly as they hang, folded
lengthwise then in upturned folds as
tar as possible, and finally pinned high

havip€ a fair understanding of the
matter of the subject; she would also
have them taught to write, forming
their letters decently well and a rea-
sonable degree of legibility insured:
she should insist, too, that they be
taught to speak, using their native lan-
| guage without undue effort and with
moderate dignity and purity. The little
| speech was, in fact, a plea for the com-

*land suggestive proceedings.

in pieces of muslin kept for the pur-
pose. Pictures are to be brushed on
their faces with a soft brush, their
backs wiped and brushed, and they too
folded in muslin, the ends tucked in
around their frames. Upholstered fur-
niture must be brushed out carefully
and covered with similar cloths, all
small pieces set out of the room. Bric-
a-brac is dusted and also put aside in
a protected place. A stiff whisk takes
the dust out of the corners of the room,
and then the carpet is sprinkled with |
crumpled pieces of newspaper, wet but
not dripping, and swept with the nap.
After this first sweeping the cornices
and door lintels are brushed free from
dust, the walls are dusted down with
a cloth wound round the broom or a
special brush, and the base-board is
brushed clean with a rather stiff hair
brush. The dust thus dislodged is
gathered by means of a second going
over with a carpet sweeper, and finally
the carpet is polished by being wiped
over with a cloth wrung out as dry as
possible from clean, tepid ammonia
water, two tablesuoonsful of ammouia
to four quarts of water. Wet paper,
it was stated, is to be preferred to sailt
or tea leaves; the former cannot be en-
tirely removed, an@ the grains left ab-
sorb maoilsture, rusting the carpet nails,
while tea leaves injure and streak a
delicate carpet.
* * %

New York City is a center for gen-
uine old-fashioned furniture. Tt Is sent
from there to purchasers in all parts of
the country, the extremes north, south,
east and west. Wealthy people, even
in the large cities, have antiques sent
them from New York, and old desks
and tables go to places like Philadel-
phia and Boston. The supply of warm-
ing pans from New England has appar-
ently given out, and many of those to
be found in the shops are Danish, the
bowl made of copper and the handle of
iron.

* * %

The secret of smooth ice cream, which
the experimenting housekeeper will do
well to remember, is that it shall be
frozen slowly. Five and ten minute
freezers are freely advertised, but, for-
tunately for the success of the dessert,
they do not accomplish the work in
any such short time. If they did the
texture of ‘the cream would not be
perfect. The crank of the freezer should
be slowly turned, and half an hour,
certainly twenty minutes, is none too
long to manipulate it. If the cream
is heated before it is added to the rest
of the mixture, taking care that it is
not scalded, the smoothness and rich-
ness of the final result will be in-
creased, Afiter heating the cream the
whole must of course be thoroughly
chilled before freezing—this to save ice
and also to prevent granulaton.

» % =

At a dinner recen'tly, the somewhat
bizarre scheme of using many shades of
the same color was carried out. Can-
dle shades and ribbons were of every
tint of violet from palest lilac to royal
purple, and the gamut was similarly
run in the floral decorations. These
showed wvariations in the same way,
exemplifled in different colorings of
nglish violets, heliotrope, and the
darkly purple pansy.

* -~ *

There is a fad for old jewelry at the
present time, and quaint, old foreign
buc clasps, and anything that can
be utilized in a way to suit the present
demands of my lady is highly prized.
Many of these old pieces show beauti-
ful workmanship in silver, and others,
while crude in design, show wonderful
effects in old corals and semi-precious

of imitation jewels that are charming.
* * *

<les,

A novelty in the treatment of poker
work is to varnish and polish it—a pro-
cess which much hightens its effect.

* * *

Classes in penmanship announced to
be conducted at a woman’s club show
a commendable wisdom. Last winter
in a talk on the proper education of our

girls, the speaker made her hearers
laugh first, and think afterwards, by
saying that she would, to begin with,

have them (the girls) taught to read,
pronouncing their words distinctly and

| monplaces of education, whose neglect
in these striving times is palpable and
to be deplored.
- bl

The day nursery conference to be held
in Boston in March promises interesting
It is ex-
pected that day nurseries all over the
country will be represented, at least by
report, and from this material valuable
comparative studies in the work will be
! possible. A list of questions relating to
the functions of a day nursery in gen-
eral and in detail have .been widely dis-
! tributed, and the discussions at the con-
ference will be opened by short papers
presenting the consensus of the replies
| received.
{

* % =

A very large and exquisitely embroi-
dered Canto crepe shawl is utilized by
being draped over a circular center-
table. The ordinary cover is left on,
and the shawl, of a very light ecru
celor, is arranged over it in irregular
festoons, which beautifully display the
embroidery and heavy silken frifige. The
undercloth is quite congealed, but serves
to hold and give body the slippery and
falling crepe.

