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WHERE WE WERE BOYS.

D'you mind the mountain tarm, old boy, whers
. Youan' me was kids?
An' bow we laid 0 summer nizhts sm’ heard
i the katydids
An' !‘rh[pponr-am: a-pipln* out and Bddlin*
MR maong the stooks,
OW we usen't dare Lo speak fer fear we'd
ralse Lhe spooks?
Can’t you m!nd the spring-house still, whers
! all the milr was kep',
An’ how our litle toes would sche, g-standin’
on the step?

Our houss was neat sn’ tasty. the barn wag
Tull 0" hay,
A-wrdpm 50 &8 me an’ you could romp arainy
ay.
What fun to e¢limb fer huckieburries, tip-top
of tha bill,

An’ set our sraps fer rabbita In the meadow b
et e
* 't you know that moss-grown
desp in a foreat glade,
‘Where tinkle, tinkle. went the apring. a-ying-
' while we played?

ﬁnmh»vilwok to hankerin’ to see the farm

agalo

An' vlew the apois that seemed 80 bright be-
fora we two waa man.

Ex frisky ez acolt I ¢lum the dear old hill
once more—

Iwish o God I'd stayod away; my heart is
aick an’ sore.

The farm. old boy. was desd an' gone—tha
bones was scattered ‘round:

Ifeit like in s graveyard, where ghouls has
tore the ground

The chimbley's fallen off the houss, the barn's
withous & roof;

The spring-houss shed is tumblsd in—iy's full
¢ leaves an' stuft

Where mother used to sst her crocks down ln
she spring Lo cool,

A’ surnsn’ kiss us when we'd come a-bouncin”
home from schoal.

The wind aweeps throagh the stable, an' the
stall where old Nell disd

Is flled clean to the manger top with spow
that's blowed lnside.

A grest big lump some in my throat thet
cough drops couldn’s cure;

1turned to bunt the moas-grown trough and
spring so cold and pure.

Ifound the trough upon it side and rotted
quite away;

The spring was dried—I dusno why, but I jea’
couldn't stay,

Feor't seomed so sad an’ lonssome thers, am’
voloss Olled my ears

That you and mo hain’t beard at all fer more’n
twenly years.

1couldn’t somshow trusé mywslf 80 go back
past thet acens,

But snesked sway sloag the eresk—I mever
fels 50 mann .

Sence whem our linle bluejay died, sn’ we
tried hard mot to ory.

An' made » drizsiing failure atit, blubbering

on the siy.
Ihain's s-sallln’ what I dons s-comin® down

I'm pever goln®' back oo more t° thet graveyard
of & place,

Fer spooks walks there In brosd daylight thes
1don’t care to face:

I'd ruther treasure up them scenss, afors the
place was dead,

An’ hang ‘em round like plctures on the ioaide
of my hesd.

An’ of any man should sak me:
farm you onas llved on?"

I'll say: “It's gone to Heaven, whers the dear
old folaa ja gope =

~—Edwin L. Shamen. in Chissge Joursal

THE "S8ECOND FIDDLE.

HE bas played aso-
ond fiddle all her
life Not that she
liked this part; not
that nature had in-
tended ber for it,
s p parently, but
fate had so ar
ranged it In youth

A% she had fought bit-
terly aguinst the dary place to
which she was perpetually relegated,
but to no purpose.

*1 will play any part In the whole
orchestra, from the conductor down to
the man who looks after the cymbals
snd the drums,” she said onoe, “but 1
absolutely decline to be the second
wiolin.”

But as she grew older she recognized
that only by playing this very instru-
ment could she have any part in the
great orchestra of life, and she pa-
tiently began to sccustom herself to
being second fiddle. And all her life
this fate pursued her.

Bhe loved a man, and he fancied he
loved her long enough to give her that
fleeting glimpse of bliss which Satan
is supposed to allow his victims before
dragging them down to the bottomless
pit, but just as she began to think that
the wonderful gift of love was really
to be hers, he fell in love with her sis-
ter, aud she became the second fiddle
again.

Love was offered to her again, and
because her heart was hungry she ao-
cepted it, and became the wife of a
man who harped on the string of his
first wife's virtues until it jarred her
nature out of tune; motherhood came
to her in the same secondary way, Her
busband’s child, whom she loved with
a perfect, self-aboegating, mltruistic
love, oared far more for her selfish fa-
ther than her upselfish atepmother,
and mgain she struck the chord as-
signed to the second fiddle.

Fame enme to her late in life, but
just as she tasted its glories her sister

“Where's the

Ever in death she was denled the

flesting honors and digunity which
comes to most lives this cuoe. Ehe hed

shocked, less at the dreadful news thal
at the sudden realization of the faet
that now she must die as she had se
often drecaded, with only a casual sor-
row to bless her memory, and the hope-
less look, so strange in death and eo
noticeable when she lay in her coflin,
settled slowly over her face.

Next day her husband died, and she
followed him closely—so closely that
the people who paid the last honors to
him found it almost impossible to do
the same for her, and she was buried
as she had lived and died, as she had
been born even—the second fiddle.

