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‘The Blessings of Covernment, Like the Dew from Heaven, Should Descend Allke Upon the Rich and the Poor.”

i Wi G- KENTZEL' Bditﬂl‘.
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JUST FOR FUN.

Asleep. onr dear old grandps sab
Before the fire in his armehalr
Dreaming parhaps of other days.
Wien he sud grandma both wers Paly.

Of what be dreamed we aid not care
So long =s he asleep did stay,

For we were pianoing. just for fun,
Onhim a little joke to play.

We racked our braina to think which one
Would be the simplest apd the bast

At last we thought "twould be svci fun
IT he were in & fool's-cap drest.

Then with & rest we went to work.
And =soon the cap was made and ony;
Burely by wiser fool. methinks,
That polnted cap was never worn.

Full of suspenne. impatient, too.
Tiil from his nap he should awake,
£o anxious were we. that we thoughy
A napso long he ne'er 414 take.

At last he opened wide his eyes,
Seeming to wonder why "twas still;

But soon was heard on every side:
“0 grandpa! ,‘u must! you will!™

“Come '30k! don't wait. come right along!™
The dear old man was pulled nway

To where the bess long mirror hung
In parlor, where we could not stay
(Except on some high holidaz).

He laughed as hearty as the rest:
Then with a teardrop In his eye

He said: My cap I humbly doff
To those who wifer are than L™

We never shall forget that time:
Wa felt like sinking through the foor;
For play ro more cared we that day
Though full of sport we'd been before.

Oid age is apered. jittle friends;
For round a life that's well-nigh done
A bheavenly light doth seem to shine;
Reflection "tis of setting sun.
—Somerville Jonrazl

BY HARRY LANBER

Fred Selfton was melancholy, appar-
ently without any just canse. He had
Epent a very pleasant day in the exe-
cution of his duties in the shelving de-
partment of the home office, where he
had read the morning paper. washed
his hands three times, chaffed Bertie
Gapes and heard the latest gossip from
Tommy Townie. Then Tommy had
taken him to the Jumpior Gatherium to
recuperate, and his journey down to
Ealing had been most comfortable. Tt
was a pleasant afternoon in the early
summer, his little villa looked partiew-
darly bright and comfortable. and he
still had an honr to lounge away befora
dinner, which was the most cherished
aim of his daily life. Yet he sighed as
he opened tha door and entered his
home.

Kate had taken the baby to see her
mother, but would be back to dinner.
This was nut unusnal, but upon this
oceasivn it struck him as being very
inconsiderate of her. Having performed
his toilet he wandered mouarnfuliy
about the garden. Then retiring to
his study—a misnomer, for he was
guiltless of such folly—he lit & cigar-
eite and flung himself into an esay-
chair with the air of o man weary of
exietence. Had his wife been present
rhe would have wondered anxiously
what calamity had overtaken them,
but the fact was nothing more alsrm-
ing than that her lord and master was
suffering from what Is technically
termed “‘the hump.™

The other men in his room had been
discussing holidays. Gapes wassaving
himself for a month's salmon fishing in
Sunderlandshire, Townie contemplated
billeting himself upon his cousin. who
was attached to the embassy at Vien-
na. Williamson was engaged for »
vachting eruise to Norway. and Elliot
had raved of the green golf links at
Eastbourne. He had yawned dismally
and mentioned Herne bay, with the wife
and family. in tones which quite justi-
fied Townie in holding him upas an
awful example of premature matri-
mony.

Now, in his heart he ealled himself
& fool, for in these days a man of thir-
ty is too young for such responsibili-
ties and—well, privations. Of sourse.

yuoting eaps, grace the esplanade and
indulge in many “morning bitters”
Lunch, boredom, dinner, boredom in-
tensified by & drawing-room filled with
old spiusters, giggling girls, and vouths
who persist 1n singing, with the mis-
taken idea of amusing the sufferers.

The shadowa deepened in the corners
of the room as the twilight died away.
The honse was perfectly still, the gar
den looked cold and gloomy. It was
the silence amd gloom of sorrow, for
bis home wasa house of momrning.
Crossing the room wearily. he peeped
into the garden of dim shadows,
ing his feverish face against the eool
glass; his dry eyes were heavy with
anguish. Only two yearnago they had
planted those shrubs and flowers. She
with her little hands encased in huge
]eat-lwr gloves, he in his flannels, wield-
ing a apade like a true son of Adam.
And the flowers still bloomed in their
Eden, but he must pace its paths alone.
Other hands would pluck those flowers,
and other lovers sit in the arbor where
they had so often watched the moon-
light silver the rustling lemaves. He
had lounged there with his pipe, care-
less and happy, as she nestled at his
side, often in silence, sometimes whis-
pering sweet confidences.

