- On Guard, J

Athwart the night welrd shadows ereep:

In folded tonts tired warrlors sleop;

The pucing sentry sounds the call—

*Tls midnight—"twelvo o'clock, and all
In woll

The legend rins along the lines;
I8 of-repiated barden ollmes
Like musio through the soldler's dreawms, )
Untd ln very truth It seoms
That all Is well.

Alns: for him. Ere morning bresaks,
Perchance the bugle-onll awakes
Him but to war and paln and strife,
lo freedow’s onuse (o loss his [1fo—
And is It well?
Peace won by the patriot's hand
Now keops the watoh throughout our land;
"Neath unmarked sod, in Walery deops,
In Southern trench the soldler sloeps,
And all s well

Nlur outposts of the “borderland.™
Waiting the signal trnmp to sound,
Some comrades still the viglls keep
Before they “lay them down to sleep.™
Whore sl Is well. -
(‘f—. — —
The Sad Fate of Jennle Wade,

One of the many sad incidents of
the battie of Gettysburg was the
tragic death of Jennie Wade. 'The
family remained in their house, ns
they could not well leave a married
duughter lylng on her bed with a new-
born infant by her slde. Jennie and
her motner remained with her, as
there seemed no way of removing Mrs,
BMeClelland and her baby to & place
ol safety when the coming of the two

"

armies disturbed the qulet of the
quaint old Pennsylvanmia town of
Gettysburg. Amid the clash of

urms, when the boom of cannon shook
the rock-rimmed hills and echoed
among the mountains and the shock
of battle sent u throb of agony nlong
the lines of two armies, they were
there In the mids«t of it ail. Mrs,
McClellund lay there helpless amid
its thunders, while Jennie made bread
for the soldiers who crawled 10 the
door begging for something 1o eat.

A shell cume crashing through the
house and cut off one of the

land wnd her infunt
peither was Injured,

rocking chalr down Into the cellar
snd carried her down and placed her |
in it with her baby, and Jennie went
on makiog bread for the famished

soldiers. |

Auother shell came screaming Into
the house, und Jennle, with her hands
just out of the dough, Iny dead. The
mother, bending over her, searched
In vain for some token of life, but the

pulse had censed to beat; her loyal |

henrt was forever still, i

The battle was now raging in sll |
18 wild fury, but the herole mother
instead of fiying to the cellur for
safoty took up Jeonle's work, and,
with Jennle lying dead nt her feet,
Went on with the bread-making till
the battle closed.

Jennia Wade had always been I
planning for her burial. A complete
burisl suit was in the house. But af- ‘
ter the batiie was over the salety of |
the army made it imperative thut the
dead Jying blonted on the battlefield
under s lscorching July sun should be |
buried ut onee. A squad of stalwart |
men, grim with the dust and smoke |
of battle. took Jeonle Wade up |
tenderly, wrapped n flag about her, |
completely covering her solled ealico |
gown and hor hands all covered with |
dough, und carried her uncofMned to |
bher grave. But many a soldier who
was fod at her hands and all who have
heard the pathotic story will pause
where Jennie Wadeo lies sleeping 1o
pay her the honor due 8 heroine of
the war.

The mother still lives in Gettys-
virg, but the surviving dnughter,

rs. MeClellnnd., with hor soldler
Lushand, who was on another battlo-
tivld at the time of her peoril at Got-
tysburg, are now living near Tacomn,
Washington., She has from the first
been an sctive and valuable worker
of the Woman's Relief Corps.

~ Passiug the Guard.

Mary A. Blckerdyke familiarly
known among the soldlors as *‘Mother
Bickerdyke,” was n stalwart loyal
Gormun womnn who did heroio sorvice
during the war.

She usually had her own tents and
details of men to help her keep the
soup-kettles going. She was accus-
tomed o go whore shoe pleased. just
when she plensed, and ns nearly all
the roldiers kuew her and her good
works and many of them had enjoyed

ontirely by surprise, and spent the
rest of his time till relieved from duty
in soarching for his gun, but was uns
able to find it ull daylight nex\
moreniog., He had hoard of army
nurses belng angels of mercy; he now
knew they were angels of strongth,
But after that he know whe Methes
Bickerdyke was,

The ExtSlive Pension BilL

#on. W. R. Vaughn, who is father
ol the bill lntroduced in Congress fo#
the ponsioning of the megides frond
by the emancipatfon proclamation,
has received a letter from Frederick
Douglass, the following of which is g
copy:

