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Her Celestial Adorer.

She was little, prim and plous. She was

also distractingly preity.

Three of these qualities are an unusual
combination, therefore worthy of note.

She came up to New York to study book-
keeping and shorthand, Her name was
Alice Pearson, and she had a mania for
converting people.

The house at which she boarded was kept
by a stout Irish-American woman—Mrs.
Brown. Sne looked the essence of good
nature, but she let the boarders_freeze all
the winter by never having a flre in the
furnace, and she fed them with pork and
beans until life became a burden. She had
a Jaughter, Matle, tall, rather well-favored,
though running to bone, who wg§ much in
love with a man waom [ mdy term the
“head boarder.” That is, a person “who,
having a magfificent copstitution, had been
able to stand .the ravages of Mrs, Brown's
pork and beans the longest. He was a
medical student, and his name was Cald-
well. He was very good looking, by the
way.

There were sixteen boarders in Mrs
Brown's establishment the first night Miss
Pearson came down to dinner. Two weeks
afterward there were twenty-one, and with-
in a montn Mrs. Brown's limit—thirty—had
been reached. 'The newcomers, it was no-
ticed, were all men; and, curiously enough,
men who, in the rush of New York busi-
ness life, had time to worry about their
souls. The fact was that before the lovely
Miss Pearson had been in the house five
weeks she had nearly ruined the surround-
ing boarding houses, and had turned Mrs.
Brown's erstwhile peacefully wicked estab-
lishment into three opposing revival meet-
ings rolied into one and let loose,

Fah Chung, laundryman, late of Pekin,
subsequently of San Francisco, then of the
Bowery, New York, fell as madly and jeal-

ously in love with her as if he had been a
Christian.

Miss Pearson affected demure little gray
frocks, with a wide Eton collar and cuffs
of white, and Fah Chung—oh, bliss!—Fah
Chung washed and ironed them for her. It
was noticed that while no fault could be

found with the Chinaman's ordinary work,

there was not in the whole of Sixth street
linen that could be compared for whiteness
and gloss with Miss Pearson’s little collars
and cufls.

It has been remarked that Miss Pearson
had a mania for converting people. She
tried her hand on Millie, the wailtress, first;
but Mrs. Brown made strong objections
t0 having her servant talked to, so she
turned her attention to Fah Chung.

“How do you do, Mr. Chung?”' she greet-
ed him with one morning when he came for
the laundry work.

“N1 cha,” replisd the Celestial.

Miss Pearson siared.

“l guese he means 'Howdy,” Miss Pear-
son,” struck in Millie, who was sweeping
the room.

“Oh! NI cha, Mr. Sing."”

The Chinaman did not change a facial
muscle. He did not want to look sad, and
he could not grin any harder than he was
already doing. The left side of the six
padded coats gave a great beat outward.

That was getting on.

The Yoved one could now converse as
fluently in his native tongue as he in hers.

That was getting on.

The next time he came he brought one
of those little reeds with a bunch of hair
fastened in one end, which the Chinese use
for pens, and presented it, with his im-
movable grin. t gentle smile of his was
so fixedly wide that Caldwell declared the
top of his head to be an island surrounded
by mouth., A somewhat exaggerated meta-
phor. Still it was what one might call a
generous smile,

The following week he lald on her shrine
a packet of Chinese firecrackers, and had
learned to count up to five in English. She
bad eight articles in the washing, but he
began over agaln at “‘one’” when he reached
the place where “'six" ought to be, so that
was all right.

Miss Pearson never got beyond “Ni cha"
in her study of the Chinese tongue, but
Fah Chung appled himself with ardor to
the mastery of English, and went about
his laundry practicing—"One collie, one
collie, two cuff, two cuff, one collie, two
cuff.” When he got g0 that he could say,
“Allee lightee, washee soon, done Slatte-
day."” Miss Pearson thought it time to bhe-
gin her spiritual ministrations. Accord-
ingly she took him down to the boarding
house drawin room ope Saturday, =at
him on a horsahalr chair,” just where
he got the draughts between the fireless
grate and the door beautifully, and dis-
coursed to him.

The girl was sincerely in earnest, and it
was something of a shock when he turned
toward her that unchangeable smile and
affably remarked:

“*Me Hkee Mellcan gal.”

Fah Chung slept in a tiny box of a room
At the back of ﬁls laundry. Presently he
took to bunking on his ironing table and
let the box to a lodger. Fah Chung seemed
to desire a larger Income., He began
“wasting his substance on riotous" green-
Jade boxes and Chinese hairpins, which he

resented to his spiritual sponsor when he
ook her washing home. The recipient
thought he was setting up as an Oriental
dealer, and gave him a half dollar for ons
of the pins. When he laid the money on
the table and would none of it, she took it
that it was below his price, so returned
the n and pocketed the coin herself,
Finally it dawned on her that he was mak-
ing her a present. She promptly declined
the gift, but the next week it turned up
again. At last she became =o tired at seeing
the much-refused article “bob up =erenely”
every Saturday that she took it to get rid
of it, and Fah Chung grinned harder,
worked later and ate less, The fever of
the new world had seized him. He longed
to amass riches.

With all her primness, Miss Pearson was
of 4 somewhat adventurous nature. The
great town, to her country mind, was full
of wonders; and leading, a® a woman, even
A young and very pretty woman can, |if
she choose, in New York, as independent
a life as if she were her own brother, she
indulged her passion for exploring fre-
quently. Her studies usually occupied the
day, bat on those evenings when she was
not engaged in setting the boarding house
by the ears by catechising one or another
fortumate young masculine sianer, she don-
ned a trig little gray bonnet and cloak
and wandered out into the bewitching,
brilliant night world.

