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HOW GRANDMA L O p . 
Grandmothe r Lisa would no t l e t me 

t a k e g randfa ther ' s min ia ture exoep t 
when I had been very good, so i t was 
considered by me as a saored object, 
a n d to this day I cannot; look a t i t 
without feelings of tends r n e s s ^ F l t re
calls not only i ts own envi ronment , 
b u t all t ha t per ta ined to the dea r old 
lady—her lit t le emaciated face, fram
e d with r ibboned locks of white ha i r , 
wh ioh had the soft and golden t i n t of 
t silk cocoon, t he short , watered silk 
4 ress , the yellow lace of h e r cap and 
neckerchief. 

I see again, t hanks to t h a t p ic tu re , 
h e r chamber close a t hand; t h e g r e a t 
bed, hung with figured J o u y our ta ins , 

•no longer made, though stil l imi ta ted ; 
Sixer easy chair covered with s t r iped 
velvet , of a br i l l iant blue, over which 
t h e light, s t reaming t h r o u g h musl in 
cur ta ins , th rew the h u e of a s i lvery 
f r a y ; the chiffonier of rosewood where 
h e r kni t t ing lay, and where t he bows 
of he r huge gold spect i d e s loomed in 
e i g h t 

The precious mina tu re was k e p t in 
•an old casket lined with faded rose 
silk, which exal ted t he perfume o f t h e 
Iris, so l ight and delicate t h a t i t ap 
peared a sensation of the memory 
^rather than a rea l odor. 

How many t imes I mused over t he 
precious ivory in weird, chi ldish 
d reams , in which respect was mingled 
w i t h a large measure of lively cur i 
osi ty. I used to th ink of the t ime 
when my young grandfa ther had l ived 
—for, not having seen him, I could 
form no image of h im bu t one young 
and elegant, as he was p ic tu red—a 
t ime so different from oura, when 
-every man must have had larger eyes, 
finer cut features, lips m a r e reserved 
a n d always smiling, and a beardless 
face. Full of admira t ion for th is fairy 
grandfather , I scarcely dared smile a t 
t h e coat with its monstrous collar, or 
t h e c rava t encroaohing on the chin, in 
which the neck appeared to be in 
•torture. 

B u t I did not say what I thought , 
p e r h a p s not to ge t laughed a t for 
•notions which I felt were absurd, b u t 
which I cl ing to so much t he more. 
•Such a r e children, and somet imes 
"Children of a l a rge r growth. T h e 
curiosi ty excited by the por t r a i t had 
grown with my growth and stran g th-
e n e d with my s t rength . I had entered 
m y teens, t he down on the l ip was jus t 
s t a r t ing , and I had some v.ague 
not ions about love. I could not 
imagine how Grandmother Lise, who, 
i t .eemed to me, niust a lways h a v e 
been old and wriukled, could ever 
have been loved by the young and 
bri l l iant original of t h a t por t ra i t . I 
tu rned to her abrupt ly and almost un
consciously: 

" G r a n d m a Lise, how was i t t h a t you 
came to mar ry Grandpa Octave?" 

T h e quest ion had scarcely escaped 
m y lips when I began to blush to t h e 
roots of my hair , for I - h a d perce ived 
from g randmothe r one of those pleas
a n t but pene t ra t ing looks wi th which 
s h e was accustomed to read t he 
though t s of her favorite grandson, 
which, a l though affectionate, did n o t 
o n tha t account cause less embar rass 
m e n t . Ins tead of a re tor t—the sha rp 
repar tee which she knew how to use 
in the style of persons raised by p a r 
en t s imbued with the sp i r i t of t h e 
e igh teen th century, the search a t 
every tu rn for the q u a i n t and keen 
-expression—hor face was i r r ad ia t ed 
by a smile and he r dull eyes were r e 
an imated by the lus ter of one of those 
tedrs of the aged which a re rounded, 
b u t do not fall. 

Had she understood me? Pe rhaps 
so. At all events I had awakened 
memories which she was wil l ing to 
rev iew, in words a t least, for which 
t h e mischievous expression which 
made h e r look young again, she an
swered me pleasant ly: 

"How was it, do you ask? I t was 
ve ry simple. W e deserted each other. 
T h a t was i t !" 

