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““The Blessings of Covernment, Like the Dew from Heaven, 8hould Descend Alike Upon the Rich and the Poor.”
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THE OLD SPITE LANE

The Bpite Lsne runs slong the Hoe ‘twixt
Slocum’s form s ours,

& mETroW space Letwern each femce where
nothing grows but

The relic of = aiily fend that smoldered ‘many

years,

That caused hareh words barweed the men and
rouged our mothers” Tears;

A ‘““a‘" quirrel loxg ago, & guarrel firm and

5,
Here where lives are narrow aod people wen'f

forget

‘Wa cbildren keep the quarrel not, although its
mark is plain,

For there between our mendows green still runs
the old Spite Lana.

Bemetimes when father sits about, st pesce
with ail the worid,
<oREiry psper on his kmee, the mmoke
‘wieatha ‘bout bim caried,

Im‘f:“ on foolish spiies that ron 10 erusl

L1
And how much nicer It would be if neighbors all

ware

He'll suap out: “No! T'll Aght itout. Them
Slocums oan’t heat me!"

Put be ain't a8 heariy in 1t pow as what be
=puad 10 be;

When 'cross the line he'd shake bis fist and
falrly slmost swear.

While o' man Blocum with his men would
bolier: ‘‘Jest you dare!"

Bul then, thoss times, I think, nre gons; thay'll
never tome agsin—

And some bright dsy we'll tear away the siily
old Bpite Lane.

For, often in the eventide, when at the pasture
The cowbells tinkle in the Ausk benenth the

SUmMmar siars,

Bweet Lawrs Slocum steals away to meet me
onos again—

Nosagry words oan fhes be beard across the

old Spite Lana

O fends, old hates, oid quarrela harsh, young
hearts con end them thus, -

-The fences mark 3 lovers’ lnne just wids enough

for us.
The Splte Lase runs aloog the Mee “twixt
Slocum's farm and ours;
1% marks & path of sullen wrath—but nsnght
grows there save flowers!
—Roy L. McCardell, In Puck

A PIOT SPOILED.

Why Mr. Willoughby Didn't Get &
‘Wished for Loan.

The sun had just dipped bohind the
stesly surface of the froeen river; the
cbll of coming twilight sent s tremu-
lous shirer throngh the woods, tinkling
the leicles like & string of fairy bells aa
it went.

“‘Good, seasonable weather,” thoughs
Squire Merriford, ss he cams outto
look at the big thermoweter that al-
ways hung, summer snd winter, beside
the porch door. *‘Halloo, Steele! Is
that you?

“Yea, squira, it ia 1" sald Milford
Steele. *Ia Josephine st home?"

“She's at home, but—the fact is—
she'a pretty considerably enguged just
&t present.”

*That means, I suppose, that Leslie
Willoughby is ealling?”’

Bquire Merriford made no direct an-
swer, but stared hard st the thermom-
eter,

- " went on the merciless
catechist, “‘you could let me have the
woney you promised toward the church
debt this evening? There is u vestry
mesting the day after to-morrow,
and—"

The squire coughed dublously.

“Well, the fact Is,” sald he, *“it aln't
convenient just at present The
church'll have to wait I'm makin’ ar-
rangements to let ont all theeash | ean
epare pow on bond and morigage A
wan don’t get such an opportunity
every day, Steele, you know."”

1 should think not,” said Steele,
dryly. *“Nine per cent. seems llke a
very nice little arrangement, but sup-
pose the question of usury Is ralsed?”

*“It wou't be,” said the squire, confl-
denily. *“It's between friends, you
know.™

*“] need not ask who this llberal-
hearted friend is” sald Mr. Steele;
*Mr. Willonghby, of course.”

“Huy it is” cried the sguire test-
ily; what then?"

“Mr. Merriford,” said Steals, enrnest-
Iy, “you are sn older man than I am,
vet [ cannot forbear from entreating
¥ou 1o pause and reflect bufors you in-
vest your whole property In such su
unsafe speculation ss this What
do you know mbout this Lealie tWil-
loughby?”

*1 ¥now he's Chief Justice Chapman's
nephew.”

“He says so.™

*And he owns four thousand acres of
land out west.”

“*According to his own sccount.”

“And he night be & member of com-
gress il he chose. ™

“Rather improbable that™

“And he owns & lot o' property in
the upper part of the city of New
York.”

“Pardon me, but [ do not credit sll
this 1 sincerely believe that he is de-
ceiving both you and your daughter.”

The squire grew very red in the face.

*1 wasn’t born yesterday, and it ain't
for you to set up 1o dictate to me. And
it Josephine fancies bim more'n she
does you—"

“She is quite walcome to her prefer-
ence,” sharply ioterrupted HStesle
“YGood evening, Mr. Merriford.”

He walked quickly away down the
snowy road, the blood boiling in his
veins. He loved Josephine Merriford
heartily —he respected the
ed old squire, but just now he felt that
he was simost banished from their
counselis.

“If 1 could but prove all that I sus-
it Vo T A B e
C the litd th
brawling rivulet e

A band fell on his shoulder at the
same instant

**Hallo, Sprowle! I'm punctual to the
pecond, you ses.” .

Stesle stared round. without immedi-
lh]y‘lm! wering 1o this unexpected
greeting.