She was not sure just why, but she
found that she félL a little uncomfortable
in walking by herself up Broadway, Fifth
avenue or Madi=on =quare [n the evening,
but the good-natured crowds In the less
fashionable parts of town never annoved
or frightened her.

What more blissfol than to walk down
Bixth avenue, with {ts cheap restaurants
filled with noisy, merry people?

After a stroll part way down the avenue,
it was very pleasant to cut through into
dark, deserted Thompson street, and wan-
der about a little while before taking Bond
street or one of the other turnings leading
into the upper part of the Bowery.

It was a long time before any one at the
boarding house dreamed that she had gone
anywhere excent perhaps to chapel or to
¢o a bit of shopping, and then it was Cald-
well who fourd it out. He—good fellow
that he was—simply followed at a distance
and kept guard.

Now it chanced that & certain pair of
narrow slanting bhlack eyes had been keen-
er than Caldwell's big round brown ones.

neir owner periled his “washe-up shop’s"”
réeputation for promptness by lingering
about the boarding house every night for
&n hour after dinner to learn what his
divinlty's movements were to be. If she
went expioring, so did Fah Chung. and
kept an eve on her, It grew more compli-
cated when Caldwell took to shadow ng
her too. That gentleman never noticed the
“hinaman, but Fah Chung did not grin so
hard when he looked at Mr. Caldwell, par-
ticularly after he had seen Miss Pearson
fasten = rose in his button hole.

ere are some things wnhat change not
M’ther in America nor in {"h“];‘. an,i th@
heart of the lover s one Fah (hung
might take ihe Fourth of July, with fire
erackers and Hluminations, to be a kind
of American “feast of the lanterns”—a
great religious festival, in fact. There he
mistook. Decidedly.

But Fah Chung was right when he
guessed that the object of his passion re-
garded him no more in the light of a
lover than she would some old woman who
chose to wear a pigtail and unususl shoes.

The change in dress shadowed upon Miss
Pearson’'s mind the fact that her laundry-
man was a2 man, and her manner toward
him became somewhat reserved. That was
good for a beginning. He wrote her a let-
ter—she took it for a laundry list. by the
bye—in hiz native tongue, of course—in
which he declared his passion. He Kknew
she could not read it, but it was an out-
let for his feelings.

He rot his Irish lodger to address the
envelope. As it stood she ecould read the
outside and he the inside, s0 that made it
even.

It was rather a ity that Fah Chung
could not have learmed a little more of
the customs of hix adonted country earlier.
The knowledge might have saved him from
m‘?‘:m;’:‘ u;rnl ur-'—'nt tr;:l«mk.-- :

& Arst lay in the fact that he d
curtained his laundry window had not

Strolling down the Bowery one bright
afternoon and enjoying to the full the rush
and roar of life In that Broadway of tie
lower-claps "'Gothamites.™ Miss Pearson
was amusing herself by counting the 4if-
ferent nationalities represented in the shops
and go on. PBetween two turnings on one
slde of the street only she had passed a

German delicatessen shop, a French laun-
dry, six drinking saloons Kept by Irish-
men, a Swiss wood carver, a Spanish Jew
pawnhroker, an [tallan ballet masters
academy and one solitary shop—a grocery—
kept by a native American. At the last
corner she came upon Fan Chung's laun-
dry. She stopped at the window to ad-
mire the scrupulous cleanliness and to
watch Its owner at work.,

Now the ways of American laundrywom-

me:.

The former sprinkles the rough dried
clothes by dipping her hand into a basin
of water and
finger tips. Then she rolls the garment up
tightly and lays it away ior an hour or
two to absorb the moisture evenly.

Not so the Chinaman. He fills his mouth
with water and deftly ejects a tiny spray
over the garment in hand at the same time
he is ironing it. :

Fah Chung, lovingly pulling out the dain-
ty ruffes of a little white apron with his
slender vellow fingers and ironing with
ardor, was probably never so thunder-
struck In his life as when it was snatched
from his hands and a lovely little face as
red as a rose with anger and disgust
disclosed to him Miss Pearson’s indignant
brown eyes, The rest of her things lay on
a shelf near, and, scolding as fast as her
tongue could wag, she gathered them up,
thrust them into a piece of paper, threw a
half doilar upon the table, and marched
away, the amazed Chung in the meantime
standing in helpless bewi{lderment, his
c¢heeks puffed out with his mouth full of
water and hi= black eyes staring.

After that Miss Pearscn sent her things
to an Irish woman, who scrubbed them to
pieces within a month, ard the laundry of
Fah Chung knew them no more. Alas!

His second mistake—a fatal one—sprang
from a national difference of views regard-
Ing death and all things appertaining there-
to which exists between the extreme east
and the wesL

He sent her a most gorgeous and com-
fortable coffin—life size—for a Christmas
present.

Any one in China would have been flat-
tered no end by such a splendid gift. Miss
Pearson d!d not seem to like it.

In fact, she took it as _an intimation on
the Celestial's part that the *“‘wooden over-
coat’"—as they are facetiously termed in
the States—would presentiy have a wearer,
whom he, in remembrance of the scene in
the laundry, would gladly provide.

I: is probable that Fan Chung would have
been kicked further down the street than
he was, but that Caldwell, who was in the
drawing room when the gift was presented,
had to leave him'just then.

Miss Pearson, in her agitation. seemed to
require some one to hold her in his arms
and call her his darling, and assure her that
just as soon as he had time he would “go
and finish that Chinaman.” She would not
let anv of the other fellows do it—Matie did
not offer to go—so Caldwell sacrificed him-
galf. Good old fellow! Matie glanced at
them. and looked rather as if she could
have found a use for that coffin if they had
not bean in such haste to pitch it into the
street after its broken-hearted owner.

