
tue Tt:u:(;nAPii winr.
Whn wind ar Mowing free and strong

What is it mnrmur n th wirf--.
Half-wa-y Irtwrrn a ih and n.Like wind-mad- e maoic on a Ijre?

la it an echo of the wail:
"She'a gain fat, in Jarful ruin;

Com to u Quickly; do not fail.
If you would hear her peak againr"

Or, 'Jamea is dead. lie died at nine;
The funeral on Monday noon?"

"John Mann ha failed; will drop a liner"
Or, "Try and make a pay me ot soon?"

Or this, perhaps: "Send on the tulle
Concluded no to change the day;

Th bridesmaids, Jenny and Mips Cool;
The wedding, on the l- -t of Maj?

Huh! "Baby's dead! She died last niht"
The wires are almost sobbing now.

Or, Sunk at sea, the schooner lwight;
tier craw went down, we know not how

Yon do not hear it? Then belie re
It may be wrought by memory's pJI

As dreamers say the billows leate
Their haunting sounds id, ocean-shel- l.

5Ira. M. F. Ames in Free Press.

COCSIN TOS,

Cincinnati Times-Sta-r

Mary I am astonished!"
Of course, the grave, elder sister was

astonished. In truth and in fact the lived
in a chronic state-- cf aitonUhment, for
Mary was alvrajs doing something to
astonish her friends and relatives.

Miss Ruth could scarcely credit the
evidence of her own senses in the hazy
glow of the August morning, when she
came out of the shadows of the little
oath porch and discovered that yonder

moving object, half way up the branches
of the huge old pear tree, was not a spray
of leaves, nor a cluster of sun-cheek- ed

pears, but Miss Mary Thorne, comfort-
ably, perched in the crook of the old tree,
her curls all flecked with the sifted rays
of sunshine that came down through the
shitting canopy of leaves, and a book in
her band.

"I don't care!" said the little damsel,
laughing saucy defiance. "It's the
nicest place in the world up here. I feel
just like a bird, with the leaves flutter-
ing against my face and the wind blow-

ing so softly, and I intend to stay here.
Wouldn't you like to come up here,
Buthy? It's easily done. Just put your
foot on that knot, and then"

Ruth who was thirty and weighed a
hundred and sixty pounds, bristled up
with amazement

"Mary Thorne, are you crazy. Come
down this instant."

Indeed I shan't!" said naughty Mary,
tossing the silky shower of hair away
from her forehead, and glancing down
with eyes that shone and sparkled like
two blue jewel-- .

"But we are all going"
"Yes, I understand; you are all going

in triumphal procession to the depot to
render an ovation to the great Professor
La Place, the widest, sagest and grandest
of mankind to whom the Thorns family
have the unutterable honor of being
second cousins, and to escort him solemn-
ly for a month's sojourn at Thorne hall.
Oh, dear," ejaculated Mary, "I wish I
could run away somewhere and hide. I
hate this paragon of prime precision. I
shan't marry him if he asks, and I mean
to behave so badly that he won't dream
of it. No, I am not going with you.
I hate the close barouches and it's too
warm to ride on horseback. I shall stay
at home."

And Mary settled herself so snugly,
with one tiny, slippered foot swinging
down, and her pretty head close to a nest
of blue speckled bird's eggs, that Ruth
gave it up with a sigh of despair.

"Well, then, have it your own way,
you incorrigible romp. I wish you
weren't too big to shut up in a dark
closet, or to have your ears well boxed.'

"It fa a pity, isn't it!" said Mary, de-mure-
ly.

"Of course it is, Mary ! If cousin Tom
Bradly comes this morning, be sure to
explain to him why we are absent and
behave like a young lady, mind!"

"All right!" said Mary, doubtfully.
"I always liked Tom. We used to have
grand romps together."

She sat therein the old pear tree,
Erettier than any hamadryad that might

the mossy old Teteran of
the garden, her cheeks touched with sun-
shine and carmine, her dimpled lips
apart, now reading a line or two from a
book in her lap, now looking up, --apt in
girlish reverie, into the blue bky to
lutea.

And still Mary Thorne sat there
in those forked branches of the old pear
tree.

Suddenly there floated into her leaty
sanctum a pungent, aromatic odor, which
made her lean curiously forward, shading
her eyes with one hand, the better to
penetrate the green foliage below.

Not the late nfonthly roses, not the
amethyst borders of heliotrope, not the
spicy geraniums none of these blossoms
distilled that peculiar smell.

"My patience!" said little Mary, "it's
a cigar."

A cigar it was, and the owner thereof
she could just see a white linen coat

and a tall head covered with black, wavy
curls stood on the porch steps quietly
smoking and indulging in a lengthened
view of the garden slopes.