I could not restrain my a m a z e m e n t 
S h e expected i t and continued viva
c ious ly : 

"Yos, my boy, Octave and I detes ted 
•-each other. I t was qui te na tura l . 

W e were cousins-german, a lmost 
b ro the r and sister, but very unl ike . 
Lively, unruly, in exuberan t hea l th , 
h a v i n g black eyes always laughing. I 
was , about the year 1810, one of the 
mos t turbulent of the young c r e a t u r e s 
who wore the ha i r curled a la Titus, 
a frock of pr inted calico fitting close 
unde r the arms, and embroidered 
panta le t s p laying loosely over laced 
shoes. Laugh, laugh, my dear child, 
bu t it was the exact costume tba t your 
s is ter Camille would have sported if 
s h e had lived a half century earlier . 
H e was pale, hav ing blue veins run-

„' iring over h is forehead, and eyes b luer 
i.yet; a mild exprebsion, almost sickly, 
i h e was so sedate and reflective. He 
r e s e m b l e d you, darl ing, ana tha t is 

w h y I have always, preferred you to 
J^pthers. Be careful not to boast of i t . " 
| | t H e r wrinkled hand fondled my h a i r 
a n d neck, and her cold mouth brushed 
m y forehead with a kiss. I was, as 

-ever, pleased, and ye t impat ient of 
t h i s hab i tua l caressing, which, too 
often for my taste, in te r rupted t he 
stor ies t h a t she told me. 

Sl ipping from h e r embrace I brought 
•her back to the subject. f ^ m i 4 

"Wel l ! you did not detest h i m sim
ply because h e did not resemble you, 

^grandma. T h e r e was something else. 
\Wna t was it? Tell m e . " 

" l ' e s , there was something" else. 
T h i s l i t t le gent leman was never in 

harmony wXth the res t of h is cousins 
(and the re were p lenty of t h e m ) , in 
cutt ing up a thousand pranks , dabb l ing 
in the puddles, building castles of sand 
and dirt , c l imbing t rees , p laying rob
ber, fighting—yes, fighting. W h a t was 
more, as if to scorn us h e h a d forever 
a l iking to read under our noses dur
ing play hours out of one of those old 
books. 

•*He a t least looked down on us. I 
saw i t in the way h i s l ip curled when 
he saw me coming, as I often' did a t 
the head of a romping troop, wi th 
cheeks as red as mulber ry blood, h a i r 
disordered and dress in ta t t e r s . H e 
said nothing, and t h a t was worse. A 
calm so insolent! a silence so insul t ing! 
I would have beaten h im if I had 
da red . " 

"You must have been naughty , 
g r a n d m a ! " 

" I though t so, child; I often t h o u g h t 
so. But I don ' t th ink so now. I s much 
to be expected a t t h a t ageP A fine age, 
all t he same!" 

"And then " 
" T h e n — t h a t continued for y e a r s 

and years . I, sti l l tu rbu len t and giddy 
with play; he, always reading and 
point ing a t us , unt i l h e was fifteen 
years old and I twelve. At t h a t t ime 
he had to leave Pa r i s with h is pa ren t s . 
I did not see h im again for six or seven 
years after. I was no longer a l i t t le 
gir l , you know; my ha i r sti l l curled, 
and t h a t was my despair , for t he fash
ion of head-dress a la Chinese had 
come in—all the ha i r drawn to t h e top 
—c nd I could not succeed in smooth
ing mine according to the style. My 
dresses had been lengthened out. 
Pr inted calicoes were no longer worn, 
but muslins, and very beautiful leg-of-
mutton sleeves. In the mean t ime I 
had not ceased be ing spr igh t ly and 
jovial, and sometimes, only occasion
ally, noisy. 

"As for h im he was the same fellow 
as when he left, except t h a t h e had 
Jight whiskers , which were quite be
coming. He pressed my hand ceremo
niously ins tead of kiss ing me as I h a d 
expected, which somewhat i r r i t a ted 
me, because I h a d planned, as I stil l 
detested h i m so m u c h in memory, to 
tu rn to h im only t he t ip of t he ear. 
Then , with scant courtesy, he seemed 
to pay no further a t tent ion to me—me 
whom everybody else was noticing. 
I felt outraged. 