* = -

Over in England they are beginning to
make souvenir silver to commemorate
the celebration next June of Queen Vic-
toria’s completion of sixty years of sov-

ereignty—the longest English reign on

record. Spoons and forks already put
out have handles decorated with the
Queen’s head in medallion, the royal
arms and monogram, and the dates
1837-1897 along the length towards the
bowl

* *x =
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MY FOREIGN FRIEND.

Have you ever suffered from an at-
tack of “foreign friendship?”’ Have you
ever in a moment of weakness, or in

A brilliant touch of color was given to | ignorance of what would happen in the

a recent wedding in a neighboring ci
by the glowing costumes of the bride
maids, who wore gowns of poppy-
cashmere made in a conventionalized
Greek style, with which big picture hats
of black velvet and feathers harmonized
admirably. The house decorations were

the dark green of holly and other foliage

plants, with full wreaths of the scarlet
everlastings hung wherever their effect
was needed. Against this green and red
background and environment the bride’s
white satin toilet was beautifully prom-
inent.

SAID ABOUT CHILDREN.

The plays of children are the germinal
leaves of all later life.—Froebel, in the
Child in Folk-Thought.

The questions of a pure child are often
the most searching that can be asked.—
Harriet Beecher Stowe, in Footsteps of
the Master.

Every incident inscribed on a child’s
brain grows deeper with , years, like
names cut into a gourd.—Jean Paul
Richter, Memories of Childhood.

Pleasure and pain I maintain to be the
first perceptions of children, and I say
that they are the forms under which
virtue and vice are originally present to
them.—Plato, in Laws.

Childhood in a state of spontaneity.
* * * The heart answers truly to all
impressions from without, as the aeolin
harp answers to every touch of the
breeze.—Edmund H. Sears, in The Child
in Folk-Thought.

The touching confidence of children,
who may be disappointed, but are never
discouraged. * * * Hope in a child
that has never known aught but despair
is a sublime and affecting thing.—Victor
Hugo in Les Miserables.

Children have always a sympathy in
the agitations of those connected with
them: always, especially, a sense of any
trouble or impending revolution of what-
ever kind in domestic circumstances.—
Nathaniel Hawthorne, in The House of
the Seven Gables,

“Impossible!”” Experience writes the
word in the dictionary of the man. In
the child's vocabulary it has no exist-
ence. The marvelous to him is perfect-
Iy natural. Things which he sees to be
beautiful arrange themselves along his
path; why should he have a doubt of
this or that? By and by, exact bounds
will limit his domain.—Mme. de Gaspa-
rin, “The Red Flower.”

For the ‘“Record-Union.”
THE STEAM HAMMER.,

Thump—tht xmp-—thump—thump—

Thus the steam hammer upon the lump
Of rich glowing iron, like massy gold.
And a stream of sparks, like stars untold,
Fly out and flash with each thump—thump.

In the gloom around move Titans tall,

Unearthly shadows that shift and call,

Black visaged and bare at arm and breast,

Those '{;ds that wrestle and sweat, nor
res

Pa!h thn gleam of their stern yet hepeful
(‘omm mrm out of grossness—the while

time flies,
\!.u-k--}:]l M va(-h gold flashing shower and
t
Upon that divine]y shapening lump.
But best of metals—the soul in the shirt,
Surrounded by darkness and noise and dirt,
Beneath the great hovering spirit, work,

Which none without curses can dare to
shirk.

Thump—thum’—thu’—th’'—

The trip in the master’s hand is raised—

The work of the hammer done and praised,

From t)lxln workshop's gloom to the light
of day

The still glowing metal is taken away

By those shifting shadows ere it is cold—

That th.llpa -set thing which once streamed
gold.