But once, just once, end once only,
during the course of her life she had
been first, and this was how it hap
pened:

She had lived asa child in a small
country town where religious dissipa-
tion waa the only kind of pleasure tol-
erated; the kind of place where a
camp-meeting is & diversion, and a
temperance revival (barren of converts
mavs stray strangers) a wild exhilara-
tion; the kind of place where the Bible
forms the subject of ordinary conver-
sations, and where every baby, not tc
mention every man, womsan and child
in the village limits, ean quote Serip-
ture and do battle with texts

Upon one the Sunday school
superintendent, wishing to still further
promote this habit, offered a prize tc
the child who could Ina given time
learn the greatest number of Bible
verses. The Second Fiddle, just then
displaced from her accustomed miche
in the housechold and her mother’s
heart by & newer arrival and addition
to the family list of children, took for
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HE HANDED HER A NXEW TESTAMENT.
her text “'Desolation,” and collected
such an overwhelming number of texts
bearing apon this word and condition
that she was casily first in the race.
In fact so long was her list, 50 perfect
her command of her strange spiritual
wares, that the entire time usually de-
voted to the Sunday school ion did
not suffice to enable her to repeat them
sll. She stood up there on the plat-
form and reeled off melancholy texts
in her even, mournful, monotonous
voice until the sun had sunk and it be-
gan to grow dark. Then the superin-
tendent advanced, and, lifting his
hand to stop her, announced that she
had so palpably won the prize that it
was needless to hear any of the other
aspirants or even to allow her to finish.
*We congratulate our little friend,”
he said, pompously, ‘‘upon her dili-
gence and filne knowledge of the Serip
tures, and we take great pleasure, the
minister and I, in giving into her hands
this token of our appreciation and ap-
PI'D‘IL"

He hspded her & small, shoddily-
bound scarlet-coversd New Testament,
and she took it and sat down with a
swelling heart. She recognized the
pomposity of the superintendent’s tone,
she knew how worthiess was the tri-
umph she had achisved, but she did
not care. Nothing mattered to her
now but this sweat, perfect joy of con-
guest. Perhaps fate, knowing how lit-
tle of triumph would fall to her share,
made this small vietory the ter.

' | sual.

FOREIGN GOSSIP.

—The search for petroleum in India
Lias been singularly unprofitable, most
of the sources being too small in yield
te pay for working, while the richer
depusits are, for the present, too far
removed frow means of transport to be
commercially valuable except in Bur-
mah.

—As bull fighting has been going on
in the sonth of France in deflance of
the prohibition of the gowernment, M.
Leygues, minister of the interior, has
ordered all Spanish toreadors to be ex-
peled from France, and all French bull-
fighters violating the law to be prose-
cuted.

—The wearing of hats in parliament
by the members is explained back to
the time when those who were sum-
moned to legislate, or rather to suthor-
ize the king to make levies, came wear-
ing helmets, which wers not easily
removed. It is nother illustration of
the fact that in England things are
now as they used to be, and as they
will be.

—How little the population of France
moves about is shown by the last cen-
sus. Out of thirty-eight million in-
habitants twenty-one millions live In
the town or village in which they were
born and thirty and one-half millions
have not moved out of their native de-
partments. Uuly s million and a half
have emigrated to France from colonies
or foreign countries.

—Paria will be freed soon of the
greateat part of her sewsge. as the
“agqueduct” of Acheres haa just been
completed. It will convey the sewage,
by the way of Clichy and Asnieres,
where it passes under the river bed
by a siphon, to Argenteunil, where it
recrossea the Seine over a bridge, and
thence to the plain of Archeres, where
the sewage is disposed of.

—Gigantic remains of elephants have
been found in & new rallroad cutting
in the department of the Charente,
France. Besides two tusks, one of the
extraordinary length of nineand a half
feet, there are elephants’ molars and
bones, remains of mammoths, teeth of
rhinoceros, bison snd hippopotamus,
and a large number of flint implements.
The discovery of human relics with re-
mains of such sntiquity ls very unu-

—A messiah has appeared in Blelly
at a place called Caiamantl, near Syra-
cuse. +His name Is Bebastiano Rioggio.
He preaches pluarality of wives, and
hundreds of persons have gathered
around him, sll of whom have been
excommunicated by the bishop of Sy-
racuse. Similar pretenders appeared
two years ago befors the political out-
break. Throughout Sicily the peas-
ants are discarding their old caps and
wearing broad-brimmed hats, which
they call “Socialist,” they are also
wearing red neckties and ecarrying
heavy sticks with knobs. The govern-
ment expects trouble.

~—New Zealand has a kind of green
parrot, called kem, that attacks sheep,
and is held up by evolutionists as one
of the most striking instances of rapid
adaptation on record. Mr. Wallace has
argued that it deserted®the forests and
its natural food of berries, first for the
picking of the slaughter house, then
for the live sheep, and finally, by an
extraordinary refinement, it now only
strilies for the delicate fat around the
sheep's kidney. A New Zealand sheep
farmer has llately brutally demolished
this fable. The kea, he says, is only
found above the forest line, and ddes
not feed on berries, but on the lichens
on stones; it did not train itself to eat
ment, but probably only took to it by
accident. mistaking the long hair of
unshorn sheep for lichen It mnever
touches the kidney now, but only
wants blood, and strikes the sheep far
back, not to resch a special delicacy,
but because the sheep can not reach it
there. The only fact left to the evolu-
tionists is that the parrot sometimes
kills sheep. L

FOX FARMING "IN° ALASKA.

perhaps the God who tempers the wind
to the shorn lamb made this breeze of
sucoess even more bland and delight-
ful than the wir of prosperity usually
is, perhaps — who can spell out the
causes of human joy or sorrow?
She went homs that day walking on
sir, treading on roses. What msttered
it that other children aneered at her
cholee of subjects? What mattered it
that some of them had even hinted
that she had won the prize unfairly?
What mattered it that even her mother
thought the time spent in earning her
ﬁ“ little joy a little excessive? The
w of compensations is & sure if
slow power, and thers was blisa enought
in this one minute of success to balance
a lifetime of failures. And this was the
purpose, apparsutly, of that Sunday
school prize. It guve her the only per-
fect gladness she ever knew; it fur-
tabhad m 1, ol
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AS ful Experiment on the Semedies

Group of Islands.