" I saw t h a t he l imped a li t t le, hav
ing recent ly fallen from h i s horse . 
T h a t passed away afterward. Th i s 
lameness I made up my mind to turn 
to account for revenge . W e were a t 
an uncle 's in the country, where I 
made a visi t every year . Octave had 
scarcely gone out before I began 
walking round the par lor imi ta t ing 
his ha l t ing step and formal manner . 
I t set every one laughing . Ela ted with 
my success, I was t ry ing i t over aga in 
when he came in and surpr i sed me. i 
expected reproaches . Wonder! He 
did not appear to feel hur t , or to ob
serve my mischievousness. I never 
detested h im more. 

" I n the evening t he re was a grand 
d inner , ' My cousins had b rough t one 
of t he i r friends whom I considered a 
coxcomb and whom I avoided, especial
ly as he took pains to single me out 
for h is pretent ious compliments. H e 
at tached himself t o m e wi th famil
iar i ty and vanquishing a i rs which 
would have pu t me beside myself if I 
had not seen t h a t Octave was frown
ing. Ah! t h a t displeases you, I 
thought . Well , my lad, you may 
plague yourself. Then I got absorbed 
with the idea of p l a y i n g t he amiable 
with this reckless fellow. H e took 
advantage of i t and was so t roublsome 
t h . . t l went out in t h e dark to escape 
his ridiculous at tentions. H e followed 
me. Already the effects of d r i n k i n g 4a 
good deal of champagne had been ap
parent : outside i t was still worse. 
T h e phrases which h e addressed to me 
commenced finely, bu t did not finish. 
The beginning were sufficient and I 
wanted no more. I turned my back 
and scampered away. Notwi ths tand
ing ray bravery I had had enough. 
Alas! h e r an after me, seizing my 
hand and t ry ing to stop me. This t ime 
my fear was so s t rong tha t—" 

"You began to c ry?" 
"Not exactly. I drew away my hand 

and gave i t to h i m again , not as h e 
wished, but on his face—"slap bang ! " 

"Bravo, g randma!" 
"Do not applaud so quickly. Octave, 

w r o had rejoined us, had a t tended my 
confirmation, and made tha t a p r e t e x t 
to in tervene between me and my pur
suer. The next morning , held respon
sible for my slap, h e had a t i l t with t h e 
imper t inent fellow and scra tched him, 
fortunately not very deeplv, so t h a t t h e 
adven tu re ended bet ter than m i g h t 
have been feared." 

"You did 'not detest h im any longer, 
grandma, did you?" 

"Qui te the contrary. - By what r igh t 
had he interfered? I was furious about 
it, t he more furious as everybody 
scowled aib me, a t t r ibu t ing the trouble 
to my flirting. So quite roused up, I 
decided to go i nd tell th is officious 
youth once for al l what I though t of 
him. t * v / Sr f$fos 0%^X%^ 

"Oh, g r a n d m a . " >m t 

"Sir, I said to himr—I could think*of 
no t e rm more fitting and disparaging 
—"s i r , you must tel l m e b y what„r ight 
you persecute me so?" ' ^ 

She looked a t me slyly in silence, 
for I was dumbfounded in my boyish 
simplicity of th i r t een years , wi th 
whom the feelings h a d ye t na tura l 
play. 

" I t was cheeky, wasn ' t i t? JTor i t 
wa^ I who had always persecuted 

h i m . But i t a lways happens t h a t one 
t a lks nonsense when a l toge ther wrong 
«nd dyinar with r a g e for not being 
r ight . I expected t h a t h e would get 
angry, bu t h e did not. His eyes were 
fixed upon me with s ingular mildness, 
and he said calmly and slowly: r 

" 'Now, what have I done, LiseP 
Tel l me . ' 

" 'Wha t have you doneP1 oried L 
•What have you doneP' 

" T h e n I perceived t h a t t he mere 
wish to m a k e out t h a t one is in the 
r i g h t will not furnish even poor a rgu
ments when one is really i a the wrong. 