The little Chinaman crept miserably
away, wondering at the uneivilized man-
ners of those *“Western bar.barlans." But
even then ““’is ‘art was true’’—not to Poll,
but to Pearson.

- - - - - -

Caldwell married Miss Pearson.

He got his dinloma as M. D. and set-
tled in her old home. They are shining
lights among the Deen Water Baptists
therse,

Mrs. Caldwell—in view of her great fa-
iillarity with the Chinese, whereof Fah
Chung's “laundry list,”" framed and hang-
ing in her sitting room, is a proof—is al-
ways called” upon to entertaim “‘returned
foreien missionarifes.”™ and to preside over
the “top boots and blanket’ clubs,

Matie has trapsferred her affections to
her mother’'s present “head boarder.’”” She
is no longer young. She would not mind
marrying.

Fah Chung? Ah, ves; Fah Chung.

Well, he got killed one night near the
Bowery.

Caldwell, at that time accepted lover to
Miss Pearson, had told her that she must
on no account venture into any of the
streets below lower Broadway and the
Bowery alome. So, one evening, when he
was at the hosvoital, she felt it her imper-
ative duty to do so. She wandered about
Mulberry street for awhile, and Baxter
street unconscious of two figures that had
been following her for the last half hour.

From the top of Baxter street there is
a short, very narrow, very dak turning
leading into the wide and brilliantly-light-
equc-wer_v-

his turning is wvery quiet. 1t is filled
with Chinese gambling hells and opium
dens. The police rather avoid the place,
It rejoices in the deseriptive and suggest-
ive local name of Dead Man's alley.

As Miss Pearson was about to enter it
she was stopped by a Chinaman, who mo-
tioned her not to come that way. Recog-
nizing Fah Chung, she indignantly brushed
past him and with great stateliness pro-
ceeded on.

Half way between Baxter street and the
Bowery a stealthy figure stole close be-
hind her: another figure quickly and quiet-
ly ran between them, there was a mut-
tered oath, a slight struggle and something
gleamed in the hand of the taller one.
Just then Miss Pearson reached the Bow-
ery, and in Dead Man's allev one man was
running swiftly and silently toward the
sheltering crowds In Baxter street and the
other, a little Chinaman, la,\‘ on the
ground bleeding to death. When Miss
Pearson, on reaching home, found that her
purse was gone she exclaimed:

“There! 1 knew that a ereature whn
sprinkled clothes in the disgusting way he
did wasn't honest.”

—L. Hereward, in To-day.

HUMOR OF THE DAY.

The Rivals.
Good News. "

Little Miss Mugg—Susie Stuckupp called
on me yesterday, so there!
Little Miss Freckles—] didn't know she'd
got the slumming fad.
Machiavelian Tacties.
Life.

“George, father has falled.”

“That's just Hke him. I teld you all
along, darling, that he was going to do all
he could to keep us from marrying."

To Be Sure.
Chicago Tribune.

Banks—Here's a queer fashion item. 1t
says “baggy-kneed itrousers are coming to
the front.”

Rivers—Where else could they come?

Complete.
Judge.
“Did you ever try
Kins?"
“Yes, It cured me,
“What of?
“Faith in the faith cure.”

Overdid His Part.

the faith cure, Tom-

100,

Judge.

Teachar—Why
my chair?

Bad Doy—Boo hoo! How do yer know 1
put it in dere?

Teacher—Because you were the only boy
in the rogm who was hard at work study-
ing when 1 sat on it.

did you put that pin in

Shocking Impecuniosity.
Judge,

First Journalist—I«<nd me half a dollar,
will vou?

Second

First
broke?

Second Journalist—I should =ay 80,
Worse than the Ten Commandments.

Obviously a Braute.
Chicago Tribune.

Mr, Tubbys (trying to soothe his angry
wife)—Never mind, dear. 1 didn't mean to
wound .vou, but—I've got the manners of
an Indian.

Mrs. Tubbys (sobbing)—There vou go
again—you always want to be hard on
some one—even If you have Lo abuse those
poor Indigns, Boo-hoo!

One Exception,

Chicago Tribune.

Teacher—{iive me an
truth of the motto:
divided we fall.”

Johnny—l—Can't think of
don't belleve iU's true,

“What? Do you know of any case in
which It is not true?

“Yes'm. A step ladder.”

Journalist—Can’t.

Journalist—What's the matter—

example of the
“United we stand,

any ma'am. 1
anvhow,

Taking n;e (:hnnren.

Detroit Free Press

Mrs. Cash—What
bonnet?

Mrs. Chargeit—I don't know.
the milliner to send the bill
band.

Mrs. Cash—Aren't yvou afrald to do that?

Mrs, Chargeit—Oh, no; I'm perfectly will-
ing to take the chances if the milliner Is.

did

you for that

pay

I just told
to my huss

A Pretty Picture.

Good News.

little Girl--Oh, Mr.
talking to sister a
s¢e my kKitten.
anyvthing.

Mr. wheelman
Is the kitten doing?

Little Girl--8he's standin’ up so straight
and pretty a-sharpenin’ her ciaws on your
bicycle.

Wheelman, do stop
minute and come and
She looks too cunning for

(reluctantly)=Um—what

Life's Problem Solved.
New York Weekly.
Tired Tim—Wot's that
fer work?
Wayfaring
tramp. 1

you say?T Lookin'

Willlam—Yep. 1 ain't no
work on farms. ut 1 never
stavs in one sitvation more'n a week
“Why not?
“Well, by that time the folks generally
gtops treatin’ me as company, and wants
me 0 work,”

. again, polishing a crude paragraph
en are not as the ways of Chinese laundry- |

flirting the drops from her |

My Short Story.

