: | [ At Cross Purposes

© . Hil.—Well, love is rather a strange
a wond.

©_ Mr. Hilton.

&' ‘Mrs. C.—Florence, dear, would you

- Mrs, C.—Don’t you, really? Then you
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SONG OF THE TRAMP.

.WIth garments tattered and torn,

With eyes that ‘were blear and red,
Remnants of shoes cn his feet,

And the ghost of a hat on his head,

through the surzhine and rain,

Year in and year ovt he strode,
&nd aron as he strayed by meadow and
3 zlade,

‘He sang this song of the road:

Tramp, tramp, tramp,

O why will folks try to be good.
Tramp. tramp, tramp,

Why, 1 would not work if I could;
Tramp, tramp, tramp,

Oh, thia iz the life for me,
Tramp, tramp, tramp,

Toward the shore of eternity.

Tramp, tramp, tramp,
The appetite never Aags,
'.nwu_l]h I know that they call me a scamp,
And look wilh disdain on my rags.
Tramp, tramp, tramp,
What do I care for Lheir Jeers?
dive me the barn for a camp,
And what care I for their sneers,

Tramp, tramp, tramp,

By the farmhouse thrifty and white;
Tramp right up

To the back docr and ask for a bite.
Tramp, tramp, tramp,

Comes the farmer and hands me a kick,
Bayz that unless T tramp,

He'll mellow my head with a brick

Tramp, tramp, tramp,

“With a heart ihat is light as air;
Tramp, tramp, tramp,

And never a worry or care,
All that T want I have,

80 let them call me a scamp,
Riches and honor for some,

But tor me the life of & tramp.
—H. Tims, in Minneapolis Journal.

Mre. Crushingion (a widow). 39; Flor-
ence Crushington (her daughter)y, 18: Tit-
tums (her kitten), 6 monthe; Hon. George
Hilton, 25.

Beene: Mrs. Crushington's drawing-
room. Mrs C. and her daughter are chat-

RS. C—He hasn’t called ye!, He
can’t be going to disappoint us!
And I told them to say I was not a1
hame to anyone else.
Flor.—How nice of you, mother dear!
Mrs. C—My dear child, you are very
guod to =ay =o, even when there is dan-
ger of our notadmitting Frank Romer.
Flor.—1 don’t care for Frank lomer.

needn’t have given him four dances at
the county bull.

Flor.—Now, Madame Propriety, don’t
throw stopes, or I shall bring you 1o
book for dancing two eets of Luvcers,
and—yes, actually—one waltz with the
Honorable George at that self-came
ball, At your age, too! I'm quite
ashamed of you. When he calls this

afternoon 1 shall give him a good
scolding.
Mrs. C.—Florence, you are toa flip-
nt.

Flor.—So is Tittums, and o are you.
We're all §ippant? Aren’twe, Tittums?

Tit.—Mew! mew!

“ Mrs. C.—When George Hiltan arrives
erbaps you would not mind leaving us
Falcne for a few minutes?

Flor.—1 was just about to ask you
whether you couldn’t find some pretext
for heing called away.

Mre, 17

Flor.—Well, you know, ii’s cifiicult
when the dragon is present.

Mrs. C.—Thedragon—difticult! What
en earth do you mean?

Flor.-—1 wean that he might feclawk-
ward even before you, dearest. Give
me ten minutes.

Mrs. C.—You absurd child! Ha. ha,1
begin 1o see. And so yeo actually have
the effrentery to presume that our ex-
pected caller is coming here to propose
for your hand?

Flor.—Well, what else eould 1 as-
sume? If not, why all this planning
and scheming to get him here alone?

Mrs. C.—Florence, T am a widow.

Flor.—Yes, and a very respectable
one. You'll be antique presently.

Mrs, C—1 am on the suuny side of
forty.

Flor.—The days are getting terribly
ghort, don’t you think?

Mrz, C.—My glaszs tells me that [ am
s1ill not devoid of attractions,

Flor.—Matronly attraetions.

Mrs. C.—You yourself need a father's
advice and counsel.

Flor.—\ husband’s,

Mrs. C.—No, a father’s, [ hope to be

- able to present you with such a father
in—

Flor.—George Hilton?

Alrs. C.—The same.

Flor.—-You absurd mother! Now I
begin te understand. And so you ac-
tually have the effrontery to assume—

Mrs, C.—Silence, will you!

Flor.—No. I won't!

Mrs. C.—To have one’s child
upon one! It's yunpaturall

Flor.—That a mother should try to
mar her, daughter’s prospects—it’s
abominable.

Mrs. C.—\ mere chit like you!
Yourng encugh 19 be his daughter!

Fler.—And you might have been his

- motber!

Tit.—ew, mew!

Flor.—-What does it want, the dear?
 Mrs. (.—Your kiiten thinks it’s near
tea lime, You can have yours iu the

" hreakfast-room,
Flor.—-1 shall have mine here,
Mrs, C.—So vou insist?
" Flor.—~I do insist.

Mre. C.—You will =poil the game for
us both.

Fler.—I didn’t know Mr. Hilton was
a pheasant!

Mrs. C.—Very well!

. mot 1o admit him.

Fier.—-You are too late, my lady. He
s coming up the stairs,

Mrs. {.—Those electrie beils! ¥

{A servant announces “The Hon.
George Hilton.™)

Mrs, C.—My dear Mr. Hilton,
good of you to keep your promise!

Flor.—-And a promise made in
park, too.
~ Hil.—! am wost pleated to find you
jo. Ab, that beautiful Persian kitten?
(Coaxing it.)

Tit.—Mew, mew!