By one whirl of the wheel of life it
was in the past, but still unburied.

Sinking into his chair he rested his
head upon his hands. It was very.
wery dark. 5o swift and sudden had
the trouble come upon him that it still
seemed like the haunting memories of
a terrible dream. But s few months
ago he was happy in the sweet com-
panionship of his wife; now he was
alone.

Happiness in this world depends
largely npon ability to forget. 1t was
not without a feeling of pleasure that
he had accepted De Vaux's invitation
to rejoin him in Gray’s Inn. The
rooms seemed more comfortable than
before. and the freedom was delight-
ful. A= the band upon his hat becama
narrower. the restraint, prompted by
svmpathy, with which men regarded
him, died away. He drifted back ta
the old life with & feeling of pleasant
expectancy. but to find the world had
changed. It surprised him to discover
how selfish De Vaux had become, while
the manners of their *‘set” pained him.
Their brilliancy seemed to have given
place to flash gaseousness, originality
to carping contentiousness; wit was
now insolent abuse, and humor posi-
tive vulgarity. Yet they were the
same actors withont a “‘shop,” authors
without a publisher, and less extraor-
dinary imbeciles without an objeet
in life. With indolent interest he used
to expect great thinga from some of
them, but they were still squatting in
the mire. The Junior Gatherium had
bhern refurnished, and the cooking was
excellent. but the same decline was
noticeable among the members. The
tales old Badboy narrated in his cor-
ner of the smoking-room were, to say
the least. unfit for publication, yet t
old fellow was his most cherished ac-
quaintance in the bygone days The
place abounded in loud-voiced boys of
a new and, to him. moest objectionable
species. The past belongs to the past;
& man cannot live his life again.

“Poor old fellow, I don’t care to say
disagreeable things about him. but,
really, he had become a most selfish
beggar,” said De Vaux, leaning against
the mantel-piece.

“Marriage spoils a man utterly,”
said his friend as he knocked the ashes
from his pipe on to the carpet.  “Yon
ought to get married again, he’s no
good for anything else.”™

*He used to be such a jolly. easy-go-
ing fellow, now he growls atevery-
thing. The way he ballies our un-
fort te laundres is shocking. When
he wakes up, he’ll make yom sweep
those ashes from the floor.™

“The side the man puts on, his as-
samption of virtue. and the way he
sneers at us really, annoys me. Heis
& skeleton at every feast. looks as
hocked a8 a curate if a man tells a

he had been quite in ted with
Kitty, ss were several better men.
The first year of their married life had
been as charming as the last chapter
of a three-volume novel, and he had
never enjoyed anything so much as
that delightful scamper shout the con-
tinent they had together. Now, there
was the baby. a jolly little chap. but a
responsibility, and & somewhat costly
one. After all, there was sound wis-
dom in Townie's cynicism. There are
two aspects of the marriage question,
usually considered before and after.
He was just realizing the nppleasant
one.

He had uever seen the club look more
cozy than it did that afternoon. He
had been welcomed by a crowd of men,
the pleasant associates of a past life,
who seemed genuinely happy to meet
him again. He had been a very popu-
lar man, and some of them still remem-
bered his little evenings in Gray's inn.
What pleasant rooms they were, to b2
sure. At one time he used to think
that Kitty had sacrificed & great deal
when she married him, but perhaps
the renanciation was not so one-sided
85 he had imagined. - For instance.
there wasthe club. He could no long-
er afford to go there, and with it he
had renounced all intellectual society.
Kitty's people and their mneighbors
were rich and respectable. Most ad-
mirable of their kind. they ate, drank,
slept, and made money: withal. most
worthy creatures, but particularly un-
entertaining. Mr. Turner, her father,
wwas a type—a kindly, honorabl¢ man,
but without the slightest artistic or
literary eunlture; he could talk for
hours of his business, and knew more
" mt tallow than any other man in

: 3 % K 'and. Fortunately. his pride of

ir bedrooms.

i ol cr was gifted with
sufficient reli enthusiaem for ten
such families, - Mrs. was

the | He is

racy tale. and actually called old
Soaker a cad becanse he comld not
walk downstaire. 1 remember bring-
ing him home in & cab two or three
yearsago, and he yelled comic songs
all the way.”

“It's awful.” said De Vaux, with a
langh; “last Sunday he eame in while
I was having afternoon tea with some
ladies, and simply turned upon his
heel, and slammed the door as he went
ount.”

he | TETY dull here in Sanford, but the peo-

ARP IN FLORIDA.

Oorn Is Now OGrowing Whers
Orange Orchards Were.

Truck Farming Is Very Lively—Fioridiass
Preparing for the £ ‘Tha
Fisot System Arranging
& Grand Exhibit.