'That's Tom Bradley 1" said Mary to
herself. "Now, if be thinks I'm coming
down out of this delicious, cool place to
sit up straight in the hot parlors, he's
mistaken! Tom!" she called out, iu a
silver accent of imperative summons,
tad then burst into merry laughter at
the evident amazement at which the
stranger gazed around him, vainly try-

ing to conjecture whence the call had
proceeded. "You dear, stupid Cousin
Tom!' she ejaculated. "iWt stare ofl
toward the cabbage beds. Look straight
up here. You may come up if you please;
there's plenty of room" for both. You
are Cousin Tom, aren't you?" she con-

tinued, u sudden misgivings crossed her
mind.

"Of course I am ; and you are Mary, I
suppossT"

"Mary herself. Up with you, Tom!
Catch hold of this branch there 1 Now
shake hands You saucy fellow I I didn't
say you might kiss me!"

"Well, I couldn't help it; and, besides,
aren't we cousins?" said Mr. Tom, swing-
ing hirnrelf comfortably into a branch
jest above Mary.

Why, Tom, how you have changed!"
cjirlilcd the young lady, pushing back

czb nith ess hsnd, that che might

better view the playmate of her child-
hood's days. Your hair Derer curled so
before; and what a nice mustache you've
got! I shouldn't have knowu you, Tom!"

"No?" said Tom, roguishly.
"And you've grown so tall I declare,

Tom, you're splendid!"
"I could return the compliment, if I

dared. But where are all the rest of the
family! The house below is as empty as
a haunted hall."

All gone to welcome that horrid, poky
old Professor La Place, who has gracious-
ly indicated his willingness to pass a few
weeks with us. Tom, 1 do hate that pro-
fessor."

"Hate him! What for T'
"Oh, I don't know, I'm sure. He is a

snufl-drie- d, conceited old wretch, and
I'll wager a box of gloves he wears spec-
tacles!"

"Nonsense, Mary? Why, he is only
twentv-six.- "

"I don't care; I know he is rheumatic
and wears spectacles, for all that. And.
Tom now if you'll never, never, breathe
a word of this--

"I won't, upon my honor!" said Tom.
"Well, then, papa has actually eot the

idea into his dear old head that I would
make a nice wife for the professor, and

Mary turned away with crimson in-
dignation flashing in her cheeks.

"It is too bad of you to laugh, Tora I
never, never will marry that manl"

"I wouldn't if I were you," consoled
Tom. "But, Mary, wait and see the
man before you decide. Ue may be quite
a decent fellow."

"Nol" said Mary, shaking her head
and biting her cherry lips firmly. "I
hate him beforehand.1'

"What a spiteful little puss you are!"
said her companion, laughing.

"No, Tom, I'm not." And the blue
eyes became misty. "I love papa and
Ruth dearly, and I love almost every-
body. I like you, Tom, but I hate Pro-
fessor La Place. And I want you to
promise, Tom, that you'll be my friend,
and not allow him to tease me into walks,
or rides, or tete-a-tet- es of any kind. Will
you"

Would he? If she had asked him to
precipitate himself out of the pear-tre- e

upon the steps below, with those eyes
fixed on his, he'd have done it; any man
of taste would.

"I promise!" he said, and they shook
hands on it.

What a cozv place for a chat that
gnarled old tree was.

And Mary t there watching Cousin
Tom, how much he had changed in the
ten years that had elapsed since she had
met hiuj, and e wondered whether Tom
was engaged to any pretty girl; somehow
she hoped not. Now, why couldn't Tom
have been rich, like that horrid Professor
La Place, instead of a poor medical stu-
dent, and

And tben the large black eyes were
suddenly lifted to hers, Mary felt as
though he had read every thought in her
mind, and blushed scarlet.

"Come, Tom," she chattered, to hide
her confusion, "we've been here long
enough. Help me down and I will
show you the old sun-di- al that we used to
heap with buttercups when we were
children."

A rumbling of wheels; it was the re-
turning of the carriage, and Mary clung
to Tom's arm.

"The awful professor!" she whispered.
"Now, Cousin Tom, be sure you stand
by me through everything."

"To my life's end!" was the whispered
answer.

But there was no one in the carriage
save Mr. Thorne and Ruth.

It drew up on the grand sweep beside
the two cousins.

"Where's the professor?"
uHe was not at the depot," said Ruth,

anfj
But Mr. Thorne had sprung from the

carriage and clasped both the etranger's
UUIIU3 IU 1113,

La Place, is it possible! Whv. w
have just been looking for yon at Mill
Station."

"lam sorry to have inconvenienced
you, sir," was the reply; but I came by
the way of Wharton, and walked over
this morning."

"Never mind now, so you are safelv
berer exclaimed the old gentleman,
"Ruth, mv dear Marv lt. mo intro
duce vou to your cousin, Professor La
riacd"

Marr had droorjed his arm. nr1 fvut
dismayed.

VlOUtoldme that VOU wer Cousin
Tom."

