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““Yhe Blessings of Covernment, Like the Dew from Heaven, Should Descend Alike Upon the Rich and the Poor.”
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MY GASTLE IN THE AIR.

17 T cou g0 ballooning.
And had the time 10 SPare,
¥'d journey to discover
M castle in the air.
It stands, that stately buflding,
Berond the vellow moon.
Where tradesmen’s bills CBE never ooma,
Not even by balloen

Yhe weter-rate coilector
He eves fts door in vain.

Because its eistern runs with,
No water, but champagna.

Iis roof has been coustrucied
o very Glgh and sieep.

o lgvo-lors cats can clamber there
Ta frighten gestie sleep

My neighbor's heos ¢an never
Dty the garden wall.
Pecguse there are no neighbora
Or hen coops nesr at all
€0 in the garden nodding,
In rich profusion grow
Tohacon trees and caulifiowers,
And roses all a-row.

0 could T reach my castle,
T'd pever nead to think,

I'd never need to scribble,
And cloihe my dreams in inlk.

S0 when I'm not 5o busy,
1711 bire = big balloon,

And +4il away with—I know whom—
Veryond the yellow moon.

— Darid La Costa, in Home and Country.

A WELL-MATCHED PAIR.

How Prince Demtoff and Lady
Conetarce Were Robbed.

The platform was crowded this sun-
ny morning with excursionists and
swell yachtsmen 2nd ladies with golf
Bticks.

'I'wo people attracted a lot of atten-
tion by their palpable efforts at con-
cealment. He, although the day was
so hot, was enveloped in a long cloak
with a collar reaching past his ears,
and his cotten-white hair and mus-
tache showed up occasionally in strong
contrast to the deep brown of his face
as he turned to watch the porters at-
tacking a huge mound of his belong-
ings.

Each bos and bag was embl

making & little moue, said she was so
hungry and so glad to eat, ete.

They chatted and laughed as the
train sped through the beantiful coun-
try.and by the time Southampton was
thought of she had smoked a mild
cigarette and he had kissed her hand.
She bhad readjusted her veil and he
assumed his big cloak with a sigh as
the whistle of the train signaled the
station.

“The Guernsey boat does not leave
till midnight. What are you going to
do? Where will you put up?”’
*“Idon't know. I mever will be taken
back alive. And you? You are hunted.
What will yon do?"

*‘Go on board my yacht. Sheis lying
off here, and the gig waits for this
train at the land!ing steps. 1 must hail
them, as none of ihem know me. My
agent has engaged an entirely new
crew, skipper included, all English. I
want no nihilists on board.” And he
loolkced moodily out of the window.

Bhe made a sudden movement as if
rbout to speak, but drew back. Again
she leaned forward, and repetitionm
roused him from his thoughts. He
looked up and saw her eves glistening
even through the thick veil. She was
crying!

*What is the meztter? You are
frightened. Can I help you?™

*Y hardly dare ask you. You may
thiul; badly of me, but I will not be
forced into this detestable marriage.
Can yor—may I—

He divined her thoaghts. “Stay on
board my yacht and board the boat at
midnight? Yes, your ladyship, ves, in
all honor, yes,” and he heid out both
his hands, and with a scb almost
hysterical, she placed her tiny gloves
in them as the train stopped.

They left the station by & side deor
unnoticed, mnd, walking down the
broad graveled road with the soft
sward and the oldtime cannon, passed
the crumbling walla and found the
boat maoned by six bronzed, typical
yachtsmen, the skipper, a fine looking
old man, sitting motionless n the

with an imperial coronet over a mono-
gram, and they told one another
gurardedly and under promisea of pro-
found secrecy, “‘that was Prince Paul
Demtoff. the owner of the pew one-
hundred rater mow lying off South-
ampton.”™

She, the lady, was tall and graceful-
1y girl like. A neat hat, blue serge
Redfern frock; a sunburnt straw hat,
with a dark blue ribbom; tiny tanned
bools, a white shirt with a turn-down
collar, and a flowing white tie com-
pleted her costume, saving & thick gos-
samwer veil that completely hid her
face, and but for the whiteness and
purity of her neck it would have
peemed she suffered from soma facial
disfigurement. It was evidently a de-
sire not to be recognized that led to
the adoption of the yashmalk.

She was evidently expecting or
avoiding some friends. Her head
moved with a bird-like quickness as
she scanned each new arrival on the
platform, and her slender hand, white
and jewelless, twitched mnervously
round the handle of the moroeco mono-
gramed case she earried. Catching
her eye from a distanee, he walked to-
ward her with the easy, firm assur
ance that women like. She saw he
was goming to her and waited calmly
—perhaps the breathed more guickly.

He raised his soft hat, and with a
courtly bow said in perfect English,
with the mere seent of accent: “Par-
don me, you are distressed. Have you
missed your maid? Can I be of any
service to you?”

Now that his hat was off he appeared
& prematurely white-haired man of
forty-five or fifty, with & firm face and
voice—a man evidently used to com-
mand.