Fox farming in Alaska, which has
assumed immense proportions, was
originated by a Pittsburgher. In 1879
George Wardman was traveling about
the coast in the steamer Rush. He
saw s valuable black fox skin sold for
two hundred dollars, and conceived the
notion that farming the fox would be
profitable. He got Preach Taylor,
Thomas E. Morgan and James C. Red-
path interested, and & compsny waa
formed. The gentlemen are agents of
the Aluaka Commercial company at St
George.

M n suggested aa & place for the
experiment the Semedies group of sev-
enty rocky islets, sixty miles weat of
Kodiak, which produced nothing but
sea birds and sea lions, snd are unin-
habited. At the seal Islands of the
Pribyloff group the Alaaks Commer-
cial Co. eateh from one thousand to
omne th d and six hundred blue

sary in some degree to the pl
of every human life.

ths cherished that small, common
Testament far more t‘h:;m did either
of the gorgeous gilt leather com-
Mnations given her on her dreary wed-
ding day: she tremsured it far more
than the plain little copy of Tenny-
son's poems which had been presented
to her on her gradustion day, and
which had given her a nearer spproach
to pure pleasure than usually fell to
her lot.

For the Testament repressnted her
share of that which is the desire of all
human hearts—the longing to be first
with somebody, some ti

foxes every winter. The black foxesq
are scarce, while the blue fox is not
nearly so valusble.

During the winter of 1880 arrange-
ments were made with an agent at
Honisk to get some black foxcubs. He
secured half = dozen, and while he
wasawsy on buainess’the natives killed
the curba by kindnesa and by over-
feeding them. No more of the curba
conld be found, and no further effort
to earry out the scheme was made un-
til the summer of 1584, when adbout
twenty sbilue fox cubs wers eaught.
They  wers taken in a steamer -to
Unalasks, and th in a chartered

thing,
The Testament was the only “ontward
and vislble sign” of her worldly sue-
ceas It was the insignia of rank won
in the only victorions battle of a long
campaign.
And this is why she loved it; this is
why, when she was dead, they found
it clsaped in her cold, stiffened fingers,
and pressed close to her silent heart.
0, tragedy of tha second fiddle! O,
strange, harsh, echoing minor chord!
Can it be that in some far-away land
where love, music and suceess are aa
commonplace and normal as heart
hunger, discord and fallure are (or
seem to be) here the secoud fiddle may
be promoted to the rank of first violin,
parch even of conductor? Oris it
trus that in the life which tonches
ours “the last shall be first,” snd the
first violin of leas import than the sec-
oud fiddle—which makes s perfect in-
tarval pussible?—Chieago Tribuna

Whaee tu 8e.
Jimbly—Thars is something the mat-

| tor with my bead and the doetor doss-

u't seom to know what it is.
Jorkine—Why don't you go to =
wheslwright?—Indisnspols Journal

—Calumny always makes the oa-

softly told her that
her-husbend was dying.
() bosk wpeu the phiow

lumniator worse, but the calumbisted
novery—Colion. '

schooper; with s quantity of seal meat,
to the Semedies islands, where they
were released

terprise, ss it kept poschers and Io-
disns from catching the stock. At first
it was difficult to get amy right on the
land. ‘The treasury department, how-
aver, addressed a letter to the revenue
steamers, and the provisional govern-
ment of Alasks, togive their protection
to the fox farmers under the law pro-

dollars, and as seals become scarcer it
it becomes more wvaluable All at
tempts to catch black foxes have
proved failures, as they are so scarce.
Natives are hired to live on the island
and watch the foxes. The latter are
trapped in certain seasons, killed and
skinned. The carcasses are valueless,
as the Indians, who will eat almost
anything, will not touch the fox meat.
The number has been multiplied from
twenty cubs to about five hundred
foxes, and they have been trapped
every season since they were large
enongh to be of value. Mr. Wardman
sold his interest to Byron Andrews, of
Washington. The company is in & fair
way to make large fortunes from fox
furming.—Pittaburgh C inl-Ga~
zette.

MADAGASCAR'S CAPITAL.

The Btrong Fesling Againsc Missloonries
nud Dther Forelgners.

0Of late burglaries have been unusu-
slly frequent in the capital, and at-
tempts have been made to break into
the consulate and other British houses.
The thieves prowl in bands on the
moonless nights, and, as they go stark
paked, are difficult to cateh. Many of
them are the slaves of certain nobles
of ill-repute and broken fortunes, who
organize these plundering expedi-
tions mnd receive the larger share of
the proceeds. Some of the unscrupu-
lous nobles of this class own several
hundreds of armed slaves., and it is
thess the European residents have
most to fear in the event of riota in
the city. It is doubtful whether an
Antananarivo mob would venture to
face even a handful of armed Euro-
peans, but unfortunately the majority
of the British community have neg-
lected to provide themselves with
weapona of any description.