**Well, then, Mr. Lealie Willonghhy,
Esq., if you like that better,” cried
the stranger, with a burst of lsughter.
“Have you raised thatsum of money
yei? Th;ltdl what I want to kmow.
Because Bamuels is g
and— The denee!” R .

Just at that moment, looking fall
fmto his face, the stran discovered
his misthke. i

“] am not Leslia Willoughby,” aaid
Bstle composedly, “but I mbyuu Fou
where bo is Just at present he is
ﬂl Jove to Squnire Merriford's

, und trying to induce the old
san to lead him mopey.”

“That wou't do, you know! cried
tha mse. Who was evidently u lirtle the

for liquor. “Nohow you can fix
ft, that wont da. " No lovemaking'
‘Couss de’s marrisd to my sister Eliza,
Pogwt Sprowle bl 1 don't bismefiim
fo with Elizg—s

he's gy
- vinegur; but h-h.'::t.:

*T'd just like to put a spoke In Pate
Sprowle’'s wheel! I belleve in honer
among thieves; but I'm haoged If I
don’t think Pete means 190 do me this
time. "™

Josephine Merriford wus & very pret-
ty girl, cherry cheeked and dimpled,
with innocent haszel-dark eyes and a
red, laughing mouth; and the fire-light
mad® a fair pleture of her as she sat by
the great, old-fashioned hearthstoms,
with Leslie Willoughby suapicloualy
close to her.

“It's easlly dome,” coaxed Mr. Wil-
loughby, stroking his long, wazed
mustache. “Just to step down to the
nearest parson’s—aod, whew! we're off
to New York, man and wife, by the
evening train.”

“But poor paps, Mr. Willoughby!"

“He won't mind, once it's over. I
can easily telagraph to him from New
York. Ry Jove, won't that meddling
old beau of yours—8teele is Lis name,
isn't it?—stare?”

SCHCOL AND CHURCH.

—Among the words recognized by
the latest American dictionary are;
electrocrte, abusee, academise, pracios-
ity, bly and enhansi

—New York City spends 4,000,000 on
policemen, as against £3,400,000 on
school-teachers. [t is now proposed to
increase the salaries of policemen.

~—The first free public school ever es-
tablished in the world was at Dor-
chester, Mass., in 10%0. The site of
the school is to be marked by an en-
during monument.

—Mrs. Gottheil, wife of Prof. Rich-
ard Gottheil, of Columbia college, New
York, has heen decorated by the
French minister of foreign affairs with
the title of officer of the French aecad-
emy for her services in founding the
Franco-Jewish schools.

—The Jewish law ordered that the
grain flelds should not be gl d, and
that the wheat in the cornmers of the
f or walls should not be gathered,

And Leslie Willoughby Indulged in »
hearty lnogh atthe idea; but Josephine
colored, and then grew pale.

“Don't Leslie,” she replied: “Mil-
ford Steele has always besn & good and
true friend to me.”

*'] dare say, I dare say. Well, Jonis,
just you get your father to advanecs
that one hundred dollsras and we'll
give 'em all the slip. Wo'll take the
cight train—"

“No, you won't—not if I know It,”
interrupted = gruff voica *“For my
sister Eliza, your lawful wedded wife,
Pete Sprowles, you know—she aln's
nelther dead nor divorced And you're
no more Justiee Chapmsn's nephaw
than I'm step to Queen Vietorla
—and your nmme ain't Willoughby—
and you're & confounded scoundrel and
s villaln, Pete Sprowle—that's what

you be.

And Leslie Willoughby, stroggling
to his feet with & face of wrath and
confusion, found himaelf fade to face
with his respected brother-in-law sad
coplotter and Milford Btesle.

“Sianderer! thizs I r work!"
gasped he, siming a blind blow at tha
latter.

“Apd I am proud of I4," declared
Steele: “or, rather, I shsll be, when
I've kicked you out of this house.”

Word and deed were simultapecus,
and in another second Josephine and
Bteele were alons in the room.

“Oh, Milford!" she faltered, '‘can this
be trus? or am I dreamiag?

*It ia true, Josls, that you are saved
—that yonder miscreant is & married
man, ss well sa an unprincipled ad-
venturer.”

*Dear Milford, how can I ever thank
you?" sbe murmured, lifting her soft
brown eyes to his face.

*] will tell you, Josie—one of thess

¥s.

Squire Merriford could hardly be-
lieve his own ears when he heard the
tale

“l came precious near being anold
fool,” obmerved he sagely, sod thare
was some truth in bis remark —Chica-
go Mail

DIZIIED BY SUCCESS.

Ladicrous Antics of & Great Man Upon &
Leados Bireet.

Jamen Hinton, the celebrated aurlst
and essaylst, waa one of thoss men who
are absolutely oblivious to the impres-
sion made upon the world by thelr own
eccentricities of demeanor. Hawasan
odd little man. As somme one enoe aald
of him: **There never lived a man
with a whiter soul, s warmer ksart or
& shriller volce.™ LHe wrote a biok that
set the world talking, and also leaped
st once Into & fine medioal practioe
One day J. C. Jeaffreson was walking
slong & London strest, when he heard
his pwn name uttered in a high treble.
He sayws:

v quickly round, [ saw =
little, fragile man dancjpg about the
pavement In high axcitement, to the
considerabls inconvenience of way-
farers. It was Jamea Hintom. Jump-
ing up to me, he shook my hand, with
convulsive tugs, as he sjaculated:

“ '] pm 8o very glad, o bly

glad to see you! I havescoften wished

o 88 you and tall you all that hasbap-
!'

