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MY OASTLE IN THE AIR.

If I could go ballooning.
And had the time to spar.

I'd journey to discover t
Md: castle in the air.

IL stands. that stately building,
Devond the yellow moon.

Where tradesmen's bills can never cms,
Not even by balloon

The water-rate collector
He eyes its door in vain. S

Because its cistern runs with.
No water. but chamPagn•.

Its roof has been c.nstructed t

So very high and steep.
Wo love-lorn cats can clamber there

To trighten gentle sleep.

My neighbor's hens can never
Defy the garden wall.

Eecause there are no neighbors
Or hen coops near at alL

So in the garden nodding.
In rich profusion grow

Tobacco trees and cauliflowers,
And roses all a-row.

0: could I reach my castle, c
I'd never need to think,

I'd never need to scribble.
And clothe my dreams in ink.

So when I'm not so busy,
I'11 hire a big balloon,

And tail away with-I know whom-
Beyond the yellow moon.

-David La Costa, in Home samdCuntry. ]

A WELL-MATCHED PAIR.

Bow Prince Demtoff and Lady
Constance Were Robbed.

The platform was crowded this sun-
ny morning with excursionists and i
swell yachtsmen and ladies with golf
sticks.

Two 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 cotton-white hair and mais-
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 box and bag was emblazoned
with an imperial coronet over a mono-
gram, and they told one another
guardedly and under promises of pro- .
found secrecy. "that was Prince Paul
Demtoff. the owner of the new one-
hundred rater now lying off South-
ampton."

She, the lady, was tall and graceful-
ly girl like. A neat hat, blue sergret
Redfern frock; a sunburnt straw hat,
with a dark blue ribbon; tiny tanned
boots, a white shirt with a turn-down
collar, and a flowing white tie com-
pleted her costume, saving a thickgos-
samer veil that completely hid her
face, and but for the whiteness and
purity of her neck it would have
reemed she suffered from some facial 4

disfigurement. It was evidently a de-
sire not to be recognized that led to
the adoption of the yashmak.

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 nervously
round the handle of the morocco mono-
gramed case she carried. Catching
her eye from a distance, he walked to-
ward her with the easy, firm assur-
ance that women like. She saw he
was coming to her and waited calmly
-perhaps she breathed more quickly.

He raised his soft hat, and with a
courtly bow said in perfect English,
with the mere scent 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 wasof he appeared

a prematurely white-haired man of
forty-live or fifty, with a firm face and
voice-a man evidently used to com-
mand.

"Thank you, very much," came in a
* soft, sibilant voice from beneath the

thick gossamer. "I have not quite
lost my maid, but my portmanteau.
I am afraid it is under that pile of lug-.
gage, and"-with a little shrug-"l'm
afraid that pile of luggage is yours."

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

A few words to the guard, a rapid
passage of backsheesh and the missing
bag, with a dainty monogram and
small crest, was placed carefully on
the rack of the flrst-elass carriage by
which the veiled lady was standing.
With the coolness that seemed part
of his nature, the Russian indicated to
a 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

F was crowded, the guard, after the im-
perceptible manner of his kind, kept
that carriage empty until the train
started and they found themselves
alone, securely locked in,

A sudden start ran through her
sleader frame. She paused and asked
quickly: "Do you knowwhen the next
train leaves Waterloo for Soathamp- 1
ton'?"

He was desolated. Of course she
S missed her maid, but he was afraid

n ft for some hours.
"Madame is glad? Madame is afraid

of being followed?"'
'"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

Eying from bondage to her anunt. Lady
Axaregore, in Guernsey.

Yes, she was Lady Constance Azure-
go.e. Hi4 he really met her at the

-adeheess f Arlington's dnce? She
tboueght i dtwhi iW his face. That was
whs she reisted tb so ispleCisiy on

was : .nveiled Why he so shrouded

Ia a big eleak? "'Cme, now," anxionse-
y. "- lad?. An elopement?"
Z a mn, ad again no! hothing so

He was Prin•e Paul Demtoff,
had fallen between two stools--

Lncrred-the eamity of the im-
bI cotst• hrough o aiettAl with

the agkillts. 'lb. meant theAleieslt-

. p.0agthe "gastty eE
~k t efar, hewn. thent-

- p h fardawsrtar thred

etagh sad shent

~i~ri~ri oeM eh cithem.s

making a little mone, said she was so
hungry and so glad to eat, etc

They chatted and laughed as the
train sped through the beautiful coun-
try, and by the time Southampton wis
thought of she had smoked a mild
cigarette and he had kissed her hand.