At last my story was done. My friends
had always told me that I had literary
ability, and now that my manuscript lay
ccmpleted befure me, I felt that they were
right. T had written it over and

aver
here
and strengthening a weak one there, put-
ting in a touch of rhetorical ornament In
one place and removing it where it seemed
overdrawn In another, until I thought (and
my wife, too) that the style was just per-
fect,

Then my wife copied it off in her own
hand, to make sure that it should be per-
fectly legible, and we both went over it
together to see that the dots and crosses,
hyphens and quotation marks, capitals and
punctuation were all in due order; for we
were determined that the editor of the —
Magazine should not be tempted to a re-
jection by any carelesesness in the prepara-
tion of the manuscript. A stamped en-
velope was inclosed for its return, if not

avallable, and the story was consigned to
the mail

For the next two or three days I spent
most of my spare time in trying to mod-
erate my wife’s hopes by pointing out how
many different question had to be consid-
ered in deciding upon any given manu-
script, entirely apart from its literary mer-
it. My confidence was beginning to wane,
and I was aaxious that her pride in my
ability should not be crushed if my story
should be rejected. Then I received a short
notice stating that the manuscript had been
received and would be examined and re-
ported upon at an early date.

By this time we had said all we could
think of on the subject and our conversa-
tion turned wupon other themes, but the
eagerness with which the mail was scrutin-

ized whenever the postman came betrayed
readily enough what was uppermost in our
minds.

At last, after a full month of waiting,
the longed-for envelope came. I sat down
at my desk to open it, making a wretched-
ly inadequate pretense of perfect com-
posure, and my wife" stood looking over
my shoulder. With trembling hand I tore
open the envelope and drew forth a small
slip of paper:

“Your manuscript entitled ‘A Moonlight
Romance’ has been accepted for publica-
tion. Remittance for the same will be
made in due course.”

There it stood in black and white, with
the editor’s signature at the bottom. My
wife threw her arms around. my neck with
a shout of joy and I upset the inkstand in
my effort to make a fittin
of my feelings. I was at last an author,
and posterity would read my name and
fame in the histories of English literature
along with the accounts of Dickens, and
Scott, and Cooper. and Holmes, and
Howells. My wife had hardly had time to
recover herself sufficiently to speak before
I was deciding which one of the great
magazines should be rmitted to puhblish
my next story and what styvle of binding
I should choose for my first collected
volume.

As soon as our excltement subsided a
little we began to speculate as to the
probable amount of the promised remit-
tance and the time when it would come.
On the latter point we soon decided that
payment would probably not be made until
the story should be published, but on the
former we found more difficulty in coming
to an agreement. [ calculated that the
story ‘aould make twelve or fourteen pages,
and I did not expeot moré than 320 per
page, or somewhere in the neighborhood
of 3250 for tiie whole. But my wife was
quite sure that it would be more. She
had read that as much as $£500 was ofien
paid, and sometimes, when the writer was
very popular, even more than that. Of
course was not yet known as a story
writer, but the story was so good, and the
editor ‘sould be anxious to secure my fu-
ture work, that she felt sure that he would
ray at least one-half more than sug-
gested.

After two or three days of happinesa,
during which I made a rough draft of
three more short stories, purchased a ream
of writing paper, and mediated more or
less concerning a serial, we began to tall
about what we should do with our money
for the “Moonlight Romance.” We de«
cided at once that I must have the works
of such of the standard English novelists
as were not already on my shelves. These,
In good, plain editions, made for use in-
stead of show, we thought could be had
for about $50. Then 1 felt sure that my
ife would have many distinguished call-
ers, as soon as my literary position should
become known, and her parlpr was rather
shabby; so I told her she Inust have it
repapered and put down a new Brussels
carpet. That would take $50 more. We
had both stayed close at home all the pre-
vious year in order to save money for the
last payment on our house, and so we
concluded to take a trip on the lakes,
which would cost about $10. We did not
feel llke doing this, however, without some
additions to our respective wardrobes,
which would take probably $5 more. Aa
these items ‘aent a little above my estl-
mate we concluded not to settle definitely
upon anything else for the present: but 1
threw out a hint about a new piano, ir
her opinion as to the worth of my story
should prove correct.

The April and May numbers of the mag-
azine appeared, but my story was not yet
published, and was not among the advhnce
announcements for June. By this time 1
was well along toward the completion of
the plot for my serial, but I felt the need
of a wilder reading in English fiction than
I had yet done. “What is the use of wait-
ing?" said my wife. “The pavment on the
house isn't due until September. You can
take some of that money for the books,
and replace it with the money for the sto-
r-‘,-ll

“Sure enough,” I answered: “I am glad
you thought of it:"” and before sundown
the wagon came from the book store with
$4 worth of English novels.

I went to the marlor to ask her to come
and see them, and there she was sn her
knees trying to darn a hole in the old car-
pet. Just think of it! The wife of the
author of “A Moonlight Romance” engaged
in such menial work as that, and her hus-
band's study full of new books. I told her
at once that it woud never do; the parlor
must bhe fixad up at once. By Saturday
night the new paper was on the waills and
the new brussels was down, the money, of
course, being secured by the transfer of
$£0 more from our house fund, to be re-
placed from the pay from my story. Some
of our friends began to wonder how we
could afford so much expense just then.
but we kent the secret to ourselves and
told them they would see.in due time.

When the June number of the magazine
came we found the following item among
the announcements for .July: *“A short
story entitled ‘A Moonlight Romance." by
a new writer of great promse.” ‘

I had felt just a lille uneasy about usng
the money saved up te pay
on our house, when we
means of knowing how soon the monev
for the story was to come, but it was all
rlghr_ now, with two months to spare.