1 thank you very sincerely for call-
ing my attention to the bill prepared
by you and presonted to Congress by
Hon. W. J. Conoell, of Nebrask
whict provides for tha pensioning o
freedmen. Upol fitst view wad
somowhat amazéd and startled by the
appatant impracticabllity of the bill,
but the more 1 thought uf it the more
practicable it seeméd, and I saw thal
what the nation ought to do, thay
the natlon can do. The nation, ns g
nation, has sinned ngainst the negro,
It robbed him of tho rewards of his
labor during more than two hundred
years, and its repontence will not be
genuine and complete till, according
1o the measure of Its ability, it shall
have mado retribution. It ean never
fully atone for the wrong done to the
millions who lived and died under tho
galling yoke of bondage, but it can, if
it will, do justice and mercy to the
living.

There never was, and never can bw,
a proposition more just and beneficent
than that contained In your pension
bill. If men do not so regard it, the
reason is to be found in the fact that
long yoars of injustice toward the
negro have blunted and perverted
their moral sensibility and driven the
negro outside the beneflcont range of
human brotherhood.

Under the whole heavens, and in
all the history of the world, no people
were ever more deeply wronged,
Even thelr freedom was burdened with
a curse. It was emanoipation coupled
with starvation. They were turned
loose, not 1o comfort, but 10 misery;
not to shelter, but to the storm. Age
and infancy,the Infirm and the strong, !
were s0 turned out, not to live usnd
flourish, but to starve and die.

The Egyptian bondsman went out

| Russinn ser! was provided with farm-

‘ pu.‘l,s_ of | spoiis, implements nor lands, and to-
the bedstead on which Mes. MeClel- | day he is practically a slave on the
were lying, but | very plantations where formerly he

: | was driven to toll under the lash.
The mother and slster carried a big |

a ln of Soup [rom her kettles that
were always full, no one thought of
challenging her.

“Who goes there?" «Mother
Bickerdyke," was the answer, nnd
that was enough. But thore came
lot of new recruits Into camp at ono

dint who knew nothing of Mother

iokerdyke or her good dedds,

One of these was (placed on duty
where Mother Bickerdyke wus com.
pelled to puss on her vounds among
the hospitals. One dark might she
returned at a late hour, A new guard
wns paciog his beat not far from her
little group of tents, As she ap.
proached ho challenged her:

“Hult! Who goes there?'

“Mother Bickerdyke," she answered
cheorlly,

“Advance and give the counter-
slgn.”

“I baven't the countersign.”

“‘You ean't puss, then.”

*Yes, I will; that tent is where 1
live, and I'm not going to bother my-
self 10 get the countersign at this late
hour. Let wme pass.”

“No, you enn't pusa.”

+I'm Mother Bickerdyke.™

“f don't cure who you are. Il
asyer—-—""

The sentence wus not finixhed. She
was physically & very powerful wo-
man, and quick as a flash she sprang
upon him, sent his guo In one direc-
tion and himsell whirling and reeling
in another. I think hereafter you'll
know who Mother Bickerdyke Is,”
wans her commont ns she pussed on
and entered hor tent.

witn the spoils of his master, and the

ing tools and three acres upon which
to begin life, butthe negrohad neither

Those who had once the power to whip
him to death now have the power to
starve him to death. This is largely
due to the destitution to which he
was deomed by the manner of his lib-
eration. Had & measure like that you
now propose beon adopted ut the
start, untold misory might have been
prevented.

Your bill is just, and I thank God
that you have the head and heart to
press it upon the attention of the na-
tion. Yery truly yours,

Frepericx DovcLAss.

Ana Costla, D. C., July 25, '81.

Hard Hit On the Field,

We had been held in reserve for
five long hours while eannon thun-
dered and muskets cracked spitefully
all along the front a mile away. A
procession of dead and wounded had
filed past us until we were sick with
horror. Shot and shell and bullet had
fallen upon us behind the woods until
the dry dead grass bore many a staln
of blood.

The air is alive with the ring b1
bullews and the whizz and shrick of
shot and shell. We bend our hends
as Il breasting » flerce gale laden
with ley pellets. There s a wild ory
—a shrick—a groan as men are struok
und full to the eurth, but no one heods
them—no one besitates. It in a hur-
ricana ol death, but we feel a wild
cxultation in bressting it. Men shout,
curse, sing. swing their hats aod
cheer.