"That is my name, and I believe I am
a distant cousin by relationship. Now,
Mary," and the black eves snarkled.
"don't be angry because I don't take
snuff or wear soectacles- - I tvrr th
other Cousin Tom's pardon, whoever he
is; but I am very clad he isn't here.
Mary, be just, and don't hate Cousin
Tom because his other name happens to
be La Place."

But nodonbt it was a very perplexing
thing to have two Cousin Toms; and so,
about six months subsequently, Miss
Mary contrived to obviate that inconven-
ience by allowing one of them to assume
a nearer relationship; and in spite of all
her assertion? to the contrary, she is Mrs.
Professor La Place.

For it is a solumn fact in this world,
that whenever a girl says she never,
never will do a thing, she is pretty sure
to do it the first chance she gets; and
Mary is no exception to the general rule.

Civilisation Destroyed by Stimulant.
One of the strongest arguments against

the admission of the Chinese to equal
status with Americans is the wide prev-
alence among them of the opium habit in
some form.

Of this there can be no question; the
validity of the argument is not here
considered. If one turns to India or
Turkey he will find that opium or one
of its correlatives is the national stimu-
lant.

It will have been observed, moreover,
that the civilizations to which the con-
sumers of these powerful nervines beloDg
have passed their zenith; tint up to a
certain period in their history they were
warlike, dominant, aggressive; that
they are now to all intents aud purposes
effete.

To Prevent Funeral.
It is important to the household's

health that the cellar should be rather
light and well ventilated. There should
be, if possible, one or more openings into
warm flues in the chimney stock, so that
the air may be continually changing.

The best way to keep a house drv and
healthy is to use it, living in all the
rooms, either every day, or by turns. A
spare room is usually a damp, ill venti-
lated room, and a hou-- which i not oc-

cupied deteriorates much faster thau one
which is occupied.
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A fltlKXIi OK IfIt'll.
He comes, lut not with clamorous gush,
S'or with echoing ruh;
With tüiceless footfall n the floor.
He com to tuy the bore, the bore!

Soft is his Toe as tintaked bread.
And softer than his u-e, hi head;
His Ulk is flatter than the floor.
Hut j t he Mays the tiore, the bore!

Upon your brow, as black as night.
He smile, with placid mien, polite;
And when you tread un his toes,
'begs pawdon," but he never goes.

You tos exchange in hi face.
He smile, but does not leate Iiis place;
You yawn, you clone your eyes and snore
He does not go the bore, th tore!

Oh, brick we up each window tight.
Shut out the sun, the air, the light;
With iron armor cae the door
He'll still get in the bore, the bore!

IHurdette, in Brooklyn Eagle.

BaM Ball Pitcher'. Ulorjr Shorn a
Little.

Peck's Sun.

One of the new rules adopted by the
National Base Ball League, while it is
a direct blow at the liberty and pursuit
of happiness of the pitcher, neverthe-
less is an excellent one.

It had got to be so that high salaried
pitchers seemed to think all the people
came and paid in their hard-earne- d half
dollars for was to see them pose, and
thereby the game was sometimes pro-
longed unreasonably.

Under the new rules the pitcher can
not take the ball in hi two-thousan- d

apiece-dolla- r hands and fumble it, then
moisten bis fingers and thum with saliva
and wipe them on the side of h'n trous-
ers, cross his right foot around in front
of the left, jut touching the toes of the
former to the eround, stand in this pic-
turesque attitude several second, while
the feelings ot the spectator' are wrought
up to fever heat, and then suddenly un-

tie hi legs and go down in hi pocket
for a chew of tobaco, and wink at the
pretty girl who is watching his contor-
tions through an opera gla.

Any one of the peculiar habits into
which celebrated pitchers have fallen
even to looking with an eagle glance
around the hnz n of the diamond field,
or hitching up his trousers means that
there h no retreat; the ball must be de-

livered immediately thereafter, or it will
be a balk. Of course, the pitcher can go
through all and singular his little

every time he pitches a ball,
but he can't do it and then, when bats
man, umpire and public are all torn up
with suspense, suspend delivervand sing
a song or propound a conundrum to a
short stop.

lie Could Xot Hurt Them.
Ark.nsaw Tra?eler.

Not every man who is ragged, home-
less, penniless, and friendless is a tramp
in the uual acceptation of the word. So
many horrible crimes have been com-
mitted by tramps, that by the term
"tramp" we mean a wild beast bearing
some resemblance to a human being,
who goes about like the spirit of evil.
There are men who have been made
tramps by circumstances over which
they had no control, and who have
neither the courage nor the desire to
commit the slightest wrong. They are
merely walking about to save funeral
expenses. Life has no charm for them,
but they lack the courage to commit
suicide. Like Hamlet, they prefer to
"bear the ill they bave rather than fly
to others that they know not of."

The other day an old fellow who wore
a dingy blue scarf, around his neck, sat
down in the sunshine with his back
against a box. Everybody seemed to be
merry, and the boys gathered around and
made sport of the dd fellow.

"Say," called Miles Grider, "when'd
you get in?"