I don’t see any differemce im the
Wweather here at Sanford and st home in
North Georgia. It is a delightful
spring everywhere down South. The
rvide from Jacksonville hers was pleas-
snt—no hexat, no dust and the scenery
along the way was lovely. Of course I
missed the orange groves, but I never
saw greener treesor brighter flowers or
more luxurisnt grass. The cattle wera
all fat and the corn was on s boom. It
was im the silk and tassle and higher
than I ever saw corn in Florida. It was
planted on the ground of the old orange
groves that had been fertilized mnd
shaded for years and will make a fine
erop. -Vegetables and watermelons
biave also been given s place in many of
thess old groves, and 50 somathing will
be made out of the great disaster. Moat
of these groves have been cut down and
from many of the stumps mew sprouts
are growing—growing from the siand-
ards but none from the budded trees.
They are all killed root and branch,
and I don’t care much. I have an idea
that we have been dwarling our fruit
trees too much in the last twenty years,
The nld standard peach trees 1n Georgia
bave gone. We boys used to climb o
their bigh tops s=ad gather great, big
yellow peacties that had a nipple on the
end. They were red and yellow and
juicy. And there were large, round
white ones called English peaches, and
there were old-fashioned Indian peaches
that you couldn’t eat without having
the juice to run down the corners of
your mouth. And there were small,
pinkish clearstones that we peeled for
cream and sugar. And there were the
white October clearstones that were al-
most as good—what has become of all
these standard varieties? The Elberta
is fine, I know, but it strains the little
trees W bear them and make them
shorl-lived. An old-time peach tree
was good for twenty years, but these
budded ones give out in ten. Just so it
is with budded orange treers; they are
short-lived snd they cam’s stand »
freeze. I rode outto swe the remains of
tho fameus Speer grove and was sur-
prised to sece the trees sending up tall,
vigorous shoots from near the roots.
The tops are all dead, but in two years
these shoots will be bearing fruit. The
Speer grove of five acres has given a net
income of $7.000 & year for twenty-five
years, and it may do it again. Florida
is not dead by a good deal. Business is

ple are not hacked as bad as they were
three montha ago. Almost everybody
has found somethiog to do. Truck
farming is going on and ihe riveris
still full of fish. The workshops of the
railroads keep hundreds of hands busy
and their wages maintain many fami-
lies. There are still many wealthy
people here and near bere who had other
properties besides orange groves, and so
trade and teaffic go on in a limited way
and Sanford is still one of the prettiest
towns in Florida. [ bave not beard a
word about polities or siiver or gold
since I've been here—and I don't dare
to iniroduce the subject. Judge Wel-
born said 1 had better not. I was in
Texas when the llogg and Clark excits-
ment was up, and ome day a drummer
on the train rossup and said: *‘Gentle-
mon, I rise to make a motion. 1 move
that the first man who mentions Hogg
or Clark in this car shall be put off the
train. The motion got half adozen
seconds and was carried tumultuously.

FLOWERS "IN VASES.

Diferont Arrangements Are Varyingly B
fective.
There is a choice in vases. All flow-
trs look better in vases of clear crystal
or pressed glass than in those of china,
however rare the ware or artistic its
decoration. Porcelain vases of grace-
ful furm and eoloring are really com-
pleted or Ives, and
they detract fromm the beauty of flow-
ers, while their own conventional dain-
tiness also loses by the contact. An-
other reason for choosing clear-glass
vases and jars is that through them
we can catch a glimpse of stems, and
this gives the flowers a more graceful,
finished appearance. When opaque
vases are used, those in one plain, dull
color, which pottery dealers call mono-
tone, are the pretliest, 8 contrasting
tint to the main color of the blossoms
being selected. Imagine a dull-blee
vase filled with the black-eyed Susaoa
1_1:; the roadside, and you have the
ea.
There is, too, a choice in placing the
vase. Large flowers of vivid tints can
be put further away from the looker-
on, and yet lose none of their effec
tiveness or be unseen. llut in Hoe
flowers, like the forget-me-not or =
cluster of heliotrope, would be lost on
a mantel or high shelf. Put the deli-
cate blossoms where their dainty color,
form, or perfume can appeal to every-
one, while the massed and gaudy splen-
dor of larger flowers may serve to deck
& dull corner or a shady, somber room.
A pretty conceit is to put ineach
one’s own room bouquets of the flow
ers best loved. This is & sinall matter,
but in discovering these favorite blos
soms the home decorator will grow at-
tentive and considerate, and perhaps
learn other ways of giving pleasure tc
those to whom he or she owes mueh.
Some flowers displav themselves besi
in low, or saucer, boquets and often
thoughtless persons will give away the
flowers almost bereft of stems. Moist
sand or moss is particulary good tc
plaee suach short-stemed flowers in, as
they are better kept in position. Ral
the velvet pansies, with their modest
faces, have an unexpected trick ol
curling up their stems in sanecer bou-
quets. They are better comtroled in
small vases, the blossoms standing up-
right, just as they nod to us from the
garden bed.
Place vases when arranged as grace-
fully as possible beforea mirror, either
on the mantel or dressing case, orhang
s small looking glass or sconce behind
the table whereon the flowers are put.
A simple bouquet of a half-dozen sin-
gle scarlet poppies, with long stems
and their own leaves, a few daisies and
sprays of oats, reflected in a plain mir-
ror, make a long-remembered double
picture of grace and beauty rarely
seen, even when costly roses and ferna
are freely to be had.—N. Y. Times
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IN COOLING JELLY.