Some of the missionaries in the cap-
ital are determined at all hazards to
remain here with their wivesand fami-
lies and to-carry on theirlabors as usual.
The girls’ schools are not to be broken
up, and the missionaries do not seem to
consider that they incar any responsi-
bility in keeping all these young wom-
en in the capital atsuch a time as this.
They argue that it ia their duty to
teach so long as the parenta thiok
proper to send their children to school;
and they will not even take It upun
themselves to suggest to parents liv-
ing in the country the advisability of
withdrawing their children from the
ecity schools until the war is over. The

inai ies tend that it wouid
be Inexpedient for them to take any
steps likely to inspire the people with
alarm. They therefore practically en-
courage the prevailing treacherons
feeling of false security, and the pamie
when it does come will he all the more
dangerous. Some of these missionaries
in their fanaticisin not only refuse to
leave the capital, but declare that,
however great the peril, they will not
join the other Europeans in any
scheme for mutual protection. A
Quaker—whose wifeand young daugh-
ters are here with him—told me that
under no circumstances wounld he go
into any house, or behind any barri-
cade, or into any place whatsoever in
the company of men carrying arms
This surely is Quakerism carried to an
Insane coneclnsion. If the cowardly
mob of Antananarivo does rise, the
people with thess notions will allow
themselves to be slasughtered like so
many shesp

The snti-European feeling Is in-
ereasing daily. It 1= no longer safe
for an Englishman to visit the Friday
market or to go wheresoever natives
are collected in large numbers. Even
the most respected missl fea are
recelved with insulting cries and
threxts ss they travel through their
districts. Up to now the people have
not summoned safficient courage toas-
sault 2 white man, so they vent their
spite on our native servants. The
Hova soldiery two days ago fell upon
sn unfortunate boy who was carrving
an Englishman's camers, and beat his
brains out with the butt ends of thelr
muskets. It 13 an ominons mign, too,
that the prime minister, hitherto al-
ways s0 scrupulously courteous in his
dealings with our viee consul, now re-
fusea to recelve him; and, though Mr
Porter has lsid before his excellency
several complaints of recent ontrages
on British subjects, he can obtain
nelther reparation nor reply to his
official letters.—London Times.

1Miberal New Zsalnnd Gavernment.
The minister for labor last year
brought in a bill to restrict Inmigra-
tion. No emigrant was to enter New
Zealand unless he had twenty pounds
in money, married men thirty pounds,

el

with ten pounds for each child. Tounr-

ists were only to be allowed passes for
six months, with possible extemsion
for another siz months. Before any-
one landed a strict medical examina-
tion was to be enforced, similar to that
for an srmy recruit. Invalids who
might wish to come to New Zealand
on sccount of their lungs were to be
moat rigidly exeluded. Captains of

ships were to be held reaponaible for

the wealth, health, and previous his-
tory of every person they bromght to
New Zealand. It was alao proposed
that “if any persom, tourist or emi-
grant should within one year apply
for ald to any public institution, the
owner of the ship from which such
person landed shall forthwith take
him to the port whence he came, and
shall pay to the emigration office the
coat of nis maintenance which has
been borne by any public institution,
sod -any expenses Incurred by the
general government” For certain
breaches of the act the vessel itself s
liable to be seized and condemned as a
forfeit to the state.—Nineteenth Cen-

tury.

“My Eyel”

The chief of the anthropometric sta-
tion at St Petersburg has made a truly
startling discovery. Aecording tothst
gentleman, the order of eriminals may
be determined by the eolor of their
their eyes Thus, “thieves and mur-
derers always have chestnut-colored
eyes; those who abuse confidence in
various ways have cinnamon-colored
orbs, and vagabonds have sky-blue

" Black and dark eyes, are, on
the other hand, the color of the eyes
of honest peopls, and, adds M. Kerloff,
ths twentieth century will bases its
theories of the crime on this incon-

the tion: *'Give us 8 good eonceit
of ::-lm*—mudm Record.

—A Blunder Atoned.—He (just intro-
duced)—"'What & very ugly man that
gentleman near the piano is, Mrs. Hob-
son.” She—*“Why, that is Mr. Hob-
son.” He (equal to the occasion)—"'Oh,
indeed]l How true it is, Mrs. Hobson,
that the ugly men slways get thr
peotilont wires"—Tid-Bita

SQUIRE RUFUS SANDERS.

Always at the Front With a Few
“3eatterin Remarks.”

A Blood and Desth Question Ealsed in
Arkausas—What Was the Mutter With
Ol Bock?™The Gold and Silver
Issus—Aunt Nancy Newton
“Aln't Gone Nowheres.™

(Copyright, 1895.)

1t was one of them bright and bracin
days in Octob A divs big
white frost had fell that mornin, but
the wind had
- shifted around
tothe northwest
and was blowin
at a fast and fu-
rious lick acrost
the country. A
natural - boen
saddle horse,
twith & long
swingin fox trot,
had took me out
; through North
Texas and over the Red River the day
before, and I was now plungin into the

hill country of Arkansas.

A Blood and Death Queation.

The sun was now on the greasy side,
you understand, and slippin down fast
behind the western elopes. It was fif-
teen miles, or maybe a little better, to
the clostest railroad station, and the
road was takin me through the roughest
and wildest and most lonesomest coun-
try on the broad bosom of the earth
perhaps. Down in Texas they have got
a whole lot of devilment stacked up
agin the great and growin State of
Arkansas, and somehow 1 couldn’t turn
loose and forget the bloody and thrillin
stories that had come to me in regarda
to robbers and murders and hold-ups,
and the like of that. Sol bad figgered
it out that there would be plenty of
horses for other people to ride after 1
was dead and gonme, and I was headed
for the station, and ridin for blovd, as it
wWere.