*Thank you, very much,”” came in &
soit, sibilant voice from beneath the
thick gossamer. *“1 have mnot quite
lost my maid, but my portmantesnun.
1 am afraid it is under that pile of lug-
gage. and"—with a little shrug—"1'm
afraid that pile of luggage is yonrs.™

“That is mine, madame. I will get
your bag at once. May I ask where
yoa are going? To Southampton, and
it is of the highest importance that
you shounld not miss this train? Par-
don, do not trouble. I will see that
all is arranged.”

A few words to the guard, & rapid
passage of backsheesh and the missing
bag, with a dainty monogram and
smail crest, was placed carefuily on
the rack of the first-class carriage by
wkich the veiled lady was standing.
With the coolness that seemed part
of his nature, the Russian indicated to
& porter a small hamper, and had it
placed in the same compartment.
There must have been some collusion
and a lavish tip, for though the train
was crowded, the guard, after the im-
perceptible manner of his kind, kept
that carriage empty until the train
started and they found themselves
snlone, securely locked in.

A sudden start ran through her
slender frame. She paused and asked
guickly: “Do you know when the next
train leaves Waterloo for Southamp-
ton?”

He was desolated. Of course she
missed her wmaid, but he was afraid
nt for some hours.

“Madame is glad? Madame is afraid
of being fullowed™ »

“Yes, madame is glad. She does not
wish to be taken back and forced into
a hateful marriage,” blushing prettily.

The old, old story —stern father,
elderly lover, titled, rich, but horrid.
No mother, sister, no brother. She was
fiying from bondage to her aunt, Lady
Azuregore, in Gneraosey.

Yes, she was Lady Constance Azure-

Had he really met her at the
duchess of Arlington’s dance? She
thought she knew his face. That was
why she trasted him so implicitly on
the platform, of comrse. But if she
was veiled. Why was he so shrouded
in a big cloak? "‘Come, now,” anxions-

a ? An clopement?”
W :.“ and agaia no! Nothing so
He was Prince Paul Demtoff,

ipcurred the samity of the im-
court coquetting with
pihilists. That mesnt the Alexief-
‘the fortress of Peter

T eYou m st pardon me, prince, but
seem in trouble together,” and she
’ ¥. *'Do you kuow 1half

ht adetective?
Wy this h uﬁ;gedto his
mamper and 1 defly a table-
mm«w}m and servi-

"3 small bottle of Chateau Mouton
akild and a dsinty cold chicken.
confesalons hifd iessened

]

stern sheets holding the yoke lines.

The boat soon shot alongside =
beautiful schooner yacht. The crew
manned the gangway as the prince
and Lady Constance came on board,
and a motherly, sunburned womman
courtesied her through an exquisitely
furnished saloon cabin inte a bijou
boudoir with a lace curtained bunk
and a host of feminine fripperles.

“] may sail to-night. 1s all ready?
Right. Take the boat and go ashore,
btring off my luggage and anything
we may want from the ship's stores
And, Johnson, keep the men sfloat,
but you just find out if there is any
hus and ery about a lady eloping.”

In about an hour he returned, and
doting his peaked capsail mysterious-
ly: I spoke to mny cousin, the pleece-
man, an’ he says there’sa lot o coch-
ney detectives down a-watchin® the
station an’ the Guernsey packet foi
S0me young ooman.”

Her ladyship had washed all trawve)
stains away and changed her frocks
She looked like a fresh rosebud, but
bher face grew deathly pale, her eyes
dilated, and the nerve lines deepened
into marks of agony when he told her
the captain’s story. lle thooght she
was going to faint and made as though
tocatch her. With a supreme effort
she regained her self-possession and
said in a hoarss whisper:

(i, save me! Take me to Guerney
in your yacht, or 1 will jump over-
board!"

He turned on his heel without repiy-
ing and went up the companionway on
deck.

“Johnson, your wife doesn't mind a
trip to sea?”

“Lor' bless your royal 'iness, she’s
dying for a sniff of the ceceanl”

“Get under weigh at oace!l™

“Aye, aye. sir! All hends on deck!
Tumble up, my hearties!™

Under & good southwesterly breeze
the yacht spun slimost merrily, throw-
ing the foam in long, beautiful, feath-
er-like curves from her clipper stern.

The lady stood leaning dreamily

against the side ropes, and the prioce,
an experiopced sailor, evidently, took
the tiller and threaded the way care-
fully through the crowd of eraft. For
a time neither spoke; then, abruptly
giving the management to the ap
preciatively critical skipper, he beck-
oned her irto the cabin.
] will land youn at Guoernsey to-mor-
row morning,” he said, “bat I have
been deceiving yon. I am not Prince
Panl Demtoff. | am his valet. I have
robbed him of one million ronbles and
am pnow going to the Argentine in his
yacht,” and he stood up rigidly and
faced her.