“Having, by thia time, shaken my
band with more than sufficient cor
diality, he stepped back = few pacss
snd, in dolng o, blundered against s
stout lady, and knocked s small boy
down into the gutter. After viewing
me in the right psrspective, be danead
up to me again, and then dsneed before
me, ejaculating in the biguest notes of
his shrill voles:

] am »o delighted twsee you! There
is so much for us to talk about! Bo
many things bave happensd that I
want to tell you about! Do you know,
1 am a successful man, & very success
ful man? I becane s success sllina
minute. lan'titludicrous? Yom never
expeetad me to ba a succesaful man.
No one thuught it in the least degree
possible that I should be s success.  No
one! bo one! no one! Seel! that's my
carriage! Those are my horses! Is it
not absurd? Do, my desr fellow, say
it la a beurd that I should drive sbout

“Having thus, in complsts lnnocence,
Loadon erowd by his an-

tics, he stepped Into the wonderful car-

risge snd drove sway, beaming.”

Cnderstosd English Waill Exeugh.

A North-sider of & musical turn of
mind waa starting down town recently
when the strains of & hand organ
played by an Italisn scross the strest
reached his ear. He recogvised the
music a8 & popular aria from *‘Semire-
wide” The harmony wea perfect and
the impresaric st the orank was com-
ducting the performance with sxcellent
judgment as to tempo.
Startled st hearing musie of auch a
class from the mwuch abused hand organ
the North side citizen stopped asd 1l
tened. The finished the arla,
mede some in the interior ad-
justment of the machine and started it
again. Thesslection thia time was from
*Lohengrin,” and the performance was
equally good.

When the music ceseed the listensr
crossed the street, took a cola from his
pocket, gave it to the organ grinder,
“Do you understand »
“Yeh,"” replied the impresario, poclket-
ing the coin and grinning delighteaty.
“Then I want you to play that lsat
plese again. ™

~The orgenist .grasped the handle of
his machine, terped -it- with remewed
vigor, and the suffering stmosphers for
blocks aroumd vibrated with the ago-
uisimg stralne -of “After the -Ball"—
Chicago Tribune.

mot while I'm sround. ™

B & have w’\lﬂ.h time then
m,ﬂmﬂnt mind letting the
younid

s

lady know that your frisnd is -
marvied. LA | tivi #mthe Seriptural writings.

—During the most of® the sixteenth
ceptury the English people called the
©tle the Bibliothecs, or the Library,

- word being limited in its applica

in order that somsthing might be left
for the poor. No farmer might forbid
poor persons from entering his fields
and gleaning after the reapers.

—The Baptists of England will add
100 to their army of missionarics now
at work among the -heathen. This is
made possible by the $800,000 fund
gathered during the “‘centennial year.”
A deputation of leading men is now
visiting the Baptist churches of En-
gland to sound a eall through them
for the men and women for mission-
RT185.

—In New York the toial attendance
taken at all forms of religions woership
amounts to abont 900,000 in a total
population of 1,800,000, including the
sick, the disabled, infants, octogena-
rians and persons in public institutious
There are more Methodists than Bap-
tists in New York, more Presbyterians
than Methodists, mores Catholies than
Presbyterians.

—"Gen.” Rooth of the Salvation
army announces his purpose of making
& campaign of four months' duration
in the United States and Canada. He
wants the army to raise a fund of #240,-
000 this year to celebrate his “fiftieth
year of Christian life,” and proposes
that an international jubilee congress
be held *in London next July. He will
use the money, if he geta it, to further
the work of the army.

—The Delaware Historical soclety
has charged itself with the pions task
of marking the site of the old Crane
Hook church below the mouth of the
Christiana, not far from Wilmington.
This church was the predecessor of old
Swedes church, and the latter will
s00n be two hundred yearold. It is a
charming old structure, with a grave-
yard of much historic interest. The
society cherishes a relic from the wall
of the Crane Hoolk church, bat the site
of the building is now marked by only
the stump of an old battonwood tree.

—The Protestant Episcopal church
almanac for 1804 says that during the
last year 527 men were ordained to the
ministry, & guin of 38 over the previous
year. The number of communicants is
given as 566,813, an increase of 17,057.
The grand total of contributions was
#13,985,757.50, being an increase of $320,-
711.19. This would indicate that in
sume respects the Episcopal church has
been making fairly satisfactory prog-
ress during the last year. ¥

—The snnual catalogue of the Yale
divinity school announces some impor-
tant changes. Rev. William K. Black-
man, B. D., Ph. D., Yale, '80, will suc-
ceed Dr. Fairbanks as professor of
Christian ethics, while the latter will
lecture on “The History of Philosophy
of Religion.” Several new conrses will
be added this year, some to be condact-
ed by Prof. Blackman. These latter
will chiefly embrace the study of an-
archy, socialism, civil-service reform,
the wage system and otber branches of
economic science.

COLD WEATHER.

Just One Instance of What Winter Is la
the Bints of Malne.