Presently a suddent turm in the road
brought me to = log cabin settlement
Two long, tall, ganglin boys, with red
bair and freckly faces, eome up outof
the clearin, snd stopped and stood me
up in the middle of the road. I didn't
know for certain what was comin next,
but I didn’t have so very loag to lay low
and ssy nothin and wait.

“From your general trappins and the
eritter you ride. I reckon as how you
must of come from Texas,” said the
biggest one of the boys, and blamed if
it didn’t seem to me like he was atandin
seven feet high in his bare feet. They
had me spotted right, the truth was
mors safer than a lie, 8o I owned up to
it that I was fresh from Texas.

“In that case, stranger, you are the
vory man we are lookin for,” the boy
went on tosay. “Me" and my brother
Bill have got tangled up together ina
terrible disputation, and you will have
to settle the pints between us as to
which is which and who is who. Old
Buck, our steer, took mighty sick last
night. Ilowed it was the boller born,
whilst Rill he lowed it was the botts,
and so we bad it, up and down, and over
and under. You can soe the steer layin
out there in the clearin, and if it ain’t
» clear cass of the holler horn then I
bhave told the lie and will sign the pa-
pers to that extent.”

Spose you bore soms holes in his
borns and split bis tail open.” says L.
“That's the way they stop the hollow
horn in Texas."

‘Exactly, precisely to s nat's heel
what I said from the jump,” replied the
boy, “"but Bill he swore 1t want the nol-
ler horn, and the steer was as much
bisin as mine., Sothers we wasargifyin
and disputin, whilst old Buck was sul-
ferin death.”

“Spose you drench him with swoet
milk and sperits of turpentine,” says L
“That is a dead shot for the botts in
Texas.”

“Didn’t T tell you so?” says Bill as he
bristled up to his bigger brother.
“Didn’t I go and git the milk and sper-
its of turpentine ard bring a bottle to
do the drenchin with? And didn't you

ford Is the wildest and wooifiat free
silver man in our whole entire soktle-
ment. Ile turned out on that line last
spring, and be has went on from bad to
worse, and more of it till now to hear
him talk you wounld think it was bread
and meat and life and death and free
silver on one side, and the world, the
flesh and the devil and the goldbugs on
the other.

But I was in town one day last week,
and little Bunk bhe had went in that
mornin with two bales of cotton. The
price bad jumped up considerable and
he got somethin better than§ cents a
pound for his lead.

Now the Weatherfords are all debt-
payin, dram-drinkin people, and little
Bunk went to work and paid up his
store account the first thing. Then he
bought a few dry goods and s guart
of *“sperits-of-cats-a-fightin,” as Blev
Scroggins were wont to call it, and had
forty silver dollara left clean and clear.

And what do you reckon come next?
Little Bunk Weatherford, the great
free silver man, put out he did and
chased all around town tryin to swap
his silver for forty dollars in gold.
After so long a time he found a man
that had two twenty dollar gold pieces
and made the trade and went home
happy-

“I am still for free silver or bust,
Rufe,” says little Bunk when he found
out that I had caught him in the act,
“but I have got forty dollars to put
away in my old sock, you understand,
and the silver is too blamed onbandy
to keep.”

Wheresa, 1 have likewise also took
notice in regards to that—there is more
than one Burk Weatherford in this glo-
rious old country we call home.

T —
Aunnt Nancy Still Lives

Now in these days it comes to pass
that [ was ruther somewhat too previous
in givin it out that Aunt Nancy Newton
had went the way of all human flesh.
Her brother Andrew Jim come by with
the wagons the gther day. He brought
me a plug of store-bought tobacco and a
letter from Aunt Nancy. And thisis
what she had to say:

PANTHER CrEEE, October, 1895.

“Dere Rufus: The weather has been
8o pleasant, and everyboedy so busy or
so sick, till T couldn’t find no way to git
off a visitin. Chills and fevers are goin
sbout thick and terrible in the settle-
ment now, and you know how handy
these plain old women are in case of
sickness. The men folks talk big and
act big and feel big, and think they are
raonin of the country, whilst one sick
baby ia about ten times too many for a
cow pen full of 'em. It has been clost
about two years mow since I give it out
as my own personal private opinion that
the third party was the devil come in
pew suit of sheep clothes to raise a
fresh rumpus on the earth, and after
that old man Rip Davis wouldn’t speak
to me when we met in the big road.
But the chills and fevers broke out in
Wis family. His wife was first took
down, and then the children tumbled
over one by one t:ll finally at last he
was the onlyest one left up and about
And one night last week here come old

NO TiME FOR HONSENSE,

He Had Been Advincd to Get Married sad
e Stralghtway Set About It

A good story is told of an English
minister who lived about seventy
years ago. We may eall him Smith,
and he was a bachelor. lle resisted
many persnasions to marry, which his
friends were constantly making, until
he had reached a tolerably ripe age,
and he himself began to feel the need
of, or, at least, began to have new
ideas of, the comfort of being nursed
with woman's gentle eare. Shortly
after entering one of the eircuits a
maiden lady, also of ripe yvears, was
strongly recommended to him, and his
friends again urged that he had bet-
ter get married, representing that the
lady pamed would not refuse to ae-
cept him, notwithstanding his eccen-
tricities.