We are driving through the smeke-
cloud when thero is a flash of fire Ip
front. 1 seem to rise Into the alr and
flont hither and thither, and the sen-
sation is so dreamy nnd so full of rest
that | wish it could last forever. I
Is suddenly broken by the sound of my
own voice. Is it my voice? It sounds
strange and afar off to me. Why
should [ cheer and curse by turns?
What has happened?

Ah! now | came back to earth again!
Above and around me is the smoke—
the enrth trembles under the artillery
—men are lylng about and beside me.
Where 1s the brigade? Why did 1
dropout? Iam lying on my back,
and I struggle to sit up and look
around. Irise to my Knees—wave
this wuy and that—topple over and
strugglo up agaln. There is red, fres:
blood on the grass—on my hands—on
my fuce. I taste it on my lips ns my
parched tongue thrusts itself out in
search of molsture.

Who is groaning? Who Is shriek.
ing? Who is cheering? And why
should I laugh and exult? Have we
held tha line agalnst a grand charge?
Did we scatter and decimate the le-
glons hurled agalnst us? Have we
won a great vietory to be flnshed over
the country and cause the bells to
ring with gladness? Let me think,
(iive me tlme to remember how st all
happened. Sternge that my thoughts
should be so confused, and the desire
to sleep be so strong upon me when |
should be up and doing. I will shake
itof. 1 will spring up and follow
after the brigade. Here—

L] Ll L] L] L]

“How do you feel "

My eyes are wide open and I am
lying on a cot in & large room. 1 see
people walking about—other people
lying on cots like my own.

*I foel all right. Why?

“You wore bard hit In the fight four
days ngo, my boy."

*80 there was o battle?’

“Yes"

**And I was wounded ?"

“Had your left arm shattered by a
pl?'oa of shell and wo had to amputate
iw

His Cholce.

Proud father (showing off hls boy
before company)—My son, which
would you rather be, 5 or

Edison?
Little son (after meditation)—]'d
ratber be Edison.

|

Litila Fio*s Lelter.

A sweet Uitle baby brother
Ml pome to Hive with Flo,
And she wnnted It brought to the table
That It might ent and grow,
STt niunt wads for awhile.” satd granduta
In answer 1 her plea,
“For a little thing that hasn't tecth,
Can't eat ke you gud me. ™

“Why hnsn't [t got teoth. grandma ¥
Askod Flo in great surpriso,
YOh, my ! bat lsa't i funny?
No testh—=but nose and oyes?
1 guess infrer thinking grivvely)
They must hnve besn fordol.
Can't we bay him some, ke geandpa?
'l like b know why not!™

That afternoon to the corner,
With paporand pon nnd Ink,
Wont Fio, saying, “Don’t talk to mo;
I you do 11 st ny think!
oy welting o letter, grandmn,
Tosend nway to-night
And ‘eanse It's very ‘partant
I want o get it right.”
At Just the leiter wos Huishod—
A wonderful thisg to sweo—
And directed to “God In Hoaven,™
“Please rend It over o we.”
Banlkd litt'e Flo to her grandmn,
“To weo If IU's right, you know,™
And here i the lotier writion
To God by HUtiie Flos

“Dear God--The buby you brought us
1« uwitul nloe and sweot,
But "cause you forgot his toofles
The poor Hittle thiug can't eat,
That's why 1'm writing this lettor
A-purpose 1o et Know,
Please come and Onlsh the bahy,
That's all, From Livrie Fro®

Loved the Light.

In parts of Miszourl nothing is com-
moncr in out-of-the-way places than a
solitary “conl-shaft.”’ In one of these
remote mines there was kept, a hun-
dred feet below the sufface, a little
old mule, whose business it was to
draw the loaded cars up the incline
plane 1o the foot of the shaft,

Buck and forth, back and forth it
made its dismal journeys during work-
ieg hours, and at night was left alone
iz a corner fitted up ns n stable, to
awalt in the silence and utter darkness
the return of its human comrades,

For five long years it had never
breathed the upper air, or seen the
light of day. It was a great pet with
the miners, who used to bring It
bunches of fresh grass in summer or
lumps of sugar and apples in winter.