Always Cover It to Keep Out Maligaant
Germa.

“My husband.” sald a physician’s
wife pot long ago, *‘chanced too see
one day, standing on a shelf outside
our kitchen window, some Ids of
jelly cooling for the night's dinmer.
They were uncovered, as they were
out of reach of cats, and in full view
of cook’s watchful eye; bat he gues
tioned me about them, and asked if it
was our wsual custom to leave jelly
thus unprotected. 1 was obliged 1c
reply that, so far as 1 knew, it was
*Then,’ he said, ‘don’t you know that
when we medical men want to se-
cure minunte organisms for inves
tigation, we expose pelatine te
ithe air or in places where
we have confined malignant germs?
The pgelatine speedily attracts and
holds them. I'm afraid your flavored
gelatine does the same. Cool the jelly
if you must, but cover it with a piece
of close muslin.’ And we have always
done thatsince then.”

It is to be feared that kitchen
are sources of illness more

Very soom another dr ked
snother for soma tobacco and he cut off
half of it and put it im his pocket. The
drummer said, “*Well, I wouldn't make
a ‘hog’ of mysell,” and they bad liked
to have put him off for that. I wish tke
newspapers would let us all rest =
month or two. It is too scon—thers s
no election in sight.

But 1 do hear s good deal of talk
about the expusition. Florida will be
on hand with a full display of her won-

“Well, I'm afraid you can’t poi
him and put him out of his misery.”
*He is not our old Selfton, theaters
bore him, the halls are disgusting. He
won't dance, does not drink enough to
enliven a healthy child, smokes in a
corner and growls. At the club no one
can understand him. He has tried the
river, galf, the Solent. the card room,
and Paris, all in vain. [ don't know
what to do with him. Yoo remember
our last little supper party here.
Well, he got it up, and was perfecthy
disgusted with everything and every-
body. yet all the boys were old
friends.”

*Yes, I'm afraid he is incurable—"
“Yes, [ am,” cried Selftun, springing
from the safa upon which he had been
sleeping. “I'm a nuisance to myse'l
and all of you. I can't forget the two
happyr years of my life,and [ can never
live them again. I'll go into some cor-
ner and wait patiently for the future,
since 1 cannot go back to the pasi.”

“Isn’t he a lazy dadda. snoring like
big bow-wow when baby wants to see
him?*
“Why, Kitty,” he said, dreamily,
awaking with s start, “'is it really you?"
“*Really me. silly boy. Whom else
did you expect, sir?” she asked, waving
the baisy before him.
*'ome tome, sontrie,” he cried, laugh-
ing payly. *‘See how cager the little
chappie is, Kate.”
Then, s Philly nestled cn his shoul-
der, clutching wvainly at his mustache,
he drew her down onto his knee, and
said, softly: By Jove, darling, how ]
bave missed you."
“Poor boy, it is too bad of me tc
run home to my mother so often,
isnt it? But I've such news for yon.
Father is going to launch out awfally.
% “: m'chlllhwr going tobuy & yacht.
“Yes; the boys are becomi
horsey. You know how he dcus::‘ u.::
sort of thing. So this is to cure them.
Yoy are to be captain, and he ia com
ing over after dinmer to consult you.
In‘;-lt charming™

“Rather; we wan't 10 Herne
for our vacation, sh. li('t‘l’a girl™ bay
“Hmthhk&é' mmh ! What ever madg
Fyou s place™ —Hiack
and White.