She smiled and said calmly: “Very
good! Take me with you I am not
Lady Constance Azuregore. lam her
maid, bot I've got her jewel case.”—
London Million

Literary Sincerity.

The poet Bryant had keen visionand
a loving reverence for what he saw
about him. He was, in his art, a true
American; mot because other lands
were not also rich and beautiful, but
because he preferred to describe the
blossoms growing at his own door. Ir
a letter to his brother, written in 1838
he says: *1 saw some lines by yon
the skylark. Did you ever secsuch a
bird? Let me counsel you to draw
your images, in describing mature,
ifrom what you observe around you,
unlesa you are professedly com posing
a description of some foreign coantry,
when, of course, you will learn what
you can from books. The skylark is
an English bird, and an American who
has never visited Europe has no right
to be in raptures with it.” He had
trne reverence for the past, and what
is to be learned from it; for the ac
cepted traditions of literaturs he had
the veneration of sll scholars.  Yet he
would net have permitied himself tc
harp away upon themes fresh in othex
lands and times, but quite foreign to
his own thonght and feeling. To be
sincere—that was the best thing; bet-
ter even than resembling some map
whose fame was writ in “enduring
brasa.”— Youth's Companion.

Not That Eind
_Three different waiters at a sonthern
hotel asked a little, prim, Har
wanl professor st dinper, in quick sne
eession, if he wocld have soup.
A little annoyed, he said to the last
waiter whoasked: *‘Is it compulsory?
“No, sab,” answered our friend anc
brother: ‘oo, sabk. I think it am m
turtle."—Progressive Age.

A Cotpatropie. \1_\'-!5"'
“Mrs. O'Leary, phwat do

ba the
matther 'wid thot rost? Ia it dlluvim
thrifhmios it hov?”

“Warse. He hov been *atin’ sc map
ballet-girruls aff the bill-boords the
be caught the akirrut-dancin’ craze.”-

s5é the nds. Sfter

 Suige-

ated in the inner circla. or prohiblted eity, of
the council chamber of the emperar.

“THE TEMPLE OF HEAVEN, PEKING.
This is one of the most notable buildings of the ca

tal of the Chinese empire It I= aitne

the Tartsr dstrict of Peking and is used as

It Is the loftiest and most mognificent of all the soverne
ment buildings and no ose Is alowed te enter it witnuut epeclal permission

RACE OF CAB HORSES.

One of Berlin's Most Populer An-
nuel Sporting Eventa.

it Has Dose Much to Improve the Quality
of Gertaan Cab Horses—A Descorip-
tion of the Famous Contest—
Great Preparatioon

[Speclal Berlin Letter. ]

Sport, 88 the word is understood in
English-speaking conntries. isan exotle
plant in Germany, and, despite all the
officlal end unofficial encouragement
bestowed there on several forms of
sport for a number of years, the great
empire in the heart of Europe Is still
far behind hoth England and the
United States in this respect. Racing,
bieycling, rowing, yachting and hunt-
ing the Germans are, relatively speak-
ing, farthest advanced in and also
fondest of, but of late a peculiarly

WEIS%® BEEE FOR A ETARTER.

Ameriean form of sport — trotting
matches—is becoming all the rage here.
Not as if trotting. i., e. the systematic
breeding of the speedy trotter and
the stylish turnouts pitted aprainst
cach other on a smooth roadbed,
were altogether a novelty here. In
the Thicrgarten and Unter den Lin-
den, the admirer of high - bred
horseflesh and of neast and swift ve-
hicles has had something to see in that
line for many years past, and some
nnique kinds of clegant vehieles, such
gs tho English “mail coach” and the
Russinn “‘troika,” were cven intro-
dneced soomer in Berlin than in New
York or Chicago. What I mean is that
the American sport of trotting, in the
full sense of the term, has but recent-
ly been popalarized here.

Dering the past spring. summer and
fall there were any number of trot-
tiny matches, In which, too, some
American horses and their owners oc
trainers participated, and betting has
run hirh on the turf. Kuelbs, the
American turfite, came to grief in this
way, and Ilefoer ond Tappan, two
other Amcricans who wanted toshow
the natives how trotting is managed
by the knowing ones, had to skip ia
the nick of thne, or they, too. wounld
have made the acqualntance of the in-
serutable state’s attorpey in Ilerlin.
Biut there were other owners of Amer-
fcan trotters here, and several of them
pocketed good-sized purses. Most of
the trotting was done on the splendid-

",
w

great match. The event tool place but
a few days ago, as the windup of the
season, and 1 must say thut it was, of
its kind. 4he most enjoyable turf event
1 have ever witnessed.

Among the horses that are doomedl
Ly untoward fate to pull & droschke
with 2 to 4 passengers inside for tha
ridiculously low price of une mark
(25 vents) per English mile, there are
some that really deserve & nobler lot,
eplendid beasts capable of trotting a
mile in 2:50 and less, and of these ebout
a score appeared ot the race. Toe Ber
lin drivers are wecll known for two
thinis—honesty and coarse wit—and
acar’y every one of these who partiei
pated actively or as spectator on this
occasion was known to the enormond
aundience and was called by name, most
frequently by nickname.