Ono night, when the mule was being
unharnessed, some one proposed tak-
fog *Jinny"' up in the cage. It was
dbne: hor tremors as the cage began
to ascend were soothed by the nssur-
ing words and caresses of her com-
panions, and soon she found herself
restored to o mule's natural privi-
leges,

The next morning when the (lme
enme to go to work “Jinny"” positive-
Iy refused to return. Neither per-
wunsion nor threats could induce her
to approach the shaft and step into
the waiting cage,

A council was held. Tho miners,
touched by what the poor brute had
suffered in her flve years ol isolation,
und reproaching themselves that her
imprisonment had been so long, at
length solved the problem by subserib-
Ing on the spot enough out of their
neanty earnings to buy “Jinny." snd
she was immedintely loosed and
“turned out to grass, '

For years afterward she could be
seen nibbling the grass near the shaft,
or sheltering hersell behind a liberal
bhaystack that someshow was always
there for her. When working hours
were over she was sure to be near the
shalt, where she could mutely testify
10 her liberators ns they came up, that
she was thethappiest mule in Missourl.

Five Milllons of Soldiers,

Some years ago an idea suggested
Itsell to an obscure workingman of
Belleville, nn idea that since then has
sngendered an army, amply qualified,
were it a question of numbers alone,
to realize the dream of eternal peace
by keeping In check the assembled
urmies of FEurope, He sets on foot
6,000,000 soldiers a year. These sol-
diers are of humble origin, but so was
Napoleon. They spring from sardine
Loxes, Helegated to the dust hole,
the sardine box Is preserved from de-
struction by the dustman, who sells it
to a rag merchant in Belleville or in
Buttes Chaumont, who in his turn
dispos=es of it to n speclalist, by whom

At 1o 1ol 18 Ginn,

The it faleg thab ene Is apt o
m'll wbolit In visiting a scheol 12
Ublpd ts hd ruckot constaritly keph
lap by the boys. They always study
nloud, ®od when 4 scord of bdys tdlk
ih the same room nt the same time it
is hinrd to make out one sound from
another,

The first task Is to learn the char.
noters, which are much harder to un-
derstand than the A BC of our prim.
ors, The teacher reads off the
firnt six charncters and the boys re-
peat them, The pupils slso learn te
form the charucters by tracing them
with pencils bn paper, which Is thin
onough for the characters to show
through:

Eheh lesson containg 4 dozen ohar-
neiers, and some hoys consume a great
deal of time in learning even one les-
#son.  The first book contains two hun-
dred and soventy-six lines, of six char-
nctors ench.  The socond book con-
tulns a thousand characters, and all
of these the children commit to mem-
ory without knowing what they sig-
nify. Tt sevms queer to soo the boys

bow low hefore tablets in
honor of Confucius, the philoso-
pler and law - giver,  when-

ever they enter the school-rooms, and
it isnlso strange that the girls are
denled the opportunities given the
boys. There is not one glrl's school
in the great city of Canton. The
doughters of rich merchants and well-
to-do people generully have private
tutors, and some of them are highly
educated, but us a rule, there is very
unjust discrimination in favor of boys.

Ile Liked Sausage.

A correspondent sends from Michl
gun a true story of a farmer's dog whe
hnd  been guilty of obtalning goods
under f{alse pretenses.

He is extremely fond of suusages,
and has been taught by his owner tc
go after them for himself, carcying o
written order in his mouth.

Day after day he appeared at the
butcher shop, bringing his master’s
order, and by and by the butcher be-
cnme careless about reading the docu-
ment. Finally. when settlement day
cnme, the farmer complsined that he
was charged with more sausage than
hs had ordered.

The butcher was surprised, and the
next time Lion came In with a slip of
paper berween his teeth, he took the
trouble to look at it  The paper was
blank, and further investigation
showed that whenever the dog felt
craving for sausagza he looked round
for a plece of paper, and trotted off to
the butcher's,

The farmer is something out of
pocket. but squares the account by
bouasting of his dog's intelligence.

His Nazne Was Willlam.

“What Is your name, my little
man P

“Willis when I'm good an' Willlam
when 1 get licked."

~How old are you?

“Ask maw."

“Where do you livet®

*I'o home."

*You look like & bright boy."

*Tell ye, mister, I'm 'way out o'

sight, an' don't you forget it.”

“‘Don’t you think that so brighta
boy as you are ought to be more man.
nerly?"’

+Say, looky here, I'm in it, I am,
un' I ain't goin' 10 let no old dufler
pump mo on private matlers—bye,
bye."