Mrs. C.—And you love kittens?

turn

1 shall tell them

how

the

Flor.—0f course it is.
you are, mother dear!
Mrs. C.—Yes, love is a strange word,

How absurd

‘Hil.—Few people seem 1o think ga
powadays.  The dern equivalent is
too often caprice or fancy.

v

mind fetching that photograph of Tit-

- fums which Mr. Rower took for yuu?
Fier—1 will ring for it, dearest,

{Does g0,) 1 caught a pasty cold, Mr.

Mrs. C.—Ycs, poor child! I quite for-
g,:n’r.

Hil.—I"'m so serry, and T heard you
danced so well, tco.

Flor.—Why weren't you there?

fiit.—Becansze 1 -lon’t care for dane-
ing now. Mr. Romer dances well,
doesn"t he?

Flor.—Pretty weil,

Mrs. C.—Xow thai’s not fair, Florrie.
You never dance a second time with a
bad dancer, and with Mr, Romer you—

Flor.—Mother, there’s a spider im
your hair.

Mes, C.—A spider! O

Hil.—I don't see it.

Flor.—It"s off now.

Hil.-—Mrs. Crushington, T want you
to do me a favor.

Mrs. C.—It is granted,

Hil.—1t may seem a great liberty ie
take on 5o =hort an acquaintance.

Mrs, C.—Had not Fiorence better
leave the room?

Hil.—\Why thould she? My
coneerns her as much as vourselfl.

Flsr, (aside)—I said so!

Mrs. U, (aside)—I knew it!

Hil.—Do you love this kitten very
much? |

Mrs. C.—As if one would be so foolish
2= to love a kitten!

Flor.—OFf course not.
piaything. that’s all.

Tit.—Mew, mew!

Hil.—1 hoow some one who is dying
10 possess such a kitten as this.

Mis, C.—He may have this one with
pleasure.

Hil.—Then you would really not mind
parting with it?

Mrs, C. (aride)—IWhat has this to dc
with i1? (Aloud) XNot in the least
Anything to oblige you, dear Mr. Hii-
ton,

Hil.—How delightful of you! Thenl
will send Tittums out to Australia. if 1
may. by the very next boat. I hope you
won't mind the voyage, Tittums!

Tit.—Mew., mew!

Mrs, C.—Send her wherever you like
--in the north pole or the equator.
And now, what is your favor? 1 am
dying to grant it.

Hil.—You have granied it.

Flor.—What, Tittums?

Hil.—Yes. Tittums! Don’t you think
that’s quite enough to ask for one after-
nruon, you generous beings?

Alrs. C.—So that’sall?

Hil.—Quite,

A strained and desultory conversg-
tion follows for about five minutes,
Hilton rises to go.

Mre. C.—Good day, Mr. Hilton.

Flor.—Would it be too inquisitive to
ask who is your Australian friend?

Hil.—XNet at all. 1 hope to introduce
her to you both some day.

Mrs. C.—Hoer!

Hil.—Yes, Miss Calthorpe—my fian-
coe.

Mrs. C.—Your fiancee!

Hil.—Didnt you know I was en-
uged? Well, it is rather a secret.
But I don’t mind telling you. She’s
the sweetest girl in the world, and I'm
the luckiest man?

Mrs. C. (icily) —How charming! Good
aiternoon.

Flor.—Ileally, Mr. Hilton, it seems
terribly ungraecious, but 1 don’t think
I could part with Tittums, She is my
own litile kitten, and has wound her-
sell round my heart. Maven't you,
dar]ing?

Tit—Mew, mew!

Hil.—As you please, Miss Crushing-
ton; but I wizsh yvou hadn’t raised my
hopes 1o dash them. Good afternoon.
(Exit.)

Flor.--Raised his hopes to dash them,
indeed!

Mrs. C.—My dear, the man’s a beast!
Tit—Mew, mew!—Hlack and White.
% 4

favor

It’s a pretty

THE BIGGEST WEDDING.

Was That im Which Alexsander the
Great Figured as the Hride-
ETOO0m.

On the day that Alexander the Great
was married o fewer than 20,2v2 per-
sGRS in one ceremony were made hus-
bands and wives. This seems impos-
sible, but the event really took place,
as historical records tell us. This mon-
ster wedding cecurred upon the con-
quest by Alexander the Great of Per
sia, which was then ruled over by King
Darins.

Alexander married Statira, the
daughter of the conquered king. and
decreed that 100 of his chief officers
should be marricd to 100 ladies from
the noblest Persian and Medean fami-
lies. In addition to this, he stipulated
that 10,000 of his Greek soldiers should
marry 10,060 Asiatic women,

When everything was settled a vast
pavilion was erected, the pillars of
which were six feet high. One hundred
gorgeous chambers adjoined this for
the 100 noble bridegrooms, while for
the remaining 10,000 an outer court
was inelosed, outside of which tables
were spread for the muititude. Each
pair had seats, and ranged theme=elve:
in semicircles round the royal throne.
Of course the priests could not marry
this vast number of couples in the or-
dinary way, so Alexander the Great de-
vised a very simple ceremony. He
gave his hand to Statira and kissed her
—an example that all the bridegrooms
followed,

Thus ended the ceremony, and that
vast number were married. Then fol-
lowed the festival, which lasted five
days, the grandeur of which has never
been equaled since.—Cincinnati  En-
quirer, '

Getling Even., ~
Tt is mot always easy 1o punish a
boor without lesing one's temper, but
a Londoun. paper tells how a boatload
of sailors, on shore leave from a man-
of-war, did it good-naturedly and with-
out violence. As they journeyed i:p the
roadway into the Cornish village a gen-
tleman’s wagounette passed. One of the
tars thoughtlessly jumped on the step
behind. *Git orf there!™ shouted the
coachman, and being a churlish sort of
fellow he Jashed the sailor viciously
across the face with his whip. That
was enough. In an instant the other 11
biues had closed round and stopp=d the
trap, the boatswain’s mate in command,
“Tention!™ cried he, and ’tention
there was. “Dizmount the gun!™ he
shouted, and it seemed as if every blue-
jucket carried a whole carpenter’s ont-
fit. In three minutes they had taken
the wagonetie into 172 pieces, and that
without so much as scratching one bit
of paint or losing a solitary serew.
They laid them all out neatly on the
stopy roud, avd the boatswain's mate,
aﬂer_i:spec:ing the job, cried: “Good!