" A number of us were sitting close

behind the depot register, trying to be

as comfortable as possible: and to

make ourselves heard above the wild,

weird howl of the December wind.

“A very disagreable day,” said an
eastern Virginia man, “but I thiok
I've seen it eolder in the moun"—

*Colder?” sneered the Maine lumber-
man; “if we had this weather up our
way we'd sleep ont doora.™

“Pretty cold winters, have you?”

*“Cold? Why, men, last winter I was
standin’' at the door of our shanty,
when a fine bnek came along, chased
by a big an’ pow'ful houn’. Agin the
Inw to chase with dogs? Yes, but a
good dog outruns the law™——

“But what of the deer and dog?”

“Gimme time. Well, sir, that buck
had been skirtin® the lower side ol the
hill, an’ came to the crossing nigh my
shanty. As I opeped the door he made
s shigh an’a pow'ful leap, the houn'
springin’ into the airat the same time.
At this moment, when both were in the
air, the cold wave coming over the hill
struck 'em"——

“And threw them over?"

“What? No, gentlemen, that back
and hound were jist friz right there
in mid-air. They never kim down
from that leap. I chopped the dog
down and thawed him out, but he
wan't mo good for huntin® after
that"” — .

“But the buck?” said the Virginian,
wiping tears from his eyea.

“The buck! He stuck thar, friz in
the mir till the sun kim out next day
an' dropped him."—Cleveland Plain
Dealer.

Heindosr in Lapiand.

The number of. reindeer owned by a
Laplander in Sweden varies tos con-
siderable degree. The poor may have
from 50 to 300 reindeer, those bet off
from 300 to 700, and the rich Lapland-
ers will keep 1,000 and even 5,000 rein-
deer. There is some difficulty in col-
Jecting stitisties on the mumber of
reindeer, as the Laplanders are some-
times nnwilling or unable to give any
correet statement. According to the
Intest statisties the number of reindeer
in Sweden would amount to 196,220, of
which 52,550 were in the province of
Jemland, 40,500 in the province of Ves-
terbotien and 208,170 in the province of
Norbotten.—Chicago Herald.

s the »
Mistress—Our style of living is very

we usanally bave buckwheat cakes,

and—"

New Girl—And I'm to. bake ‘'em fast
as you want ‘em? .
“Certainly.”

*In ons of you children boys?”

“One is & boy.”

“Healthy™

“Yes, indoed.”

“] don't want the place. Good-day,
mum."--Good News.

simple. #or breskfast, st this season, | 3@

WILD-GOOSE SHOOTING.

s and K Which Often
Baflle the Hunter.

The man who originated the saying
*willy as a goose™ can not have been a
sportsman. His experience of geese
had evidently been confined to the de-
generate specimens of the barnyard.
The wild goose is a bird of a different
feather. “Silly” is the last word one
would think of applying to this wariest,
keenest-eyed, shrewdest of fowls. The
man who can outwit him and bring him
to bag may justly claim to be a past
master in the art of Nimrod; while ke
who fails may at least console himself
with the thought that he does not lack
for company. To be outwitted by a
bird is not flattering, bat few who have
hunted the wild goose have missed this
wholesome experience.

But the sportsman who learns a les-
son from each failure will presently be
able to turn the tables on the fowl, re-
calling that he laughs best who langhs
last. The laugh will never be all on
one slde, however, for the crafliest
sportsman will find an occasional goose
whose cunning matches his own; some
fine old centurion honker whose
senses penetrate blinds and disguises
as if by divination. It is really
nothing 50 occunlt, however; it is mere-
ly trained observation and logieal rea-
soning—strange faculties, perhaps, to
ascribe to & Uird, but he has them none
the less. The goose is.anot naturally
a timid bird. Only thronghsad experi-
epce has he become wary and sus-
picious. When firstintroduced to man
he is guileless wnd confiding. Even at
this late day, members of the tribe in
outlying districts of the northwest, are
still ntterly unsophisticated. In’ the
early fall large flocks may be ap-
proached at will on horseback, and the
Indians dash through the flocks on
their ponies, killing the birds with
short clubs or trampling them uoder-
foot. When the survivors have learaed
this trick, the hanters approach them
behind trfained bullocks, and mow
swaths in the ranks with heary guns.
But soon the birds learn to fear cattle
as well as horses, nnd, indeed, to shun
every object behind which a man
might possibly be concealed. And it
has been demonstrated that this ac-
quired knowledge is communicated to
the inexperienced birds; so that pres-
ently veterans and novitiates alike are
shy and suspicious, as the eastern
sportsman always finds them.—Har-
per's Weekly.
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BE SURE OF THESE WORDS.

“Resking,” “Desicented” aud “Larid™ May
Neot Mean What Yeun Think.

The old dictionary sell about “tran-
spire” and “perspire” is still worked
with so much assiduity as to lead one
to suppose that there is none other tc
be had. But there sre others quite as
good. Take three words *“Reeking,”
*“desiccated,” and *“lurid,” and ask
your friends what they understand by
them.

“Reeking?” one will say. **Why, reek-
ing meauns dripping with moisture,
soaked with wet.”

Another will say that it means
“slippery, alimy: aswith filth.” “Reek-
ing with filth. Harving a pungent, un-
pleasant odor.”