And the precocious child put his
bands in his pockets and wafted him-
solf down the street, whistling “An-
nie Rooney."

The kind old gentleman happened
to be his uncle, just returning from &
long residence abroad, and when
Willie got home that night his name
was Willium.

A Beautiful Deseripilon,

Almost every one knows tho distress
occasioned by a sudden tendency lo
ety nt a time when one wishes Lo ap-
poar particularly unmoved and even
stoleal.

Marjorie never cries when any little
mishap befalls her, and has beesn
known to sustaln without shedding s
tear severs bumps that have rapidly
acquired & black aund blue aspect. Bui
the other duy Araminta, her dearly
loved and tenderly cherished doll, fell
into the open grate and received a
contusion of the nose which was most

unpleasant to contemplate.

Marjorie winked very hard forafew
minutes, and then, running with her
injured Araminta to her mother, she

burled her head in her mother's lap,
sobbing: +“Oh, mamma, I don't want

it s then prepared for the manufac- |0 ery, but my tears have all come un-

tories, The warriors are made from
the bottom of the box; the lid and
sides are used for guns, railway car-
ringes, bicycles, ete.

All this may seem unimportant at
first ®ight, but the utilization of these
old enrdine boxes has resulted fu the
foundation of an enormous manufac-
tory, at which no less than 200 work-
men are employed. 1 went there the
other day, and, no one suspecting me
of being a politieal correspondent, 1
waos ndmitted without difficuluy to a
view of the great arsenal and
its 5,000,000 warriors. The poor
workman, out of whose head the armed
tin  soldier sprung—via the sar-
dine box—is now s rich man, and,
what Is more. an eager and keen-
sighted patriot who, in his sphere,
deserves the gratitude of his country.
Alter rotroating for years the French
tin soldier takes the offensive again;
every year the Gorman spiken bhel-
mats retire from positions conquered
in Froench nurseries, and the time is
not far distant when the tricolor shall
wave over the Berlin toy shops—a
slight revenge on attendant the grent.

A Girl's Composition on Hoys.

Boys is men that have not got as big
as their papas, and girls le young
women that will be young ladies by
and by, * * * Mun was made be-
fore women. When God looked at
Adam he sald to Himself, *Well, I
guess I can do better thun that if I try
again,” and then he made Eve. God
liked Eve so much better than he did
Adam that there has been more wo-
mep in the world than men ever
gince. * " * DBoys sre n trouble
They are very wearing on everything
but soap. * * * If I could have
my way hall the little boys In the
world be lttle girls and the other
Lalf would be dolls. * * * My
puaps is 50 nico to e that I guess bu
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A monkey Fireman,
A friend of the writer owns & mon-
key, which answers to the name of
sJoeko.” The children of the houss

nnd Jocko are beon companions, und

summer afternoon enjoy 1
One

of a
frolle together upon the lawn.

day some one threw a match down,

the grass igniting and making a little
blaze.
Jocko saw It, stopped and looked,

then glanced all around, and seeing a

plece of plank not far off, ran for it
orapt eautlously to the fire, all the
time holding the plank as a shield
between himself and the flame; thon
threw the plank on the fire, and
it down and extinguished it
What child could have rensoned
botter and done more? Although,
perhaps, no danger could have come
from the fire, still no one knows what
the result might have been; and the
monkay evidently believed that pru-
dence is the better part of valor,

That Boy.

His name is not Solomon. There
are many things he does not know
Remember that he Is only a boy. You
were one once. Call to mind what
you thought, and how you felt Give
that boy a chance, Keep near to him
insympathy. Be his chum. Do not
make too muany cast iron laws.
Rule with a velvet hund. Help
himhave s “good time." Answer his
foolish questions. Be patient with his
pranks. Laugh at his jokes. Sweat
over his conundrums. Limber up
your dignity with & game of ballora
half-day's fishing. You can win his
heurt utterly., And hold him steady
in the path ‘that leads higher up,
Thut boy has & soul, and a destiny
reaching high above the mountain
ﬂ:"' He is worth @ milllon times

weight in gold.
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proceeded to unroil
Jogm of silk. Al last ‘one took her

Applied Mathemedles,

“Hydmuhmr"‘ and his voive way storn,
“You must set th,s mstter right;
Wh:‘nt e did that sophomore loave the
1onse
Who seut 1 his card last nlght?"