“Do you think tho?” said the dom-
inie, for he had a very perceptible lisp.
“Then I'llL go and thee her.”

He was as good as his word. His
ring at the door bell was answered by
the serving maid. *Ith Mith P. with-
in?” briskly but calmly asked the
lover. *“Yes, sir; will youkindly walk
in?” “No 1 thank you. Be kind
enough to thay to Mith F. that I with
to thpeak to her a momenth.” Misa P.
appeared and repeated the Imviiztion
to walk in.

+No thank yow. I'll thooun explain
my bitheneth. I'm the new Methodith
preacher. 1'm unmarried. My friends
think I'd better marry. They recom-
zxeml you for a wife. IHave you any

bjection?™

*Why, really, Mr. Sm—"

“There; don’t anther now. Will eall
thith day week for your reply. Good
day.”

On that day he appeared at the door
of Miss P.'s residence. It was prompt-
iy opened by the lady herself

“Walk in, Mr. Smith.”

“Can not, ma’am. [ have not time
Start on my cireanitin half an hour. Is
your anther ready, ma’am?”

“*Oh, do walk in, Mr. Smith.”

“Can't, indeed, ma’am. Pleath anther
me. Yeth or no?”

“Well, Mr. Smith, it is a very serious
matter. Ishould notlike to get out of
the way of Providence—"

“I perfectly nunderstand you, Mith P.
We will be married tMith day week.
I will ecall at thith hour. Pleath ba
ready, ma’am.” .

He ealled on that day week, at that
hour. She was ready. They were mar-
ried, and lived happily several years.—
Boston Herald.

HANDLING GREAT CROWDS.

As It Ia Been ou an Excursion Pler om &
Hot Day.

Next to the patience and long suffer-
ing of mankind there is something
marvelous in the brutality with which
great crowds are handled everywhere.
I don't remember who originally for-
mulated the expressive phrase, ‘‘fa-
miliarity breeds contempt,” but he
must have had in view some ofticial or
sub-official who is in daily contact with
the people. For it isa characteristie
of men occupyving such positions,
speaking generally, to conspicuously
exhibit their contempt for the  jpablig:

Tihis is not an inherent quality, but
comes of constant friction with the
h atoms that go to make up mis-

man Rip bilin over to our h What
was be after? Aunt Nancy, of course.
The whole family was sick abed and
the baby havin spasms, and in a
pushency like that Aunt Nancy was
somebody. To be certainly 1 went, and
I bad to stay and remain over there
three days and nights. They are all on
the mend now, and the mext time we
meet in the big road I reckon maybe
old man Rip will be so kind, condescend-
in and obligin as to say ‘Good mornin,
Aunt Nancy."

] can’t say for certain when it will
be so 1 can leave home on a visit, but in
the maintime I will live in hopes of
breakin bread with you along about
Thanksgivin. Auxt Naxcy.”

The world atill needs these plain old
flint-and-steel women, and I am glad—
giad to the bottom of my heart—that
there is yet one perusin arcund on
Panther Creek, and my Aunt Nancy
Newlon ain't gone nowherea.

RuFus SANDERS.

CUTLETS AND ONION SAUCE.
The Pr of a Dish That Is Very

rip and snort snd swear by=sev

devils that it was the holler horn and
not the boits, and old Buck should never
be drenched to death with sich a meas?
Didn't I tell you so?”

*Night is comin on, boys, and I have
got s long ride abead,” mays I. “My
horse is leg weary, but we mast make it
to the station in time to catch the first
train goin south.- You will have to set-
tle this q g8t ¥ lves
and let me go.”

It will never do, stranger,” says the
biggest boy—"it will never do in the
round created world. If you don’t tell
us which is which and who is who me
and my brother Bill will have to pitch
in and fight it out. We do hate to spill
family blood, but one s right ahd one is
wrong, and the pint must be settled. I
ain’t in no ways bankerin after achance
to stain the soil of Arkansas with a
brother's blood, and neither is Bill, but
last might old Buck took the boller
bhorm, or he took the botts. Somethin
must bo done, or blood will have to
flow.”

By this time the sun had went down,
and that long and lonesome road still
stretched out between me and the rail-
road station. Naturally of course I was
nervious and restless and in a monstrous
burry to move on.

*“From the way you boys give in the
facts, I reckon your steer must of took
the hollow horn and the botts both at
the same time,” says L.

“Mebbe he did,” says the biggest boy.

“Mebbe he did,” says Bill.

“And in tbat case you mought bore
his borns and split his tail and drench
tin with sweet milk and sperits tur-
pentine,” says I. *‘You will te more
than probable to bit it right one way
asr the other. But I must burry on,
boys, and I reckon the soomer you git
your fixments and go to Wwork the better
1t will te for the steer.™

“We are much obleeged to you,
stranger,” says the biggest boy, “but it
sin't oo use mow. Old Buck died this
mornin.”

And aa 1 roda on over that long and
lonesome road I bad sowse tremendios
solemn thoughts in regard to them boys
and their old steer, Buck. But I didd's
write out the things that I thought, and
1 never will. At any rates, the traim had
went by twenty minutes before I got to
the station.

The flold nad Sitver Issur,

Msn'born of woman is & monsirous

Palatable.