“Why not take our trip now.” said mv
wife, “while the weather s at its best?"
Why not, to be sure? It was just the thing.
and would enable me (o get some Jocal color
for a story which I had in mind
with pioneer life on the shores of Lalke
Michigan. So we drew £175 more from the
savings bank, leaving just about $0 on de-
posit, got the tailor and dressmaker to do
the necessary work for 1s in a great hurry,
closad up our house and started. 1

It was a magnificent trip. The fresh lake
breeze, the green islands that we passed,
the hazy blue line of the wooded shore in
the distance, the foam sparkling in the sun-
ilght, all contributed tgo make it the happi-
est experience since the days of our honey-
moon.

Two days after our return the July num-
ber of the magazine and a letter bearing
its imprint arrived in the same mail. We
were so eager to see the story in print that
we left the letter unopened until we had
cut the leaves of the magazine and feasted
our eyves upon every page. Then I tore open
the letter and drew out a check:

“*The Commercial National Bank of ——
will pav to the order of Mr. the sum
of sevanteen dollars and fifty cents ($17.50.)

“', Q—, Editor of the —— Magazine.”

I have given up literature for the present,
and have secured $£00 from the building
and loan association to make the final pay-
ment due san my house. My wife positively
rafuses to read any of the new books which
I hought and has asked me not to say any-
thing more about the trip on the lakes:
but for some reason or other she doesn't
seem to regret in the least the part of the
money which went for the traveling dress,
the wall papering and the Brussels carpet.
—d. Tlanson Willilams, in New York Even-

ing Post,

demonstration

the remander
had no certan

dealing

The Value of Military Discipline.
Col. A. H. Nickerson, in Blue and Gray

A Pennsyivania regiment, when it first
joined, had exclted the commiseration of
the veteran organizations of the brigade
to which it ‘xyas assigned, becauge its col-
onel kept them standing in line so long
when halted at the end of each day's
march, throwing out markers, and com-
pelling each restless soldier and impatient
officer to “toe the mark™ until the align-
ment was perfect enough to sygit him.
Other troops gathered in the fuel and such
camp perqguisites as were in sight;: still he
\umr:l not bieak his ranks and allow his
men to go until each company front was
on an absolutely straight line. On the das
of the battle, when the brigade to which
thi=s regiment belonged moved into line af
batile and opended fire on the enemy. the
position that fell to this regiment was a
conspicucus one that rell o towanrd the
uaken Road. Here the colonel's line was

r

formed, just as rigidly correct as it had
been at the close of each day's march.
And there, too, those men £tood and stayed.

| The brave colonel wvas killed; officers and

men were falling like autumn leaves, all
along the Jine, and yet "dressed on the
center,” where the colors were flying, just
as they had been taught to do at the close
of each day's march, and this, too, com-
prising about all the “drili’” they had ever
had, they continued to load and fire as

| regularly as if at target practice—a strik-

ing evidence of the effect of even a littie
discipline, anfl an example of heroism
worthy of the best and bravest

JUT OF THE ORDINARY.

Faneuil Hall has been pronounced unsafe
by Boston's superintendent of public build-
fngs. '

There are 7000 people in Paris who are
employed in the preparation of human
hair for the market.

Earthenware bricks or tiles, with charac-
ters engraved thereon or stamped, were un-
doubtedly the first books.

It is estimated that the burning of Mos-
cow by the Russians in order to d=ive out
the French cost $125,000,000.

The library of Gottingen has a Bible
written on palm leaves. There are 5333
pages, each made of a single leaf.

The liver, like the heart, is never idle,
though its period of greatest activity Iis
several hours after digestion has begun.

The Rey. Hudson Taylor, of the China
Inland Mission, estimates that more than
100,000,000 of Chinese are addicted to the use
of oplum.

A spoon in a glass filled with hot water
prevents the breaking of the glass, be-
cause the metal easily absorbs a large part
of the heat.

One of the conditions of membership of a
New York ciub js that each member must
give at least one hour a week to doing some
good action.

Nearly seventy thousand tons of cork
are needed for the bottled beer and
aerated waters consumed annually in the
British isles.

The Chinese method of decapitation, ow-
ing to the fact that it is swift and pain-
less, is said to be the most humane method
of capital punishment.

Mosely says in regard to the ocean, that
probably all is dark below 200 fathoms ex-

cepting in so far as light is given out by
phosphorescent animals.

Tarring and feathering was once a legal
punishment for theft. It is said to be found
in the statutes of both England and France
about the time of the Crusades.

The cross mark instead of a signatyre
did not originate in ignorance. It was al-
ways appended to signatures in mediaeval
times a8 an attestation of good faith.

The Lord Mayor takes precedence of ev-
ery other English subject within the juris-
diction of London; thé Prince of Wales
himself, even, not being an exception.

The human lungs retain the air in their
substance with such obstinacy that it can-
not be expelled by any compression short
of absolutely disintegrating the tissue,

Lightning travels in a zi course, be-
cause it passes through different strata of

alr, and being resisted In its passage turns
from side to slde to find the easlest path,

A pint of the ofl of vitriol mixed 'with a
pint of water will not fill a quart meas-
ure, because the bulk of the compound has

L;een reduced by the abstraction of latent
eat,

A law in Norway prohibits any person
from spending more than 5 cents for liquor
at one vi=it to a public house, and alcoholic
stimulants are supplied only to sober per-
sons,

Gardening ants collect pieces of vege-
tables and pile them up in the dark in-
terior of their nests until the rubbish is
covered with a growth of fungus, on which
the ants feed.