"Let me alone, boys," replied the old
man.

"He's going to shoot," said some one;
and the boys ran away.

"I'll fix him," remarked Miles, taking
several fire crackers from his pocket.
"I'll lip up an drop 'em behind him."

"If he gets hold of you there will be
fuu," said a freckled face youngster with
a cat fish mouth.

"Think so, Guinea eggs?" replied
Miles. "We'll just see. I ain't afraid
of him."

Miles crept up carefully, dropped the
fire cracker behind the old fellow, and
ran away.

Then the boys laughed at Miles.
"He's an old timer, sure enough," de-

clared Miles. "Come, let's all go up; be
can't hurt us."

They approached. "Mister, we don't
mean no harm," said Miles; "we only
wanted to have a little fun. Mister,
touching his arm, "we didn't My
God, he's dead!"

No, he couldn't hurt them.
TUE WE A III NU OF THE HEARD.

It is not only within the memory of
the "oldest inhabitant," but of persons
of mature life, that a beard upon the
face was not only unfashionable, but a
sign of weakness or "crankiness," more
noticeable a great deal than a man is
nowadays with long curly hair falling to
his shoulders.

In the popular prints, such as those of
American authors Washington Irving,
Cooper and others; pictures of the Amer-
ican Senate, with portraits of Clay,
Webster, Calhoun, Cass and their con-

temporaries the absence of beards and
mustaches is quite marked to the eyes of
one accustomed to the hirsute fashions
of to-da- y.

The mustache was especially obnox-
ious; on a clergymen, an abomination.
No minister couM have had or kept a
pulpit with such an ornament on his
face. On the face of a layman it wa
considered effeminate and dandified
the type of what are now known as
"dudes."

"If you ever come into my house wear-
ing a mustache when you grow up," said
a gentleman to his nephew, then beard-
less by nature instead of nrt, "I will turn
you out of doors." But by the time the
boy was able to produce a mustache the
edict against them had been annulled
and they had become quite common. A
few Abolitionists and Spiritualists wore
long beards, but the most allowed on the
face was a neat tuft of whisk rs just be-

low the ears.
A curious relic of those diys is to be

found on a tombtoue in Worcester
county, Massachusetts, at the grave of a
maa who died in 1773, aged 84 years.
On the obverse of his mooument may be
read the words: "Persecuted for wear-
ing his beard." If the traditions about
his life and experiences are trustworthy,
no martyr ever suffered much more for

his fondest religious beliefs than "Old
Jew Palmer" did for his beard. He was
not an "old Jew" at all, but was called
so fifty years ago on account of his long
and venerable beard. He was looked
upon as a monster aud fiend, and his
name was used to frighten little chil-
dren with.

Everybody else was shaved clean; so
he was hooted at in the streets talked
about in the country store, bullied by
his neighbor.-- , wrestled with by the
clergyman, in the vain hope that he
would consent to follow Samson's ex-
ample and "be as other men" by having
his hair cut.

Once four men arrived with shears,
laid violent hands upon him for the pur-
pose of removing the obnoxious appen-
dage whether or no. He struggled
against his fate, but was nearly over-
powered, when he drew his jack-knif- e

aud freed himself by stabbing two of his
assailants in the legs.

For refusing to pay the fine imposed
he remained in jail over a year, but was
finally released.

His wearing a beard was probably not
his only, even if his chief, offense. He
was a violent anti-slaver- y man, and be-

lieved in total abstinence, so that his
beard was partly a pretext for his treat-
ment. His refusal to furnish liquor to
his men in the hay field also made him
very unpopular. And a good deal of
light is thrown upon the liquor question
of that time by a mother s refusal on
this account to let her boy work for him.
"He is too mean to allow the boys a lit-

tle liquor, she said.
The wearing of the beard itself in

those days, although considered barbar-
ous and outlandish, was generally the
mode of a broad protest against the
whole established order of thing?; wheth-
er it was slavery, liquor drinking or
male sufierage. The long hair and beard
were the reforms which their wearers
advocate what the red flag is to com-
munism, or the "wearing of the green" to
Irish independence.

"Blame It All On Me!''
A grand crash a shower of flying

splinters bump! bump! and the coaches
settled back on the rails, and the passen-
gers picked themselves up and cried out
to each other that there had been a col-

lision.
So there had. Freight No.17 was pulling

in on the side-trac- k, but the day express
thundered down on her while the long
train was yet a third of its length on the
main track.

Some one had blundered. Some one's
watch was off time. Some one must be
held responsible for the accident.

Under the overturned locomotive was
the fireman dead. Near him was the
engineer, pinned down to the frozen
earth by one of the drivers, and when he
had been relieved a doctor, who was
among the passengers, knelt beside him
and said:

"Arm broken, leg broken, foot crushed
to a pulp. He cannot live."

Who had blundered? Who had dis-
obeyed orders? The conductors of the
two trains were comparing watches
and orders, wheu the engineer beckoned
them.