Bilton, 3t the county ball,

Dismiss!"—Youtd's Companion.

FOREHANDED GRAVEDIGGER.

Provizslon Made for 5 Johnson in the
“Dreadful Cold” Connecti=
cul Winiers,

Oune day late in November a com-
mercial traveler from New York was
walking aimlessly through the grave-
vard in a little village in Connecticut
It was a dreary looking place. The
few trees which bad been planted there
by the friends of those sleeping under-
ground were bare of leaves, and the
wind made their branches rub together
with a sonmd which suggested-Irving's
deseription of the haunted Atree at
Sleepy llollow. The commercial trav-
eler was aboul to scek & more cheer-
ful scene for the contipuation of his
stroll when he caught sight of a man
carrying a spade coming through the
little gaie which was reserved for pe-
destrians, the other and larger en-
tranee being used by thoze who rode in
carriages—or otherwise.

“Business pretty bitzk around here?”
asked the drummer, throwing away
his cigar and joining the man with the
spade.

“Xot very,” replied the man as he
bent 10 measure off a parallelogram
eight feet by four. “Only two funerals
since August and coe of those was a
baby’s, so 1 only got half price for dig-
gin® the gruve.”

The business of the gravedigger was
not exactly what the drummer had re-
ferred to, but he let the matter drop,
and, seating himself on a large, fiat
stone in the vicinity of the parallelo-
gram, watched the progress of excava-
tion with apparent interest.

“*You haven’t a very imposing array
of monumments in this cemetery,” he
remarked, casting his eye over the few
rows of plain, mossgrown headstones.
from which here and there a slab of
clean, shining marble plainly told the
story ef it= late arrival.

“XNo, we haven't a very attractive
place here,” the gravedigger reluctant-
Iy admitted. *“You sce, the folks in
this town are mostly poor, and those
that aint poor are teo stingy to in-
vest in marble statuary for their mon-
aments. Only about one family in ten
thinks of giving me even a drink of
cider for fixing up their graves and
lining ‘em with leaves 0 as to Kinder
soften the socund of the bax as it goes
down,”

The drummer drew a flask Trom his
pocket and handed it to the man with
the spade,

“That’s rather eold work you're do-
ing." he said: “Detterhave a drink.”

“Thank.ye,air.” said the gravedig-
ger, handing back thie bottle,

“By the way.” said the drummer, as
he restored it to his pocket, “whoge
grave is that youw're digging now 7"

“0ld Si.John=on’s:s"

“Si Johpson,” repeated the drummer.
“Si Johnson! It seems to me I Iiave
beard the name before. Tsn’t he father
of the man that keeps the store up at
the Corners?”

“Yes, that's Si,” answered the grave-
digger, throwing up a very large shov-
eiful of dirt which came near landing
on the patent leather shoes of Lis ques-
tioner.

“But 1didn’t know that he was dead,”
said the drammer. I was in his son’s
place this morning, and-—""

*0h! he ain’t dead yet,” interrupted
the gravedigger, resting for a midment
on his spade aund contemplating the
progress he bad made. “He ain’t dead
yet, but the doctlor says he can’t last
till New Year's, =o I thought 1I'd better
get hiz grave ready before the ground
freezes up too hard. Dreadful cold
winters we have down here in Con-
necticut!™

“Have another drink,” said the druin-
mer, gravely, handing over the bottle,
—XN. Y. Sun.

WONDERFUL FORCES.
Many Xew Powers Im Nature Are
Being Discovered in
This Day.

New forces in nature are being con-
stantly discovgred, and nobody but an
expert attempts to describe them with
accuracy. Some of the experiments
border on the miraculons. There fs
that one, for instance, with liquefied air
in which quicksilver is frozen. The
mercury is poured into a mcld having
a hammer shape, and is subjected to the
temperature of liguid #ir 240 degrees
below zero, from which it comes in so
solid a form that it can be used todrive
nails. For an hour its sclidity of form
is preserved. Then there is anotherex-
periment, seemingly still more marvel-
ous. Liquefied aid is brought into con-
tact with a lump of ice, and the latent
beat in the ice boils the liquefied air.
Yet water freexzes at 32,

Compressed air has been developed as
a greal power, and is soon to be put
into practical operation on certain rail-
roads. Two cross-town car lines are to
be run by it within a few weeks, and be-
tween One Hundred and Twenty-fifth
street and Yonkers a loeomotive run by
compressed air is to be started.

Think of all the dirt and dust that
would be saved the summer traveler
were cars to be operated altogether by
this force! Private gtreet carrlages
may also ultimately be run by it. The
cost iz said to be slight, and the power
encrmous. Even without Keely’s se-
crets, therefore, we can do very well for
a decade or two, and by that time some
gne else will be on the track of his spe-
cial and well-guarded discovery.. For
Nature is nothing if not prodigal with
her favors. and her secreis are never
intended for the special few. So soon
as the majority can understand the lat-
est of them she yields it over,and she !
is not half as reluctant akout revealing
herself as we are slow in perceiving
what she extends to us. Itis interest-
ing to remember that the hitherto in-
visible and immaterial forces are those
which within the century have been
put to the highest use, and that while
men have beeh mourning the decadence
of those erafts which made the glory of
other times, ithey have been steadily
progressing into the realm of higher
revelations and to excellence on a dif-
ferent plane.—Harper's Bazar. -

His Reasron.
Hooley—0i doa’t see any rayson foi
yure wearin® yurc hair so short dis cold
weather? :
McLubberty—Naw; yez don't know
mwe woife!—N. Y. Jonrnal.