So, while life lasts, the heart must thump;
And the Master watches the shaping lump.
—SEAFORTH YEO

Sunday Bad Habits.

To replace our three regular meals
at morning, noon and night, by late
rising and abstinence, followed by
glutttony on Sunday, is declared to be
a “‘vicious system.” The gastric secre-
tions, according to a medical authority,
know nothing of a seventh day of rest.
They are prepared for the usual week-
day breakfast hour, but mno food comes
to them and they are consequently ab-
sorbed.

Later in the day the process is re-
peated, and then insult is added to the
stomach’s injury by loading it,unusual-
ly full of food, when the secretion is
no longer there in sufficient quantity
to digest it. The regular Sunday after-
noon discomfort follows, with a disin-
clination for the evening meal, and—all
the horrors of “Blue Monday!”

The dyspeptic is advised by his phy-
gician to take his meals at absolutely
regular intervals, and frequently fol-
lows the instructions six days of the
week, only to disregard them entirely
on the seventh. Nine out of ten Amer-
ican families “issue an invitation to
dyspepsia every seventh day,” regard-
less of the fact that a normal stomach
is almost unknown in this country.

-
A Witty Bishop.

A good story is told of a war of
words betwean the paradoxical Oscar
Wilde and a witty Bishop whom he met
at a social gathering. Church and stage
crossed swords and it was not the
church that bit the dust.

“I am yours, my lord,” said Mr.
Wilde, bowing low and smiling {roni-
cally, “to my shoe buckles.”

“1 am yours,” said the courtly Bishop,
“to the ground.”

The author of “An Ideal Husband”
continued:

“I am yours to the center of the
earth.”

The pillar of the church quickly re-
sponded:

“l am yours to the antipodes.”

Oscar Wilde began to feel decidedly
nettled. Indignant at his defeat by a
mere clergyman and a man of piety, he
exclaimed, as a last thrust:

“1 am yours to the lowest pits of de-
struction!”

“There,
divine,

Mr. Wilde,” responded the
o | thmk Id better lcd,\e you!”

At the Play.

She was tall and she was stately and her
style was debonair,

But her hat was something dreadful—mas-
tadonic, 1 declare,

And the woman right behind her to an-

Olh(r woman said:

an undertaker's daughter. wlth the

ln sarse plumes on her head!

Off came the mighty headgear, while its
owner gave a glare,

But a sigh of satisfaction rose from twenty
people there.

“She's

-~
Intultion.
She started affrightedly from her
slumber,

“There’'s a man in the house,”
cried.

“Impossible!™

“Then it's a very advanced woman.”

That was to say, her intuition could
not be wholly at fault.—Detroit Jour-
nal.

she

There are three sisters in Kingston,
Jamaica, who had, respectively, nine-
teen, twenty and twenty-one children,
all of whom are still living.

ty /more or less imminent future, exchanged |
s- | cards with a native of some foreign part
-red !in which luck or fate had found you?

Perhaps you have. \
Perhaps months or even years after-

[ wards you have been pounced upon by

your forgotten Foreign Friend, and have
had to bear the yoke manfully, as I had
to do. If so, then you will mentally
shake hands with me and say, “Bravely
borne, sir,” or “Bear up, man; it might
be worse.”

And so it might. My visitation from
abroad might have come from Asia in
the form of cholera, instead of from the
Black Forest in the present shape of
Karl Bronner.

Karl was esteemed a great man, a man
to be conciliated, flattered, listened to,
and provided with free drinks by the
humbler folk of his native Unterberg, in
the Black Forest aforesaid.

And Unterberg was by those same
simple folk held to be an important
township, and one to be considered in
the councils of the wide world. Surprise
and regret for the blindness of the Gov-
ernment used to fill their breasts when
some drastic reform pronounced neces-
sary by the newspaper of the place, the
“Unterberge Zeitung,” was not at once
effected by those in authority.

You see, Unterberg had not long been
united with the more benighted portion
of the world by the little single-track
railway; and of its good people, the
boldest had never pushed his explora-
tion further than the junction of Oppen-
burg, so that if they had not the feeblest
notion of the character of such villages
as London, Paris and Berlin, they can-
not be much blamed.