"I alone am to blame!" he whispered.
"I wasn't due here until 10:10 und it
was just 10:05 when I struck the freight.
1 was ahead of time running on her
time."

So it was, so it was, whispered the two
conductors.

"This morning when I left home,"
continued the engineer, "the doctor was
there. Our little Jennie our 6-ye- ar old

was sick unto death. In her delirium
she kept crying out: 'Don't go, papa
don't leave little Jennie to die!' It was
like a knife in my heart to leave her,but
go I must. I was leaving the house when
the doctor put his hand on my shoulder
aod said: "Tom, my boy, by 6 o'clock to-

morrow morning she'll either be dead or
better."

"What a long day this was to me!" he
went on after a bit. "When I pulled out
of the depot to night, headed for home
and Jennie, I wanted to fly. I kept giv-
ing her more steam, aud I kept gaining
on my time. We arn't due till 7, you
know, but I wanted to be in at 6 ayel
an hour before that. When the thought
came to me that Jennie might be dead
when next I entered the door I should
have pulled the throttle wide open if the
fireman hadn't grabbed my arm."

"Poor man!" they whispered asheshud-d- e

red with pain and seemed to be ex- -
haunted.

Yes, blame Jit all on me!" he whis-
pered. "No. 13 had five minutes more to
jret in, and he'd have made it all right,
but I ftole her time. And now and now

He lay so quiet for a moment that the
doctor felt for his heart to see if it still
beat.

"And now that's her that's Jennie.
She's beckoning she's calling! Right
down the track over the high bridge

through the deep cut I'm coming
coining!"

And men wiped tears from their eyes
and whimpered:

"He has found his child in death!"

The Fatuity or the loetle JIaula
St Louis Hepublican.

The disposition to write poetry, or
what its authors call poetry, is one of the
sentimental mysteries of modern times.

As an intellectual emplopment it
yields no financial fruit, and it invol-
ves much waste of time and wory of
mind.

Not one person in 10,000 read its pro-

duct, but notwithstanding all these dis-
couraging circumstances, it is per-
sisted in with an enthusiasm that noth-
ing can abate until it slowly evapo-
rates under the influence of a cold
neglect.

Iu seme instances the vitality of this
enthusiasm is quite indestructible. Not
even failure of recognition or satirical
criticism can quench it, and outlasting
youth, it keeps the mind coquetting with
the muse.aud framing fancit--s into rhyme,
while the head is whitening for the final
harvest.

It is. a disposition, tendency, impulse,
or whatever niav be its proper designa-
tion, that crueily misleads its victims.
They are incapable of judging of the
merits of their own compositions, and,
while they invite criticism, like the bish-
op "Gil Bias," they resent it useless it
is favorable.

They tar the good nature of their
friends, exhaust the patience of editors,
and expend their own intellectual
strength in a vain attempt to do some-
thing which the irreversible decree of
nature has made it quite clear they can
never accoliah.

JOY.

Tak1 joy hrrrip.
And make a f in thy vr"! hr 1t hr.And give her tim to yn Ht.d rhTih fcr;
Then will she corn nl fit i ill shi. t ihe.
When thou art worknii; in th- - fnrnws; ay,
Or weedinsr iu th fHt r l hour of i iw n.

It is a comely f.ihin t 1. g'ad:
Joy is the grace we tay to God.

There is a ret remaining. Ht thfu inne-i-

There is a Kacrifioe. Lift up thy
The lovely worl.i anl the ovr-r-wor- alike
King with a Fons: etf-rne-, a happy rede:

"Thy Father lore- - thee."
(Jean Ingelow.

Another Question Settled.
Photography ha? just enabled a daring

artist ta distinguish himself, as well a
slightly enlarge the world's store of in-

formation. It was the photographing of
a tiger and a buffalo at the instant they
were in deadly conflict. The affair had
been previously arranged, a buffalo being
tethered to a stamp and a tiger let !oo;e
upon him. The one beat of the heart
that intervened between the blow of the
tiger's paw and the victim's positive
surrender of existence, suffice for the
photographer to catch and fix, with un-
erring fidelity, the attitudes of the flayer
and slain. By this triumph of art i,
settled the much moated qutsilmof how
a tiger kills its pray.

A Hind Above TriUet.
The Hour.

A large, healthy and equable temper-
ament ought to be able to occupy its-el- f

with those questions, the grandeur of
which crowds from the mind the multi-
tude of little splenetic emotions which
are like the pricking of poisoned pins.

We do not mean to say that a tudy
of logarithms will console the man who
ia suffering from wounded love, or that a
relentless course of logic i a panacea for
disappointment and ingratitude. And
yet it is true that when the brain i fully
absorbed in some work the soreness of
the heart ceases for the time to be felt.
The question is how to impel a nature
not of the strongest to sucetfully peek
this form of distraction. For here it is
not the first step only which but
every step. The effort of the will has to
be incessant. It has to be sustained in
the midst of heart-beating- s that will not
be stilled, and the probability is that
when so many perturbations exist the
deflection will be great.