. A Man's lden of Happiness.
. Nothing makes a mau happier.than
{0’ come howe nfter dn absence of
several years and pui up at the best
hotel in town,~—Washington (la.) Dem-

ALWAYS ATTEND2D FUNERALS

The Strange liablt of 2 Queer Little
Chlcageo Woman and Her
Grandehild.

For years there lived on the West
side u litile woman with bright, sharp
eves and an expressive face. Her step
was slow and her shoulders bent, for
she was losg past the beauty of youth
and the glory of middle-aged woman-
hood. MHer small crepe bonnet was
placed on perfectly arranged bair. Her
black gown was trimmed with bands of
crepe. and she always wore a soft black
shawl thrown loosely over her shoul-
ders. She was never sgen alone, bui
ulways with her was a wee girl who
called her “grandma.” Few knew who
the woman was or who was the child,
or where they lived, but both were
koown to all of the prominent minis-
ters on the West side, as well as to the
undertakers and funeral directors. For
vears there was not a prominent fu-
neral in that end of town but the little
woman and her grandehild were in at-
tendance. 1If there was really no choice
in funerals they attended the one where
their favorite minister prayed. DBut
o matter who the «dead bad been or
who the minister was in charge, or
what the weather, the litile woman aud
the child went to a funeral every day.
Some West side preachers say they
did not preach a funeral service in
vears without first shaking hands with
the little woman and her grandchild.
for they were always present. Some of
the choir boys learned to know them
and to speak and the funeral directors
grew so accustomed to their presence
at scrvices for the dead that they in-
variably reserved two seats in a car-
riage for them to ride out to the cem-
eteries. Arriving at the cemetery, the
woman and child would wander off
band in hand to =ome pluace near by.
and, seated on a grave, would unwriup
a package of luncheon, which they
vwould spread out over the grave picnic
fazshion. When ihe carriages drew np
for the mourners to return the littie
woman and the ehild would mingle with
the rest and return to the city. That
was all; no display of grief, no com-
ments, but always that dignified si-
lenee and constant attendance. Some
people tried to learn why they went
to funerals, and who they were, but
they never seemed to comprehend that
there was anything unusual or mys-
terions in their manner,’so no one ever
found out.

Two weeks or =0 ago lhere was a
lnrge funeral on the West side that
ueither the woman ner ehild attended.
T'he minister missed them, and thought
there must be a large funeral some-
where else. The funeral director re-
served the seats in the carriage, but
ihe woman and child did not come to
occupy them. The chureh janitor
saved for the child a rose that had
fallen from the ecasket, but she was
rot to be found. Nor was she seen
until a few days ago. She entered the
church alone. Her dark frock had a
fresh band of crape and she wore a
new feather and a flower in her hat.
Her rosy face looked thin and her eyes
were unusually dark and brilliant. The
minister said, as he shook hamls with
lier: “Where ia your grandmother, my
dear?”

For a moment the child was silent.
Then she broke into a torrent of werp-
ing. *“Grandma’s dead,” she cried.
“She died the last night we got home
from the lust funeral.”—ChicagoChron-
icle.

THE ¢«DIPSEY CHANTEY.”
Where Ruodyard Kipling Got the Pe.
calinr Nome of His Popu=
lar Poem.

Landlubbers sometimes wondered at
the name of Kipling's poem, “The Dip-
sey Chantey.” When sailors are going
to do any work which needs concerted
action they sing. There are different
chanteys, one for each kind of work.
A man sits on the capstan and roars
out the chantey, and at certain words
all the rest come in as a chorus, and all
push or pul! together. “The Dipsey
Chantey™ is for heaving the lead. The
oficers of a ship like to hear the men
roaring out their chantey well, for it
means that they are contented. When
theyarediscontented they barely growl
it out; and when they do not cing at all,
then look out for trouble,

The chantey is used even when the
wind is blowing so hard that the words
are indistinguishable. When reefiing
duwn the foresail of a square-rigged
vessel—and the foresail is not reefed
till the wind is howling—the men will
all sing: “Whisky is the lift of man,”
though the gale tears the =zong from
their lips =0 that they cannot hear
their own words; but the rhythm is so
well known that they all pull on the
sail together almost as well as if they
could hear.

The man who sings the chantey often
improvises, especially when he has n
grudge against any of the officers, He
will sing about a brass-bound pirate
of a mate, naming no names, but the
male knowing all the time who is
meant. That is about the only chance
the sallorman has of freeing hix mind
abont his officers viithout getting put
in irons. There is. one other way.
When an order is given, the man to
whom it iz dirdcled has to repeat it
word for word, adding. “sir” at the end.
If the caprain roars at him in tones
anything but polite: “Come aft there
you!™ the sailor may repeat in exact-
Iy the same surly tones: “Come uft
there. you—sir,” and feel more com-
fariable in his mind than if he had
made no noise himself; for it is eti-
quette in the merchant marine that the
officers are not to take offense at their
own fones reproduced. no matter how
insulting those tones may be.—N. Y.
Commercial Advertiser.

The Gueen and Her Ministera,

At the beginning of Queen Victoria's
reign it was the rule that either Lord
Melboumie or one of the secretaries
of state should be in attendance upon
her majesty, except when the conrt was
at Buckingham palace or at Claremant.
This custom prevailed during the firs
16 years of the reign. Then it was
conceded that Windsor castle was with-
in such cloge touch of London that the
persoual attendance of a minister
might be dispensed with. Asx railways
advanced in speed and the telegraph

Osborne was placegl in the same cate-
gory. Dut the queen has always had
a minister in attendaoce g1 Balmoral.—

oCrat,

wire spread, cobweb-like, over the land, |

Chicago Lnter Ovesan

INDIAN NAMES.