"HIM work wad pressing, father, deafy
And bis love for (t was great,
He took his lenve and wont anway
Before a quarter of elght™,

Then a twinkle camein her bright blue oye,
And her dimple devpor grow,
“Tls sure no sin to tell him thnt,
For nquarter of elght Is two.™

Belf=Supporting Women.

It Is plensant and hopeful to note
that s0 many of the young women of
Amerlen are learning to value the
mental powers and the education that
wlil make 1t possible for them to sup-
port themselves il the necessity for
doing so should nrice. The daughters
of comparatively wealthy men are not
infrequently found anssisting their
Iithers in the office or counting-room
as type-writers or sccountants,

Many so-called fashionnble ladiese
make Lheir own dresses und bots, we
are told, having gone through a reg-
ular course of instruction in the art
of millinery and dressmaking. An
instance recontly came to the notice
of the writer that has in it o lesson
for women who give no thought to
the state of dependence to which
they would be reduced if thelr parents
or husbands should die, leaving taem
unprovided for.

A lady who had a beauotiful kome
and three little children, and whose
husband wns supposed to be compars-
tively wea 3hy, ont fay found d«rsel’
a widow and almust penniless, her
husband having been engaged in un-
fortunate speculations just before his
death.

The lady's friends were profuse in
their offers of sympathy, while won-
dering *what in the world she would
do now "

She knew just what she would do.
Within n month she hiad opened u mil-
linery establishment that at ence be-
came vory popular and profitable, for
the bonnets she had worn in the past
had been such modols of eleganee that
her foshlonable fricnds were glad o
taks advantage of her good taste.
They never dreamed that she had
made those bonnets hersell, nor did
thoy know that sho hnd privately
given herself a very good business
education.

She was successful from the first,
and the praises she received for her
cleverness and good sense would have
turned the head of a less sensible
woman.

Her Mother Made the Calendar.

Some one the other day thought of
this about a calendar, says Hurper's
Bazar. A daoghter was to go away,
to be gone u loog time, on the other
side of the earth. So the mother,
thinking to bring her good cheer,
bought a enlendar.

Now the ordinary ealendar differs
little from its fellow, except happily
now and then in the way ol guoted
phrase, or blithesome child, or maybe
decorative fruit or flower. More than
that, no ordinary calendar seems an
individual's very own. As how could
it, with its counterpart on anybody's
desk, and its mates all manuiactured
by the dozen?

But the calendar this mother (ade
could be duplicated by no ons, for
this Is what she did. Below the dage
on each leaf thore was a blank space.
She therefore took the calendar apart,
sending its 365 lenves to as many dif-
ferent friends and relatives nsking
euach to write ecme sort of salutation
on this blank spuce below the date.
When these were roturned they were
bound together again and the calen-
dar was given t¢ the daughter, who
knew nothing of what had been done.
She was made o promise, however,
to tear off no leal until the day had
dawned when the leal was due.

What a source of delight sush & eal-
endar would be to an exile from home
con ensily be imagined. Every day a
new surprise, and never to know till
the morrow what friend was to send a
word of good cheer.

The one addition this mother might
make on another caleadur of its kind
would be to ask each friend to keep a
rocord of the date when the greeting,
as it were, fell due; then to remem-
ber both greeting and date, so that
when the exile read it in one of these
far-anway countries she and her friends
at home might, for a moment at least,
stand consciously face to face.

Women Whe Get Shaved.

While being shaved in & Brocklyn
barber's shop recently 4 reporter
heard the rustle of silk beh'nd him,
and ecaught a glimpse of a woman
sweeping through an open door into
an lnner compartment, whers one of
the barbers presently followed her.
Curlosity prompted the reporier to re-
main in the shop until the woman
went out, and be then saw that she
was young snd rather prepossessing
in appearance.

“She is a regular customer,” said
the owner of the establishment, which
is in & very eelect neighborhood on
Prospect Heights.

“Does she eome here to have her
hair trimmed #' he wns asked.

“Not atall. She s shaved every
time, probably twice a month. Al
first she had to submit to & shaving
only once & month, but the heir on her
face has become so perceptible now
that she comes twice ns often.  She
has a growth of hair under Ber chin.
I have severs! women who come herd
for the same jjurpose. They are very
foolish to d< so, for shaving only ‘e
crenses the prowth, both Is quantity
and raplity, Yut they will have iL™

Sho Caulé- )t Wear Wine Color.