She had 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?"

"I don't know. I never will be taken
back alive. And you? You are hunted.
What will you do?"

"Go on board my yacht. She is lying
off here, and the gig waits for this
train at the landing steps. I must hail
them, as none of them know me. My
agent has engaged an entirely new
crew, skipper included, all English. I
want no nihilists on board." And he
looked moodily out of the window.

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

"What is the matter? You are
frightened. Can I help you?"

"I hardly dare ask you. You may
think badly of me, but I will not be
forced into this detestable marriage.
Can yor-may I-"

He divined her thoughts "Stay on
board my yacht and board the boat at
midnight? Yes, your ladyship, yes. in
all honor, yes," and he he14 out both
his hands, and with a sob almost
hysterical, she placed her tiny gloves
in them as the train stopped.

They left the station by a side door
unnoticed, and, walking down the
broad graveled road with the soft
award and the oldtime cannon, passed
the crumbling walls and found the
boat manned by six bronzed, typical
yachtsmen, the skipper, a fine looking
old man, sitting motionless in the
stern sheets holding the yoke lines

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

"I may sail to-night. Is all ready?
Right. Take the boat and go ashore,
bring off my luggage and anything
we may want from the ship's stores.
And, Johnson, keep the men afloat,
but you just find out if there is any
hue and cry about a lady eloping."

In about an hour he returned, and
doffing his peaked cap said mysterious-
ly: "I spoke to my cousin, the pleece-
man, an' he says there's a lot o' cock-
ney detectives down a-watchin' the
station an' the Guernsey packet foa
some young ooman.'

Her ladyshin had washed all travel
stains away and changed her frocks
She looked like a fresh rosebud, but
her face grew deathly pale, her eyes
dilated, and the nerve lines deepened
into marks of agony when he told her
the captain's story. He thought she
was going to faint and made as though
to catch her. With a supreme effort
she regained her self-possession and
said in a hoarse whisper:

"Oh, save me! Take me to Gnerney
in your yacht, or I will jump over-
boardl"

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 ocean:"

"Get under weigh at oacer'
"Aye. aye sir! All hands on decki

Tumble up, my hearties!"
Under a good southwesterly breeze

the yacht spun almost 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 prince,
an experienced sailor, evidently, took
the tiller and threaded the way care-
fully through the crowd of craft. For
a time neither spoke; then, abruptly
giving the management to the ap-
preciatively critical skipper, he beck-
oned her ito the cabin.

"I will land you at Guernsey to-mor-
row morning," he said, "but I have
been deceiving yoen I am not Prined
Paul Demtof. I am his valet I have
robbed him of one million roubles and
am now going to the Argentine in his
yacht," and he stood up rigidly and
faeed her.

She smiled and said calmly: "Very
good! Take me with you. I am not
Lady Constance Azuregore. I am he:
maid, but rve got her jewel case."-
London Million. ,

The poet Bryant had keen vision and
a loving reverence for what he saw
about him. He was, in his art, a true
American; not because other lands
were not also rich and beautiful, but
because he preferred to describe the
blossoms growing at his own door. Is
a letter to his brother, written in 1858,
he says: "I saw some lines by you tc
the skylark. Did you ever see such a
bird? Let me counsel you to draw
your images. in describing nature,
from what you observe around you,
unless you are professedly composing
a description of some foreign country,
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
true reverence for the past, and what
is to be learned from it; for the ac
cepted traditions of literature had
the veneration.O all scholars. Yet be
would not have permitted himself tc
harp away upon themes fresh'in other
lands sad times, but quite foreign to
his own thought and feeling. To be
sincere-that was the beet thisng bet-
ter even t lan resembling some man
whose fame was writ in "'endurna
bras."- Youth's Compa•n ~.

x4et lrThat a.
Those different waltes at a saotbern

betal asked a little, prim,• peelse Har
eard professor at dinner, in quickam
eession, if he would haveo oua

A little annoyed, he said to the lahr
watr whoask ': Is it compulsory?

"Ao ,sb." answered eor .. iasd

thriAmims it horv"
Worse. He hov been 'atra' sc man

bafls-lgltmsla a the bilibooeds tho
he emast t *athuf 4smw mrsie."-

- 4~rlldr~ l~wbo~"

THE TEMPLE OF HEAVEN, PEKING.
This is one of the most notable buildings of the capital of the Chinese empirem It is situ-

ated in the inner circle, or prohibited city, of the Tartar district of Pek•ng ad is used as
the council chamber of the emperor. It Is the loftiest and mcst mugnificent of all thL govern-
wernt buildings and no one is atlowed to enter it witbout special permission.