'I'he race itself wsas not mearly so
amusing as the preparations for it
and the scenes that followed the decla-
ration of the result by the managers
of the track. To brace themselves for
the ordeal these drivers, each sur-
rounded by a knot of his personal
friends and admirers, swallowed about
a pallon of “donble weiss beer,” modi-
fied by a few drinks of “kummel,” and
the huge plass vessels in which this
wheat beer isdrank here were lifted
up to them by their respective spouses,
who took as keen an interest in the
proceedings as theirlords. Meanwhile
jokes were cracked all around. and
from amaong the dense rows of the pub-
lic encouraging or facetious remarks
were flung at the competing drivers
The youngsters of Berlin, too, were
out in full force, and they apparently
took an even mare lively interest in
the whole event than their elders.

Herlin takes o great interestin this
trotting match of the “droschke™
horses, for experience has taught-them
that it tends to ameliorate most decid-
edly the quality and swiftness of the
public conveyances. It is less than ten
yearsago that the Vienna cals horses
were decidedly better than those of
Berlin, and even those of Paris—miser-
able, worn-out creatures though they
be—bore a betier reputation. To-day
the Berlin cab horses are on a par with
those of London—all due to the nwak-
ened ambition of the Berlin drivers and
to the better grade of horses they now
purchase.

At last they're off—the “starter™ has
just dropped the esmsll scarlet flag,
ond then the long string of vehicles
rolls smoothly along amid the cn-
thusiastic plaudits of the big crowd.
On the first turn three horses gain the
lead, and the “field” is left farther and
farther behind. Then one of the threa
dropa slightly behind, and now the

Iy ecquipped and large
fracks, just outside the banliene of
Berlin, and, to judge from the caliber
of the guadruped material and from
the great throngs of fashionably at-
tired people I saw on one of the
occasions, it may be statad unquali-
fledly that trotting matches have
come to stay in Germany—finding as
they do great favor with both high
and low. Of course, American-bred
trotters that have made a record in the
United States are admitted to these
Berlin trotting matches only undgr
certain restrictions—as being too dan-
gerous competitors—and even then it
wos the owners of & conple of Amer-
fcan horses that raked in the larger
part of the stakes.

But that i= not what I wanted to
write about really—it is but introduc-
tory tb enable the reader to understand
the following better. As a regular
component feature of the annnal trot-
ting season has been organized here

BIC TEANGIT GLORIA MUNDI

real excitement and the real fun
begins. “Ulnath! Ulnath! Dravo!”
ghouts the large number of admirers
of this irongray stallion, winner of
four fous races, while “'Pistrologl
Go ahead, old fellow! Go, go!” scremn
those who had bet their money on the
coal-black stallion that is just a note
behind. Both are favorites, and the
decision is donbtful for another five
minutes, while waves of excited cx-
: elamations sway and bend the throng
| in the first six rows of the grand stand,
where the habitues are scated by
! prefercnce. Now comes the last stretch
! of the four-mile distance, and at this
| supreme moment the whip is plied
. pretty freely by both drivers. Dutin
vain—Ulnath, the old relizble, passes
the wire first, covered with foam, but
otherwise sound as on the start. An
i chorus, composed of shouts,

the great trotting maich of the
“gcroschires.” These, you probably
know, are a species of cab—r bling

gn open landan in structure—pubiic
conveyatces of which some 14,000 are

wéohemﬂm night and day, in nears

Iy every stroet of the German capital.
They are divided—as everything here
's put into claswes and eategories—into
those of the first and of the second
clasa, the latter being lower in prica
and by aged, bony animals. It
s, y the firsh

e

yells, catcalls, curses, shrill whistling
ond exclamations, greets the winner
and his driver, and the latter dis-
mounts, walks up to the judges and re-
ceives his purse of tinkling grold pieces
and & fine, silver-mounted whip.

Next d=y Uloath was agaln attend-
ing to his more prosaic duties, and his
driver, just & trific prouder end redder
in the face, drove me home from Unter
der Linden at the usual stipend—one
mark, with ten pfennigs (two and
one-half cents) added for a “‘trink-
geld,” which he received ss demurely
asever. Such is life!

WoLr voX SCEIERERAND.
Rizght in His Lioe.
Warden—What did you do for a liw

ing outside?
Conviet—My most signal succeas was
83 & cam orator. ;

Warden—Very well; I'll set you to
woark blowing up rubber cushions.—XN.
Y. World.

FOREIGN GOSSIP.