The horse’s eye has a thick, glutinous
secretion, because, his eyve being large and
much exposed to the dust, the viscid se-
cretion cleanses it more effectually than
would a more watery agent.

When the vessels which are now in
process of construction are completed the
new navy of the United States will con-
sist of forty-five vessels, ranging in size
from 11,300 tons down to 120 tons displace-
ment.

A farmer living about ten miles from
Wauseon, O., the other day went to town
and had a policy on his barn issued to
him. The jocomotive of the train that took
him home set fire to the structure he had
just insured,

In 1156 the Freanch government made reg-
ulations for the inns. Only nonresidents
were allowed to be lodged, and no wine or
beer was to be sold after the Angelus,
which thus acquired the odd cognomem of
the “beer beil.”

While some workmen were digglnq re-
cently among the ruined temples of Upper
Ervpt they unearthed an iron box contain-
ing a metal plate, which two scientists
W00 have reputations at stake declare to
be a camera and lens.

Only seven out of the seventeen transat-
lantic cables are in use, ten having given
out from various causes. Here is an irre-
claimable Investment of $£30,000,000 buried
beneath the wares at a depth ranging from
a few fathoms w over flve miles.

The Pope haz an egg which he received
from an Englis.: lady one Easter. The
shell Is made of ivory, ts lining is of
white satin, and the yolk is a golden case
containing a large ruby set in diamonds;
the whole is worth upward of $10,000,

Lord Roberts says that if the British
soldiers could be so trained as to make it
certain that one shot in twenty would
reach its biliet, the army might be pro-
nounced five times as formidable as any
continental army has yvet shown itself.

SAVED BY LIGHTNING.

How an Express Train Narrowly Es-
caped Destruction,
Rochester (N. Y.) Democrat and Chronicle.

Engineer Edward Schaffer, on train Y,
running between Buffalo and Rochester,
on the Falls road via Lockport, which ar-
rives in this city at 9 o'clock in the even-
ing, had an experience last Saturday even-
ing that made his hair stand on end. The
train left Buffalo Saturday evening about
7 o'clock, in charge of conductor Knlcker-
bocker, with engineer Schaffer at the tarot-
tle. The train had a ciear track, as was
supposged, between Buffalo and Lockport,
and was running at a high rate of speed.
Black Rock was reached without any mis-
hap. Aflter leaving that station behind the
engineer sent 'the train ahead at the rate
of over thirty miles an hour. The night
was dark as pitch, and the rain beat
against the cab windows unceasingly. En-
gineer Schaffer sat in his seat by the cab
window. The headlight was of little use
in the blinding rain, and the engineer could
seee onlyvy a few yvards in advance of the
engine. The train sped on through the
darkness, and scon the up grade, about
five miles south of the Tonawanda, was
reached. The engineer opened the throille
wider, the fireman shoveled coal faster.
The hill was passed and the train rumbled
on through the storm.

Suddenly a flash of lightning,
by a terrific peal of thunder, lit up the
track a half mile aheed. Schaffer was
iooking ahead just al that moment, and a
¢ight met his gaze that sent the blood
from his cheeks. Twenty yards ahead four
freight cars were standing on the track.
Grasping the reverse lever he pulled it
back to the last notch and shouted to the
fireman to put on the air brakes. The fire-
man’'s blood seemed to freeze in his veins,
and, =selzing the brake lever, he sent the
air through the pipes full force. At the
same moment Schaffer set the emergency
brakes, The strong 'ocomotive creuked and
groaned. The engineer and flreman, with
blanched cheeks, stood looking into each
other's faces, while the perspiration trick-
led from their foreheads in large drops.
But only for a moment, for the engine tot-
tered and both of them were thrown to the
floor of the cab.

The shock was &~ sudden that
sengers Iin the coaches were
their seats, the chandaliers
the ceiling and two of them fe!ll to the
floor. One man was thrown completely
over the seat in front of him, landing with
his head shoved under the second seat in
front and his feer propped up against the
breast of an elderly gentleman behind in
such a manner as to hold him firmly in
his seat. One voung lady was, by the
force of the shock. lifted from her saat,
carried into the aisle and deposited in the
lap of a man who was {ying on his back
in the aisle.

The baggage man was at the time en-
gaged In checking a trunk. He did not
check it just then. however, for when the
shock came the trunk eluded his grasp
and started, with the other baggage, for
the other end of the car. The baggage
man was found a few minutes later cov-
ered un with satchels in one corner of the
car. After the excitement had subsided the
condu ‘tor and engineer got off ‘“e train
to investigate the situnation. T found
the pilot of the engine shoved a foot bhe-
neath the caboose of the freight train
ahead. As they were but a few miles from
Lockport the freight was pushed? into the
yard Jlimits and sidetracked, the train pro-
¢eeded on its way to Lockport,

Old engineers on th+ Central-Huds=on pro-
nounce it the most wonderful ston thev
had ever heard of. The flash of lightning
was all that =aved the lives of over 200
passengers on board the train.
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Printer's Ink.

Nice Old Lady—-Will you
if the l‘ll} who writes Mother's
Page” In your paper is in? I want to tell
her how much 1 enjoyed reading her arti-
cies on “The Evening Hour in  the
Nursery."

Office Boy—That's him over there wid de
pink shirt. smokin’ a cigaroot.

He Was In.

Irimdiy tell me
“The

OFFERINGS OF THE POETS.
Sojourners.

the endless astral regions we had

wandered, wandered on,

Drifting ever down the ages from the dim
ancestral dawn;
Drifting down the weary

vainly thro' the vast
Solituds, vet hoping, knowing, we should
somewhere meet at last:

Thro'

ages, groping

Knowing that the mystic longmg which had
led us from afar,

Still would lead and we should follow till
we reached our own bright star:

Knowing that the tender yearning of the
spirit for Iis mate

Whici. had thrilled us, which had filled us,
vet would triumph over Fate.

