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HOW EASILY THINGS GO WRONG.,

“Alas! how easily things go wrong:”

~ L4
A sigh 100 much or a kiss‘?m long.
And a.fmher‘u_puueum 18 quite worn out:
A ere’s o hurried s and a wrathful shout,
AM the dream of & youthful pair is o’er.
= uth excapes through the open door,

terror imprinted upon his face,
%Il'ﬂ Eoes down the strees at a Bying pace
_“lth hat in hand and a dog in chase.
Tha dog to the Hying _\':ru(:g draws nigh;
a em‘s & savage growland a plercing Cory,
“.rlh.s._how easily things go wrong:™
hy did the lover stay so long?

i‘n panting youth at his mother's door
Yowing he'll KO out to court o more;

A dog is returning with visage grim,

D ng an ulster's tails with him.

wAlaaA how easily thing= yo wroag.”

X hen a lover foolishly tarries too long:

‘a?&hnd et how easily things go right”

o 'en he leaves at a decent time of night.
€ & wise who this in his memory logs;

ers are fathers, and dogo:‘re dogs.
- on Courier,
——————————

THE SILK DRESS.

‘What It Oost, After Twenty Years
of Waiting.

*There’s Annie Beldon!” said Aunt
Jane, looking up from her knitting as
she heard the sound of footsteps on the
Plank walk which lay along the front
fence. ‘Poor soul! I never see her
that I don’t think of that verse in the
Bible which says that *from him that
hath not shall be taken even that which
he hath,”” aud she sighed deeply.

1 looked from the window just in time
to see Annie Beldon before she turned
the corner of the next street. She was
a faded, careworn looking woman, a
little past middle age, with dark brown
hair thickly sprinkled with gray. Her
dress was a rusty black cashmere, her
black shawl was decidedly shabby, and
her erape bonnet was shabbier still.
She looked neither attractive nor inter-
esting, and I turned from the window

took up my crocheting again, re-
marking only that *‘she looked as if she
had had her share of sorrow.”

“Sometimes I think she has hada

t Jane. I know dozens of women
‘would have snak into the ve under
only half as much. And the best of it
is, she don’t never complain. She’s the
cheerfulest soul that ever breathed.”

“Does she live near here?” I asked,
more out of politeness than from any
real interest in the subje-t.

;*‘No! but she was my next-door neigh-
bor for twenty-five years wherFthis was
afarm-house. The town lay_two miles
oft then. and we never lookéd to see it
grow up t to our very doors. An-
nie mi:ngi: be wearin’ such shabby
clothes if there hadn’t been a mo
on their place. She could have d
:veq"m at a pood profit if it had been

ree.

“Tell me about her, Aunt Jane,” 1
said, as the old lady sed. *“You'll
have plenty of time before supper.”’

“Dear me, child, there isn't much to
tell, 'n’ maybe the little there is wouldn't
prove very inlerestin’ to you. I know
Annie shabby, 'n’ old, 'n’ y
now, 'p’ uotwmuch like]she did thirty
Years e was pirls n)gedmr. n’
she w:fo’ the pmttiestgl an’ liveliest little
thing I ever saw. Her eyves was black
as coals, 'n’ her hair hung in long curls
to her waist. She had a laugi 'n'a
m word for evervbody, 'n’ more
: than she could tend to. There
was only two of 'em, though, that she
fawl'ed” at all One was Tom Lay-
ton——
“ owner of the Layton Mills?" I

interrupted.

“Yes; but he didn't own the mills
then. He was only superintendent
there, 'n’ though he was a savin’, in-
dustrions young man, no one looked to
see him get to be a millionaire. But he
had a salary, 'n’ his father was

o, 'n’ he was reckoned s
mateh for Annie. For awhile folks
th t she’d marry him; but he wam’t
a , 'n' Annie set a deal by her
church.. She allowed that if she mar-
ried a man who never went inside of
one she'd be false to her principles, for

the Bible says the righteous shall not be
voked to the unrighteous, know.
Tom took it real hard at t, but he