Touring Englishmen and stray Ameri-
cans who had got into the wrong train
and been forced to spend a night there
considered TUnterberg a mere Black
Forest village and Karl a mere local
inn-keeper. But they did not deny that
the village was charmingly situated,
and they were bound to admit that Karl
knew all the best points of view, and
could tie a troutfly with any one in the
Forest.

And he gave us excellent vegetable
soups, fish, cutlets, omelettes and other
forest fare, cooked and served irre-
proachably in the Forest style. Every
one was well pleased with the catering
at the ““Adler,” with the exception of
Karl, who had ambitions, as the de-
velopment of this tale will show. He
would say to me, on the average twice a
day:

“Ach! but T have here the greatest ho-
tel in all Unterberg, and I shall be Bur-
gomaster certainly when Stanislaus
Bauer shall die, and he is already very
old. Yes, he is old, too, very old, and
does not that for Unterberg which
should be done by the Burgomaster.
When T shall be Burgomaster—and
Stanislaus is an old man already, again
—then, will T do that which shall make
you English come to Unterberg and stop
in our hotels—in my hotel above all.
Ach! yes, for the English are rich. Every
one knows that the English are so rich:
and they will spend much money with
us, and we shall become rich also—my-
self the richest, because®I shall be Bur-
gohaster, and my hotel is the greatest.”

He always insisted upon speaking
English, so that he might practice the
language in readiness for the day when
England should rise to a man and de-
scend upon Unterberg to the profit of
its inhabitants. And he spoke the
tongue well, too, and loved to quote
from the “Marry Wives of Windsor,"
whether the question were apropos or
not. Sometimes, indeed, he became a
little confused over the word “wives,”
and would speak of the “Merry Women
of Windsor'is-but he meant well, which
was the main thing.

For three days I walked and fished in
the mnelghborhood, and then went on
elsewhere. But please note here that I
duly paid my rechnung, and was there-
fore under no obligation to Karl. In
view of what followed it is well to un-
derstand this.

The usual frosts and rains of
English summer had twice given the
farmers reasonable excuse for grum-
bling, and I had long ago fogotten
Karl, save as an occasional reminis-
cence when anything recalled the. Black
Forest and the Unterberg to my mind.
But Karl had not forgotten me, nor
had he lost the visitors’ book in which
I had foolishly entered my name and
address. And suddenly he reminded
me of his existence, and of “the deep
friendship and respect which he held
for me since two years.”

The reminder came in the guise of a
letter, bearing the Hamburg postmark.
“Hamburg?” I mused, turning the en-
velope about. ‘“‘Hamburg? What
does anyone in Hamburg want with
me? Oh, I suppose it’s one of those
wretched lottery prospectuses. Well,
I'm not such an ass as to take tickets
in one of those things * * * 1
suppose I may as well see how much
the tickets are. They're probably swin-
dles; but still, * * if the tickets are
only a few shillings,” etc., ete,

No doubt you know how my though'ts
ran. Many of you, probably, have
gone through it yourselves. You begin
by saying you will none of it; the an-
nouncement of a prize of £10,000
catches your eye; you say, “Ah well,
it's only few shillings, anyway, and
if it is genuine, I may win,” ete., etc.
You take the tickets—and you draw
blanks! Then you have Jlost your
money; but you have the ineffable
satisfaction of being able to say, “I
told you so0.”

Lottery? I wish it had been a lot-
tery. Then I should only have lost a
few shillings at the worst. The let-
ter ran:

“Dear Mr. —: I have the honor to
inform you that I come from my town
of Unterberg (Schwarzland) to London
to learn correctly the habits and tastes
of the English peoples. I will that I
know what shall be the food they will
prefer and the manner of its cooking
and service, also in which fashion the
waiters should be dressed. It is in
my intention to make all things at my
‘Hotel Adler’ (which is the best in Un-
terberg—I send in this some cards of it
which you will please give your
friends) as the English will like, by
which doing I have the expectation to
be visited of many Englishmen. Will
you, therefore, good Mr. ——, have the
courtesy to help me in entering a good
hotel in London to learn what I would
desire? I will expect to come at Lon-
don the 14 October.

‘“‘Hochachtungsvoll.

“KARL BRONNER.”