There is an undoubted prejudics
against onions still existing in country
districts. French cookery has largely
rooted out this prejudice in the cities,
and many city housewives do not at-
tempt their soup or meat braizes and
stews without s little of the flavor of
the oplon. Most croquettes and minces
of meat and other ‘“‘made’” meat dishes
require this among the many flavors
of berb and vegetable which go to
making them perfecl. In sll these
dishes the onion is used sparingly, and
does nol essert itself as it does in
soubisse sauces and onion wmoup, of
which it is a component part. Tha
onion is one of the most wholesoma
snd valuable vegetables we have, and
it is an ignorant prejudice that has eso
largely prohibited its use in general
cookery. For cuatleta with soubise
ssuce egg bread crumbs and fry io
bolling fat sizx nice cutlets Thoee
taken from the shoulder and neck are
juiey and inexpensive. Be careful to
trim them if they are lamb or mutton,
removing all the fat you can, especial-
Iy on the outside of the chop, as this is
the fat that often imparts a strong
flavor. To prepare the soubise or on-
ion sauce boil three white onions in
water for half an hoar. take them up,
throw off the water, put them into =
mixture of half water and half milk,
and let them cook for a quarter ol an
hour longer. or until they are soft
encugh to mash through a colander.
Thin this puree of onion with a little
eream sauce or white sauce; let it boil
up once and pour-it around the chops
=—N. Y. Tribune.

Stub Ends of Thought.

The superlative egotist is the indi-
vidual who finds fanlt with everything
except himself.

Prosperity is one of the things we
don't think we have until we lose it

A man never thinks but once that s
woman's temper 1sn’t loaded.

A patient forgets how glad he was to
ses the doctor, when the doctor comas
around with a bill, after he is well.

No man iz a romantic hero to s mar-
risd woman.

A man can't take s woman's word
for anything—he must take a dozen or
more. 4

A man who will borrow and not pay
is too great a coward to steal.

1f a man's head were broken every
time his promises were broken he
would be in a hespital most of the year.

Meatally only, man is the superior
aimab—Detrolt Free Proes

cellaneons ¢rowds. It is the same in
private as in public affairs, in indi-
vidual as well as corporate manage-
ment. Perhaps men who must answer
hundreds of simple inquiries everyalay,
and every hour in the day, year in
and year ont, may be exeused
the want of graceful speech and polite
manpers; and perhaps it is too mach
to msk of the man who is shoved and
hustled and irritated by great erowds
all his working hours that he shall bLe
gentlemanly and considerate of voice
and touch. At any rate, such men are
remarkably exceptional.

If you would see this contempt car-
ried to its highest perfeetion go down
to the docks where excursion crowds
are handied. Wateh the men, women
and children driven this way and that.
and listen to the language and tone of
those who drive them. Try the Coney
Island, boats on some holiday, when
the crowd is greatest. You will have
to live a long time and travel far to
find more conspicuous brutality. A
column might be written of the dis-
gusting scenes enacted at Pier No. 1
almost any hotday. Hotonly inlesser
degree the same characteristics may
be observed everywhere. It is only
quite recently that some of the leading
trunk lines of railway have made po-
liteness and courtesy te the public of
primary importanee and mandatory on
their officlals, from lowest to the high-
est.—N. Y. Herald.

France's (Jae Gullictine.

There is only one guillotine in
France, all others having long since
been destroyed. The one of FParis
alone remains, but it travels all over
the country. In the ecoarse of its
peregrinations the instrument is gow-
erned by local customs, and according
to their nature are execuntions painful
or painless. In some departments the
eondemned is slowly taken to the place
of execution through the streets, and
toilet details depend on local prece-
dents. Not long ago a prisoner was
taken to early mass, and meanwhile
the instrument of death awaited him
by the church door. In Paris only
about fifteen minutes intervene from
the waking of the prisoner to Lhe fall
of his head in the basket, but in the
eountry the hungry koife is sometimes
allowed to wait for its vietim for hours.
The condemned ia entirely in the keep-
ing of the jailer, who is respoasible for
the man’'s life—that is to say, it is his
duty to deliver to the guillotine a liv-
ing being. Bat, as things are, the
prisoner is often needlessly tormented
by the timidity of the keeper, whao,
knowing to what spenalties he would
be subject, is often overanxious to
guard against suicide.—Pearson’s
Weekly.

His Son’s Identity,

*“Augh-waugh!™

It was the baby. He had repeated
the remark sixty times in the last
hour.

Mr. Xewleigh's hair, such as it was,
stood on end.

“Gwow ahwb wowhdgow filwangh!™
added the baby, while people living
across ithe street got up and closed
their windows.

Mr. Newleigh ground his teeth. *“To
think,” he groaped, burying his face
in the pillows, “that I should grow up
to become the fasher of a railway por-
ter”—Tit-Bita. :

Likeraily Transinted,
Brobson—What does *“In Vine Veri-
tas” mean?
Craik—Oh, the idea implied is, that,
if a man means to establish a reputa-
tion as a liar, he has'got te leave liquor

slopel'-—l’ueh.

PITH AND POINT.

—Xell—"What was Mrs. Newlywed's
maiden name?” Belle—"Her
aim was to get married."—Philadel-
phia Record.

— He—"I wonder what she meant by
telling me she could never marry &
man.” She—*"Perhaps she said itte
encourage ]'m'l-"—l-ifl-

—Mother—*Fannie, what is the eapi-
tal of Connecticut?” Fannpie (severely)
—+I don't know. 1 told you we finish-
ed geography last term.”—Brooklya
Eagle. ;

—A Big Success.—*Did you make =
hit with that red tenmmis blazer of
yours down on the farm?* “Did I7 It
struck the bull's eye the first time I
wore it.”—Indianapolis Journal.