didn’t bear Annie no ill will, 'n' when
she married Luther Beldon he sent her
a handsome present. Luther he was a
real steady young man, but somehow or
other he didn't %la.ve no luck. He had
a good-farm, but, work as he might, he
never made nothin’ off it enam‘n‘l bare
Jivin", *n’ Annie had to pinch 'n’ screw
to keep clothes to their backs. She was
a master hand st managin’, 'n' she
worked like a borae, but year after year
went by 'n’ they didn’t get no better off.
Drouth 'n’ early frost, 'n’ too mu’eh
rain, kep’ ’em allers behindh'?nd. n’
jest when they was thinkin’ they was
goin' to do better there’d come some-
thiﬁf‘:{lut would put 'em back again
her he got

she never lost heart. " she
never scemed to. When they'd come
over here 'n’ Luther he’d get to tellin
how crossways things sllers went for
him, she’d all‘[:s have some! cheer-
ful to say. She'd tell about it wasa
long lane that had no turnin . R it was
allers darkest jest before l.lm’a day, 'n
there was allers a silver linin’ to every
cloud, till Luther he'd get pleasant
again 'n’ ready to laugh with her over

e

you a black silk, Annie? he said, put-
ting his arm rougd her as she s by
his ehair. ‘We've been married seven
years 'n' I ain’t been able to get you
nothin® better’n calico.’

***I don't need a silk,” says Annie.
‘I've got all the dresses I can nse now.’

“Luther looked at her real steady a
minute. Then he says, sorter slow 'n’
quiet, ‘For all that, I mean to get yon
one, Annie. 1 want to see how you'd
look inm it.”

**No better'n I look now in my blue
delaine,’ 5ays Annie.

** ‘We'll see 'bout that,’ says Luther.
‘I don't care how hard times are. |
mean to live till I get you a black silk
dress.’

*She langhed 'n’ told him he'd make
a peacock of her if he could; but for all
her brave words I knew she was down-
right fond of I;ret‘ty things, 'n’ it really
hurt her to have to wear old, faded
dresses, 'n’ bonnets five years behind
the style. But she never said so, 'n’
she’d walk into church Sunday after
Sunday in her old blue delaine "n’ yel-
low straw bonnet, lookin' as sweet 'n’
happy as if she’d been dressed like a

ueen.

*“Well, Luther he never came over
here after that withont he had some re-
mark to make 'bout my black silk, 'n’ he
stuck to it that he would give Annie one
like it before he died.

“*But year after year went by 'n’ my
silk was all wore out’n’ I'd” got an-
other, 'n’ still Annie’s best dress was a
cheap delaine, ’n’ it wasn’t often she
could afford toe buy even a pair of cot-
ton gloves to cover her han Things
hadn’t gone better with Luther, 'n’ they
had other things, to sorrow for than
losing their best horses’'n’ cattle 'n’
their crops. They lost their six chil-
dren, one after the other. Three of 'em
died in one week of scarlet fever, *n’ the
other was sickly little things 'n went
off in slow consumption.

“If it hadn't been that she had to
keep Luther up I believe Annie'd have
give way many a time; but for his sake
she didn’t show one-half she felt. An’

she mnever lost faith in the Lord. She | good

said His ways seemed hard, but that He
knew what was best for her.

“Well, time went on. 'n’ about five
years things seemed to take a turn
for the better with Luther. His wheat
cropturned out well, 'n’ he sold it to
Exd profit, 'n’ he got his corn off the

tom lands before the river rose, 'n’
that was agreat help to him. He seemed
real cheerful, 'n’ John that he was
just beginnin® to-enjoy Hfe, 'n’ if things
went well he'd soon have the mortgage
cleared off the farm. The weather set
set in cold 'n' stormy just after
Thanksgivin’, 'n' one afternoon I was
out in the chicken yard shellin' corn to
ﬂn: heﬁ; 'nr:il.ll muffled up to ‘?Iy eyes,
when I heard a wagon stop at the gate,
'n’ there was Luther a nm:ﬂ'lin‘ n’ l%:ck-
onin’ to me. Iwent down to the gate
to speak to him, 'n’ before I'd got
there he was tellin' me how he'd sold
Tom Layton a eolt he'd been misin’,
'n’ was on his way at last to buy Annie

that silk dress. He asked me 'bout the
number of he ought 'n’ where
he'd best go to buy, 'n’ said he couldn’t

hardly wait to get it now he was ready.
He was goin’ to give Annie a surprise,
he said; she didn't know what he was
goin’ after.