Why did I read that letter? Why did I
not mark it “Gone away—no address,”
and give it back to the postman with a
wink—and half-a-crown? I think there
ought to be a law to compel every one
to put their name and address on the
outside of their letters. Then I should
have known, or guessed pretty nearly,
what was inside that Hamburg-posted
envelope.

Experience teaches that every for-
eigner who passes the time of day with
you, or gives you a light for your cigar,

the

in his own country, considers that if
ever he finds himself in England he is

entitled to monopolize your whole time |

during his stay. He invites himself to
dinner with you, stays the night, volun-
ters to bring his bag and stop a month,
and is so polite and suavely impervious
to hints that you can never get rid of
him. Even
about being called out of town for a
month he will insist on staying to mind
your rooms while you are absent, and
will probably tell you that he will not
be lonely, as he has a compatriot at
Islington who, he is sure, will come and
keep him company. And when he goes
home again at last he will tell his
friends how kind you were to him, and
will give them letters of introduction
to you, and send them to you with the
full conviction that they will be simi-
larly acommodated. Perhaps it is not

always so. Perhaps I speak slander-
ously—but hear my tale out; then
judge.

As Karl's letter did not reach me till
the 13th—I know now that my old
nurse was right when she said thirteen
was a fatal number—I1 could not reply
to put him off, for he must be already
under way.

He arrived.

They always do.

They never get in the wrong train and
wander off accidentally to Scotland or
the North Pole.

His cab drew up at my door. The
fare was three and sixpence, and he
had no English money.

They never have!

I paid.

He greeted me with effusion, and
wanted to kiss me on both cheeks. Then
he asked which was his room! What
could I say?

I gave him my room, and slept on the
sofa in my study.

My landlady told me afterwards that
he had burnt seven holes in the sheets
through smoking in bed, and I found
that he used to strike his matches on
the new wall-paper, and throw them,
with his cigar ashes, on the carpet.

But he was so grateful and affable
with it all that I could not get angry
enough to raise any great objection. I
said “Kismet!” and submitted.

Then began the search for the ap-
pointment in “some good hotel in Lon-
don,” by means of which he proposed
to acquire that knowledge of English
hotel-keeping that he desired.

He was a wonderful man! He could
make me pay cab-fares, and yet leave
me to feel that he was doing me a favoer
by allowing such a thing. He could drag
me from hotel to hotel in that weary
quest till T wished I could fall ill and be
confined to my bed; and when each day
ended in failure it was my fault that it
was so. He wore my ties and linen,
smoked my cigars, lilved at my expense,
and nearly killed me with the worry
of it all; but thanked me every evening
with such delicate tact that at the time
I almost reproached myself myself with
not having done enough for him. He
began ambitiously. I knew nothing of
hotel-keeping—how sould I?—and had
no idea as to the best way to go to work,
so we simply decided to go from hotel to
hotel and see what we could do. He
took me first to the——(you will under-
stand why I mention no names), and de-
manded to see the proprietor. The hall
porter smiled.

“Proprietor?” he said.
is owned by a company.”

“Then I will see the company.”

“Oh, will you? Then you'll have to
g0 to a good many different towns to see
them all.”

I meekly suggested that we might see
the manager. After some telephoning,
cross-questioning, and much voluble re-
iteration by Karl, we were ushered
along passages, up stairs, and finally
into a stately office, where sat a man of
awe-inspiring  dignity. He looked
sternly at us, and said tersely:

“Well, what is your business?”

“This hotel

‘If you please, sir,” said Karl. *I will
be manager here to learn—""
“What the devil are you talking

about? I am manager here.”

“Then I will be your assistant. I am
Karl Bronner, and I am the proprietor
of the Hotel Adler, which is the greatest
hotel in Unterberg. I shall be Burgo-
master of Unterberg when Stanislaus
Bauer dies, and he is already very old
and—""

“Can you explain the meaning of all
this pack of nonsense?’’ asked the man-
ager, turning sharply to me.

I explained Karl's wishes. For answer
the manager pressed a button on his
desk: a page appeared, and was told to
“Show these gentlemen the way out!
And don’t bring any one else to me until
yvou have found out exactly what they
want; understand that!”