RACE OF CAB HORSES.

One of Berlin's Most Popular An-
nual Sporting Events.

It Has Do.e Much to Improve the Quality
of German Cab Horses-A Deserip-

tiLo of the Famous Contest-
Great 1reparatioas.

[Special Berlin Letter.]
Sport, as the word is understood in

English-speaking countries, isanexotic
plant in Germany, and, despite all the
official and 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 both England and the
United States in this respect. Racing,
bicycling, rowing, yachting and hunt-
ing the Germans are, relatively speak-
ing, farthest advanced in and also
fondest of, but of late a peculiarly

'n

WEIm BEER FOR A rTARTER.

American 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 against
each other on a smooth roadbed,
were altogether a novelty here. In
the Thiergarten and I nter den Lin-
den, the admirer of high - bred
horseflesh and of neat and swift ve-
hicles has had something to see in that
line for many years past. and some
unique kinds of elegant vehicles, such
as the English "mail coach" and the
Russian "troika." were even intro-
duced sooner 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 popularized here.

During the past spring, summer and
fall there were any number of trot-
ting matches, in which, too, some
American horses and their owners or
trainers participated, and betting has
ran high on the turf. Knelbs, the
American turfite, came to grief in this
way, and lcfner and Tappan, two
other Americans who wanted to show
the natives how trotting is managed
by the knowing ones, had to skip in
the nick of time, or they, too, would
have made the acquaintance of the in-
scrutable state's attorney in Berlin.
But there were other owners of Amer-
iean trotters here, and several of them
pocketed good-sized purses. Most of
the trotting was done on the splendid-
ly equipped and large Weissensee
tracks, just outside the benliene of
Berlin, and, to judge from the caliber
of the quadruped material and from
the great throngs of fashionably a'-
tired people I saw on one of theys
occasions. it may be stated 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 under
certain restrictions-es being too dan-
gerous competitors--and even then it
was the owners of a couple of Amer.
iean horses that raked in the larger
part of the stakes

But that is not what I wanted to
write about really-it is but introdue-
tory tb enable the rder to understand
the following better. As a regular
component feature of the annual trot-
ting season has been organized here
the great trotting match of the
"d•gschkes." These, you prombably

•kiw, are a apecles of cab-resembling
ao open landau in straetare-public
ebtveyances of which some 14,000 are

be met with, al• ht an day, In r • e
Severy street of the Genrma pital

They are dirseed-a everythng heme
's pat Into el aes ad atagoters--at.
those of thhe Uradad the aseod

great match. The event took place buta few days ago, as the windup of the

season, and I must say that it was, of
Its kind. the most enjoyable turf event
I have ever witnessed.

Among the horses that are doomed
by untoward fate to pull a droschke
with 2 to 4 passengers inside for the
ridiculously low price of one mark
235 cents) per English mile, there are
some that really deserve a nobler lot,
splendid beasts capable of trotting a
nile in 2:50 and less, and of these about
a score appeared at the race. Toe Ber-

lin drivers are well known for two
thin4s-honestv and coarse wit-and
near'y every one of these who partici-
pated actively or as spectator on this
occasion was known to the enormous
audience and was called by name, most
frequently by nickname.

The race itself was not nearly 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 mur-

rounded by a knot of his personal
friends and admirers, swallowed about
a gallon of "double weiss beer," modi-
fed by a few drinks of "kummel," and
the huge glass vessels in which this
wheat beer is drank here were lifted
up to them by their respective spoui.es,
who took as keen an interest in the
proceedings as their lords. Meanwhile
jokes were cracked all around, and
from among 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 more lively interest in
the whole event than their elders.

lerlin takes a great interest in this
trotting match of the "drosehke"

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
years ago that the Vienna cal horses
were decidedly better than those of
Berlin, and even those of Paris-miser-
able, worn-out creatures though they
be-bore a better reputation. To-day
the Berlin cab horses are on a par with
those of London-all due to the awak-
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 small scarlet flag,
and then the long string of vehicles
rolls smoothly along amid the en-
thusiastic plaudits of the big crowd.
Ofi the first turn three horses gain the
lead, and the "field" is left farther and
farther behind. Then one of the three
drops slightly behind, and now the

SIC TRAXS3IT OLOIA MxDI.