They were shopping,

“What shall I get for a new dress,
Clara?

1 am sure I don’s know. [I've al-
most thought myself into the grave
getting up my own wardrobe. Ask
the clerk to show you sume stylish

‘.ll

The clerk

\
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aye nod she asked to sed 1§ nesrer the

bt.
u" ‘Will that dof™ {equired the closlk,
as they drew teward the window.
(), no," said she; that |s wine-
solored, and "‘J husband is a strong

ibitionlst

"Well, madam '’ continned the
Blérk, +'wo have some green waterod
silk; would you like to ses that?"’
+Yes," sald she.
The silk was unfolded. She llked
it, purchased it, snd walked away
happy.
She never saw the polnt

It was
Just as well, perhaps, -

A Way to Prescrve Flowera

To preserve delivate flowers take
vary fine sand, wash it perfeotly clean,
apd when dry, sift v through a fine
sleve into & pnn.  When the sand b
de#p encugh to hold the flowers in an
upright position take some more sifted
sand and catefully cover them. Aspoor
is n good thing to take for this na
it fills in every noodk and erainy with-
out bending or breaking the leaves
When the pan s filled solidly leavc
the Howers to dry for several days. i
is & good plan to warm thesand in the
oven before using it, ns the flowers
will then dry more thoroughly. Iz
taking the sund off great care must
be tuken not to break the leaves
they are now dry and brittle.

I'ansies preserved in this way wil'
keep their shape and Dbrililancy o
color all winter, and many other flow.
ers can be equally suceessfully treat
ed—anything. in fact. where the full
pressure of the sand comes on both
sides of the leaf, otherwise they will
shrivel. Ferns when preserved Io
this wny have a more natural look
than when pressed, and the malden.
hair fern looks aumost as well as whes
it is freshly gathered.

The Long Dress.

The young woman of to-day whe
i# sweeplng Broadway with the tail of
her frock, snys a New York corre
spondent, would do well to remember
the story that was told in the middle
uges about a proud deye who flaunted
niung wilth ner tsll benind her as vain
as a peacock, and yet presenting a
most horrible appearance. For on
this tall sat n collection of little
devils, all fichting as hard as they
could and making her burden very

hard 0 bear. At last, how.
ever, she became consclous of
her folly. and., reachlng a sloppy

pluce, she lifted up the train, and ail
the devils lell in the mire. Her sense
returned to her, and she cut off the
nonsensical length and gave it to be
made ioto flannei petiticoats for the
poor! History doesn't relate how
many petticoats were made out of this
tail, but it is fair to conclude that
there must have been several, else
they would not have been referred to
in the plural number. It may be
mentioned, quite casunlly, that the
little devils sitting on the trained
skirts of to-day are named Dirt and
Rags. She who runs ought to read

the moral of this story.
{

The Art of Walking. '

Some girls walk with a spring,some
with » swinging carriage, some
though they had on high-heeled shoes,
some as i they were breaking in new
ones, others slowly creop along, some
hobble; and ia fact thero are very
few whe walk correctly.

What a glorious thing it would be
if there would be organized in some of
our big cities in the United States,
schools ‘or leaining to walk correctly
—how it would pay—how weall it
would be attended !

I belleve that there Is as much
character nbout & woman's walk, and
it is a8 demonstrative of her naturs.
and ways as the daintily-gloved hand
or booted foot.

A person may ba very careful and
sll that in crossing & muddy thorough-
‘are, but il ¢he has not that daicty
knnck of stepping she will undoubt-
edly spoil all the drowses she may
put on.

Wairh sod criticlss pourself very
accurately. that you may be able ¢
tell where your faults lie.

Homance of a Sulmna.

The favorite wife of the sultan waz
once a poor girl living im the coal
mines of France. She wat a beautiful
girl, and soma charitable psrson found
her occupation in & famout dressmak-
ing establishment in Franon She was
sent to Constantinople with drosset
ordered by the sultan's motker. Noth-
ing more was heard of her for many
years, until a little inheridance was
left her by & rolative and nedces were
posted snsking for her whaeabouts.
In answer to thesas notices & wonder-
ful equipage, escorted by mounted
eunuchs, stopped at the does of the
embassy, and the sultan's omiy legal
wile stepped down to declary hersell
the once Flora Cellin and senounce
the legacy in favor eof her kindred,
who are still poor.