- . L L] -

Do we stand within the portal of that life
we sought so long?

Have we gained our world of happiness, of
sunshine and of song?

We have met, and loved, and mated—all the
joys for which we sighed;

We have found them. found each other—
rests the spirit satisfied?

Sweetly from the western heavens smiles
the golden orb of day,

Glowing sky and landscape answer—on the
breeze they whisper, ““Yea,

Weary children, love and rest contentel,”—
So we vield—and yvet

Whenc= these heart-throbs of emotion, these
strange echoes of regret?

Slowly down the western heayens sinks

the golden orb of day,

Fades the glowing sky and landscape,
comes the twilight, cold and gray;

Comes the darkness and the silence and
the solitude once more,

And, behold, the starry spaces, stretching
outward as of yore.

And behold, two sep'rate pathways, reach-
ing ever on and on,

Leading from our beauteous world back
to the dim ancestral dawn.—

And the questioning heart is answered;

from the boundless, soundless skies,
In the stillness comes the answer and the

dew bedims our eyes.

For we know this life is mortal—that a few

brief, fleeting years
Only is our earthly respite. then—a wan-
d'ring "'mong the spheres,

Thro' the endless astral regions, groping
vainly thro' the wvast

Solitude, yet hoping, knowing we shall
meet again at last.

-E. 0, Laughlin,
Paris, Il

To Mythology Scorners.
Yes, Saturn was a mythic god, I know;
Whose “Golden Age.” a vag'ry of the brain,
("ould never for an hour be lived again:
We would have called the golden age too
slow.
For now the glaring sun shines on a race
Of mortals whos2 ambition dally thrives
Upon the vitals of those weaker lives
Whose bodies make the stepping stones to
place.
The days of Saturnalian feasts seem past;

How far removed to think of such things
now;

Of master serving slave to a repast

Or placing laurel on his furrowed brow.

Man's love for man, as shown in ancient
lore,

Should bring the Saturnalian feasts once

more.

—Urban Charles Brewer.
Martinsville, Ind.

Only Once More.
Only once more, once more to hear you
speak
Ome tender word of those you used of old!
From other lips come naught but tales
thrice told.
\Vastgis nli weak words, so sterile, bare and
€aK,
That I would give the rest of my dull
vears
To hopeless silence if, within mine ears,
I could but hear the one voice I adore—
Only once more!
Only once more,
hand,
Warm in my clasp, so dainty, soft and
small,

To hold it fast and never let it fall
Save to my lips: to kiss the golden band
Upon the marriage finger—but I know
Tnat dream s gone as all things sweet

must go—
But, oh! if I could dream that one dream
o'er,

once more to hold your

Only once more!

Only once more, once more to feel your
breath
B}o-;\-n fresh and fragrant ful upon my
ace;
To press my lips against the creamy lace
Kissing your throat—ah, death would not
be death
Coming so met!—or if I could but feel
Balm of your presence, like a cool wind,
steal
In where I lie so hopeless and heartsore,
Only once more!

Onl}'knnce more, once more to clasp and

eep
You, O my love! my wan sweet love., who

went
So far away that,
spent,

And all my soul is weary and would sleep,
I am no nearer than the first drear day—
T am no surer, and can only pray

For one dear hour of all the hours of vore.

Omly once more!
—New Orleans Times-Democrat.

while my strength is

Cournge.
BRecause I hold it sinful to despond,
And will not 'et the bitterness of life
Blind rm:-I with burning tears, but look be-
yvone
Its tumults and its strife;

Because [ 1ift my head above the mist.
Where the s=un shines and the hiroad
hreezes blow,
By every ray and every raindrop Kissed
That God's love doth bestow:

Think you I find no bitterne=s at all?
No burden to be borne like Christian's
pack?
Think vou there are no ready tears to fall
Because I keep them back?

Why should I hug life's ills with cold re-

serve

To curse

Nayv!

A thousand times more good than 1 deserve
God gives me every day.

myself and all who love me?

And in each one of these rebellious tears
Kept bravely back he makes a rainbow
shine;
Grateful 1 take his slightest gift, no fears
Nor any doubts are mine.

Dark skies must clear,
clouds are past,
One golden day redeems a weary vear;
Patient 1 listen, sure that sweet at last
Will sound his volce of cheer,

—(elia Thaxter.

and when the

Considerate Man,
Pittsburg Chronicle-Talegraph.

“I met that distant relative of yours
last night, Snaggs."”

“Who is that, Shingiss?"

“Spudkins.” : ;

“He’'s not a distant relative. He's a full
cousin."’

“Well—er—yves, but I

he was; didn’t ine.

tend to allude to his condition.”

1Y oucane'a;,si_lthsiheii:fstif
R only insist .
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heating in every conceivable style
'and sinzgi'.ll'lorw kind of fuel and
I e ot e
' ar rade.
( M?nrglagsold with a &riffen

l ICC. For sale by World's Fair,
B! 101 to 113 West Washington St

ON THE

FEMALE
FACE

Also hair on men's
cheeks above the
beard line. destroved
forever — noe  paio,
scar, shock or lujury,
by the

O\t_\- evet \u‘i':\ik_ L5

ELECTRIC NEEDLE

by Dr. Van Dyek, Dermatologist,
tro and Facial Surgeon, president of the
Boston Electrolysis
Park Hotel, 13 Circle street, Indianapo-
lis, 22 years' experience; over 10,000 cases
cured. Dr. Van Dyck shapes the nose
and ears by scientific appliances, re-
moves moles, birthmarka, tattoo marks,
powder or cinder marks, raised and dis-
colored scars; cures wrinkles, pimples,
blackheads, liver coarse, devp
pores, thin, dry, faded and premature
gray halr, crown, frontal part, temple
and spot baldness, scaly scalp tetter,
excessive dandruff and all blemishes,
disfigurements, diseases and conditions
of the skin, complexion, hair and scalp
and nervous system, and all allments
peculiar to women successfully and con-
fidentially treated at office or by mall

Dr. Van Dyck can be consulted every
day during September at his Indianapo-
jis office. Time, 7 &. m. to 7 p. m.;
Sundays, 10 to 1. Special rates this
month. Book free., Lady in attendance.
Call at once.