They Are Generally Descriptive of
ithe Places to Which They
Are Atiached.

The most of our Indian names of riv-
ere, lakes, mountains, ete,, have become
so altered and disguised by the English
spelling of them that it is very dif-
ficult to recover their original forms
and to be quite sure of the meaning
that was attached to them by the In-
dians. In all of those cases in which
their significance can be clearly made
aut they are found to Lie simply de-
seriptive words, ag, indeed, all names
were originally, the object being named
from some notable feature of it, and
we are perfectly safe, as 1 rule, in re-
jeeting as fanciful all of those poetieal
meanings which have been attached to
many of our Indian names. For ¢xam-
ple, the nume of Winnipiseogee has
been said to mean “Smile of the Great
Spirit.” Yet this is one of the eatiest
names to deecipher. It is pure Algon-
quin—Win-nipe-s-au-kee— and eans
simply “Beautiful-lake-place.” Winni-
peg has the same meaning—"At the
beautiful lake.” Winnepegoes is a di-
minutive of this name, and means *“Lit-
tle Winnipeg.™

This word miche “great.” entersinto
several other ledian names, Miszi-ouri
is the “Great Muddy ;™ Michigan is the
“(ireat Sea;” Michi-le-mackinae-—now
shortened into Mackinae or Mackinaw
—is-the “Great Turtle,” a name given
to the island probably because of its
resemblance to a turtle,

Connuecticut means “long river,” ac-
cording to Itoger Williams, the first
part of it being the Indian word guni.
“long."

Wisconsin, ealled by Father Joliet
Miskonsing, is said to mean “turbulent
river.” Ohio is ar Iroquois name, apd
was translated by the French befle
riviere, “beautiful river.”

Massachusetts appears origirally tg
have been Mos-wetuset. The last part
of this name means “hill.” The mean-
ing of “mos" is not so certain. Some
have rendered the name “Arrowhead
hill,” and have supposed it to have beer
given originally to a certain hill on one
sifle of the islands in Boston harbor.
Loger Williams, however, an excellent
authority, says that the nime means
“Blue hills,” and it is worthy of note
that there is a mange of hills not far
from Boston which still bears thir
name.

Passamaquoddy means*Place-fall-of-
bears,” from mawka, a bear. This
word enters into a town in Peunsyl-
vania, Maoch Chunk, which imeans
“bear hill."

Piscatzaqua is the “many deer place "
from attuck, a deer. The Seaoodic
lakes, in Maine, are the “trout lakes.,”—
St. Lonis Post-Dispateh, -

MONUMENT’S VICISSITUDES. .

Maxterpieee Cobwebhbed for Thirty
Yenrs Ix mi Last 1o Be
Erecied.

Monuments have had their ups and
downs. Among the unfortunate it
wouhl perbaps be difficult to find one
more so than that destined to honm
Napoleon 11I. in Italy. It was decidec
io erect one nfter the war of 1830, when
the French emperor crossed the Alps
with his army to figh:t for ltalian unity
aud independence, ard. addressing the
people. pronounced the famous phrase:
“You must to-day be all soldiers in or-
der to be to-morrow the free citizens
of a great nation.” After the cam-
paign there was great enthusiasmn
throughout the country, and especially
in Milar, to subscribe to a fund for
a monument {o the vietor of Magenta
and Solferino. The monument. which
took the form of a magnificent eques-
trinn statue, the masterpiece of Bar-
zaghi, was completely finished, but
when it was on the point of being put
up, popular feeling had to a large ex-
tent changed. the liberal and radieal
element insisfed on the inappropriate-
ness of Italy raising a memorial to the
man of the coup detat. They forgot
that Italy owed to him the liberatica
of Lombardy, without which the unity
of the country might not perhaps hav:
been aceomplished.

So the brenze statue of the last em-
reror of the French was hidden away ia
theeourtyardofa palacein Milan, where
it has lain about 30 years, apparently
forgotten by all, and covered by dust
and spiders’ webs. XNow that, with the
reestablishment of commercial rela-
tions between Franee and Italy, the
pelitieal intercourse between the twe
countriesisdaily becoming more friend-
ly. an agitation is on foot to unearth
and set up the monument—not as an
apotheosis of the second empire, but as
an expression of the everlasting grat-
itude of Italy for the help received from
her Latin sister.

Although we are stili far from see-
ing this an accomplished fact, the ques-
tion of the most appropriate site ia
being warmly discussed. The choice
seems to be between Milan, where Na-
peleon 1L made his triumphal entry
ut the side of Victor Emanuel, and tle
battlefield of Solferino, the scene of
the greatest French victory of that-pe-
riod.—Wome Cor. London Pall Mail Ga-
zelte.

New Use for Catfish.

Tn Portland, Ore., the familiar eatfish
figures as a hardy pioneer and a valued
adjunet to the street departmert, all
because the terra cotta sewers and
drains, especially those in the lower
part of the city, frequently get choked.
If the sewer is mot broken, it can be
cleaned by passing a fope through it, to
be pulled backward acd forward ontil
the obstruction is loosened and re-
moved. The deputy superintendcot of
streets has bhad a great deal of such
work 1o look after, and the worry con-
nected with getting the rope through
has gone far toward thinning his hair.
He has at last discovered a quick, sure
and easy method. He goes to the river,
catches a eatfish, tiesa string to its tail,
drops it down a manhole into the sewer,
and it at onee stars for the river, and
forees its way through any obstruection
rot as solid as brick, dragging the
string after it. Then the deputy goes
as far down the sewer as he deems nec-
vesary, und picks up the string, which
he uses to draw a wire through the
scwer, hud with this a rope is pulled
through. aud the sewer is soon cleared,
—Portiand Oregonian.

He Kmew Them Uoth.

She—You only know the worst side of
my husband.

lle—Why. certainly you eannot deny
that 1 know his better imif ?2—Yonkers
Hatesmas. ; S ine

#OR THE DRUMMERS.