Besides, the consolation offered by
what is generally called pleasure is much
easier. Sensual enjoyment can so readily
and cheaply be attained, and, at any
rate while the senses are young and the
colors of life vivid, the temporary relief
is certain.

Persons of strong and rightly fashioned
wills can, of course, easily do what they
wish in creating a legitimate self-diversio- n;

but this ort of will does not usu-
ally reside, alonp with lofty intellect, in
a nature in which the softer emotions
have considerable sway.

"Ul'.VtMETItY."
What the Measure of a Women ft er It

and Toe Deteriiiiae.
Atlanta Constitution.

"Whatl you fit my dress by mersuring
my neck?" said an Atlanta lady of fash-
ion to the dressmaker.

"That is all I want," was the reply.
"Dear me," said the lady, "how

strange."
"Gynametry is the name of the

science," said the lady with the measure.
"The system of measuring the female
figure was discovered by me after years
of patient study and hard work. Pro-
fessors Bartlett and B ittle gave the new
science the name of 'gynametry ,' which
is made up of the Greek words that mean
female measurement. The rules, how-
ever, which apply to the female figure
apply with equal and absolute force to
the male figure."

Do you moan to say you can make
my dress fit bv simply measuring my
neck?"

"I do, if I fee you."
"And if you don't see me?"
'Then I must know the measure of

your neck, the measure of your waist,
and which toe U longest."

"Dear me! Why : you want to know
wbich too is longest ?"

"If your big toe i longest your should-
ers ate square. If your second toe is
longest your thoulderx are drooped, and
the waist is correspndingly shorter.
Drooping shoulders are those that slope
from the neck outward not stooped
shoulders."

"Has your system any connection with
the theory of twice nrüund the wrist is
once around the neck, etc."

"Not at all. This is fallacy. It will
not work out. It is impossible to meas-
ure the human form with a tape line.
You simply cannot measure the back to
save your life. But my system does it.
and 1 can make a lady's dress and never
see her, by fimply having the measure-me-n

ta lb a t IhaveiwmeaV
HUMAN JUSTICE.

Texas Sifting.
It must have frequently occured to

the most casual observer of human
affairs, that justice is a mere mockery.
The man who is bad is just as apt to en-

joy health and happiness as the man
who goes to church and leads an exem-
plary life. Iu fact, it would seem as if
the good were singled out for persecu-
tion. They certainly seem to have more
than their share of bad luck. An illus-

tration, on a small scale, of how the bad
escape while the good are punished for
the sins of the bad, occurred in Austin a
short time ago.

A small cart, to which a donkey was
attached, was left standing in front of a
schoolhouse. The driver had gone iuto
a neighboring saloon to slake his thirst.
The mischievous boys gathered arouud
the vehicle and proceeded to annoy the
animal by punching him in the abdomen
aod other parts with aharp sticks. They
also imparted a spiral shape to his tail
by twisting it. Tbey also tied the
donkey's ears together much to the dis-

comfort of the animal, ut much to the
amusement of the urchins, who deserved
the severest punishment for their cruel-
ty. Did the thunderbolts of heaven fall
upon them and destroy them? Hardly
any.

A small boy named Smith was stand-
ing off a short distance looking on. He
had been a good boy even before he was
weaned. He never gave his friends any
trouble. He went to Sunday School and
brought home medals. It this affair he
was really sympathizing with the donkey.
He took no part whatever in the hazing
of the poor brute. On the contrary he
was shedding tears over the cruelty of

the bad boys, when suddenly the pro-
prietor of the animal emerged from the
saloon. He charged furioudy upon the
boys. They saw him in time, and fled
in every direction, making good their
escape. The good little boy did not run.
He had done no wrong. Conscious in-

nocence made him bold. The driver of
the donkey came down upon the good
little boy like an avalanche, boxinc his
ears until he had a slight hemmorhage
of the nose. The boy, whore sense of
justice was also injured, ruähed into the
school to inform the principal. Unfor-
tunately one of the teachers was coming
out of the door at the same moment, and
he was almost impaled by the impetu-
ous youth. In fact, the two colliding
bodies were almost telescoped by the
collision. Fortunately, the teacher re-

tained his presence of mind. Without
:iking for an investigating committee,
he dealt the luckier youth a box on the
e ir that sounded like hitting a beet-stea- k

with the rlt ide of an ax. For a
second time the boy detected the
heavenly bodies. - We mean, of course,
he s nv

'l'h- - good little boy did not linger
ar-oin- the teacher, who was partially
doubled up from the force of the col-

lision, but was nevertheless lifting his
Ix Kt to kick. The boy kept right on up-
stairs, until he rushed almost breathless
into the room of the principal. As
soon as he was able to do so, ti c pupil
said:

" Th teacher boxed my ears, and I
hadn't touched the donkey."