—Ambition is #0 powerful » passion
im the human breast that however high
we resch wa are mever matisfled —

derlal r 1 wi d the prep-
srations of the FPlant system today.
They bave begum on a magaificent
scale. Mr. Plant bhad am exbibit at
Paris, but this will eclipse that and any
other that a railroad corporatiom has
ever made. He is baving a map made
of Florida that will be sixty feet long
and twelve feet wide that will be geo-
graphical. geological, topographical,
tropical and every other “cal,” and will
be the finest and most artistic piece of
map work ever made. It will take his
artists two months more to finish it
Of courss the phosphales will occupy a
liberal space. Hut [ am mot authorized
to discloss what the Plant aystem has
designed.
Of oourse the other railroads will seek
to emulate Mr. Plant and will be on
band. And ?? thol great exposition
keeps on swelling in its proportions,
and it is now certain that it will be a
grand show and a grand success. When
it was first proposed I thought thac it
was the most cheeky, foolhardy thing 1
ever heard of, but Atlants knows no
such word as fail. The southland fs
coming to the front. Even the reunion
at Houston is not omly tolerated but
patronized by Northern soldiers. Gen.
Schofleld was there and smiled glllant.l{
and lovingly on Miss Winnie Davis.
love everybody who loves her, lor she
is the davphter of Lhe Confederacy.
She is our Joan of Arc.
Florida is still the same delightful
Jand—the land of flowers. All kindw
and colors adorn the grounds that bor
der on the midewalks. They wers nok
killed. The sweet odor [rom the cape
jessamine perfumes the air whersver
u go. Bat Florida was not named for
owers. Ponce de Leon discovered 1t on
Erster Sunday, which in Spasish is
e ua " or the feast of flow-
ers. ith its 1,200 miles of cosst and
ita balmy breeses tbat are ever breath-
ing—breathing gently from the gull to
the Atiantic or the Atlsatic to the gull
—it seems %o bhave been crested bya
kind providence aa a ssnitarium for this
great sation. Biessed are the sick who
come here. YWould that all could some,
but humas destiny is still the A
atill
are

& stFange, mysterious
month and more [ bave bad
mmi;h thas racked me day

Inak when ahe
Water, and it is every-

:;’ten then is imagined. In many city
houses the little kitchen annex where
stands the refrigerator, and wherc
wvarious eatables are lrept, is directly
against a drain. Yet here stand daily
uncovered milk, butter, often custarde
snd puddiogs, sad various other ab
sorbents. The average cook is abso-
lutely ignorant of sanitary cause and
effect. and the eternal vigilance of the
house mother is the famifly's chief
safeguard. —Boston Journal of Com-
merce.

All Lovers of Sea Frait.

“There are a good many interesting
things about the demand for fish,” said
the old dealer. “People amd races dif-
fer very widely. New Englanders lead
in the use of helibut and lobsters. New
York contains a great many New En-
glanders and Philadeiphia and Balti
more few. In the latter two eities very
few lobsters and halibut are used. The
Irish take to herring and the Italian:
to sardines. Jews are very fond of fish,
and use fresh-water mainly. New York
and Boston use salt-water fish, while
the Philadelphia market demands fresh-
water."—N. Y. Press.

An Oklakoma Coroner.
Tourist—Dr. Slade, the ecoroner,
seems to be & very enterprising man.
Col. Handy Polk—Enterprisin'! Yoao
bet! Tell you what he done last sum-
mer when the cireus was here. UOneol
the euriosities in the side show was an
Egyptian mummy. Slade seized the
mummy, rounded up a jury, bronght
in & verdict of "dead from unknown
causes,” and eharged the county hi=
regular fee with compound interest
from the time of Moses. —Truth.

leuseclonning Times.
Many puused before the hand organ
and listened to its rude melody.
“There's no place like home,” droned
the organ.
Teara aprang to the eyes of the man
with the dusty hat.
*There's no place like home.”
“I hope not,” sighed the man, for his
thoughts were with the bare, wet floors
and a dinner of cold potato on the top
of the sewing machine.—Detroit Trib-
une.

Shrivaled Ty
Mrs Billus—John, I wish you hadn*t
got your hair eat so short. It malies
the fact very conspicuous that oue of
ears is shorter than the other.

Mr. Billus—Yes. When you give me
a curtain lecture that's the ear that
generslly getsit, you remember.—-Chi
cago Tribune.

—Rev. Dr. William H. Furness, whe
eighty-three years ago witnessed the
tannching of the United Ststes frigate
Constituiloo, one of the firal war ves-
sels built for the United States mavy
for the war of 1813, waa an interesting
figure st the launching of the 8t Paal

simsilar
Wl

b 1

FOREIGN GOSSIP.

=-There are about seventy thousand
Jews in London, with nine missioms
and some sixty missionaries, besides
many volunteer workers. Nearly the
same number of Jews reside in the
Cancasus, none of whom ever heard of
Or saw & missionary.

—Cockroaches are never willingly
slain by Chinamen. They consider
them sacred insects and think it por-
tends ill-luck to step omn them.
they never make any effort toexter
minate them, the Chinese gquarters are
usually overrun with these pests.