“Well, the tears was in my eyesas |
watched him drive off, pleased as a
child at the idea of surprisin’ Annie.
But I never guessed what the black silk
dress was to cost her, poor soul!

“It began to rain soon after Luther
'd gone, 'n’ poured down for upward of
four hours. I was at the winder when
he went by on hiz way home, 'n’ I no-
ticed he didn’t have his overcoat on, 'n’
I wondered what he’d done with it, for
I was sure he’d had it on when he
stopped at the . Annie told me
afterward that he'd taken the coat oft
his back 'n’ rolled the black silk up in
it to keep it from gettin’ wet. Ii wasn't
even damp when he unrolled it-'n’
showed it to her, but he was wet to the
skin himself, 'n’ a few days later there
was a doctor’s buggy at the gate. John
he went over to see what was the mat-
ter. 'n’ foynd Luther walkin’ _the floor
n’ nin’ with pain. The cold had
settled in his side 'n’ the doctor
couldn’t give him no relief. But he
said he he'd pull through all
right 'n’ there wasn't no need to worry.

“Miss Parsons was makin’ the gilk
up. Luther wsa:]; ;: satisfied till Annie
had gone to the vi 'n’ SOmEe one
to wgrok on it, 'n’ sﬁnthugnﬁt best to
humor him. He wasn't no when
the dress came home, 'n’ the doetor
was still 'tending him; but no one
'lowed he was anyway dangerous. It
was John who hmnsht the dress home
from Miss Parsons, 'n’ he said Luther
was just too pleased for anything to see
the bundle.

*I'm goin’ to have Annie dress nght
up. in it," he says, *'n’ you 'n’ Jane
must come over after supper 'n’ see
how she looks.’

*Well, as I heard afterward, Jobhn
had h gone when Luther began to
tease Annie to put the dress on. She
wanted to get supper first, but he
wouldn’t hear to it.

* I've been waitin’ nearly twenty
years to see you in that dress,’ he says.
“'n’ I won't wait even an hour longer.’

“Well, Annie she made him lie down
—for he'd been walkin® the floor
oonstant nearly all day—'n’ she went

bles into her bedroom to put the dress on.
th?‘u"m.l a treasure in my wife?' | She’'d the skirt on, 'n’ was fastenin’
he'd say. * as frosts 'n’ mildew | the waist, when she heard a queer sound

;n‘ floods don’t take her away from

I along.
?&”ﬁﬁywﬁ%mwmmmm
day I was thirty.
first time & new

1 was wearin’ for the
black silk dress which

*“When John "n’ I got there he'd been
dead only a few minutes, 'n’ I tell you.
child, it was a sad sight to see her
kneelin’ down by that low bed in her
new black silk, her arms round that
dead man 'n’ moanin' 'n' shudderin’
(};l'er him 'n’ beggin’ him to speak to

or.

* ‘He isn't dead! she says to me as 1
come in. ‘He has only fainted. O,
Jane! do something for him. Get hot
water, 'n’ you'll find camphere in the
pantry on the lowest s!:elfp to the right.’

“But I saw that hot water 'n’ cam-
phere wouldn't be no use, 'n’ Itold her
s0 as gentle as I eould 'n’ be; her to
come away. She wouldn’t listen to me
at first, but after the doctor had coms,
'n’ he'd told her it was all over, 'n’ poor
Luther'd died from apoplexy of the
stomach, she let me take her to her own
room.

**As we was crossin’ the hall she heard
the dress rustle, 'n’ she stopped short
'n’ looked at me pitiful.

‘* ‘He never saw me in it, after all,’
’n’ she broke down and cried as ¥ het
heart would break.

“After poor Luther was buried 'n’
there was a stone put up over him 'n'
his debts was all paid, there wasnt
nothin’ left for Annie, 'n’ she was glag
to take a place in the mills. We wanted
her to come here, but she was too proud
to eat bread she hadn’t earned, she said.
About a week ago I was out with Misg
Sniper gettin' subsecriptions for the
church earpet, 'n’ we met Annie on the
street. Miss Sniper, she ain't over-sen-
sitive herself 'n’ she don’t give no one
else credit for being so, 'n’ she up 'n’
asks Annie if she didn't ever wish she'd
said ‘yes’ "stead of ‘no’ to voung Tom
Layton.