-—In spite of the remonstrances of
English viiicials, the two black queens
of Swazilaad are going to London to
the queen. They wish Great Brit-
to assume the protectorale over
teir country, although that was ex-
ssly conceded to the Transvaal re-
blic not a year ago.
—A pnuematic typewriter has been
invented irn England in which com-
pressed a‘r does the work of the levers
in other machines. A small India-
rubber bulb takes the place of the
keys, the pressure of the finger pro-
ducing the impact of the type on the
paper. It is much cheaper than any of
the existing types of high-grade in-
struments.
—A gold mine which has been dis-
covered in Salisbury., Mashcnaland,
has its prineipal lode running directly
through the town. The land over the
course that the gold reef is supposed to |
take has been divided into building
lots and sites for business houses. The
sale of these lots has ceasel, and also
all building in the immediate neigh-
borhood.

—Permission has just been given to

the Gobelins manufactory by the
French government to uccept an order
frdm 8 rich American for two tapes-
tries, after designs by Boucher, repre-
septing Venus and Adonis and Ver-
tumnus and Pamona. The conditions
are that 54,000 shall be deposited: that
the price shall not be fixed till the
completion of the work; that the tapes-
try shall be exhibited at the exposition
of 1500, and that work on it shall only
be dooe when che factory'has no gov-
ermment work to do.
—A new “‘Survey of London” is being
prepared, nnder the editorship of Mr.
Walter Besant, which will give an ac
count of every important building, in-
stitution and compeny in the whole of
greater London. It will contain a his-
tory of the city, its trade, political
power and eustoms, and will be a com-
plete record of its condition at the end
of the nineteenth century. The book
will be in eighit quarto volumes, fully
iilustrated, and will be published by
the Blacks. ‘The first volume will ap-
pear in the fall of 1593,

—TLouis de Bourbon was the name
given in a Paris police court the other
day by a wine-shop keeper arrested for
tryving to blow out his brains. He
claims to be p grandson of Naundorf,
who, when Lonis Philippe was kiog,
declared that he was Louis XVIL, the
little Dauphin imprisoned io the
temple. The wine dealer asserts that
he has been an officer in the Duteh
army, that he has no political ambi-
tion, and that his sttempt at suicide
was due to his failing to make his busi-
ness pay. The sign over the shop
reads: “Maison de lourbon.”

—Agross the Devil's dyke, a deep
ravine near Brighton, England, acable
way has just been erected and opened
for #afie. From a single steel wire
rope, three inches in diameter, stretch-
_ingr 1,200 feet between twoiron columns
on eijﬁler side of the dike, are suspend-
ed steel anchors, two feet from fluke to
fluke, by wire ropes of smaller dimen-
sions and of varying length, so as to
bring the line of auchor on a level. On
the flukes are supported two wire road
cables, one inch in diameter, on which
run the pulieys which support the car.
The ears are iron and wire cages, seven
fect by five, earrving eight passengers.
They zre moved by an engine on the
bank, driving an endless wire rope to
which the car is gripped, like our cable
cars. The cable is 230 feet above the
Lottom of the ravine, and the trip takes
two minutes and a balf.

AN INTERESTING FISH.

The Fierce Bonita and Itsa Queer Actions
. in the Water.

No more beautiful fish than the
Spanish mackerel swims the salt sea.
1t is true it lacks the mighty strength
and size ¢f its only rival in southern
waters, the tarpom, but pound for
pound and inch for inch it is not one
whilt less gamy and courageous. The
long-pointed head is set with a pairof
gicaming eyes that eee for many rods
every moving thing beneath the sur-
face of the sea. Each jaw is armed
with scores of tiny teeth keen as a
razor and dazzlingly white. When the

mackeral are feeding, and sheals
of them break the water into
ripples, ope can hear the snap
of thoere flerce jaws as they

close upon the hapless young mullet
of barracuda. It is a beauntiful sight to
see the whole sea for hundreds of feet
grow dark asif ruffled by a squall when
zn army of mackerel suddenly bursts
into sight. They are handsome and
graceful in form, with long dorsal and
lateral fins and a broad fluked tail,
which give them the power to cutswim
any fish of their size and weight. They
are as erratic as they are fierce. A
great school after feeding for hours in
one locality may all at once sink out
of sxight, and not another may be
eaught for hours or perhaps days. An
enemy, unseen fis bas
alarmed the sharpeyed fellows, for the
sharks and dolphins are ever prowling
on their trail.

In the autumn days about everyone
who is big enough to hold arod and
bait his hook is mackerel fishing on
the Florida Keys. The gulf of Mexico
is the real habitat of these fish. Oe-
casionally they drift northward in
scattered shoals, following the gulf
stream, and some are caught in the
warm months along the Atlantie coast
to the Canada line. Quarantine, on
the extreme south endof Mullet Key,
is center of the excitement in the gulf
now. Strings of mackerel that nom-
ber in the hundreds are being made
every day when the weather is good.
Unlike most salt-water fishing, a
stormy day is better for this work than
& fair one.

“Take n dey when the clouds sink
down upon the sea, senor,” says old
Pedro Menendez, the veteran Spsnish
pilot and angler, between the gasps of
his long black pipe, “‘when the wind
from the southeast beats the waves till

birds hug the shore, then. senor, if you

out beyond the Palmetio Keys in &
stout boat, you shall’ kill and bring
home such & harvest of bonits as your
northern eyes have vever gazed upon.”