And that wretched little jack-sprat of
a page grinned and sniggered all the
way to the door, and winked expressive-
ly at every waiter and porter we passed.
I wanted to go home as soon as we got
outside, but Karl was unabashed. He
wanted to know why I did not punch
“that man’s” head for his insolence, and
seemed to have a poor idea of my pluck.
He said he would go back and challenge
the manager to a duel, and would hard-
ly believe that that form of recreation
was not popular in England. However,
at last I dragged him away from the
curb in front of the great portico, where
he was standing and shaking his fist
comprehensively at the whole building.

At the next attempt I vhought it better
to open the subject myself, in a less-
point-blank manner than Karl had done.
I saild to the manager:

“This gentleman (indicating Karl) is
the proprietor of an hotel in the Black
Forest

“At Unterberg,” interjected Karl.

“And he is over here with the idea of
taking some post in an English hotel,
so that when he returns to Unterberg

”

“Where I shall be Burgomaster when
Stanislaus Bauer dies, and he is al-
ready very old,” Karl added.

“So that he can model his hotel on
English lines, and secure the patronage
of British tourists.”

“Because yes, the English are very
rich, and I will that they come to my
hotel.”

“Se he has called to see whether you
have any post that he could take for a
time.”

“What premium will he pay?”

“Premium?” said Karl. “What is
premium?”’

I explained.

“Oh, well,” he replied, “if I must pay
a premium I will do so.”

“That's right. The manager asks
how much will you pay.”

“Oh, four pounds, five pounds—what
is mecessary.”

The manager exploded with laugh-
ter.

“What!” he almost screamed. “Five
pounds? Keep you for months, teach
you the business, and then, just as you
know enough to be a little use, off you
go? Oh-ho-ho-ho!”

“Well, if that is not
seven pounds,” said Karl.

enough, say

“Seven?”’” Amother terrific burst of
laughter, and then the manager
groaned.

“Oh, I say;. take this humorist away
before 1 get apoplexy. Sev—" and
mirth overpowered him again. He was
still chuckling convulsively as we were

if you invent some fable |

1
| conducted to the
| more.

That was enough for me for one day.
I went back home with Karl, and be-
fore retiring to my virtuous sofa at
night I offered up a petition that he
}might speedily get his appointment.
! Next morning Karl lit one of my best

outer

cigars, put a few in his pocket, and
said:

“Now, my friend, we will go out
again, and to-day we shall have good
‘luck."

With the same kismet feeling upon
{me I accepted the inevitable, and we

{ went out to try again. We went first
to a hotel less pretentious than those of

the yesterday, and which was owned
by one man.

“lI will see the proprietor,” Karl in-
formed the clerk.

“I'm not so sure that you will"”
snapped the clerk. “He's out.”

“Then I wait for him.”

“Indeed. Then you'd Dbetter take a
room here, as he may not come back
to-day.”

At that moméent the proprietor
tered the office. Without a blush
clerk said:

“These gentlemen say they want to
see you, sir.”

“Yes, here s my card,” interrupted
my friend; ‘1 am the proprietor of the
greatest hotel in Unterberg—here is a
card of it—and I shall be Burgomaster
of Unterberg when Stanislaus Bauer
dies, and he is already very old.”

I stopped his flow of elogquence
this point by taking up the subject
our call and explaining what
wanted. I may mention here that
Karl could mever understand why the
announcement of his future elevation
to the dignity of Burgomaster did not
profoundly impress the hotel propnc
tors and managers to whom he ar-
ifably made it. He would say “I shall
be Burgomaster,” etc., with an air of
lordly condescension, and evidently
with a profound belief that a man with
such an exalted position before him
had only to express a wish and it was
to be gratified.

I explained as briefly and clearly as
I could the nature of our mission. I
said that Karl would accept any post
where he could learn what he wanted
to.

“Yes,” he added,
as manager.”

“But I have a manager already,”
postulated the propriator.

“Ach, that is nothing. You pay him
much morey for certginly, and I will
come for very lititle. I will come for
nothing, sir. Yes, I will come for noth-

en-
the

at
of
we

“I will come here

ex-

ing. That is arranged. 1 come to-mor-
row and I stay with you two, three
months. That is all right. You must
tell your manager that he does not
come after to-day. I come in his
place.”

It was no good trying to check him.
He waived me aside airily when I at-
tempted to interfere, and was plainly
so satisfled with himself and the way
he had arranged things that he did not
consider my interference at all neces-
sary. But the proprietor was not over-
come with the generosity of the offer,
and his answer, if not exactly polite,
was at any rate unmistakable.