** ‘Never,” says Annie. ‘Had I my
life to begin again I would not alter it
as far as Tom Layton is concerned.’

* ‘But it’s pretty hard to have to work
for him, isn't it?’ asked Miss Sniper, 'n"
I felt it in my heart to hate her for ask-
ing such a thing.

“But Annie only smiled. ‘I eonsider
myself fortunate to be able to earn such
wages,’ she says, 'n’ then she
walked away smilin’ still. ;

“I was glad Miss Sniper didn't know
about that black silk If she'd
said anything about that, Annie wonld
'a’ broke down. She's got it packed
away at the bottom of her trunk, poor
soul, 'n’ she never speaks about it.”"—
Florence B. Hallowell, in Demorest's

Monthly.
e i
A SLICK SWINDLE.

How a P ian Gamin Engl
ty Contidence Game.

A few days ago a Jlittle street musi-
cian with his violin under his arm en-
tered a pork-butcher's shop in the Rue
des Martyrs and purchased a knuekle of
ham for two franes. On feeling in his
pocket he found that he had left the
money at home which his mother had
given him to pay for it. As it was
luncheon-time, and he would bescolded
if he went home empty-handed,. he
asked the shopl r to take the violin
in pledge; he would come and redeem
it in the afternoon. The shop-keeper
consented, and put the instrument away
in a corner. A quarter of an hour later
& gentleman of distinguished appearance
drove up in a landau, made purchares
of pate de fole gras to the amount of
forty francs, and carelessly taking u
the violin, exclaimed: ‘‘What a supe
instrument!"" He tried it en connaissenr
and offered 100, 200, 500, and finally
1,000 francs for it. The shop-keeper
could not di of what did not
long to him, but promised to try and ob-
tain it for his wealthy customer. who
took his departure leaving as his ad-
dress: “Lord Rusgzell, Grand Hotel.” A
ver{ pretty scene ensaed on the return
of the little musician. lgehfortsome
time obj to parting with his favor-
ite ﬁddﬁm last, aftlgg going home to
obtain his mother’s consent, he gave it
up for 850 frapes. The pork-butcher
dressed himself in his best, called a cab,
and drove to the Grand Hotel, where he
was politely informed that no such per-
son as Lord Russell was staying there.
The unfortunate tradesman turned all
colors, excitedly insisted that he was not
mistaken, and brandished his fiddle with
such energy that he bhad to be turned
out. The value of the instrument has
since been ascertained to be six francs.
——Paris Morning News.

Something Better.

d a Pret-

She stood on the front steps gazing
at the eclipse through a bit of smoked
glass, and the old fellow stopped his
team at the curbstone and stood up in
his wagon and gazed all around in
search of the attraction. Di i
nothing unusual he called out:

“What is it, marm—what’s the riot?"’

*The eclipse,”” she answered.

*Whar is it?"”

“On the sun.”

“Y-o-s, does seem a leetle dim up
thar,” he said. after a long squint,
“but, Lor'-a-massy, it's puthin' tur

wa folks to waste their time over!

you want to see sunthin’ better—
sunthin’ real excitin’'—come out hum
with me. I've a five-legged calf,
stwo—llﬂadai!kc hght;ind.:ﬂm g
as was struc| i n’, i
m’mallwitlgmtl ass an’ ,::u [
biled dinner on top of 'em for nuthin'.
'Chi of the sun, eh! Well, now,
how little it does take to tip sonie folks
off their balance!"'—Defrowt Free Press.

— e el

—Nearly one hundred chests of leaves
colored with and Prassian
blue to resemble tea were confiscated
recently in New York.—N. ¥. Sun.
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THE SPECTER IN RED.

Some of the Traditions Current A 5

ATTORNEY-GENERAL GARLAND.

The Pond Joke Which Colonel Dick

the French Feople.