—A buried city like that of Pompeii
is being excavated in Central America
at the foot of the volcano Agua. Pot-
tery, fine glazs ware, jewels, flint in-
str ts and h kelet over
six feet long have been taken ocut at
depihs of fourteen to eighteen feet.

—Jane Cakebread made her two hun-
dred and seventy-fifth appearance at
Nortk London police court a few days
ago. The charge was creating a dis-
turbance, and when she was sentenced
to three months in jail, she told the
migistrate be “‘ought to be ashamed of
himself.”

—At the little village of Nomps-an-
Val, near Amiens, 8 curions ceremony
has been seen at a funeral. The de-
ceased was a card-playing enthusiast,
piquet having been lvis favorite game.
By the terms of his will a pack of
cards had to be placed in the coffin
with his body.

—It is not commonly knowm that the
capital of China is icebound for five
months out of the twelve, or that the
stolid-looking Chinese could ever be
graceful skaters. The Chinese use a
very inferior style of skate, of their
own manufacture—a mere chunk of
wood arranged to tie on the shoe and
shod with a rather broad strip of iron.

—We are apt to think of Mexico as
sleepy and behind the age, but the
city is wide awake in the matter of
sanitation, having beem to emormous
expense to secure good water, and
now it 1s found that = most salutary
measure wonld be & more rapid flow
through the sewers of the ecity. Ae
cordingly some 25 windmills are to be
built, in different parts of the eity, at
a cost of $25,000, which will rotate
paddle wheels in the sewers and thus
accomplish the desired object.

—Highly important and significant
are the figures just issued, with com-
parisons, showing the wealth of En-
gland in spite of 20 lean years of de-
pression. The taxable property of Ea-
gland and Wales in 1894 was £161,
000,000, compared to £104,000.000 in
1870. This increase of more than 50
per cent. has taken place when the
taxable value of land has decreased
within 15 years from about £40,000,000
to £313,000,000. The Iland formed in
1870 about one-half the taxable prop-
erty of the country. It is now litile
more than one-fifth.

FOLK-SPEECH IN ENGLAND.

some Queer Phrasea That Are Net of
Pleasing Tendeney.

We do not deny that there is a cer
tain interest in the folk-speech and
folk-phrases of any country. We learn
from it what the natural language of
the common people is in its primitive
state, what pictures they make to
themselves, what attitndes of mind
they prefer. But we can not say that
the study is altogether an agreeable
one. Itshows that most people love
clumsy speech better almost than the
love speech that hits the exaet mark:
that they prefer a grotesque image
that clears and corrects the natural
1 and carel of popular
langusge; and, worst of all, that they
prefer coarse humor to the humor
whieh is kind and playful. .

We have before us a publicatiom of
the English dislect society, which
gives folk-phrases of foar of our Mid-
land connties—Staffordshire, Warwick-
shire, Worcestershire and Glouter-
shire—with a very interesting glossa-
ry- Let us look at the glossary first.
One of the first phrases of the glossary
is ‘“ayzam-jayzam” to express, "fair
and square,” ‘“upright and down
straight”—a phrase which assuredly
does not interpret itself, but which
when interpreted has a certain gquaint-
ness and grotesqueness of sound that
excites the imagination and seems to
express the fitness of rhyme to illus-
trate the fair spirit of popular justiee.
5till, what is most remarkable in
“ayzam-jayzam” is the clumsiness
and grotesqueness of the speech.
“Fair and square” js twice as
natural and much mote than twice
as locid. It is & mistake to smppose
that popular dialect seeks after direct-
ness. Rather it seeks after a round-
about and unexpected way of utteriog
an ordinary truism, loves flonrish and
oddity of langusge as much as it loves
a certain vivacity of speech. Bao, too,
it prefers such a word as “‘chabble™ or
*chobble™ to the word “chew.” Chew
is a much better imitalion of the sound
tnade in the mastication of food as itis
flone by quiet and decent people than
either “‘chabble” or “chobble,” but that
Is the very reasomn why the popular
spirit likes to dwell on the noisier
modes of mastieating, which bring ont
the louder sort of satisfaction that men
take 10 consuming their daily bread.

S0 te “chelp” is to talk overmuch, to
chatter for the sake of chattering.
Again, » "footstitch” is a footstep, s
curious evidence of the shuflling walk
of the common people, which suggests
the contact of the foot with saper-
ficial obstacles in its way, rather than

been conceived by some obe who dis-
liked treacle and wished to disgust
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As | LIFE

Thers ia something expressive of the
ugly side of life in almost all popular
dialect, something contemptuous and
yet delighting in contempt. For ex-
ample, what we call the dumps or the
blues, Midland popular speech ealls
the ‘‘roozles,” ma mode of expressing
that inner ereaking and croodling of
of the mind which is sheer wretched-
ness rather than mere dullness or de-
pression.—London Speetator.