real excitement and the real fan
begins. "Ulnath! Clnath! Blravo!"
shouts the large number of admircra
of this iron-gray stallion, winner of
four previous races, while "Pistrologi
GCo ahead, old fellow! Go, got" scream
those who had bet their money on the
coal-black stallion that is just a nose
behind. Both are favorites, and the
decision is doubtful for another five
minutes, while wavet of excited ex-
clamations sway and bend the throng
in the first six rows of the grand stand,
where the habitues are seated by
preference. Now comes the last stretch
of the four-mile distance, and at this
supreme moment the whip is plied
pretty freely by both drivers. But in
vain-Ulnath, the old reliable, passes
the wire first, covered with foam, but
otherwise sound as on the start. An
immense chorus, composed of shouts,
yells, catealls, curses, shrill whistling
and exclamations, greets the winner
and his driver, and the latter dis-
mounts, walks up to the judges and re-
eeives his purse of tinkling gold pieces
and a fine, silver-mounted whip.

Next day 'luath was again attend-
ing to his more prosaic duties, and his
driver, just a trifle prouder and 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 as demnreIi
as ever. Such is lifel

WOrL vo le aSsea xI.

Sight as me Lia.
Wsrdsa-Whatdid you do fo a liU

ag oatskide -
Caonvictb-My most signal seess wyas

as a campaign cter.
Warden-Very well; Ill set youe to

work blow•ag up rubber eushlsy--u
V. World.

TO tell beert ans M6 the se8 -

FOREIGN GOSSIP.

-In spite of the remonstrances of
English officials, the two black queens
of Swaziland are going to London to

the queen. They wish Great Brit-
to assume the protectorate over

eir country, although that was ex-
l y conceded to the Transvaal re-

pblie not a year ago.
r-A pnuematle typewriter has been

invented in England in which com-
pressed air 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 tlpe 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 principal 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 ana sites for business ho'jes. The
sale of these lots has ceased, and also
a bding in the immediate neigh-

-Permission has just been given to
thl Gobelins manufactory by the
Br~pnch government to accept an order

fr~m a rich American for two tapes-
tries, after designs by Boucher, repre-
senting Venus and Adonis and Ver-
tumnus and Pamona. The conditlons
are that 56,000 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 1900, and that work on it shall only
be done when the factory'has no gov-
ernment work to do.

-A new "Survey of London" is being
prepared, under the editorship of Mr.
Walter B'esant, which will give an ac
count of every important building, in-
stitution and company in the whole of
greater London. It will contain a his-
tory of the city, its trade, political
power and customs, and will be a com-
plete record of its condition at the end
of the nineteenth century. The book
will be in eight quarto volumes, fully
illustrated, and will be published by
the Blacks. The first volume will ap-
pear in the fall of 1S95.

-Louis de Bourbon was the name
given in a Paris police court the other
day by a wine-shop keeper arrested for
trying to blow out his brains. He
claims to be a grandson of Naundorf,
who, when Louis Philippe was king,
declared that he was Louis XVII., the
little Dauphin imprisoned in the
temple. The wine dealer asserts that
he has been an officer in the Dutch
army, that he has no political ambi
tion, and that his attempt at suicide
was due to his failing to makehis busi-
ness pay. The sign over the shop
reeds: "Maison de Bourbon."

--aross the Devil's dyke, a deep
ravine near Brighton, England, acable
way has just been erected and opened
for aflice. From a single steel wire
rope, three inches in diameter, stretch-
ing 1.00 feet between twoiron columns
on either side of the dike, are suspend-
ed steel anchors, two feet from fluke to
fluke. by wire ropes of smaller dnmen-
sions and of varying length, so .as to
bring the line of anchor on a level On
the flukes are supported two wire road
cables, one inch in diameter, on which
run the pulleys which support the car.
The ears are iron and wirecoges, seven
feet by five, carrying eight passengers.
They are moved by an engine on the
bank, driving an endless wire rope to
which the car is gripped, like our cable
ears. The cable is 210 feet above the
bottom of the ravine, and the trip takes
two minutes and a half.

AN INTERESTING FISH.

The Fsrtee eoanta and Its Queer Aetisms
* In the Water.