There exists a tradition that the Loun-
vre, the great square and the Tuileries
palace, where it stood over there to our
right, are haunted by a specter called
“Le Petit Homme Rouge.”” The ap-
pearance of this specter is always fol-
lowed by a national misfortune—civil
commotion, revolution, public disaster,
or the death of the head of State. When
Catharine de Medicis built the Tuileries
she took forcible possession olladlot of
other le’s property, including a
hutclmrpe;nl:’p. thll: owner of which ﬁu
known among his neighbors asthe *‘Lit-
tle Man in Red,’” because of his bloody
business. This butcher was the witness
of some of the adventures of Kate de
Medicis, and, in order to be sure of his
silence, tha queen-mother had him de-
coyed into a subterranean p way
that connected the Tuileries with the
Louvre, where he was murdered. The
F%i;‘lit of this poor fellow took up its
abode in the garret of the new palace,
and ever since he has been a herald of
death or misfortune. In the latter days
of the reign of the grand king the
“Petit Homme Rouge™ showed himself
to Louis XIV., and then followed a
ruinous and disastrous war. the death
of the Duke of Bourgogne and his wifa
within six days of each other, and then
the king's own death. Louis XV. next
mounted the French throne and was
ealled by his le “le bien aime.”
One day the *‘Little Man in Red” showed
himself to the king, and not long after
he died with sm x, loathed and de-
serted; he died as E:ted and detested a
monarch as ever sat on a throne. Poor
Louis XVI. must have seen the butcher's
ghost the first night he slept in the

unilerles after that howling mob had
forced the royal family to move into
Paris from Versailles.” On the 20th of

June, 1792, the sans culottes gathered
in this Place du Carrousel and forced
their way into the palace. For six long

honrs the royal family were forced to
witness a defile of the vilest scum
through such rich apartments. The
king and queen sat at the council table;
the Princess Elizabeth sat beside her
mother, who held the young dauphin in
her arms, and from time to time stood
him on the table for the ple to look
at. One fellow took off his red cap ‘al:u:l

Bright Flayed Upon Him.

Colonel Dick Bright, of Indiana, bears
oil the honor of perpetrating the first
joke at the expense of the new Attorney-
Ueneral, himself an inveterate joker and
& hearty lover of good fun. While
Colounel Bright wasSergeant-at-Arms of
the Senate his personal relations with
Mr. Garland, then & member of that
body, were intimate and cordial. The
two gentlemen, indeed, became warm
friends, and have since remained so.
To-day Colonel Bright walked into the
Department of Justice and made his
way back into the Atterney-General's
private office. 1t was after office hours,
and in afew moments the Attorney-
General made his appearance. L]
day had been a busy one, and Mr. Gar-
land was very Into both of his
ears since early in the morning had
been poured a ceaseless flood of praise
and a[glpeal in the interests of men seek-
ing office.

*Dick, old fellow,” said the Attorney-
General, advancing with his hand ex-
tended and wearing a pleasant smile,
“I'm glad to see you."”

The two clasped hands and dropped
down on a sofa side by side. Mr. Gar-
land had a pleasant chat“in prospect,
and the hope of hearing a new story or
two.

“Mr. Attorney-General, you look fa-
tigued,” said Colonel Bright, sympa-
thetically. :

“Dick, I am fatigued. I'm glad it’s
all over for the day, and I'm glad you |
are here. It's refreshing to talkto a
man on some other subject than office.”™
Mr. Garland took one of Colonel
Bright's hands and rubbed it down
with a gentle stroke. Colonel Bright,
all unobserved, smiled a very wicked
smile. He then straightened up and as-
sumed a slightly em and se-
rious expression of face.

‘‘Senator,"” he said, dropping into the
old title, **1I'm sorry to dlsap]]iminl. Fou;
but I am seeking office myself. I have
come in late to get an uninterrupted

aundience.”

Mr. Garland’s face lengthened and a
small sigh escaped him. But he rallied
and said in his old way:

“Well, 'm glad to see you, anyhow.
State your case, old fellow.™
*“We have always heen %}od friends,
+ " 1 r‘.