"So I could not g ive the answer, and 
blushing with t ea r s flowing from my 
eyes, I s t ammered out : "You must 
have a g rudge aga ins t me, OctaveP" 

" 'No, I haven ' t . ' **»•- %;L *' ,H 
" 'Yes, you h a v e . ' ' * #?£ T\ 
" I t was a l l over. ' " ' " * v '^ 
"Then h e gave me such a look, so 

good, so tender, so new, t h a t my head 
reeled and I g rew fa in t I t was in his 
a rms t h a t I hea rd these words which 
made me wild, wild wi th joy: , 

" 'Since we have detested each other 
so long, is this not the t ime to love one 
anotherP ' 

"Tha t ' s t he way i t came about"—i 
F rom the French. ' '", \ *• -M * 

F O U R . S T O R I E S . F ** 

N o n e A r e C h e s t n u t s a n d All of 
T h e m A r e G o o d . 

Here a re some dining s tor ies , told 
by the New York Evening Sun 's 
"woman about t own , " a l l good, a l l 
new, and each hav ing its affidaviij at
tached to i t L e t ' s give t h e Engl ish
man the precedence. 

He was dining with a company of 
Americans somewhere in the country, 
and the wai ter announced t he deser t 
after the manne r of his k ind: " P e a c h 
—plum—apple— blackberry —lemon— 
custard p ie . " You may br ing me 
peach— plum— apple— b lackber ry — 
lemon p ie , " said t h e Engl i shman, in 
one wild plunge in to unknown te r rors . 
W i t h a sly twin isle as he depar ted t h e 
wai ter asked: " W h a t ' s t h e ma t t e r 
with t he custard p i e?" Whi le all the 
d ine r s smiled t i l l t he dishes cl inked 
together . And by and by, when al l 
the pies were laid out before h im, the 
Engl i shman looked up ' 'in a contem
plat ive fashion," and asked rum-
inatingly, "By the way, wha t was the 
mat te r with the custard pie, anyway?" 

T h a t reminds us—but t h a t ' s another 
story, as Rudyard Cipl ing says, and 
it 's t he I r i shman ' s tu rn now. 

He was newly ar r ived , th is Milesian 
personage, and he d idn ' t propose to 
be borne a t once, body and soul, out 
of the old loyalty into the new. ' B u t 
he too wa3 a t mea t and was min i s t e red 
unto after t he usual in te r roga t ive way. 
"Red snapper, boiled whitetish, baked 
bluefish?" asked the wai ter . T h e n all 
the I r i sh blood in his veins rose a t 
once. "No, ye don ' t , " he said. " I ' l l 
lav ney ther of thim. St. Pe te r ! I 
don ' t be havin ' t h ' Amerykin flag 
stuffed down me th roa t t h a t way, ney
the r baked nur boiled nu r fried! Y e 
may br ing me some green peas and 
potatoes, wai ter . " 

Not long ago the London T r u t h was 
moved to re la te t h a t s tory famil iar to 
all good-story-loving Amer icans wh ich 
we tell in th is cr isp way. 

Testy old man to small boy—Boy, 
what do you mean by always ho l l e r ing 
jus t when I ' m going by? 

Small boy—Old fellow, wha t do you 
mean by always going by. jus t when 
I 'm hol ler ing? 

Now hear Tru th . A somewhat i r a t e 
old vil lage squi re was vonce moved to 
notice tha t a cer ta in youngs te r seemed 
always in the ac t of hal looing while 
he was passing by. And so one day 
h e said to him, wi th t h a t a r rogance 
which, i t seems, charac te r izes vi l lage 
squires: "Boy, why is t h a t you a lways 
appear to be hal looing whi ls t t h a t I 
am passing by?" 