The Scheme Workeds -

Some of the friends of a Pertland
young man called on him the other
evening, says the Lewiston Jeurnal,
and had a pleasant time, but 1 after
mldnﬁzhlhemmn«dhwn rwhy
they did not thank him for his hospit-
ality and leave for home. Asdawn ap-
proached he abruptly left the room.
After a few minutes had passed, es the
young man did not return, the rtg
went to search for him. They g.un
him on the front steps looking anx-
jously about. He was peering ovie the
fence and poking sbout in cormers
""What are you looking for?" said one

of the party. “Oh, 1 was just ]
for the morning paper,” nplm
host, It wor

The Newspaper as an Educhton

Any boy or girl who reads a news-
paper and tukes the trouble to look
up and familiarize himself or hersell
with the location of a&ll tho places
mentioned, will have & presty thee-
ough knowledge ol geography by ¥4
end of the year, without havisg
worked very hard for it. The news
mokss the geography interesting mad
fixes localities in the memeory as sy
gtudy of text-books and atinses can,

Veiocity of Cannotx Balle.
It has been demonstrated that whil
thnﬁmmoonyhn to n came
non scarcely 600 meters
mm‘wl'mwm::th aly
with a velocity, it is claimed, of 50,000,
BOME 60,000, meiers per second.
d raises the tem-
ture of the air at once to 4,000 or
000 degrees causing 1n
many cases the
the meteorite by combustion, gy

—
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The Arizona Catfle G,

Bange, S8an Francises Mouutaius.

/
arks, alit in ench oar; horses
Ar p- 4 n:.h[p': l.ucn:u.- Al on l-hn.honl r.
— ress, Flogstafl, Aris. Jouxs V.
Bencral Managor,

ul
“B3

Horses with this brand
are the properly of the
undersigned.

Hange, Ban Francisca
mountsine,

P. 0. nddress, Chale
landar, Ariz,

Puiuere Hove.

MeMILLAN & GOODWIN.

T brand on right side of nose. Ewes, erop in
Hght and split in oach ear; wethers, crop in m
snd off split in euch ear, Hange, three m

:nﬂ.h of Flagstalf. P. O. addross, Flagetaff,

Horves and mules
brunded s above on
the left thigh belsug
to the andersigned.

Hange on Stone-
man's Lake and Mo-
gollon's monntaine.

Jaxes ALLes, Camp
Verde, Ariz.

ARIZONA LUMBER CO.

Powtotfice ed-
dress, Floag=
staff, Arisons.

. Han
Franecisco
mountains,
P &
H mules
and caltlas
bruoded as o

" - cut.
Cattlo numbered consecutively on left cheak,

BRANNEN, FINNIE & BRANNEN.

w

Cattle branded as in
cat on left side, un|
derslope in both ears,'
dewlap ent apwards, |

Range, Mogollon

mountains, M:

Wi l"'O'I'}’.LL..
Ear marks, sawell In
loft and swallow fork
in right,
Post office address,
Flagstafl, Yavapsl Co,

B Arizona.

Oh el ~ All  increass
wode, 0 3 =T bracdsd  iato

»

JAS, L. BLACK,

Postoffice, Flagwtafl,
Am ight nnd mf
wigl !

bulf miles southwest!
uf‘_?ll I.lnﬂ' i
attle are as

in euti sar mm m-!
derbit in esch eary
hurn?‘ri b same jron
on le I.Ili‘h. |

BABRBITT HROS,
Postoftics address, Flag-

g o T adler,
Mogullon m . |
Brand as n
Aill youn
- :1“ torddi.'nd
AT, S S
ﬁ';fefilf:}‘;&';{fu.&-“““w‘

ht wide;

Borses branded on'
the left shoulder.

Runge from Ash
ereck to the summib
of the Mogollen
mouniains,

pwn the follewing:
the side of animal

r{‘iht side; T cattle, css on
Eln G o

JAB. A. VAIL.

Hange
sontheast of Fiagstafl,

ullﬂﬁhimmuﬂm‘
nare out on

2:-. over alope on
04T,

Postoflice add ress, Flagstafl, Arigsonas.

HARRY FULTON.

—

o e oy
fahci R

Postoffice
Flagstafl, A. T,
Range, San Francis
oo tains.

1 cattles branded ae
e
o s e

Bracx,

Gronax W.

_".3

o gt-nhut
o the nnder
: Francis
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