Elec-

Company, Circle

SPOLS,

BUSINESS DIRECTORY
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SAWS AND MILL SUPPLIES.
W
m"w 'Q E C & Co, Manulacturers aul
,A l ]\I.\ ™ Hepaiters of CIRCU LA R, CIROSS-

CUT, BAND and aill olther b‘ '!- \Vq

Belting, Ewery Wheels and
BELTINC and

Mill Supplies.
EMERY WHEELS.

lllinois sirest, one square south
Speciaitios ol

SAWS
W. B. Barry Saw & Supply Co
132 8. Penn. St All kinds of Saws Repaited.

Nordyke & Marmon Co.
{EsTAR, 1BGL,]

Founders & Machinists

Mill and Elevator Builders,

Indianapolis, Ina. Roller Mills,
Mill.Gearing, Dbeiting, Bolung-
clotli, Grain-cleaning Machivery,
Middiings Purifiers, Portabls
Mills, ele., ete. LTake strest-cars
forstock yards

e — ——

ABSTRACYS OF TITLE,
THEOOORE STEIN,

Buccessor to Win. C. Anderson,

ABSTRACTER OF TITLES

B EAST MARKET ST.

111 SICIANS. -

DR. J. A. SUTCLIFFE,

Surgeon.
OFFICE-95 East Marsel strest. Hours—0 to 10
ain; 2103 pom., Sundays exceptel. Telephons HEYY

DR. BRAYTON.

OFFICE~286 E. vhio; troa 10 to 12 and 2to b
RESIDENCE-sSU8 ast \Washiuglon SL
House Telephone 1274, Ullice telephons 1436

DR. E. HADLEY.

OFFICE—146 North Peunsylvania strast
RLESIDENCE 270 Noriu Delaware sirest
hours, 8 to 9 a w; 2 W3 p.m; 7 W8 pom
Uliive telephione, Su2,  Houss telephone, 1215

DR. SARAH STOCK{ON,

227 NORTH DELAWARE STHEET

DR. C. 1. FLETCHER.

RESIDENCE—4T70 North Meridian strest,
OFFICE—369 South Meridian street.

Otlice Hours— to LU a.m.; 2 1o 4 p,mg 73 pm
Telephoues—Otiice, U 7: residencs, 427.

DR. REBECCA W. ROCERS,
-~ DISEASES OF WOMEN AND CHILDREN—

OFFICE—19 Marion 3Block. Ollice Hours: 9 Lo
128 m., Stodp m Sandays 4 105 p m, al Hes
idende, 440 Norlhh Meridian street

ORSSER
C;:J<_3 °o Tﬂt“\; )
el S S
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@775 = OPTICIAN- o»

Ounoe

62 EAST MARKET ST
INDIANAPOLIS-IND.

MOTORS and DYNAMOS

With forged iron fiall Mag-
pets, lor eleciric powear, n
eandescent highting aod
electro plating.

©)  Commercial Elsctric Co

Inlianapolia, Ind

S ———

Tl —RIBBON LAWAM FENCY.,

PRICES REDUCED.

| e amgye e N

Champion Iron and Steel RibLou Lawn Fences,
Wrought Iron Fences and Gatea, Irou Fence Posta
ELLIS & HELFENBLRGER, 162 w 165 >outh
A ississipp! streel

DENTISTS.

DENTIST E. E. REESE

East tihio S, bet. Maridian and Pan o

— ]

SEALS AND STENCILS.

e e o i e e et e e e
MAYER.,, SEALS 75!
(PN e

CATALOGUE FREC
5y TEL.1386. 15 SMERIDIAN ST. Grouxo Floor.

DBIRASS FOUNDRY AMND VINSHING
SHOP.

e e e e Pt e S ™
PIONEER ERASS WORKS.

Mira and Dealers in all Kinds of Brass Govls, hsary
apd lght Castings. Car Boariug a speclaity. Be
ir ard Job Work promptly atendsd to. 110 s
106 South Pennsylvaunia st. Telephone 615,

S ———

SAFE DEIFOSITS.
e e T

SAFE DEPOSIT VAULT.

Absolute safety agaiust Fire and Barglar, Fineat,
and only Vault of the kind in the Siale Foliceman
day and plght on guard. Desigusd for the sifs Kosp.
g ol .\lull!‘}‘. Botids, Willa, Desls, Abstracls, sil
ver Plate, Jewels and valpable Trunks and Packe
agves, clo

—

S. A. FLETCHER & CO.. Safe-Deposit
JOHN 8. TARKINGTON, Marager

BROOM CORN.

A, H. SUTHERLAND,

Commission Merchant n

BROOM CORN,

Mattoon, Hiin»sis,
I Correspondence solieited

= Taft’s Dental Parlors,
o] 25 West Washington 91,

INDIANAPOLIS, IND,

The largest amd Best oquipped ofMoe
in the sounliry,

Teeth exiracted posilively withouk
pain,