To which the boy responded, with 
t h a t readiness which charac te r izes v i l 
lage boys: " W h y is i t tha t you a re a l 
ways passing by whils t t ha t I am h a l 
looing?" 

i • •' A 

The Bebellious Lover. ' • 
She's as charming, men say, •> 
As a bright day in May, *" ' 

Or as ever a dear girL can b% * * i , * 
She's so dainty and sweet, 1 
I would like the receipt JT ̂  1 

For a darnter maiden than she. •• • * < 

K-

But she bothers me so, ' , r 
That I really don't know 

Whether Knowing her pays, after all. 
She's a torment and tease, "* * ,^*f * 5 4 
And she's so hard to please e "w "w J1^ 

That my life is all wormwood and galU - -

So why not let her slide," „' f ^ 
All her beauty defied? '• *̂  ^ ^%f̂  "*A 

There are always good fish in the sea. ' J^ 
And what do I care *'•'<• ~' ?? ? 
Howe'er she be fair, " 5- ** <£-s?Jjfc?£>, 

If she's always so unfair to me? •%*?•? \"*£ 

A Youthful Naturalist. ^ ^ 
A dozen men were s tanding around 

the defunct caroass of a snake on 
W a t e r s t ree t yesterday, specu la t ing as 
to wha t var ie ty i t belonged to, says the 
Punxsutawney S p i r i t One said i t was 
a house snake. Another contended 
t h a t i t was a rat t ler , and o the rs sug
gested tha t i t was a black snake, a g a r 
te r snake or a wate r snake. Final ly a 
barefooted boy, wi th one pantaloon 
leg rolled u p to the knee and the other 
to the ankle joint, s t epped-up , and in
ser t ing a stick under t h e rept i le ' s body 
raised i t up and said: 

" I ' l l te l l you wha t k ind of a snake 

that is.» «;JM rk 
" W h a t "kind is i tP" asked severa l 

men in chorus. 
" A dead snake , " said t h e urchin, *as 

he t o s s e d j j i ( into t h e mud a n d dar ted 
away. F 4 W ^ # . , 

A PANTHER'S LAST LEAP. 
3 * 

A Woman's Life Saved by a Good Eye 

and Sharp Shooting 

an Adirondack Guide Relate! a City Man's 
Exploit in the North Woods, in the State 
New York—Big Game for a Bevolver.p| 

wm&r ook down 

J 

H e r e I s T story which I 
from the l ips of one of the oldest gu ides 
in the Nor th Adi rondack region t he 
o ther day. 

" T h e bes t ma rksman I ever saw in 
St. Lawrence county was a Buffalo 
man named Birgin , who came he re a 
few yea r s ago wi th his wife, who was 
an invalid. She was th rea tened with 
consumption, and t h e doctors had ad
vised h e r to t ry the a i r of the moun
ta ins . Bi rg in had a neat log cabin 
bui l t about two miles in from here , 
ear ly in the spring, and when he had 
furnished i t handsomely he moved in 
with h is wife and two servants . He 
seemed to have plenty of money and 
d i d n ' t h a v e any th ing to „do bu t take 
care of h i s wife and sketch and wri te 
a l i t t le and practfee shoot ing with a 
revolver . He didn ' t seem to care much 
for hunt ing, and I don ' t t h ink I ever 
saw h im use a rifle. 

" I never coula see why he pract iced 
so much, for h e could h i t eve ry th ing 
wi th in r ange t h a t h e could see. I 
have known a good many crack shots 
and seen a deal of close shooting in 
my time, bu t th is city man beat them 
all. H e didn ' t use uny of these new
fangled pistols, bu t always pract iced 
with a r a t h e r old-fashioned looking 
Colt 's revolver . H e always said h e 
ha t ed to ki l l any th ing . He shot to 
kil l before he left t he woods, though. 

" I was not very busy in the spr ing 
and ear ly summer and I went around 
with Birg in a good deal. L ike every 
s t ranger , h e was afraid of t h e woods 
a n d h e paid well for any th ing t h a t 
looked like work. 

" W h e n I had no th ing par t icu lar to do 
I used to s t rol l over to Birgin 's cabin 
a long in t h e forenoon, when the weath
e r was fine. Then, as his wife contin
ued to ^improve, 1 would l ake them 
fa r the r and far ther into t he woods; 
each t ime in a new direction. On 
these t r ips I a lways car r ied my double-
bar re led muzzle- loading shot-gun; and 
i t ' s worth t h r e e of any breech-loaders 
I ever handled. In the left ba r re l I 
always h a d a heavy charge of powder 
and buckshot , and in the other ba r re l 
a charge of fine bi rd s h o t 

"One afternoon my boy, who was 
then a lad of 15, had been out w i t h 
my shot-gun. H e came home a t 
n ight a good deal excited. He had 
m e t some of the boys and they h a d 
told h im about a p a n t h e r t h a t had 
been seen and hea rd in the neighbor
hood. H e ta lked so much about t he 
pan the r t h a t h e forgot to tell me h e 
had fired the charge oJ buckshot and 
left both bar re l s of t h e gun loaded 
with bird shot. 