Dr. Talmage Preaches to the Army
of Commercial Travelers.

Cantloms Them to Stert Right sm
Thelr J Fe=Comd Work
on the Sabbatk-The Duty
of Employera.

(Washington, « Ceopyright, 1589.)
In this discourse Dr. Talmage gives
words of good cheer to commercial
travelers and tells of their eafeguards
and their opportunities; text, Nahum
2:4, “The chariots shall rage in the
streets; they shall justle cne against

another in the broad ways; they shall |

geem like torches; they shall run like
the lightnings.”

It has been found cut that many of
the arts and discoveries which we sup-
posed were peculiar to our own ageare
merely the restoration of the arts and
discoveries of thousands of vears ago.
I suppose that the past centurics have
forgotten more than the present een-
tury knows. It seems to me that they
must have known thousand: of years
ago, in the days of Xineveh, of the uses
of steam and itz application to swift
travel. In my text I hear ihe ruch of
the rail train, the elang of the wheels
and the jamming of the car couplings.
“The chariots shall rage in the siPeets;
they shall justle one against anotherin
the broad ways; they shall seem like
torehes; they shall run like the light-
nings.”

Have you ever taken your pesition in
the night far away from a dcpot along
the track waiting to see the rail train
come at full speed? At first you heard
in the distance a rumbling like the eom-
ing of a storm; then you saw the flash
of the headlight of the locomotive as it
turned the curve; then you eaw the
wilder glare of the fiery eye of the
train as it came plunging toward you;
then you heard the shriek of the whis-
tle that frenzied all the echoes; then
tou saw the burricane dash of cindersy
then you felt the jar of the passing
earthquake and you saw the ehot thun-
derbolt of the express train. Well, it
tseems that we can hear the passing of
a midnight express train in my text,
“The chariots chall rage in the streets;
they shall justle one agaivst another
in the broad ways; they shall seem like

torches; they shall run like the light-

ning=."

I halt the train long enought to get on
board. and I go through the cars, and I
find thiree-fourths of the passengers are
commercial travelers. They area folk
peculiar to themselves, easily recog-
nized, at home on all the trainz. not
startled by the sudden dropping of the
brakes, familiar with all the railroad
signals, ean tell you what is the next
station. how long the train will stop,
what place the passengers take lunch-
eon at, can give you information on al-
most any subject, are cosmopolitan, at
bome everywhere from Halifax to San
Francisco. ‘They are on the eight
o'clock morping irain, on the mnoon
train, on the midnight train. You take
a berth in a sleeping car, and either
above you or beneath you is one of these
gentlemen. There are 100.000 professed
commercial travelers in the Urited
Stetes, but 500,000 would not include all
those who are sometimes engaged in
this service. They spend millions of
dollars every day in the hotels and in
the rail trains. They have their official
newspaper organ. They bave their
mutual benefit association, about 4,000
pames on the rolls, and have already

distributed more than $20¢,000 among |

the families of deceased members.
They are ubiguitous, unique and tre-
merndous for good or evil. All the ten-
dencies of merchandise are toward
their multiplication. The house that
stands back on its dignity and waits
for customers to come instead of going
to seek bargain makers will bnve more
and more unsalable goods on the shelf
and will gradually lose its control of
the markets, while the great, enterpris-
ing and successful houses will have
their agents on all the trains, and
“their chariots will rage in the sireets,
they shall justle one against another
in the broad wayg; they shall secm like
torches; they shall run like the light-
nings.” .

I think commercial travelers can
siand a sermon of warm-hearted sym-
pathy. If you have any words of good
cheer for them, you had better utter
them, If you have any good, honest
prayers in their behalf, they will be
greatly obliged to you. I mever knmew
a man yet who did notlike to be prayed
for. I nmever knew a man yet that did
not like 1o be helped. It seems to me
this sermon is timely. At this season
of the year there are tens of thousands
of men going out to gmther the spring
trade. The months of February and
Marchin all our commercial estab-
lishments are very busy months. Ina
few days our nationsl perplexities will
be seitled, and then look out for The
brightest ten years of national prosper-
ity which this country has ever wit-
ressed. All our astute commercial men
feel that we are standing at the opening
gate of wonderful prosperity. Let the
manufacturers put the bands on
their wheels, and the merchants opena
new set of account books in place of
those filled with long golumns of bad
debis. Let us start on a new commer-
clal campaign. Letusdropthe old tune
of “Naomi,” and take up “Ariel” or “An-
tioeh.” -

Now you, the commercial traveler,
have reeeived orders from the head men

‘of the firm that you are to start on a

long excursions. You bave your pat-
terns all assorted and prepared. Jon
have them put up in bundles or cases
and marked. You have full instrue-
tions as to prices. You knowon what
prices you may retreatsonfwhat. You
have your valise or trunk, or h,
packed If I were a stranger. 1 Id

bave no right to logk into that valise, |

but as I am your brother, I will take
the liberty. 1look into the valise,and
congratulate you on all these com-
fortable articles of apparel. The sea-
sons are 0 changeable yon have not
taken a single precaution toe many.
Some night you will get outin the snow
bank and have 1o.walk three or four
mlies until yon get to the railrcad sta-
tion, and you will want all these com-
furts and converiences. But will you
rccuse me if I make asuggestion criwo
anout this valise? You say: “Certain-
Iy; as we are having a plain, frank tal’z
I will pot be offended at any houoralie
suggestion.” ;

Put in among your baggage some
esvefully-selected, whiiesome rezding.