And true it is that on the wildest
days that little stumpy boat of his,
with jta patched yellow sail and
mast, tan be seen thrashing out i
drives

1]

sgainst it from the piers snd eateh
many and big mackerel.
Qld hands use 8 long. springy rod, &

they cry along the shoals, and the sea

will have the heart of a man and put

snelled in wire gimp. A float is a ne
cessity, and corks are the popular kind.
About four feet above the hook the
fioat should be fized, and too muchat-
tention can not be paid to this detail.
Og the same pier or in the same boat
with men who catch seventy or more
bonita, as the mackerel are often
called, will be other fishermen using
the same bait who get onlr four or five
fish. The reason is that they are fish-
ing too shallow or tco deep, and the
whole shoal passes them by.

The minnow used as bait should be
firmly hooked through his back just
above the spine on a line with the
pectoral fins. There is seldcm any
trouble about striking the mackeral
too quickly. Indeed, it is only the
lively man who hooks his game. Their
gction In rushing on the balt, grab-
ging and swallowiug it, seems to be all
one and to require only an instant.
The cork goes down, the bubbles rise,
and a sharp tug for freedom smswers
the uplifting of the rod, The bonita
ore short-lived, though so savage in
their attack, and holding them to the
sca, mouth open, guiskly tires and
drowns them. The weakfish and blue-
fish haunt the same localities, and arq
caught in great numbers by the mack-
erel fishers.

In weight the Spanish mackerel run
from one pound to four or five, and
average two pounds. When freshly
caught they retlect all the hues of the
rainbow as they flap in the sunlight
The back is dark blue and the belly
spotless white. The sides are gorgeous
with mottlad amber and bronze. Only
a few moments’ exposure to the air de-
stroys all this beauty. The countlesa
iridescent tints grow pale and fads
away, the dark back turns a light
greenish hue and the wonderful shim-
mering scales, as the fish dies, fall
eway as if by magie.—N. Y. Sun.

THE SUNDAY FUNERAL TRAIN,

One Scens In the Shiftiag Panorama at a
Railosy Station.

“Rosehill and Calvary!™

*All aboard for Calvary!”

Have you ever seen that wonderful

groupof statuary, “The First Funeral,”

at the Art institute, where the broken-

hearted father, clad in skins, is carry-

ing the limp form of his boy, and the

eaid to the good-natured salesman.
salesman said; “but the idea is to
please the one that’s to wear them.
The question is, do they suit you?”

low?”

SHE WAS THE BOSS.

hat's Why Usele Josh Didn’t Take the
«Fants” That He Wanted.

Unele Joshus was selecting a palr of

trousers in the clothing store.

“What do you think o’ them?" he

&

“Why, I think they're all right,” the

*‘Ain’t they pretty gay foran old fel-

“Gay! That's s very guiet stripe
They look well on you, t0o.”

I gmess they do fit pretty well. 1
ain’t worn & pair o striped panta.
though, in I dunno how many years,
an'—still, you say they are all right.”
] say if they please the one that's
to wear them they most certainly are
all right: and you sre wearing them,
so you're the judge.” -
*I blieve I do like "em, by ginger!
"Rout right for len'th, ain’t they?”
“They are about as near right as
any custom tailor could bave made
toem—length, waist and everything.'
“You wounldn't call it s loud stripe?
“I would rot!”

“No; it don't seem to me =o. Still,
I've been wearin® either black or pepper
‘in salt for I dunno how many years
now, an’ everything else looks kind o
queer. But, 1 declare, it does seem
good to get something else on. There
sin't any reason why a maa o'
my age shouldn’t wear, thess pants. is
there?”

“No earthly reason that I know of,
if you like them. They certainly look
well, and they are frst-rate trousers.”™
“Well, I guess I'll go take 'em off
and let yon do "em up. Youlll throw
in a pair of suspend—Pshaw! here
comes—er—this lady eomin® is my wife.
I'll waita minute, I guess—all through
with your shopin” mother?”

“Thank hesvens, yes!” replied the
vigorous-looking woman who had been
ushered up the aisle. *What you got
on?” she added. .
“Five dollars,” said the old gentle-
man, clutching one leg of the trousers
and stretching out the cloth for inspee-
tion. .

“They be, bethey? Hev yongot lots
of time, Joshoa?"
“Time? How—why?"

mother walks beside with the prophecy
of the bereavement of all molhers
written in her face? That is a funeral
of the first century; this is a funeral of
the end of the nineteenth when we are
hurried through the world and out of
it by machinery; when a man is car-
ried to his long home by steam and
the mourners no longer go about the
streets as they did in the days of Ee-
clesiastes.

Itisa bright winter afternoon and
the train caller at the Northwestern
depot shouts out this announcement,
as he does all others, in that jarring,
metallic voice, which even the most
absent-minded traveler must hear:
**Rosehill and Calvary!”