At the next hotel we were taken for
lunatics, and the propriator executed
a stragetic movement which_ placed
him in a fortified position behihd a big
desk, and armed himself with a heavy
ruler, prepared to sell his life dearly.

Another landlord—a big, red-faced,
passionate man, prone to give way to
reprehensible violence, and wearing
very thick boots—kicked us severally
and individually down his front steps.

After that I went out on strike. In
despair I introduced Karl to a man I
knew who kept a city restaurant. He
was a nice man, and I valued his
friendship; and I feel that I did a fool-
ish thing when I alienaited his esteem
by fthus weakly introducing Karl to
him. I did not mean any harm. 1
merely thought that perhaps he could
give Karl some information and advice
that would assist him. I never dreampt
that Karl would go to my friend’'s res-
taurant, buttonhole him for hours when
he was especially”busy, and drink and
smoke at my friend’s expense. If there
was one man in London as anxious as
I to see Karl comfortably settled, it
was my friend. His customers were
making complaints, I believe, of want
of attention, owing ito Karl's tact and
generalsnip in monopolizing the poor
man's time. At last my restaurant
friend invented a quarrel with Karl,
ordered him from the premises and re-
fused to accept any apology. It was
the only way he could get rid of him.
Then Karl began to get discouraged.
He became more despondent every day
and made no secret of the fact that he
held me responsible for all his tribula-
tions. Daily he went out in search of a
master, and nightly he came back more
sad, more reproachful. In time he be-
gan to drop himts about being in want
of money.

“Why don’t you go home again?” I
asked him one day.

“Ach, ro! I will kill myself first! I
have told everybody in Unterberg that
I come to London to be in an hotel,
and if I go not in an hotel everybody
will find so ridicule. I cannot ever ap-
pear more in Unterberg without I have
firsit been in an hotel.”

He ceased to be particular as to the
precise nrature of the berth he would
take., He went to hotels and offered to
cook, carve, sweep, run errands, or
clean boots and knives.

He would tell the managers that his
friend Mr. (yours truly), would
pay a premium for him if they would
take him in. He made this statement
on his own responsibility and without
my authority, so that it was not with-
out surprise that I received a letter
from one hotelier agreeing to accept
Mr. Karl Bronner as a sort of pupil on
payment by me of a premium of £50,
and inclosing a form of contract for me
to sign. And, truly, I was near to
signing both the agreement and a
check for the amount named, for 1
felt it would almost be worth the
money to be freed from my “oid man
of the sea.”

But at last relief came. Karl burst
into my room, danced madly round and
round, waved his hat in ‘'the air, and
shrieked triumphantly.

“I have done it, I have done it!”

And he fell upon my neck and wept
for joy.

“What have you done?” I asked, full
of a new hope that was too sweet to
nourish, for fear of the disappointment
that might follow.

“A situation!” he cried. “Yes, a fine
s¥tuation.” And he seized me by both
hands and shook them heartily.

“All by myself I did it; all by my-
self. I went into an hotel near Char-
ing Cross and I said, “Will you have
me here as a waiter?’ and the manager
he say, ‘Can you wait at table?” and I
say ‘Yes’'; and he say, ‘I have sent two
waiters away to-day. I will take you
if you give me a good reference,” and it
is dome. Oh, I am so happy. I go to-
morrow to the tailor who shall cut
away the sides of my frock coat so that
it is like a waiter's coat. Ach, him-
mel! and I have my photograph taken
with a serviette on my arm, and I
send it to the good people at Unter-
berg that they may see I am in an ho-
tel. Oh, how I am proud. My friend,

world once .’we will drink a bottle of wine—the best

champagne, yes, for this happy

You can send out for one pow.

ning the bell for the servant.”
The next Monday he went to instal

day.
I will

himself - at his hotel. The mere fact
that, instead of comfortably walking
into the post of manager the Metro=

pole, ‘he had dropped into
of waiter at a third-rate F

position
nch hotel,

was no drawback to his unboundod
satisfaction in himself. He went off
jauntily and nradiant, and 1 saw neo
more of ‘hinre for two months. Then he
appeared one morning in a light check
suit and brown boots,