If you ean get a bet that the word
does not mean anything of the kind,
take it. It is sure money. If he won't
bet you'll have almost as much pleasure
in noting his surprise when you tell
him that “‘reeking” means “smoking,
steaming.” A chimney can reek, or a
bnew pipe can reek. When a horse
reeks with moisture, it is becanse its
fianks smoke and steam. Jean Igelow
writes:

No Slame did fiash or fair bloe reek
Ross up 1o show ms his place

That Is the surest cateh-word of the
three. “Desiccated” ia pretiy good,
though. Nine out of every ten willin-
stantly'say that the word means: “*Chop
ped up into little bita. Smashed up in
pieces.” In this word, asin “recking,”
the process of change from the real
meaning can be traced. Anything very
wet would reek in irosty weather,
80 the wetness was assumed to be the
real characteristic of reek. Preity
mueh the only articl* in common use
to which the adjective ‘‘desiceated™ is
applied is coconnut prepared for use in
cakes and pies. It is chopped up in
small bita. But it is chopped up that
it may be thoroughly dried, and “'thor-
oughly dried” is the only proper mean-
ing.

“Lurid” isa word little better known.
Ask a man what color lurid is and he
may answer correctly, but the chances
are that he will say “‘red, flaming.
orange or bright yellow.” Of course,
lurid means smoky or dull color. Lon-
don fog is lurid; thick, suffocating
smoke is lurid. Lurid and livid are al-
most synonymouns. “Lurid lames” are
fi almost ehoked with 3 A
lurid sunset is not a bnlliant one, but
one dull and gray and cheerless.—5St.
Louis Post-Dispatch.

CHEERFUL STEPHEN GIKLIM.

A Man of REemarkable Humor, Wha Lived
in Storikville Centre.

*I think that perhaps the most cheer-
ful man I ever knew,” said Col. Calli-
per, “was my friend Stephen Giklim,
of Storkvilla Centre, V. He always
took a cheerful view of things; and he
had a sense of humor that oftentimes
enabled him to extraet fun from sitos-
tions in which others found only gloom.
Indeed his sense of humor was rather
keener thanone would desire, for some-
times it sprung things on him most un-
expectedly. It went skirmishing on
its own account, and reached humorons
conclusions with great suddennesa be-
fore Stephen had caught wp. When his
mind came along his sense of humor
would jump out with some idea so fun-
ny that Stephen wonld bave to laugh
in spite of himself.

*“Of course this was a defeect In Ste-
phen’s composition, and he knew it
You might have thought that as he
grew older increasing yesrs and cares
would tame him somewhat and blunt
his sense of humor, but they didn't
His years increased, to be sure; he
couldn’t help that, but his caren did
oot, for he wouldn'tlet'em. His sense
of humor was as sbounding as ever; it
would greet him sometimes with a
smile which seemed to say: ‘What!
We grow old? Well” And then they'd
both langh s they walked along to-
ther.

“Stephen’s sanse of humor cost him
sopve friends and made him some
trouble; it made him laugh sometimes
st most incpportune moments. He
was himself a® much disturbed by this
s anybody, but not for long, for he
mas 50 bioysut that nothing could
cecp him down. He passed through
ile & sturdy, proapcrons man, whose

serfect enjoyment was marred only by

i in excess of happinesa"—N. Y. Sun.

LIONS HAVE THEIR PETS.

An Aptmal Tralner Tolls of Hats in 8 Cage
With the King of Heasta

An animal-trainer who was exhibit-
ing his cage of lions In New York re-
cently, said: *I never saw a lion kill
a rat or a2 mouse, and 1 have had many
of the little animals put in the cage
with my five lions. My attention was
first drawn to this when [ was on my
way from London to Batavia, in Java,
on the ship Rotundo. I had my five
lions with me, and one day I saw Leo,
my favorite lion, lying down and hold-
ing between nis paws wery loosely a
monster ship rat. [ thought perhape
that the eat imstinet in the lion had
made him catch it, and that he would
probably piay with it awhile, then eat
it, and so I watched. Imagine, how-
ever my surprise when 1 saw him loos-
en the rat, and the rat made noat-

tempt to get away, but run
up and over his gigantice paws
and play with him We were

a long time making the trip, and every
day this ship’s rat went into Leo's
cage, and the two played together as
gently as two children. I made sev-
eral atlempts to capture the rat, hop-
ing that perhaps I might take it ashore
with me, but I could not succeed, and
old Leo did not like at all my attempt-
ing to interfere with his pet. There
was another instance snbsequent to
this where Leo had a pet rat, which
makes me believe that the lion has a
real fondness for the rodent. It was in
1881 in Calcutta. We were playing at
the Maiden, and when I went in to see
my pets one morning I saw that Leo
had found another rat for a pet. My
fiva lions were all together, but this
rat would play only with Leo. There
were many other rats in the place, but
the other lions would not look at them.
In Hamburg 1 once knew a case of a
sick tiger to whom it was deemed
necessary to give some tresh, warm
blood to tone up his system, and to
further this end a live rabbit was put
in the cage with the tiger. The tiger
played with the rabbit for days belore
he would touch it He finally killed
apd ate it. .