-

| First, that all the trade you get by th:e |

of pure fiction, or some volume that wili
give ¥ou information in regard to your
line of business. Then add to ihat a
Bible in round, beautiful type—small
type is bad for the eyea anywhere, but
peculiarly killing in the jolt of a rail
train. Put your railroad guide and
your Bible side by side—the one to show
you the route through this world and
the other to show you the routie to toe
next world. “Ob.” you say, “that is su-
perfluous, for now in all the hotels, ia
the parlor, you will ind a Bible, and ia
rearly all the rooms of the guests
vou will find one!” But, my brother,
that is not your Bible. You want your
own hat, your own coat, your own blan-
ket, your cwn Bible. “But,” you say,
“l am mot a Christian, and you ought
not to expect me to carry a Dible.” My
brother, a great many people are net
Christians who carry a Bible. Desides
thut. before you get home you might
become a Christian, and you would feel
awkward without a copy. Besides that,
you might gpet bad news from home. 1
see you with trembling hand opening
the telegram, saying: “George  is
dying,” er “Fannie is dead; come
home!™ Oh. as you sit in the train,
stunned with the ealawity, going home,
you will have no taste for fine scenery,
or for conversation, and yet you must
keep your thoughls employed or you
will go stark mad. Then you will want
a Bible whether you read it or not. It
will be a comfort to bave it near you—
that book full of promises which have
comforted other pecple in like calamity.
Whether you study the promises or net
you will want ihat Pook near you. Am
I not wise when I say put in the Dible?

Now, you are all recady to start. You
have your valize in the right hand and
you have your blanket and shawl strap
in the left hand. Good-by! May you
have a prosperous journey, large =ales,
mrcat percentages. Oh, there is one
thing I-forgot 10 ask you about—what
train are you going to take? “Well,”
you say, “I will take the five o’clock
Sunday afterroon train.” Why? “Oh.”
you say, *I shall eave a day by that,and
on Mondny morning 1 will be in the dis-
tant city in the commereial establizh-
ment by the time the merchants come
down!™ My brother, you are starting
wrore. 1f you clip off something from
the Lord’s day, the Lord will elip off
something from your lifetime sue-
cesses. Sabbath breaking pays nobetler
for this world than it pays for the pext.

Yourg man, the dollar that you eare
on the Sabbath is a red-hot dollar, and
if you put it into a bag with 5.000 hon-
est dollars that fed-hot dollar will burn
a hole through the battom of the bag
and let out all the 5,000 honest dollars
with it.

Dut 1 se= you change your mind, and
you are going on Monday morning. and
I see you take the train—Pennsylvaria.
or the Baltimore & Ohio,or the Hud<on
River, or the Erle, or the Harlem, or the
New Haven irain.  For a few weeks
now you will pass half of your time in
the rail train. How are you going to
occupy the time? Open the valise and
take out a bock ond begin to read.
Magnificent opportunities have ocur
commercial travelers for gaining infor-
mation abcve all other clerbs or mer-
chants. The best place in the world
to etudy is a rail train. Iknow it by ¢x-
perience. Do not do as some commer-
cial travelers do—as many of them de,
as most of them do—sit reading tike
eame newspaper over and over agnin
and all the zdvertisements through and
through. then sit for two or three
hours calculating the profits they ox-
pect to make, then ependinag 1weo or
three hours looking listlessly out of the
window, then spending three er four
hours in the smoking car, the vastiest
place in Christendom, talking with reen
who do not know as much as you do.
Instead cf that, call William Shake-
speare, the dramatist, and John Rus-
Kin, the dramatist, end Tennyson, the
poet, and Paneroft and Macaulay, the
historiaps, and Ezckiel and Paul, the
inspired men of God, and ask them to
sit with you and talk with you, as they
will if you ask them. I hear you sey:
“I do wish I could get out of this busi-
ness of commercial traveling. I don’t
like it.” My brother. why don’t youn
read yourself out? Give me a young
man of ordinary intellect and good eye-
sight, end let” him devote to valunble
reading the time not actually sccupied
in eommercial crrand, and in six years
he will be qualified for any pesition for
which he is ambitious.

But you have come now near the end
of your railroad travel. I ean tell by
the motion of the car that they are
pulling the patent brakes down. The
engineer rings the bell at the crossing.
The train stops. “All oui!” cries ihe
conductor. Yon dismount from the
train. You reach the hotel. The land-
lord is glad to see you—very glad! He
stretches ont his hand across the reg-
istry book with all the disinterésted
warmth of a brother! Youare assigned
an apartment. In that wuniavitiog
apartment you stay only long enpugh
to mcke yourself presentable. You
descend: then into the reading-room,
and there you find the commercial trav-
elers sitting around a long table with
a great elevation in the center covered
with advertizemente, while there-are
inkstands sunken in the bed of the
table, and scattered all around rusty
steel pens and patches of blotting pa-
per. Of course yon will not stay there.
You saunter out among the merchante.
You present your letters of introduc-
tion and authority. You begin buri-
nesa.  Now, let me say, there are iwo
or three things you ought to remember.

praciice of “i=eating” will not stick.
If you cannot get eustom except by tip-
ping a wine glass with somebody. you
Lad bette} not get his custom. An old
commereial traveler gives as his ex-
perigpee that trade got by “treating™
always damages the house that gets it
in one way cr the other.