“I am going home to-day,” he exe
plained. “I have been two mx s in
an hotel, and now I go back. A but
there will be a great fete in Untorberg
when I arrive. Yes, and > sh
will come to my hotel becau ak
their language; and also will he
people of Unterberg to drink ir
beer, because I have been HOndon
and I can tell them all things =about
London and the English people. Cor-
tainly I shall sell more beer than ail
the other Wirthschaften in Unterberg

together.
wiill die soon.
Oh, yes, 1
Good- 1»\ B

And peraps Stanislaus Baucr
He already very old.
am very content. Good-l

is

I think he might have thanked me, if
only out of politeness.—Cornhill Mag-

azine.
S il deachuiiit
A PRAYER TFOR NATIVE LAND,
(""Americ
Fod of our Land
To thee we co
Our manhood's 1 2
Thanks for our history,
For fathers brave and free,
Help us like them to be
True to the right!

zeal

Fill us with patriot
To raise a grax

In freedom Se!
To stifle \»l(hhn SS,
True brotherhood express,
And every iil redress
With equal laws

We

pledge a purpose strong
To

ighten every wrong
From shore to shore!
We'll stand by public trust
By conscience clear and just,
And scorn the sordid lust

Of spoils and power!
Bless church and press and school,
In all I rs rule,
Feed air fame!
Heal ev social sore
Teach love to 1 and poor,
Lead all the t’" adore
And fear thy name!
Levi Gilbert.
—_— s
Janczy Rigo.

A Belgian newspaper has been look
ing up the record of Janczy Rigo, the
musician with whom the Princes de
Chimay eloped, and has established the
fact that Rigo is not a “common, illit=
erate peasant,” as generally stated, but
went through a regular course of stu-
dies at the Brussels Conservatorie. He
stands in the booxs of the Conserva-
torie as follows: *“J. Rigo of Balassa
Gyarmat, in Hungary, gained the first
prize with distinction, for violin play-
ing, in the class of M. Jeno Hubay, at
the annual conmpetition in 1885, at
which he played ‘Kreutzer’ sonata in
D minor, and Saint-Saens’ ‘Rondo Ca
priccioso.”” It is an odd coincid
that the father of the Prince de (
ay, who was a great friend of Prof w
Hubay, .Ltrn\h\l the concert in « S=
tion as one of the jury and handed
Rigo his diploma.
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Logical.
The moon must display a vast surface of
seas,

Its people must mostly be shipper x
For they say that the moon is & bulk of

green cheese, :

A natural haven for skippers P )
SRR S =
Johnny s Jealously. )

Johnny—Mr. Lighthead, my sister
treats you better than she does m

Mr. Lighthead—Why do you think
g0, Johnny?

Johnny—I heard her tell ma she gives
you lois of taffy, but she neve s
me any.—New York Herald.

0-DAY MALARIA CURE

The greatest discovery for malaria.
chills and all fevers. The sale of this
remedy is simply enormous; every
bottle sold has been the means of
selling three or four others; it never
fails, and will cvore the worst ‘cases
in three days. Two or three doses re-
moves all symptoms of malaria. such
as tired feeling all over, aching knees
and elbows, pains in the back, hot
and chilly sensations, loss of ambi-
tion and appetite, a desire to sleep at
all times. Price, 75 cents per bottle.

FRANCIS S. OTT, Druggist,
200 K street, south side Second an dK

ELY’S

CREAM ’BALM CATAR R H

Is qulckly ab-
sorbed. Cleanses 3
the Nasal Pas-
sages, Allays
Pain and Inflam-
mation, Heals
and Protects the
Membrane from
Cold. Restoresg
the Senses of

Taste and ~moll.
Gives relief

Am
g:g and It wlllcom IN HEAD

A particie is applied directly into the nos
trils, is agreeable, 50 cents at Druggists or
mail; samples 10¢ by mail. ELY B OAth
56 Warren street, New York.
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GUTTER
Extra Old

BOURBON

i Issupplied to the
trade by
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WHY PAY

FROM $%0 to for an o'd-
fashioned lectric Bels
when we can fhrnlnh L
first-class article at
than hdl the price? All
arranted. Send for
“Pamsmet No.2,"” DR.
PIE 704 Sac-
ramento st.,San l-‘rlnclsco.
g F orule in smmenw
J street