"Call your teacher a donkey, do you?"
ej icul ited the principal, livid with rage
at the slur at the professor; and once
more the good little bunday School lxy
got it rieht and left, more constellations
bursting upon his enraptured vision. It
seemed to him as if he had suddenly sat
down in front of a drug store.

The idea th.it had been instilled into
the youthful mind of that boy, that the
good were rewarded and the bad pun-
ished, is undergoing tome modification,
at which we can hardly wonder.

A Hypocrite 4 on lured of Iii
Own hiuccrif y.

When nature and history combine in
the construction of a character, human
imagination is at a discount.

Neither Moliere in "Tartuffe" nor
Shakspeare in "Bichard III." have dared
to present on the stage a hypocrite con-

vinced of his. own fiucerity, a Cain who
believes Jthat he is Abel, Here is Robes-

pierre iu a colossal theater, performing
before 100,000 spectators, on the 8th of
June, 179G, in the grandest day of his
glory, the festival of the Supreme
Being, the revounding triumph of his
doctrine, the official consecration of his
papacy.

In him the personages are dual, just
as in that revolution he represents; one
is apparent, courts inspection, is all on
the outside; the other is concealed, full
of dissimulation, all within itself ; but
the second nature plasters over the
first.

The first, all fixed up for parade, has
been forged out of his reasoning brain;
the otlier is so fictitious as the solemn
farce to be played cround him.

In conformity with the program ar-
ranged by D.ivid, the people who are to
file before an allegorical mountain are to
m:tke certain gestures for which they
have been schooled, and to bowl particu-
lar cries, all ordered, under the eyes of
Henriot and his gendarmes at a stted
time to give themselves over to pre-
scribed emotions. At 5 o'clock in the
morning "the friends, brothers, gpouses,
parents, children are to do some hugging.

An old man, his eyes moUt
with the joyful tears, is to declare that
he feels young again." At sharp 2, on
the terraces ol the Sainted mountain,
"everything is to be in movement and
agitation visible. In this division moth-
ers are ti press their babies while suck-
ling them, in another the mothers are to
clutch their male infanta and present
them to the authors of their being; at a
precise time the sons, inflamed with
martial fire, are to brandish their swords
and place them in their father's hands.
Partaking of the enthusiasm of their son?
the old men must embrace them and be-

stow on them their paternal benedictions.
All the men on the (first) refrain.

All the women in the field of re
union will chant in chorus the (neeond)
refrain. All Frenchmen will
mingle their sentiments in a fraternal
kiss." An idyl worked up under the di-

rector's baton is put in contrast with
moral symbols and card-boar- d divinities.
For the first time " Bobespierre's face is
inspired it beams with joy, and his
scribblers' enthusiasm slops over aa usu-
al, in bookish phrases." "There," he
says, "is the most interesting portion of
humanity. The whole universe is as-

sembled. Oh, nature, how sublime, how
delicious is your power! How tyrants
pale before the idea of this festival! As
for himself is he not its finest ornament?
Was he not unanimously chosen to pre-
side over the convention ar.d to conduct
the ceremony?

Ex-Treaan- re Spinner Signatare.
Wash. Cor. to Columbu Journal.

This fact called to the mind of Assist-
ant Treasurer Graves an amusing inci-

dent during Treasurer Spinner's admin-
istration.

"One day," said Mr. Graves, "a letter
was received with a Confederate note in-

closed. The sender wrote that, as the
United States had confiscated the assets
of the late Confederacy, he supposed the
liabilities would be assumed, and he
trusted that the bill would be promptly
exchanged.

The Treasurer was in one of his gouty
moods that day, and in answer to my re-
quest for instructions in replying he
growled, 'Tell him to go to h .'

In obedience to the order I wrote a
letter in which it was stated that, as the
headquarters of the concern which issued
the note had been removed to the place
of inception, the infernal regions, the
Treasurer advises you to present the
note there for payment in person.

Mr. Spinner laughed dryly as he
signed the letter, and remarked that he
supposed this would close the correspon-
dence. We heard nothing from the
writer for some time and had about for-
gotten the incident, when one day a let-
ter was received from him again, in
which he ajK)logized for the delay in
answering, and said it had been due to
the time consumed in complying with
the advice of the Treasurer. He added :

"I have been to the place indicated,
and was so fortunate as to find the Old
Boy himself behind the counter. Much
to my surprise he cached the note at
once, with the remark that old Spinner's
indorsement was good there At any
Urne." '

)

AN IDEAL. AMERICA.
Olirer Wendell Holm.

If there is any person in the world to
be envied, it is the one who is born to in
ancient estate, with a long line cf family
traditions and the means in his hands of
shaping bis mansion and his domain to
his own taste, without losing sight of all
the characteristic features which iur
rounded his earliest years. The Ameri-
can is, for the most part, a nomad, who
pulls down his house as the Tartar pulls
up bis tent poles. If I bad an ideal Ufa
to plan for him it would be something
like this:

His grandfather should be a wise,
scholarly, large-braine- d, large-heirte- d

country minister, from whom he should
inherit the temperament that prediipotes
to cheerfulness and enjoyment, with thi
finer instincts which direct life to noble
aims and make it rich with the gratifica-

tion of pure and elevated tastes and the
carrying out of plans for the good of
his neighbors and his fellow creatures.