*“All aboard for Calvary!”

There are travelers on this train,
however, which no human voice can
arouse. They are going to Calvary, or
it may be to Rosehill, and they will
never come back again. It is Synday,
and in the crowd of waiting humanity
in and aboidt the big station are an un-
usual numbér of women in ' black.
Many of them wear long black veils
Near the pate farthest south, which
has just been swung open, are a group
of men, all freshly shaven, but guite
plainly dressed. Theirclothesare those
of workingmen. Several wear white
shirts without any collars, and others
have the collars but no cravats. All
have a long piece of crape on one arm.
Another man with black curly bair, &
strapping big fellow with a grimy un-
shaven face, who has only recently
come in from his run, approaches.

“¥Which is Barney's car?" he asked of
one ¢of the pallbearers.

The man addressed indieates with a
nod and makesa feint t ds the big
fellow's upper vest pocket.

“Ah, well! Ye can have it them,”
says the big man, and hads the other s
cigar somewhat battered at the end,
but still effective.

“Any more o' them about yerclothes,
Jimmy?” s2ys znother of the men in
crape. Jimmy shakes his head.

A little processipn files out of the de
pot- At the head is a bent old lady
who trembles as she walks. This is
doubtless Barney's mother. She is
supported by a woman in a long black
veil, whose eyes are red and swollen.
This is evidently Barney's wife. Then
come three children, a girl of twelve
and boys of six and eight. The little
boys look mbout timidly; there ares
lot of queer noises, the rattling of enbs,
the escaping steam from the locomo-
tives, and the rumble of outgoing and
incoming trains. The girl has some
realization of what is going onand
looks serions, but her brothers rathef
wonder what it is all about. Then
come relatives, serious and decorous,
but dry-eyed, and finally the friends of
the family. These latter as they pass
through the gute converse in low
tones and there are a few young folls
among them who look anything but
grave. Oneof them even puts her hand-
kerchief to her mouth to arrest a titter
which has been aroused by some re-
mark of her companion. The nnder-
taler, a busy little man with iron-gray
hair, is in charge, aud directs every-
one. Finally all are on board, and the

etery, the warning crossing bells sound-
ing as it rushes slong.
At the great burial ground there is
little ceremony, for the priest has per-
formed the final rites at the chorch.
In the cvase of prominent people
he accompanies the body to the
grave, but this is the exception.
He finds it impossible to spare this
time for all. After the church serv-
ices the undertaker superintends every-
thing, and as he too ia a very busy
man the whole party are soon being
whirled back to the eity agsin. In
some of the ears they langh sdd chat
and entertain oveanother with stories.
There are few solemn faces now. The
real mourners are mourning still, bat
most of those who come back on the
funerz] train can not be distinguished
is manper from the crowd of young
people from the suburbs who have just
come in on the next train, and are ss
IeTTy a3 young ususlly are Sag-
day afternoon. Tribune.
—Serions Matter—*“1 got off :fmd
ons just now,” said the janitor the
spartment building, as the bell of the
church round the corner stopped ring-
“] saild this was = wigked ecle-

funeral train is whirled out to the cem- gra

By if you hev, mebbe it's all
right to rig yourself up in & faney eos-
toom for the entertainment of this
young man; but I ain't got overmuch
time, myself, an’I guess we might as
well pick out & pair o’ pants now like
what I told ye to git.”

“What's the matter with—"
“L.emme see somethin’ on the pepper
‘n-zalt order that'll about fit him,” said
the lady to the salesman. After se-
leeting a pair sbout’the size reguired
she handed them to the silent man at
ber side. ¢
‘“Now you run into the cubbyhole
and git into these,” she said; “andlet’s
see how they look.”

“The idee of & man o’ his age pickin’
out streaked paats,” she said fo the
sal as her husband d meek-
Iy away. *“The pair be's got in his
handis somethin’ like. Don’t you think
80, yourseli?” 4

The sulesman smiled pleasantly.
*They are good goods,” he said. “The
thing is to please the oue that wears
‘'em. 1 guess you'll —"

A stony look from the lady warned
him that he was in danger of putting
bis foot in it

“] guess your husband will like
them,” he said.—Puck.

NAPOLEON'S LITTLE SON.

s
He Was » Remarkable Child i» Many

Waye.
While on his campaigns Napoleon's
thoughts were continually directed to-
ward his son. Even when command-
ing from two hundred thousand to
three hundred thousand men on the
battlefield he was in almost daily com-
munication with Mme. Mon uien,
who was in charge of the child. This’
woman was adored by the yonug king
of Rome. The following incident is
related of the manper in which Mme.
Montesquien sometimes managed the
child: His apsrtments were on the
ground floor and looked oat into the,
eourt of the Tuileries. It wasa com-
mon oceurrence for people in passing