*Now, there isanother peculiar thing
about lions, and that is that they will
not eat the flesh of a fowl. You might
tempt them with a canvasback duck or
the daintiest squab, but they would re-
fuse it This is a scientific fact. 1
bave tried it many times. I remember
once having & swan which had broken
its wing. We killed it, dressed it care
fully and threw it into the cage of the
lions, but they would not touch it, and
it finally had to be taken out and
thrown away. I have repeatedly pnt
pigeons alive into the cage, just to see
what they would do. I have thrown
grain down among the lions, and the
pigeons hare actuslly got down and
hopped around the big brutes, even
hopping on their backs, the lions mak-
ing no attempt to disturb them, even
seeming to enjoy their companionship.

“Now. there is something strange
about this which is rather difficult to
explain. To my minod, it argues thata
lion is not brutal in his instincts.
Snvag: he undoubtedly is. Fierce at
all times, but fierce with justice. [ be-
lieve every one of my lions has a-con-
science; 1 known every one of them
knows the difference between right
and wrong; they know their wondrous
power and are charitable. They
would never attempt to injure some-
thing which in no way conld do them

arm. ‘The study of a lion, his habits,
characterand capabilities, is one of the
most interesting I know. It offersa
field as yet comparatively unkoown,
but the more one goes into it, the more
time one takes to find out just whajn
lion is, the more he is convinced that
he has rightly been named the king of
beasts.”"—N. Y. Tribune.

MARBLE MOSAIC.

An Economical Use for the Chippings of
the Quarry.

As a striking instance of the modern
ingenuity that gathers up everything
that nothing be lost, and turns it to
some account, the tranformation of
marble fragments into things of bean-
ty may be cited as conspicuous. For-
merly tons of chippings of the finest
marble were thonght of no better use
than to make roada or marble dust.
XNow the little fragments are brought
even from the far famous quarries of
Carrars, and sre reuniled in a solid
mass b form h hold or ts,
parts of buildings, mantels, monu-
ments, ete.

In a large brick strocture in one of
the small cities of the sound is the fac-
tory of the company engaged in the
marble mosaic business. Asone enters
he sees barrels full of marble of all
colors, the fragments being of varions
sizes, from that of a pea to that of an
cgeg or larger. The smaller sizes are
alreadr reduced enough to form the
mosaie, but the larger ones are crum-
bled by powerful machines, then care- ]
fully screened so as to get an even
grade of the size desired. The particles
are then mixed with a composition of
cement apd other materials, and the
mass is molded while soft in the desired
shapen Lying about one sees varions
molds for table tops, brackets, urns,
mantels, cornices, paper weights, ete
When the mosaic has hardened it is
smoothed and polished like solid mar-
ble and takes a mirror-like finish.—N.
Y. Tribune.

Freaks of Southern Sand Btarms.
Strange freaks are played by wind-
blown sands in the New Mexico river
valleys and mountain canyons. In the
canyons one may see cliffs and nataral
stone pillars cut into fantastic forms
by the natoral sand blasts formed by
the winds sucking up snd down these
narrow passes. [p broad river valleyvs,
the Rio Grande especially, grest areas
of sand hills are seen tossed up like
giant waves of a sen. These shiff their
position slowly, travelling in the diree-
tion of the prevailing winds, until they
scatter on the plain or enconnter some
obstruction, such as a mountain side,
against which they hesp. Not only
raluable lands, bnt towns may be
buried in thisinvading element. Thus
slong the Pecosriver, at distances from
twenty to forty miles below the town
of Eddy. in southeastern New Mexico,
there are five o!d deserted pueblos or
villages built by ancient agricultural
Indians, which, it is estimated, once
contained a population of from ten
thousand to fifteen thousand people.
Now the villages are nearly buried in
sand blown from the hills that bound
the valley. Vestiges of a canal tothese
towns have been discovered
from a canyon mear by which once fur-
nished water, but is now filled with
sand.—X. ¥, Suf

~In the caseof & phers’ strike
itis just a little donbiinl who yould
aold the key to the sitnation. — Buffalo
Sonrier.

PERSONAL AND LITERARY.

~—\When Theodore Parker visited Car
Iyle in 1843 he found the two brothers,
Thomas and John, drinking hot whisky
punch together. Carlyle praised the
young poel Tennyson to the American,
defending bym from the reproach of
daintiness and shouting out: *'Ow, he
drinks his glass of grog with the rest
of us!™

—NMrs. Potter Palmer, of Chicago, has
s penchant for Mexican snd duchesse
laces. She probably owns one of the
finest assortments of these delicate em-
broideries in the world Mrs Isaane
Catlin, the wife of the general, has a
special charity fad. She loves to dis-
pense clothing and food to the needy
youth of Brooklyn.

—George Meredith rejoices ina profu-
sion of hair which falls in artistic neg-
liges
face, and he looks younger than his
years, which are sixty-two. Oscar
Wilde had deseribed hiastyle as “‘chaos
illnmined by brillisnt flashes of light-
ning.” and, save by the inner cult, no
one really cares for his books.

—Most of the droll stories attributed
to Abraham Lincoln are supposed tobe
apoeryphal, but Robert Bonner makes
public a letter he received years ago
from Henry Ward Beecher, in which
the Plymouth p says ning a
visit to Lincoln: “Abraham told me
three stories, two of which 1 forget
and the other won't bear telling.”