He should, if possible, have been bora
at any rate have passed some of his
early years, or a large part of them,
under the roof of the good old minister.
His father should be, we will ray, a busi-
ness man in one of our great cities a
generous manipulator of millions, some
of which have adhered to his private
fortunes in spite of his liberal use of his
means.

His heir, our ideally placed American,
should take possession of the old house,
the home of his earliest memories, and
preserve it sacredly, not exactly like the
Santa Casa, but, as nearly as may bejust
as he remembers it.

He can add as many acres as he will to
the narrow house-lo- t. He can build a
grand mansion for himself if he chooses,
iu the not distant neighborhood. But
the old house and all immediately round
it shall be as he recollects it when he hid
to stretch his little arm up to reach the

door-handle- s.

Then, having well provided for his
own household, himself included, let him
become the providence of the village or
the town where he finds himself during
at least a portion of every year. Its
schools, its library, its poor and perhaps
the new clergyman who has succeeded
grandfather's successor may be one of
them all its interests, he shall make his
own. And from this center his benefi-
cence shall radiate so far that all who hear
of his wealth shall also hear of him as a
friend to his race.

Is not this a pleasing program? Wealth
is a steep hill, which the father climbs
slowly and the son often stumbles down
precipitately; but there is a tableland
continuous with it, which may be found
by those who do not lose their head in
looking down from its sharply cloven
summit.

Our dangerously rich men can make;
themselves hated, held as enemies of the)
race, or beloved and recognized as its
benefactors. The clouds of discontent
are threatening, but if the gold-pointe- d

lightning-rod- s are rightly distributed the
destructive element may be drawn off
silently and harmlessly. For it cannot
be repeated too often that the safety of
great wealth with us lies in obedience to
ine new version oi me oia world axiom,
Richesse oblige.

Wilkes Booth's Dodj.
New York World.

R. R. James, an old guardsman of the
Washington Arsenal, writes "to let the
people know that J. Wilkes Booth is not
living." And this: is his reason for think-
ing so: I

"As to J. W. Booth's living, I take
pleasure in announcing that it could not
ks, ovs, ivi uwiu n a? luo t UJ XJUSkOU Vvt
bett, and his body taken to the Washing-
ton Arsenal.

"One night when I was on guard,
about 3 or 4 o'clock in the morning, on
the dock, I saw a naval vessel come
abreast of the arsenal and appeared as if
she was afire with blue and red lights
and throwing signal rockets; and then a
large ship's boat came to the dock, and I
challenged them and got the countersign
and passed them.

"They went into the arsenal and
brought out Booth's body and took it in
the ship's boat, and the boat took it to
the ship, and then the ship appeared as
if on fire and threw up rockets and sailed
down the bay; and then the ship re-

turned in a week, and I ated one of the
sailors and he said they fired Booth's
body away in a sixty-four-poun- d Col-
umbian gun into the Atlantic Ocean.

"I being a soldier at the same time and
doing duty at Washington Arsenal, and
what I saw while a soldier there and
guarding and hanging Mrs. Surrat and
the rest of the conspirators, and which I
state to be true, I know Booth's body
never took the sod."

An Unpleasant Experience.
Leisure Hour.

A newspaper correspondent lately
narrated an awkward experience to
which the friend of a lunatic was sub-
jected.

She went to the asylum, without hav-
ing previously announced her intended
visit to the medical man, whose permis-
sion we should have thought was neces-
sary in such circumstances.

The porter, having admitted her, is
said to have duly passed her on to one of
the matrons with the words, "To visit a
female patient," but the nurse appears'
to have taught only the last word of the'
sentence, and a mistake resulted which
cos--t the visitor a good deal of unpleas-
antness, to say the least of it.

The stranger was taken to the top of
the building, under the belief that she
was going to see her friend, and then she
was suddenly shut into an empty room.
Shortly afterward a nurse entered, and,
to the consternation of the visitor, at
once proceeded to undre&s her. Protes-
tation and remonstrances were alike un-
availing, and firmly, though not un-
kindly, the poor woman was stripped
and placed in a bath, after which she
was forcibly put to bed.

By this time the mistaken lunatic was
of course in a frantic state of alarm,
which only favored the belief that she
was really a mad woman.

Where this gruesome farce might have
ended it is not pleasant to contemplate,
but by a lucky accident the mitake
was discovered later In the day, and the
unfortunate woman was set at liberty
with proiuse apologies. It is satisfactory
to hear, under the circumstances, that
no complaint has been made as to uDdue
severity on the part of the nurse, as is
sometimes the cae ia private asjluius.
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