" I d idn ' t t a k e any stock in t h e 
story about t h e p a n t h e r and t h o u g h t 
t he boys h a d been t ry ing to scare t he 
lad. I had never 83en a live panther , 
and neve r expected to see one, a t least 
about here . I t hough t so li t t le about 
i t t h a t I d idn ' t ment ion the ma t t e r to 
t h e B i rg in people. 

" T h e nex t morn ing I took my shot
gun and went over to the cabin. Mrs. 
Birgin was feeling s t ronger than usual 
t h a t morning, and we walked a long 
way from the cabin. One of t h e se rv
ants wen t with us and carr ied a b ig 
baske t of provisions. W e camped for 
lunch in a pre t ty l i t t le ravine . After 
l u n c h Birgin and myself crossed the 
ravine and left t he women s i t t ing on 
the bank. Birgin had his revolver i n 
his belt , as usual, and began h a m m e r 
ing on a rock looking for specimens, 
and I sa t looking on. with my g u n 
over my knees . 

"Suddenly I hea rd a s t i r in t h e un
derb rush on the o ther side of t he ra
vine. I turned my head and you can 
imagine how I felt when I saw a full-
grown male pan the r only a few feet 
back of where t he women s a t I t had 
probably been a t t racted by the smell 
of the provisions and was mak ing ob
servations. 

" I confess I lost my head a l i t t le , as 
I was not hun t ing for panthers . My 
first t hough t was to give t he pan the r 
a dose of buckshot , and I took quick 
a im and let go my left barrel , over the 
heads of the women. I knew by the 
l igh t recoil t ha t something was the 
m a t t e r with the load, but I could not 
unders tand i t I sent t he o ther charge 
instinctively. The pan the r was^ less 
than a hundred feet away. 

"You can imagine t he effect of t he 
bird shot in the face of a robust and 
hungry panther . I t simply maddened 
him. The beast p repared to spr ing 
upon the women, but I could do noth- ' 
ing with only an empty shot gun. A t 
my first shot Mrs. Birgin had turned 
and caught s ight of the pan the r just 
above her and fell in a dead f a in t 

' 'The huge beast made t he spr ing, 
but went wide of his m a r k and rolled 
down the bank to the bottom of t he 
lit t le ravine. Birgin had been equa l 
to the emergency. H e sprang up in 
stantly when I Bhot, and drawing h i s 
Colt ' s revolver sent a 88-calibre slug 
in to the pan ther ' s r igh t eye. A second 
slug caught h im in the centre of t he 
forehead, just as he sprang clear of 
the ground. H e just grazed the un 
conscious form of Mrs . Birgin, and 
was dead before h e had rolled down to 
t j ie bot tom of t h e glen..' 

"Birgin hu r r i ed up t h e bank to a t 
tend to h is wife, who soon recovered, 

and I went to look over t he panther . 
I t s face and neck were peppered wi th 
the l i t t le bird shot, bu t t he empty 
socket and t h e hole between the eyes 
told t he story. Whi l e I was overhaul 
ing t he pan the r Bi rg in came down 
and looked on. 'Now I know w h a t 
I have been pract ic ing al l this t ime 
for,' was all he said". He told me after
wards t h a t h e did not wai t to fairly 
ge t t he s ights ; b u t h is long pract ice 
made i t impossible to miss his aim. 

"Birgin and th© g i r l he lped Mrs, 
Birgin back to the cabin, half ca r ry ing 
he r most of the way. I skinned the 
panther , leaving on t h e head and 
claws. * Birgin took the skin with h im 
to Buffalo when h is wife's hea l th was 
fully restored in the fall. 

HOFfcSE M E A T F O R E A T I N G . 

C a n ' t b e D i s t i n g u i s h e d f r o m Beef 
W h e n M a d e I n t o S a u s a g e . 