—Mins Elizabeth Bullock, who died
in Balem, Mass.. recently, at the age of
seventy-seven, had not lefi her house
for more than forty yeara Miss Bul-
lock was engaged to be married to a
young man of Salem. Just before the
marriage was to take place the young
man broke the engagement and de
parted for the west. This was more
than forty years smgo. Miss Bullock
declared she would never leave her
home again alive, and kept her word.

—Mr. Gladstone since his retirement
has recaived many hundredsof tributes
from admirers all over the United
Kingdom, and the gifts are still poor-
ing in. He has received several dozen
walking canes and umbrellas. A num-
ber ot admirers clubbed together and

round his classically-chiseled | ¥

A Bard Slap
Lawyer—You ware there, wersn'y

pon?

Witness—Yes.
Lawyer—And you saw it?
Witoess—VYes.
Lawyer—And you can’t swear o
what you saw in front of you?
Witnesa—No.
Lawyer—Loolk straight at me.
Witness—Yes.
Lawyer—Can you swear you see &
man in front of you?
Witnesa—No.—Hallo.

A ™ ta Ch

Little Boy—I stayed in the parlor
all last evening when Mr. Squeczem
was callin® on sister, just ss you told

me. .

Mother—That's a good boy; am:d here
Is the candy I promised you. Did yom
t tired? ”

Little Boy—0Oh, no. We played blind
man’s buff, and |t would have been
lots of fun only I was'it’ nearly all the
time.—Good News.

Barsevemant.

Our daya are long and dreary,
Since Mary weni away;

Wa sigh and grow aweary:
We're pining day by day.

We dream a¢ morn and even
Of days when she was hera,

‘When life was worth tha ltvia’,
And we wars fuil of cheer.

But pow our days are dreary
Since Mary up and weat,

For little wifey's cooking—
It lsn’t worth & ceob

—Detroit

YEHRY MUCH INTERESTEDN.

Jopes—Oh, what a8 very charming
baby! Ihave slways taken such an in-
terest in very young children. A—how

sent him s hand arm-chair, and
many more pretentious presents have
come to him. The tributes have been

entirely spontanecus, no suggestion of | We¢

snch a thing having been made in the
newspapers until their nomber became
notable.

—Grenville 8 Redmond, of San
Franeisco, has just taken second rank
at the famous Julian academy of arts,
in Parin. Redmond, who is only twen-
ty-two years of age, is a deaf-mule, and
his career bas already been a remark-
able one. In 1870 he became an in-

mate of the institation for the deat, | *"

dumb and blind at Berkeley. Cal. He
at onee showed phenomenal ability as
an artist, and during the last three
yvenrs he has been a student at the art
school in San Franeisco, his expenses
being borne by the Berkeley institu-
tion.

—A friend of the late B. M. Ballan-
tyne, the well-known author of boys'
books of adventure, says he slways got
material from first hands His first
story, “The Young Fur Traders,” he
wrote after spending six years in the
wilderness of North America. He
wrent to Algiers and wrote *“The Pirate:
City;” he spent a conple of weeks on
the North sea with the deep sea fisher-
men, and wrote “The Young Traw-
ler;” he sat up for a fortnight or so
with the London firemen, and went out
in costume to a fire almost every night,
and then
Flames” and “Life in the Eed Erig-
ade.” Aguin, Ballantyne lived a couple
of weeks in the Bell Rock lighthouse,
and the result was “The Lighthouse;™
he spent a similar period on the light-
ship off the Goodwin Sands, and wrote
*The Floating Light;” and he went
down the deepest of the tin mines, and
the sequel was “'Deep Down; A Tale of

the Cormish iim"
MOROUS.

—'The place was robbed last night.”
“Indeed! What was taken?" *'Nearly
evervthing. In fact. the only thing
not disturbed was the watchman."—
Tit-Bita.

—He (exhibiting sketch)—*It's the
best thing I ever did.” She (symps-
thetically)—"Oh, well, you musn't let

that discourage you.”"—Bosion Home
Journal.
—Harry—""Mamma, who waa the in-

ventor of the cotton-gin?"' Mamma
(sternly)—*I don’t know, my son. Nor
do 1 take any interest in liquor or
liguor-drinking.”-Pittsburgh Bulletin.

—Mrs. Brown (pudging Mr. Brown,
who snores with his mouth open)—
“William, you'd make less noise if
you'd keep your month shut™ Mr.
Bm (only half awake)—'"So'd youn.”

—Tom—"1 like your new h

produced *Lighting the|

old fa it?
Mother (with pride)—Only just eloven
s,

Jones--Really! A—and is It your
voungest?—DBrooklyn Life.

Belltude Praforred.

“T.eave me now, Lobelia,” said Mr.

MecSwat, psssing his hand nervously

™ his fopehead. "I wish to be
slone for the next hour or two.”

“What is the mastter, Billiger? in-

quired Mrs. McSwat, with some anxi-

?:I have got to consult a raflway
guide!™ gr l the happy man.—
Chicago Tribune.
Limits of Btrest-Tar Barvice.

Upton (looking from his office win-
dow)—PFPhew! What a storm! 1
walking will be terribly bad by the
time I start home.

Friend—I thought the street cars
passed yeur house. _

Upton—Y-e-s, but they never ramn
when the walking is bad—N. ¥
Weekly.

Aceosmmodatiag.

The guest at the hotel table had
been kicking about the food until he
got tired and then he commenced on
the weather.