No more beautiful fish than the
Spanish mackerel swims the salt sea.
It is true it lacks the mighty strength
and size cf its only rival in southern
waters, the tarpon, but pound for
pound and inch for inch it is not one
whit less gamy and courageous. The
long-pointed head is set with a pair of
gleaming eyes that see 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
mackerel are feeding, and shoals
of them break the water into
ripples, one can hear the snap
of those fierce jaws as they
close upon the hapless young mullet
of barracuda. It is a beautiful sightto
see the whole sea for hundreds of feet
grow dark as if ruffled by a squall when
an 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 outswim
any fish of their size and weight. They
are as erratic as they are fierce. A
great school after feeding for hears in
one locality may all at once sink out
of sight, and not another may be
caught for hours or perhaps days. An
enemy. unseen by fishermen, has
alarmed the sharp-eyed fellows, for the
sharks and dolphins are ever prowling
on their trail.

In the autumn days about everyone
who is big enough to hold a rod 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 Atlantic coast
to the Canada line. Quarantine, on
the extreme south end of Mullet Key.
is center of the excitement in the gulf
now. Strings of mackerel that num-
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
a fair one.

"Take a day when the clouds sink
down upon the sea. senor," says old
Pedro Menendez, the veteran Spanish
pilot and angler, between the gaps of
his long black pipe, "when the wind
from the southeast beats the waves till
they cry along the shoals, and the am
birds bug the shore, then, senor, if you
will have the heart of a man and put
out beyond the Palmetto Keys in a
stout boat, you shalt kill and bring
home sueh a harvest of boamt as yoear
northern eyes have earu ga td ape."

And tree it is that on t e wAes
days that little stumpy beat oe his,
with Its patched yellow sail and ahbor
mast, asabe .en tashing ct to
bshe gale, and that at .

in big eatebes. Whea the
eas id ashe' the best ermeanm e

against it fr. mhue s and catch

manyensd big a sehen
sona ass s -lowl

l bd-eY ft

smelled in wire ghnp A loat is a ne
ceesity, and corks are the popular kind.
About four feet above the hook the
float should be fixed, and too muehaet
tention can not be paid to this detail.
Og0the 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 only four or five
ish. The reason is that they are fish-
ing too shallow or too deep, and the
whole shoal passes them by.

The minnow used as bait should be
irmly booked through his back just
above the spine on a line with the

pectoral fins. There is seldem any a
trouble about striking the mackeral 1
too quickly. Indeed, it is only the 
lively man who hooks his game. Their
action in rushing on the bait, grab-
ging and swallowing 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 answers
the uplifting of the rod, The bonita
are short-lived, though so savage in
their attack, and holding them to the
sea, mouth open, quiskly tires and
drowns them. The weakfish and blue-
fish haunt the same localities, and arn
caught in great numbers by the maok-
erel fishers.

In weight the Spanish mackerel run i
from one pound to four or five, and
average two pounds. When freshly
caught they reflect all the hues of the
rainbow as they flap in the sunlight 1
The back is dark blue and the bell)
spotless white. The sides are gorgeous
with mottled amber and bronze. Oply
a few momentsa' exposure to the air de-
stroys all this beauty. The countless
iridescent tints grow pale and. fade
away, the dark back turns a light
greenish hue and the wonderful shim-
mering scales, as the fish dies, fall
away as if by magic.-N. Y. Sun.

THE SUNDAY FUNERAL TRAIN.

Ome asme In the shiftint Paueram~ at a
maUway stason.

"Rosehill and Calvary!"
"All aboard for Calvary!"
Have you ever seen that wonderful

groupof statuary, "The First Funeral,"
at the Art institute, where thebroken-
hearted father, clad in skins, is carry-
ing the limp form of his boy, and the
mother walks beside with the prophecy
of the bereavement of all mothers
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 Be-
elesiastes.

It is a bright winter afternoon and
the train caller at the Northwestern
depot shouts out this announcement,
as he does all others, in that jarring,
metalli voice, which even the moeest
absent-minded traveler must hear.

"Rosehill and Calvary!"
"All aboard for Calvary!"
There are travelers on this train,

however, which i.bumMn n voice ean
arouse. They are going to Calvary, or
it may be to Rosehill, and they will
never come back again. It is Sunday,
and in the crowd of waiting humanity
in and abodt the big statioA are an un-
usual number of women in black.
Many of them wear long black veils
Near the gate farthest south, which
has just been swung open, are a group
of men, all freshly shaven, but quite
plainly dressed. Theirclothesare those
of workingmen. Several wear white
shirts without any collars, and others
have the eollars but no cravats. All
have a long piece of crape on one arm.
Another man with black curly hair, a
strapping big fellow with a grimy un-
shaven face, who has only recently
come in from his run, approaches

':Which is Barney'scar?" he asked of
one of the pallbearers.