—RBobby —"Mamma, where is dream-
land?* Mamma—"1l don’t kmow, my
son. Why do you ask?” Bobby—"I
dreamed last night 1 had a bieyele. I
want to go and get it.” — Harper's
Bazar.

—*“Papa, where are the most dis-
monds found?” asked Willie. *‘In some-
body else’s hand when they are
trumps,” growled papa, who'd beem
having hard luck at whist.—Harper's
Bazar.

—"What makes men of mature years
wear 50 sad an expression?” ‘Proba-
bly they are so mortified to think they
have forgotten all they thought they
knew when they left school."—Boston
Transeript.

—*“Good-by, old slow!"” shouted the
bicyele; “you are not in my class.™
“Anyway,” retorted the cart horss, 1
am not as awkward as you are. I
don't fall down standing still."—ein-
cinnati Tribune.

—Client—""You have saved my és-
tate. How can | ever recompense you?”
Lawyer—*“I am disposed to make it
easy for you, with several payments,
you know. Iam willing to take the
estate as the first payment.”—Detroit
Tribune. gt

—The Game is Of.—*"1 have been
looking for you all the evening™ he
said as he approached her in the con-
servatory; 1 want you to be my part-
ner—" “This is so sudden,” she
gasped. “—at whist,” he concluded,
and now there is a coldness between
them.—Detroit Free press.

—Ten Times One is Ten.—"No, he's
no better,” said a woman, when the
doctor came to visit her husband
“You told me to give him =s much of
the powder as would lis on & 10-cent
piece. 1hadn’t a 10, but I gave himss
much as would go on 10ones, and he's
worse, if anything."—Housebold

—King Oscar of Sweden once passed

rough a little town, which was fes-

vely decorated for the occasion.
Among the rest, = huge transparency,
aftixed to a gicomy locking edifice, at-
tracted his attention. It bore the in-
seription, *Welcome to Your Majesty!™
in gigantic letters. ““What building is
that?” the king inguired. *“‘That is the
rounty prison, your majesty.” replied
one of the aldermen. The king Isughed,
and was heard to observe: “Isa’t that
carrying hospitality a little too far?"—
‘Lit-Bita.|

fon of & in the Smoking
Room of an Ocesn Liner.

It was in the smoking room of =
transatlantic liner bound for New
York. A Chicago musician, well
known in his native city and the west,
was of the number. The smoking
room was crowded, for it was blowiog
great guns and the ship was pitching
badly. s0 that walking was not good.
icarly 'all were seasick. Probably
the worst of the lot was & New York
lawyer; who was lying silent and suf-
fering.

Chicago’s champion was s lond talker
as well as & good one. He had secured
the floor very frequently thajp after-
noon. 0 course, whenever possible,
he had tucked in an argumeint for
Chicago's greatness. The hearers be
camé surfeited. It was Che-eaw-ger,
Che-caw-ger, Che-caw-ger. - Finally

tern i was exl ted, and
pno one answered his last sally. At this
he seemed to saddenly become awars
that be bad overdone the job, and, as
if to cover his retrest, he sought shel-
ter by abruptly changing his subjecs
of eonversation and inquiring: :

*I wonder what land we will ses
first?™

At this the seasick New York law-
yer, who had been silently and for a
long time taking it all in from =» far
corner, raised his heéad and slowly
growled:

“If Chicaf is half as big as shs
thinks she is we shall see Chicago
first.™

Suppr

ed. It brought down thesship, and
was an extinguisher for the westerner,
who was not heard to mention Chi-
cago again during the rest of the trip.
—N. Y. Sun. ;

Power Carriages.

Among the interesting developments
in the way of horseless vehicjes in the
recent test in France, when aYace was
arranged with = distance of seven
hundred and fifty miles. The ear
riages were four-seated, and could be

were sixty-six vehicles in the race,
propeled by electricity, steam power
or petrolenm. The resuits were so
satisfactory that everybody was de-
lighted. The carriage that won the
prize of eight thousand dollars went
over the course, seven huundred and
fifty miles, in two days and fifty-three
minutes. Yo much enthusinsm has
this test created that a factory has
been started in this comntry. It is lo-
cated at Steinway, Long Island City,
and is expected to turn cut some fire
vehicles. American roads, save incer-
tain favored localities, sre mot yet
good enough to make this vehicle a
great suceess, but the good roads éorx
mission is at work in earpest, ard
there is no doubt but that this objec-
tion will scon be removed. When by
means of a little switch bosrd and zn
easily-adjusted battery we can start
out on a journey of a thousand miles,
making the distance in three or foar
days, up hill and down dale, there will
be something more in life to be thank-
ful for.—-N. Y. Ledger.

The Old, Old.

Just as circula‘ion was about to
eease she impulsively nestled upon the
other koee. *
tlmwml‘

'f’:’l "mm.dauwy Ed-
- 1l me 5
ward.”

For a moment he ivas silent.

He was rapidly reviewing the situa-
tion, and trying to decide which was
the older, the small-boy-and-the-green-
apple story or the story of the tramp
and the bowe wmade pie.—Detrait
Tribuas, - g

TA~ChICNGD WAR SQUELGHED. 3

The effort was vocileronsly -palhnli- 5

driven by a power of any sort. There