Again, I charge you. tell the whole
truith about anything you sell. Lying
commercial travelers-will precede you.
Lyirg commercial travelers will come
right after you into the same stfcre.
Do not let their unfair competition
tempt yon from the straight line. It
is an awfo) bargain that a wran makes
when he sells his pocds and kis sosl at
the same tiiwe. A young man in ¢ne of
the stores of New Yerk was sclling
serze silks, He was binding them up
when he said to the lady customer: It
is 1iry duty 1o show you ihat there iza
fracture in that cilk.™ Ske locked at it
and rejeeted the goods. TLe hend iman
of the firm.-heariog of it, wrcte 1o the
fatker of the young man ia the equ &
try, sayiog: “Cowe and lzke yovs szn
away. Tle wi'l xever muke al mer-
chant” The father came in sgitation.

mg, and the head man of the firm said:
“Why, your son stood:-here at this eoun-
ter and pointed out a fraeture in the
silk, and of ccurse the lady wouldn't
take it. We are not resporsible for the
ignorance of customers. Customers
must look out for themselves, and we
look out for ourselves. Your zon will
never make a merchant.” “Izthat all?™
eaid the father. “Ah! 1 am prouder of
my boy than I ever was. Johe, get
your hat and come home.” |

But it is almost night, and you go
back to the hotel. Now comes the
mighty tug for the commercial travel-
er. Tell me whkere he spends his even-
ings, and I will tell you where he will
spend eternity, aad I will tell you what
will be his worldly prospects. There is
an sbundance of choiee, There is your
room with the boeks. There rre ihe
Young Men's Christizn association
rooms. There are the week night serv-
ices of the Ckristian churches. There
is the gamblirg =aloon. There is the
theater. There is the house of infamy.
Plenty of places to go to. But which,
Oimmortal man. which? O God. which?
“Well,” you say, “I guess I will—I guess
1 will go to the theater.” Do you think
the tarryicg in that place until 11
o’eleck at right will improve your bod-
ily health or your financial prospects
or your eternal fortyne? Xo man ever
found the path to uzefulness or honor
or happiness or commercial success or
Heaven through the American theater.
“Well,” you say, “I guess, then, I will
go to—I guess I will go to the gambling
saloon.” You will first go to lcok.
Then you will go to play. You will
make $100, you will make 8500, youwwill
make $1,060 you will make $1,500—then
you will lTose all. Then you will ber-
row some money so as to start anew.
You will make $50, you will make $200,
yeu will make $600—then you will lose
all. ‘These wreiches of the gambling

mark this—all galablers die poor. They
may make foriunes—great fortunes—
but they lese thera.

“Well,” you say. “if I cen’t go to the
theater, and if I can’t go to the gamb-
ling saloon, then I guess—I guess i will
go to the house of infamy.” Commer-
cial travelers have tcld me that in the
lefter bax at the hotel within cne hour
after their arrival they have had letters
of evil solicitation in that direetion. It
is far away from home. Nobody will
koow it. C reial have
somelimes gone in that evil path. Why
not you? Halt! There are other gates
of ruin through which a man may go
and yet come out, byt that gate hasa
spring lock which snaps him in forever.
He who goes there is damned already.
He may seem to be comparatively
iree for a little while, but he is enly on
the limits, and the satanie police have
their eycs npon him to bring him jn at
any moment. =

The hot curse of Godizon thet erime,
and beeause of it there are men whose

ira

There is no danger that they be lost
They are lost now. Ilock through their
glaring eyveballs down into the lowest
cavern of hell! Ob, destroyed spirit,
why ecomest thou in here to-day? Dost
think I have the power to Lreak open
the barred gateway of the penitentiary
of the damned? There is a passage in
Proverbe 1 eomewhat hesitate toread,
but 1 do not hesitate long. “At the
window of my house I looked through
my casement and beheld among the
simple ones, I discerned amcng the
youths, A young man void of under-
standirg, passing through the streed

to her house, in the twilight, in the
evening. in the black and dark night.
He goeth after her straightway, as an
ox goeth to the slaughter, or as a fool
to the correction of the stocks, till a
dart strikes through his liver.”

But pow the question is still open,
Where will you epend your evering?
Oh, eommercial travelers, how much
will you give me to put yonon the right

ing I will prescrib= for you a plan which
will save you for this world and the
next éf you will take it. Go before you
leave home 1o the Young Men's Chris-
tiap association of the city where you
live, Get from them lettegy of iniro-
duction. Carry them ocut to the towns
and cities whkere you go. Ifthere beno
association in the place you visit, them
presert them at the door of Christian
churches and hard them over to the
pastors. He not slow to arise ia the
devotional meeling and.say: "l am a
commercial traveler. I am far away
from home, and I come in here to-night
to seek Christian society.” The best
houses and the highest style of amuze-
mert will open before you, and instead
of your being dependent upon the
leprons erew who hang around the
hotels, wanticg 10 show you all the
slums of the city on the one condition
that you will pay their cxpenses, you
will get the benediction of God in every
town you visit. Lemember ihis, that
whatever place you visit bad influences
will veek you out. Good influences you
must seek out.

0 e~mmercial travelers, I pray for
you the all sustaining grace of Codl
There are two kinds of days when you
are especially in need of Divine grace.
The one, ihe {ay when you have no sue-
cess—when you fail to make a sale, and
you are very much disappeointed, and
you go back to your hotel discomfited.
Thatnight you will be tempted togo to
strgrg drink and rush inte bed sur-
roundings. The other day When 1on
will especially need Divine grlce wiil
be when you kave a day of grestsueviss
and the devil fells you you mukt roans

i} t success. Thes vor
e of Cod 1g restrain ) o
gindelgent 5 Yes thoie
wils e o thlrd day when yoo ol nee !
to be Christiazs, and that will be 1,
last day of your life. I do uct know
where you will spend it. Péifiapsi-
your house. more probably inad ra:lcar,
or a steamer. or the strange hotel. [
se¢ Youoa yourlast commercial errani
Yeou hare bidden goed-by 1o the family
at home for the last time. The trpinef
your carthly existemce is pearing tTe
dpot of the grave. The brakes are fafl-
fex. The bell rings at the termisg
The train steps. Al out for vieraify
Show your ticket vow for oo tiing it
the gates of the shivieg 11, —thej:
ticket washeg in the blood of ¢
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|tn 1t be istors, 65 8 poem, oF a book wondesing what his boy Lad been do-

saloon know how to tempt you. Hut

heaven was biotted out ten years ago.

near her corner, and he went the way .

track? Without charging you a farth-