The man addressed indicates with a
nod and makes a feint towards the big
fellow's upper vest pocket.

"Ab, well! Ye can have it then,"
says the big man, and hads the other a
cigar somewhat battered at the end,
but still effective.

"Any more o' them aboutyer clothes,
Jimmy?" says another of the men in
erape. Jimmy shakes his'head.

A little processip 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 womsan in a long black
veil, whosae eyes are red and swollen.
This is evidently Barney's wife. Then
come three children, a gilrl of twelve
and boys of six and eibrht. Thd little
boys look about timidly; there are a
lot of queer noises, the rattling of eabs,
the escaping steam from the locomo
tives, and the rumble of outgoing and
incoming tralns. The girl has aocm
realization of what is going on and
looks serious, 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 pas
through the gate eonverse in low
tones and there are a few young folks
among them who look anything but

grave. Oneof them even puts he hhand-
kerehief to her mouth to arrest a titter
which has been aroused by some re-
mark of her companion. The under-
taker, a busy little man with Iron-gray
hair,is in eharge, and directs every-
one. Finally all are on board, and the

auneral train iswhirled out to the eem-
etery, the warning ereasing bella sound-
ing as it rashes along.

At the great burial grouand tbere is
little ceremony, for the priest has per
formed the final rites at the ehure.
In the ese of prominent people
he aecompsanies the body to the
gravew, but this is the exception.
He finds it impossible to spare this
time for alL After the churebm sev-
ees the undertaker superintends~every-

thing, and as be too is a very busy
man the whole party are soon beaing
whirled beekh to the city again. In
some of the ears they laugh.aid ehat
and entertain aoanother with strels
There are few solemn faces now. The
real mornera are morninl still, bat
most of those who come beek on the
faneral train ean not be datiagulsh• d
I samer from time erowd of youa•
peope freo the aubrbs whohve jast
cam i• •o the nest trala, snd are a
mrry as ya pe~ usmallyr ae S-

y Iiftracc..-Chiea Tribnae,

-Sea m attw -gal got of go
oes just uw,' gme the janitol te
spstmsst buflding, as the bhe d the
chursh v rm the -ornrr, btpla Iag
2ij. "I; sa thIs was a whshpd .Is

"etocv beess icame It b Ir s is=
Y"'rhn o jobs sheet *m, sa
ed the -aa who bad J mbed " til

-4hwleiass weep pshms
1Ndllrlo l wR eh

SHE WAS THE BOSS. a
tae'.s Why Ueso Jeh i l* Ma' m tha

"Pamts" at s e Wasteed.
Uncle Joshua was selecting a pair ot

trousers in the clothing store
"What do you think o' them?" he

said to the good-natured saleams•

"Why, I think they're all right," the
salesman said; "but the idea is to
please the one that's to wear them.
The question is, do theyasuit you?"

'Ain't they pretty gay foran old fek-
low?"

"Gay! That's a very quiet strips
They look well on you, too."

"I guess they do At pretty well. I
ain't worn a pair oP striped pents.
though, in I dunno how many year
an'-still, you say they are all right."

"I say if they please the one that's
to wear them they most certainly are
all right; and you are wearing them,
so you're the judge."

"I b'lieve I do like 'em, by ginger!
'Bout right for Ien'th, ain't they?"

"They are about as near right as
any custom tailor could have made
them-length, waist and everything.'

"You wouldn' call it a load stripe?"
"I would not!"
"No; it don't seem to me so. Still.

rye been wearin' eitherblack or pepper
'In salt for I dunno how many years
now. an' everything elso looks kind o
queer. But, I declare, it does seem
good to get something else on. There
ain't any good reason why a man o'
my age shouldn't wert hese pants. Is
there?"

"No earthly reason that I know of
if you like them. They eartainly look
well, and they are first-rate trousers"

"Well, I guess I'11 go take 'em of
and let you do 'em up. You'll throw
in a pair of susuend-Pahaw! here
comes-er-this lady eomin' is my wife.
Ill wait a minute, I guess-all through
with your shopin' mother?"

"Thank heavens, 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 inspec
tion.

"They be. be they? Hevryon got lots
of time, Joshua?'

"Time? 1How-why?"
"Because if you her mebbe it's all

right to rig yourself up in a faney me-
toom for the entertainment of this
young man; but I ain't got overmauch
time, myself, an' I guess we might as
well pick out a pair o' pants now like
what I told ye to git."