<

laced it on the head of the 1 t
sa'nphin. who began to laugh and
amuse himself by ing out from
under it at the cmwrl;.rhe beast of a
Santerre, finding that this baby incident
was putting the rabble into a
humor, shouted out: *Take off that
cap. Don't you see it is stifling the
child?” Among the spectators of . this
extraordinary scene was a young lieu-
tenant of artillery, who, as he walked
away when all was over, remarked:
“With these cannon planted at the

alace door, I could have swept the

lace du Carrousel of all this canaille in
five minutes.”” That officer, Bonaparte
by name, was destined to be the imme-
diate successor of Louis XVL in the
Tuileries, and only three years later he
had an opportunity to show the effect of
skillfully handled guns on a mob, when
from the steps of St. Roch Church he
cleared the same place and put an end
to the reign of terror.—Paris Cor. N, O.
Ficayune.

A Parisan Suicide.

A dramatic scene was enacted re-
cently in the Rue Pierre Charron. A
man of lean countenance, worn, hag-
gard, unkempt, and thinly clothed,
stood at the corner of the street, a prey
to the deepest distress. Addressing the

rs-by, he declared that he was
ruined, and that his children had not
touched food for days. Suddenly he
drew a revolver from his pocket, tarned
it toward his breast, and fired. He was
rdised and ecarried to the entrance of a
house, and upon his coat being opened
his shirt was found to be deeply dyed
with blood. A warm-hearted member
of the crowd which had assembled un-
dertook to make a collection for the
wonnded man's family, and was pro-
ceeding to pass round the hat when the
police came to transport the suicide to
the hospital. Hereupon the suicide dis-
appeared with the revolver and the
warm-hearted man with the collection,
making, it is said, until lost to sight,
the best short distance time ever known
in western Paris.—Paris (or. N. Y.
Evening Post. ‘

i e,

—An improved lead-headed nail for
gse in putting on corrugated iron foofs
has made its appearance in the market.
The shank of &a nailis round and suf-
ficiently sharp at the point to enter the
wood readily, and may be driven home
in the usual way. The head fiat-
tens under the blows of the hammer,
or & punch may be used, which will give
it a conical head. The lead of the head
comes in contact with the sheet iron in
:ﬁ:"] as to lessen the chance of

aking.—Chicago Journal.

—=*‘Pa, does the come out of
its hole on Candlemas day and look
around for its shadow s0 as to make an
early spring. Ma says it does.”” *What
are you talking about?" said the
to the little boy. “It is the
that comes O‘I‘lrlld its hole, mot tll:da
uumge.“ “Well, ain't sansage u
m‘; and the little one went off on his

skates as though shot out of =

, leaving the old man to worry over

incipient punster in an otherwise
respectable family.—Peck’s Sun.

—=I can't furnish you with brains,
madam,"” he exelai +I don’t see
why youcan't,” shereplied. ““Youdon’t
seem to have any use for them your-
self.”"—XN, ¥, Graphic,

S . Col t; “the
very best, }”Ginm ~Feerved yo%lhwhen I
could when in office.”

“You did more than I ever asked youn
to, and I can never forget if,”" gener-
ously admitted Mr. Garland.

“Well, then, I ask a small return
now,” replied Colonel Bright. I
don’t want any of these places here at
home, where there is such a scramble,
but I want to go abroad. If there is no
other applicant deemed worthier of the
place, R should like to be made In-
spector of Pork at Jerusalem. I am
well indorsed for the place, as von will
see,” handing over some papers. “I
ask your assistance to get it. I canim-

ine no objection to me, unless it

ould bourgedthlt.beingtmmahgﬁ;
raising country, I might become
creature of a pork ring and force only
one kind of meat on the Jerusalem mar-

ket. My character, however, is good
[ trust to survive such an as-
sanlt.”

Mr. Garland had mechanically taken
the Colonel’s papers and heard him
through without once eatching on.
had actually n to read the applica-
tion, which had been made out in due
form, before the light dawned upon
him. Then his lips be, working,
and, the start once made. the corners
of his mouth ran away toward his ears,
and the Attorney General subsided in a
hearty roar of laughter. Colonel Bright
joined in, and the two friends again
shook hands.

“Dick,” said Mr. Garland, rising and | .

walking off a few steps, ““what will you
take to go over and try your game on
Bayard? Do it; and you can com-
mand me for the best dinner in Wash-

ut Colonel Bright was afrmd. He
felt that he didn't know the Secretary
well en . He contented himself
with lunching with Mr. Garland at Mr.
Garland's expense on what he had al-
ready accomplished. — Washinglon Tele-
gram. g

A Pin Piano.