IN A DUTCH VILLAGE

It Was & (Quiet anil Sieepy Place Excopt 0a
Murket Duys.

Melaatij lived with her grandmother
in a little thatehed cottage on the edge
of the village of 'sGravendeel, in Hol-
land. The cottage was built of yellow
snd black bricks set in curions figures,
and there was a low door so cul in the
middle that, while the lower part was
closed, the upper might be opened. It
was painted green, and was quite over-
grown with hop-vines. Beside the
door was a long wooden beneh, and on
this bench might be seen several huge
cans of brass, shining like gold in ths
sun. When it said that thers were
two square windows, and s huge chim-
ney about which the awallows flew,
there is little to add.

luside, the ficor was made of bright,
red tiles, and just opposite the door
was the hearth, with the fireplace,
huge and set with blue tiles; and over
the fire of peat hung a large iron pot
on & crane; and from the pot, which
had = shiny brass rim, came a most
appetizing sputtering and bubbling
sound.

On one side of the room, and almost
filling it, was a large mahogany
double-decked bed, bailt into the wall,
like a closet, with doors which were
to be closed tightly to keep out the
dranghts at night—soch & queer bed,
with bright tulips painted in staring
colors all over it. Arranged in & line
on the wall were 3 number of old
Delft plates and pitchers and mugs,
and these, with the hunge chest of
linen, tuted the h hold treas-
ures.

The houses of 'sGravendeel,after the
fashion of most Duich villages, were
all built after one model, their gable
ends facing the romd which followed
the dijke along the canal. And at
either end of the village was & hoge
windmill, painted black and white,
with long arms, on which were wide
sails of tanned canvas, looking like
brown velvet against the sky.

Except on market days, few people
ecame Lhrough 'sGravendeel; and rare-
ly was any noise heard, save the
ser ing of the g , or Lhs rambi
of the two mills. The road along the
dijke led from the neighboring village
ol Deel-op-den-Dyke to Dort; but, as I
say, except on market days, people
wvery seldom wanted to go to Dort, and
the people of Dort seemed never to
think of Deel-op-den-Dyke. No,save the
waviog arms of the two windmills and
an occasional sight of one of the mil-
ler's men, all dusty white, setting the
salls in the direction of the wind,there
was little stirring in the village.

With the first beams of the sun. the
thrifty peasants betake them to the
ficlds; and they work their small plots
of land to such purpose that the whole
country, as seen from the high win-
dows of the mills, resembles a large
patechwork of different toves of green

The women sre as busy as the mes
in Holland—indeed, busier; for while
the men rest and smoke at the noon
hour, the gleaming knitting-needles
are brought out by the vrouwen
(wives), and the blue-stocking grows
several inches.—George Wharton Ed
wards, in St. Nicholas.

DEATH BY FIRE.

Evidence Which Indicates thet Vietlm
Lese All Sense of Fesling.

A little girl four or five years old in

the farm distriet of the state of Tllinois
lind her clothes set on fire while stand-
ing near s cook-stove, which was out
of doors near the kitchen. The mothes
had gone for a bucket of water a feun
rodsaway. The screams of her child
hastened the mother’s steps, and the
borni clothes were at on-<e extin
guish
1 was immadiately ealled to visit the
nnfortunate. Thinking she must be
in terrible soffering, all ressonablg
haste was made. Nearing the houge. |
listened to hear the cries of the child,
bat heard -
To my great surprise, on srriving at
the bedside of the patient, she was
found lving quietly in bed, without the
least sign of physical suffering. The
barned sa: had been covered over
with wheat flour. Bat it is doubtful
if this has or had any effect whatever.
The pulse was besting over one hun-
dred and twenty a minute. This in-
dieated s profound shock upon the
vitality. The accident occurred abont
five o'clock in & windy October afier
noon, and the poor child died at elever
o'clock that might and gave no more
evidence of pain.

Here was an instruoetive ounse. Ty
leagth of time of actual sofering o
the child, aa stated by the mother—
that it ceased crying as soom as thg
flames were extinguished—could not
hare been over.ome or two minutes,
say, three minutes at the most The
girl's hands, arms, face, bresast and
other places were burped and blis
tered, so the cuticle of the skin peeled
off. Here death followed six hours
after the accident. Hence the absorb
ing question of iuterest is, How long
did the agony of burning last? Not
how long she lasted after the pain

ceased.

Now, why did not the child make an
ontery of pain after the flames were
extinguished. There is but one res-
son. Itis this: The extensive burme

FOR YOUNG PEOPLE.