“Don't you have any change of
peasons here?” he inquired of the
waiter.

*Yes, sir,” wns the prompt reply. *'If
you don't like pepper you can try salt.”
=—Detroit Free Press.

In Somber Boes. '
The name of the maldes was Gray,
And the name of the youth was Brown.
But whaa be had tremblingly sabl his say
Do you think she fair damsal tnrned Browal

Nay, nsy-
Bhe beartlessly turned him down.
—Chicago Tribune.

A Ty

“Gladys—When I go west next week
I'll leave you my pet chameleon as 8
souvenir.

Gwendolen—Oh, thanks! That will
be just lovely! He will remind me of
you constantly. They change their
complexions »o often, you knowl—
Puck.

Traes to Nature.

Bustle—What do you think of my
1atest picture?

Palette—Isn't that cow In the fore-
ground a little bit roeky?

Bustle—Oh, I don't know. Thisis a
morning scene, and the cow has been
out all night. —N.-Y. World.

The Age of Adulisration.
Customer—IHere is your sugar back.
Idon't want it.
Grocer—What's the matter with it?
Customer—Too much sand for table
use and not quits enough for building

What a charming vists one
throngh these parlors into the library.”
Kitty—"‘Yes; but my brother says I'll
never have any luck until the portiers
are up."—Life.?

—Wife-—*""My milliner was hers to-
day to see you, and 1 told her you were

out.” Husband—*What she say?”
Wife—""She said that she had
seen you you would be 1 more.”

—N. Y. World. .
—Miss Fadley—''Are you fond of
flowers, Mr. Slimeash?” Mr. Slimcash
—*1 don't know, really.” Mim Fadley
—*Dear me! Why not? Mr. Slim-
cash—"I haven't noticed the price of
them.”—Inter-Ocean.

~—His Occupation. — Senator—*Did
you say your friend had a place in
Washington?”  Politician — “Yes"
Senator—''By the day or job?" Poli-
tician—"'0Oh, by the job; he's s lobby-
ist."—Detroit Free Press.

—When the Jewish proverbial philos-
opher wrote: As vinegar to the teeth
and smoke to the eyes is the sluggard
to them that send him—he was by an-
ticipation describing *the American
messenger-boy. —Chicago Interior.

—The Prince's Tutor—"'And now we
come to the Emperor Caligula. What
does your Roysl Highmesa know of
him?" The prinee is silemt Tutor—
“Quite right, sir. The less said sbout
such a monster the better!"—To-day.

—Excited Lady (on the beach)—
“Why isn't something done for the ship
in distress? Why don’t some of you—"
Coastguard (hurriedly)—*‘We have sent
the crew z line to eome mom.”
Excited Lady—"Good grasious! Were
they waiting for a formal invitation?

—*Il am going to make a great hit
with my next novel,” said the golden-
heired snthoress, “and don’t you for-
get it™ *“What's the plot? *Oh, I
dow't really know, yet, but there are to

ings of the hero from sppenlicitia,”—
{ndianzpolis Journal. -
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—Alex S t, in Texas Sift-

JOKE FROM PHILADELYHIA.

A thing =ald by Thomas Bailey
Amhmﬂnmn&dthh

fon drawing rooms. Some one fold him
the cther day that = certain well-
known and exceedingly mannish blue-
stocking called him %hl:dua
“So I am,” quickly ldrieh,
oot o her.”—Town Topies.

she Sess tha Fapern
ujnj._u.mm‘ 1 didn't know that
Mrs Sloper had been sick. What has
she been cured of?
T meme

question, %
Millie—Why, here's her picture in
the paper.—Harper’s Young People.

T 4

The'| mas

PLEABUERF DEFEREEIL

Johnnie—Mister Eﬂm, kin Sam
eum an’ go s-Sshin” me!
Mr. Hayliok—All righs, Johnnie; jes”

feeds ther pigs s’ drives ther cows tew
pasture an’ takes er bag o' corm ier
ther mill an’ cleans ther wagon sn'
splits some wood.—Judge:

Taking Grant 2 5
“¥Whst makes you look so uncomfées-
sble?” sald one young writer to ame
other.

in my next article.” :

‘ghinﬂn‘?" 2 i =
“Yea ™ e &
“Good man! You mustny’
do thst You'll spoil your style."—
Washington Star.

Tevnlag sa Adege-
Father—You don’t seem to believe
in the adage “businesa before pless-
ara.”

Son—Of course I don't.

Father—You ought to; it's mml-‘
lent one. 5 -
POy
fellow always court a girl a long time
before he goes to ses her father?—De-
troit Free Presa. = %

A of Ma -y,

Friend—Did you lose anything in the
Bustall bank? e
Depositor—Nota penny.  °=
“Welll well! If you knew the t?n'
r you'ssy
207"

was going wrong, why didn’t

“I didn't know. [had to go off em
businegs, 5o I left my wife'some blank
chechm T she went shopping."—
Tid-Bits.

A Wiss Testulbe.
Little Dot—1 fink I know why mame

ter?” =
“Niver; an’ O niver will. It's mesili
that’ll not sssociatate wid an animal
that takes off grane an’ puts on red."—

HE QUIT AT THAT

kfas?
Kltty—I don't know. How many have
youl—Brooklyn Life.

Lasdiard and Tonent.
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