"What's the matter with--"
"Lemme see somethin'on the pepper-

'n'-ralt order that'll about fit him," said
the lady to the salesman. After se-
lecting a pair about*the sise required
she handed them to the silent man at
her side.

"Now you run into the cubbyhole
and git into these," she said; "and let's

see how they look."
"The idee of a man o' his age pickln'

out streaked pnts," she said o the
salesman, as her husbuad mohmeek-
ly away. "The pair he's got in his
hand is somethin' like. Don't you think
so, yourselft

The salesman smiled pleasantly.
"'They are good goods," he said. "'Te
thing is to please the one that wera
'em. I guaes you'l -"

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

"I guess your husband will like
them," he said.-Puck.

NAPOLEON'S LITTLE SON.re Was a rsmawrkbe CUM n , mea,

While on his campaigns Napoleon'sthoughts were continually direeted to-
ward his son. Even when command- t
lug from two hundred thousand to
three hundred thousand men on the I
battlefield he was in almost daily cam- c
munication with Mme.. Montesquieu, I

who was in charge of the child. This I
woman was adored by the young igr I
of Rome. The following ancident ip
related of the manner in which Mme."

Montesquie sometimes managRed the ichild: His apartments were on theI
ground floor and looked oun into th,!
court of the Tuleries. It was a cam-
mon occurrence for people Sn passing

the window to look in with thehope of- I
seeing the young prince. One day'
when he was in a violent it of temper, '
rebelling against the eathority of his I
overness. she immediately ordered-all

the shutters closed. Th child la-'
quired what it meant, to which she re- 4
plied: "I1 love you too well not to hida I
you; sager from the crowd is the,
courtyard. You perhaps will one day
be called to govern all those people, '
pna what weald they say if they saw I
you in such s At of rage? Do you think I
they would ever obey you if they know
you to be so wicked?" The child asked 4
for pardon. and parmised never again
togive way to such fts of nIer. Mae.
Junot says that young Napoleon was I
an amlable eild. and that be beesae
more so asu e advaneednage. he
emperor had given orders that his som
should always be asceptable to those
la misfortune who wished to make any
appliaetion to him by pietition, sad an
Interesting story is told of the young
king seoliiting from his father apea•
.1in for a widow whose husband had.

been killed in the emperor's service.
"Ah," said Napoleon, "you already
grant pensionas do you?" The young
king's interemssion was suceesesal, and
the breet was made out that ver day
with a yeats arear. 'he beautiful
portraits of the empree and the king
of Rome are In the historial gallery at
Versailles.--N. Y. Advertiser.

Teg His se de Sno Waer.
Some time ago a Liveipool lishmaa,

who bad a bd cold, went to the doet
for soae medicls After the dostrhad
examined him be handed him the bot-
tie of medicine, saying: "Itis odesand
sixpense admust be taken-ir water
threp times a dsy."

"aSure, Pi' only got a shilling in the
worii," said the sck man.
"Well, ye em have the bottle fSr a

shilling,' replied the goqd-astaged
doctor.

Then thes Irishmen saw "r't87
andif itdoes agoinod s ra enag
you the balance dud you.'

When he got bomes' tobis
wits "Jagglea I wemu t tab eit

eie con ing be go ti.

'w t*. fibslenr.s l, s wb

-wh "NO ̀  '

PITn AND POIWT.

... -malcido parlor m
Lowell Courier.

-In Algiers when the pople e
a new ruler they ted WIby takia a d•

.-- Lowell Ceoure.
-The only way: i paps _a pe

be his own lawyer is to keep his a
coinselt.-Teas Btnse.
-Ater all liNe alitN•NuWer0tss

short time given a mann wIa u to
taper off.--Oalve ta News. -

-Coroner-"And di4 the deauesad
leave no friends?" A -"N He was
an old isehelar.' - taiddaes. -

-After the Game.-Jack-"iD yes
kick one of the fellowsa a the other
sider sbam--td the other a et Why.
I kicked him all oer."-DatSt M A
Press. .

-Miss E ndraah'-:Oh, my bLothW
been hurt! ie's being carrie4 the
eld." Her Escoat (Yale 'SH-- e

mind; we hbare sblatitute n*eas
ast as good."-Yale Beed.

-"I didn't see. your prrit at te
exhibition, Miss Holmelelgh." ".
They woulda't take it They ma-l-i
was a good portrait, bet that Pwhu.
was out of drawlng."--Harpes at.