Mr. E M. Taber, the librettist of
“Desiree,”” was a clerk in the Pension
Office, and his desk was immediatel
next to the wainscoting of the hall..
After he left his sucressor made a dis-
covery. Ranged along the wooden
wainscoting was a row of pins, the low-
;st deeply lmlhe;ided in the wood, the

ighest simply far enough indented to
ke:hp it from falling U'E:‘I. There was
such an evident purpose in this row of
pins that the attention of the chief of
the division 3:1“:1 e-l]e‘:em it. Runnin
his finger-nail alon, row, he found
that each pin repm%nnted a natural note
or a semi-tone. It took but a minute
more to play & tune upon this pin piano,
and, \mlsl tza nnvdtglrm wore Poﬂ‘!) Mr.
Taber’s ingenious arrangement of pins
was a source of amusement to his form-
er fellow-clerks.— Washington Fost.

el —

—Mrs. Gadabout—“Well, they say
woman is & conundrum, anyway. = Mr.
G.—*“You are just about the easiest co-
pondrum I ever did see.” “I amP
Why?’ I never come home without
ﬂn&gyou out.""—Philadeiphia Call.

4 g i

—The i Bishop of Missis-
sippi, Dr. %ﬂm Mercer Green, is in
his eighty-eighth year, yet on a recent
visitation he presched mineteen times,
baptized eight and confirmed thirty-
three persons,

SCHOOL AND CHURCH.

—To stab the people’s Free School i
to pierce our country in the hesrt—is
matricide —W. H. Venable, in Inlelli
gence.

—*It is doubtful,”” says the New

York G ic, “if there are fifty men in

the United States who speak and write

the ish tol correctly.” It is

@ that e one of these fifty or

is teaching a ign language m a
university. — Chi rrent.

—The annual of the Ameri-
can Tract Society was held at Washing-
ton, D. C., recently. The reportsshowed
receipts of the year, $357,470; ex-
penditures, $345,083; books, tracts and

periodieals circulated, 9,250,000; num-
ber of colporteurs, 161, who made 155,-
225 family visits.

—The nine leading denominations in
London provide sittings as follows:
Church England, 677,645; Con,
gtionalist.s. 172,547; Bnqm. 136,178;

esleyans, 96,140; Salvation Army,
85,180; Presbyterians, $2.221; Primitive
Methodists, 17,785; Methodist ~Free
Church, 17,100; Roman Catholie, 51,-°

190.
—The wth of the Free School in
vor has had a striking dem-

popular

onstration in Berlin. In 1883, 123.008
children received gratuitous i
ns against 53,783 in 1872, while only
3, or 22in 100. children for
instruction in 1885, as against 33,995, or
39 in 1872. At the time shouat
four-fifths of the lin children ar
educated at public expense.

é

Pennsylvania had a ion of about
4,500,000 only 500, are members of
Eva churches. There arealeven
coun! with a jion of 300,000
without a si b i (;:zmhndﬂu
counties eac i a single
Sl o e Bepis e

ere is only t one to every
sixty-six or sixty-seven of the popula

made on for a
age. Bm‘JIw’umafmlI would E
an eighteen-foot dory!”

PUNGENT PARAGRAPHS.

ing of names, one of the

Birsec i, B B Bl =B
aged negro of diminutive stature, who
is happy in the possession of the name of
ashington

Glorious Valorious G W

Peck Hamilton Stout.—XN. ¥. Tridune.

—Hugo Arnot one day when panting
with a was almost
the noise of a braw

g ey T that the good:
intelligible

mhl ng:.he:liu otot:lexlylh'::elo
“obligui to torres-
trial Lgnm." g to

ma'am,” be more Ii-ill{
than before. * , Ay
ask how you do eatit? “Yes, ma'am."™
“How?" “With

—Many men of many minds:

The man who wrjtes, 8ad writes In verse,
Is seldom & tnker's ourse.
’.!lﬂ-n_ the violin,

The - mhl-'“ ftall,

-

il o i
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