seeing the yvoung prince. One day
when he was in & violent fit of tewper,
rebelling against the muthority of his
governesa, she immediately ordered all
the shutters closed. The echild in-
quired what it meant, to which she re-
plied: “I love you too well not to hide:
your anger from the crowd in the
courtyard. You perhaps will one day
be called to govern sll those people,
pnd what would they say if they saw
you in such a it of rage? Do you think
they would ever abey yon if they know
you to be so wicked?” The child asked
for pardon, snd promised never agsin
to give way to such fits of anger. Mme.
Junot says that young Napoleon was
an amiable child, and that he becanie
more so a8 he sdvaneed in age. The
emperor had given orders that his son
should always be scceptable to those
jn misfortune who wished to make any

interesting story is told of the young
king soliciting from his fatker s pen-
sion for & widow whose husband had
been killed in the emperor's serviee.
“Ah,” said Napoleom, *you

the window to look in with the hope of | foirt

spplication to him by petition, aad an |

PITH AND POINT.

women—making parlor -
Lowell Courier.
~—In Algiers when the people desirs

& new ruler they begin by taking & dey
Courler.

aff. —Lowell .
—The only way, it pays s person to
be his own lawyer is to keep his own
connsel.—Texas Siftinga.

"—After al! life i little prore'than B
short time given a man in whish to
taper off. —Galveston News.
—Coroner—"And did the deceased
leare no friends?” All—“No. He was
sa old bachelor.’ —Plaindealer. . -
—After the Game.—Jack—"Did you
kick one of the fellows on the other
ride? Sam—‘Un the other slde? Why,
1 kiciced him all over.”—Detroit Free
Press.

—Miss Endrush—:'0h, my brother's
Leen hurt! He's being carried off the
field” Her Eseort (Yale 8)—*Never
inind; we have = sabstitute end who's
just as good."—Yale Recurd. s
—*I didn't see your rait st tae
cxhibition, Miss Holmeleigh.” “No.
They wouldn't take it. They said-is
was a good nortrait, but that my fae
was ont of drawing."—Harper's Bazaf.
—First Student—*How djd it happen
that you failed again?” Second Student
—“Why, that wretched examiner asked
me the sime guestions that I conldn’t
answer last year.”—Fliegende Blatter.
—Miss Painter—*It seems ashame
that they have not suceeeded in photo-
graphing coler: yet.” - Mr. Footinit—
“I suppose that’s why your
sre such poor likemesses.”—Y
Siatesman. e s
—Jillson suys he doesp't see wg
there shonld be any objection’ to
an entering the: legal profession. Kine
out. of every ten married men
well enough that her word is law. =
Buffalo r. v ing ¥ :
—Friend—*Well, Ethsl, how do yo -
like married life? Ethel (en‘h:llr
tically)—1t's simply delightful. We've
been married & week and have had
eig'it quarrels, and I got the beat of it
every time."—Fun. " TR
—Racom —*Don’t you find playing foot-
ball pretty y'olent exercise?” Egbert—
“] doun’t mind it. You see, my wife's
away visiting; und it doesn’t seem nat-
ural uniess there is some one jumping
on’ me."—Yonkers Statesman. .3
—*1 don’t see_why they picked him
vut for good cong timber,"
said the mad with envy in"hissoul.
“Well,” replied his eompanios, ‘L re-
member that at college he was always
regarded as a good deal of a stick "—
Washington'Star. ~ 1 ° an
+ —"The - harlest thing te w"i;

miss” ssid the ie

the art of laughh:‘n:mmﬂly
apparent effért.” “Oh," I've ‘got that
down fine,” said the would-be sonbgeiie;
] typewrote for three years for a man
who was always telling me fnomy
stories about his little boy."=Indisn-
apolis Journal. - -

(T
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. THE MONEY .ISN'T THERE.,

A Plckpucket Whe Was Feoslsh Ensugdh
Packothosl.

& i been
1 hev yer wouldn ¢ o ¢
+*Tain't woth ie.” | %
“A feller might strike er big hwul,
tho', that way some time.”
“Not on yer life, he wouldn’t. “I've
swiped & load om’em, an’ I neyer got
one yit that I could git s beer out on.
Dey don't earry money in dem leathers.
Dey’s only er bluff. Try dat obe yer've
got and seedf it's anvy i = e
Glancing about him mﬂym-ﬁl
sure that no oboe was watehing him,

t
card bearing her addresa with inatrue-
tions to take her there if she met with
in accident. r A
“That'sall dere Ta In it,” 8aid the man
who had “swiped” the pocketbook, ns
he turned it upside down and shook i,
with a-look of disgust on his fece.

“Didn't I tell yer?”

, and
the brevet was made out that very

with a year's arrears. The beout%
portraits of the empress and the king
of Rome are in the historical gallery at
Versaillen.—N. Y. Advertiser.

Taking His Medicine in Water.
Some time sgo & Liverpool Irishman,
who had a bad cold, weat to the doctor
for some medicine. After the doetor had
examined him he handed him the bot-
tie of medicine, saying: *‘'It is orieand
sixpense

and must be taken-im water T

ting the growth of trees swd shrabs
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