-First Studeat-"H- w4oil it spw
that you failedagalar Secmd StadAst
-"Why, that wretehed esmier alntea
me the mame questimeo that I eold't
amnwer lest year."-Fliegende B *tte
-Miss Palnter-"It sems a sabms

that they have not sebemeded in phmt-
graphing edoer yet.e Mr. Fetsib-
"I suppose that's why ,yoar
are such poor l lmensses."- m

-Jillson says he does sse wy
there ; ould be any objeetion aM *b
an entering the legal profmessio ia
out, of every ten married menak
well enough that her word se b.W -
BafaloCktrier.

-Friend-"WdL Ethel, bhow de
like married lifer EtheL (e stp
tleally}--'It's spylelighttul. We'is
been married a week and b'a tbid
eig'rt quarrels, and I got the bt d it
every time."-Fua.
--Baem-"Don't ys fid U ladd

ball prttyy v=olest wereihe?'Iiemt'-
"I don't mind it. You see, y wife's
sway visiting, and it deest ase*me -
ara anlems there Is saomae e m p•l
on' me."--Yoakers Stateman

-"I don't see why t picked
out for good eonga lDu tlger,,"

said the mad with'en 3* his emou
"Well," replied his eempaima, '"L re
qaember tqat pt polegybe we a)
regrded asar gooddeal oa i
Washl~4os8tr. " " I ' " "

.- "The haudest thing to aeI ae,

the art o •a ughng naturally w ut
spiarent effirC "Ohl,'Pve'at 4t

aon ae," asid the comao-be coalsest
"I typewrote for three yers for a s
who was always telling me lay
stories about his little boy. I-nS
apolls Journal.

THE MONEY, I•MN. T .TW• L.

"I a leather, Jim," slda
er mlfttof hi wp llem.,

_ he itti. *ri-, o ahe[

hew yer wouldna i .
"*Why"

"A feller might strike or big -•a,

ho, that way some time.""Not on yw life, he woldb't. *I'w

wiped-a -lR on 'em, sa' I ser gotme yit that I eoeld git a beer ast on.)ey don't carry money inadd lehba

y"'s only er binE Tyy d•tss yor W sroet aid .eei it'd eany gO L"Glancing about him warily ton

atent glove buttoner, a eard afvesaga lotion for r"b b c

om_ thelohwe, as• heet ofo adea Im*rt plast*er, o - ass*plel uB a
nd Madras, a IM of gabes efapd•e
aeirlar ihewlagn fl l ntrue. oa

atesm home suppeter, a emed e •ds
afsty pins, twoanlanb aewig lum

warranted to •are dyspappe. and al•d bearing ha addrem with inatr• .Pons to takebar there it ase met with

in e •ktl•aUT ihasall dereIs is it," •sid tema
who had "swlped" the poeketboch, as
ie turnled it apaide down sad sheekit,
withaleok of digst on his faee.
"Didn't I tell yer7' remaubb the

Aher. 've swiped' dent-tiage tIl
'm tired. Dey're all ds .amm.. 1s

women don't carry nothina' bat trash
in'em. De mIaesy ain't deas, aseimr-
N. Y. Herald.

TREE PLANTiNG IN FRANCt

we.ina ba. m..a.. a. ae Be .e -
tr vmage sa a.

The French thorouaghly appreel
the advantages tobe derlv.d foma ye-

temttte tree ptadtiag. Tirc ete sad
have been covered with piae forests,
sad the word leades beewed, as u in
thoughrat, from t*e qma is.hInises
meaningl of "waste." The a esntary
agd a large jiortion a tie *od te
Fretblebis omstede a& beam a d

billl 4utthe plat tagd pio rRhe.
gun, a variety apable of aASigthe

severest whosss was efentiosty

and maflcHls et trees n dila
tisiPa ef The duem -

pose fur needhls.asotr, s*MIyaar
form a erust of vegetable mold, permit-

ting the growas o Me. B et shrnba
lenasibl th the pinete live as.Ar
The departmeant of the leas, oese a
bhrrene reson with nat so loah thatS
se has to walk str is Is vseered

w withn,. med tbpq paa v f drain-
ig the subol has been solved, as ids-
eribsed hio'miond Abenti story 6f
"*Malie Plsrs" The loeses by Ae
ew.. l sa tnbg p e an- mise,I

h5.nIs, -insetag diaames per eioar
s..ea- ..as"bee rtmsrl en

t , bolding e se
'o.d snerd1 wrew inesmanan 4d

agmete