DO YOU KNOW HER?

Ihave s litthy friend who dossa’s like to mend.

To dust. or ags the tabir, or gven make & bed:

The very thought! of sweeping nearly sets her
off a-weeping,

feet wore load.

She “hates™ 4o rock the baby. and says thet
_luusd.w. maybe.

shoeking.
And she doosn't mean & werd of what she
says, I will be bound.

“Tis true she suamot bevar te evem walk &

BgUarg,
‘To buy & spool of cotton, o7 stamps fOr IMam-
ma’y mail,
4nd it's much sguinst her wishes that she's
wot t0 washing dishes,
While tospral of darnl
to make her pale.

*u fect. she wanta ¢o shirk everyihing resem-

bllng work.

And the only thing she doss enjoy. so far ax
1 can say,

Te t& take her doll and Looks, and within some

quiet nook

To read of slves and fairies, and dream the
Rours away.

& L. Sylvester. in Harper 8 Young Peopis

BURMESE CHILDREN.

The Happy Boves and Girls of & Quains
0id Country.

You can ind Burma very easily by
ronsuliing your school geography. if
you don't know cxactly where it is lo-
cated. Finding the map of India, you
will notice that this strange, interest-
Ing country s bordercd om one side by
the Chinese lands and on the other by
the country of the Hindua. The thing

T 1 -

And sho slways goes about it ns though e L

-
THE WOLF SPIDER.

of these spiders in the path, &
fellow, that had an
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that will most interest our d ia
the factthat the Burmese children are
mg“h the happiest youngsters of
A 3

They live in & gorgeouns eountry, and
'nltitmthell'l are held in great respect,

BRI

which s not always the case with the
varions races of old India. Some of the
little Burmese giris are very pretty
and very graceful. They are fond of
many trinkets, and, though shy I
their mapner, they easily become ao-
quainted with strangers shen the lat-
ter are lavish enough in their gifts of
pretty thinga,

All Burwese boys are educated in the
Buddhist monasteries, but it has mot
hitherto been thought necessary to
teach the girls more than to read and
write. To be pretty, to be religions, to
be amiable and gny-bearted, snd to
have o good basiness Instinet is all that
is demanded of a girl in Burma; pres-
ently, when she comes to learn the ad-
vantages which education confers in
dealirg with the foreigner, she "will
doubtless demand it ss her right
To be pretty and to charm is
her aim, and few things humac
are more charming than s gromp
of Hurmese girls going ap to the
pagoida to worship st & festival. With
ber rainbow-tinted silk tamein fastened
tightly round her slender figure, her

colled
on to the top of her head, in the bralds
of which sweet-smelling are
stucl, the Barmese girl knows fall weli
sbe 15 an object to be admired. Per
fectly well pleased with herself, and
contented with her world as it in, she
gayly langhs and chats with her com-

Burmese mammaa have some sweet
songs with which they lull their baby
and girls to sleep. One of the
prettiest of thess Is given below. Thess
versea are translated by Shway Yeo, a
learned native poet; see bow dsinty
they are:
Sweet. my babe, your father's coming, =
Rest and hear the pongs I'm humming:
He will come and gently tend yeu,
Reock your eot. and safe defond youy
Wother's setting out his dinner—
Ob, Fou manghty little sipwer!
What o yeil from such a wee thing,
Couldn’s be worse If rou were testhingt
My sweet round mass of goid
How pray do what you're told

Ba guiet snd good,

As nlce boys shouid

O, now please,

Do oot tease,

Do be good,

As bables shonld
Ah. yes, Burma is 2 happy Jand, and
its seople are all gay and honest, and
sober, and the sunlight is warm and
strimg in their land, even as their bodies
are strong and thefr heasts warm.—N.
Y. fecorder.

AN AMUSING GAME.

HBev Any Number of Childvres Can Play
Cat and Mouse,”
& good game for from six to twelve
children, to be played out of doors, is
“Cot avd Mouse.” The players divide
themselves into twocamps, the cataand
the mice. Both sides draw to declde
wit will open the game. This being
sotiled, a stake is driven into the esrth
in the middle of the yurd or playground
and two ropes are tied to it. Oneshould
be about three yards long and the other
five. The eves of the cat and mouse
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Nature has & beamntiful habit
hernelf to difficalties and
whenever that is poasible. If

she is choked snd hindered in ome diver-

tion, she tries to become move vigorous
English

in another. An sh anthor says
that & man of middle age, with whom

famoun oculist for The dostor
examined him , snd
presently inquired bad

“Still,” said the oculist, dryly, “it o
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to church, “iss five-tent pleco and &
m Yumpilvlh”hm“