Physical ly i t may be dist inguished 
from beef or mutton by its apppe tr
ance, says t he Nine teen th Century. 
I t is coarser in the gra in than bee r . 
In this respect it resembles bull beef 
more lhan any other . I t is da rke r in 
color and looks more moist than beef. 
I t has a pecul ia r smell and a peculiar 
sweetness of taste, lu flavor is gen
eral ly considered to be half way be
tween t h e flavors of beef and game. I t 
is something l ike t h e flavor of hare . 
One reason why horse flesh K as a 
rule, da rke r in color than beef i s t h a t 
horses which are poleaxed or whicn 
have died from injury, disease or old 
age a re not properly bled and dressed 
by the s laughterer . I t is, however, 
by i ts fat t h a t hor E e flesh is most 
easily dist inguished. The fat of horse 
flesh is not general ly mixed with the 
lean. I t is yellow in color. I t looks 
more moist than the fat of beef. I t 
soon mel ts and soon becomes rancid. 
Consequently, unless a rap id sale is 
effected or the fat removed an advanced 
pr ice must be charged in order to se
cure the butcher from loss on unsold 
m e a t 

Lastly, horse flesh can be dist in
guished from beef by its chemical 
cbaracter is t ics , and i t is in this way 
t h a t i t may be recognized when mixed 
with o ther substances. W h o can tell , 
except the chemist , what a r e t h e com
ponent pa r t s of a sausage, polony or 
saveloy? Or who can tell by t a s t e 
what these par t3 are? W e do not j udge 
by taste, we judge by flavor, and in 
the mak ing of flavor—to use Sam 
Wel le r ' s p h r a s e — " i t ' s the seasoning 
as does i t " 

Those Manish Girls. 
T h e r igh t s of man a re g radua l ly 

being taken from him, and i t 's qui te 
t ime he should rebel, says " B a b , " t h a t 
chat ty New York woman who wri tes 
such br igh t let ters. The re a re some 
th ings t h a t should be left him, and a s 
he has always been much neare r my 
hea r t t h a n any woman, I beg to 
announce tha t I a m ready to s tand u p 
for h im and enter a firm, if feminine, 
protest agains t t he way h e is be ing 
t reated. W h e t h e r women will copy 
his example in behavior is someth ing 
I do not know and which I will p r o 
bably discover in the future. J u s t a t 
present she is delighted, l ike t h e l i t t le 
fool t h a t she is, if somebody te l l s h e r 
tha t h e r reasoning is mascul ine in i t s 
s t rength. She is charmed if she i s 
though t to read t he books t h a t 
men would read, and she i s 
perfectly wil l ing to give h e r opin ion 
on anything, from a but tonhole 
bouquet to double en t ry book-keeping. 
She is jus t as funny as t he monkey 
tha t comes with the organ, for she ' s 
jus t as near be ing a man as he is. 
One gir l who realized th is fact went 
in to a h a b e r d a s h e r ' s to buy a scarf to 
wear wi th h e r boyish get-up. She 
said to the man behind the counter : 
"Oh, dear me, I shall never be able t o 
tie th is ! W h y can ' t I have one tha t ' s 
a lready tied, wi th hooks behind!" ' 
Very politely the answer came to her , 
"Yes, madam, but no g e n t l e m a n 
would th ink of wearing a ready-t ied, 
scarf. "Oh, but—" said she, " I am 
afraid I never shall be a perfect gen
t leman!" I doubt if the l i t t le lady 
ever will be a perfect gen t leman. 

It Keeps Comm; Sown. 
"Keeps coming r igh t down, don' t 

i t ? " cheeri ly remarked young Shal low-
pa te to Uncle Sowersby. 

Uncle Sowersby beckoned h im in 
out of the storm, carefully adjusted h i s 
glasses, and then solemnly r emarked : 

"Young man, did you eve r see ra in 
go u p ? " 

Young Shallowpate confusedly a l 
lowed he didn ' t t h i n k he ever had. 

Shallowpate appeared ra the r em
barrassed, and held his peace.v *> 

"No, you never did," snar led the old 
pi ra te , " a n d you never will. Now you 
run r igh t along home, and let God Al
mighty manage this rain business, a n d 
not bo ther sensible people wi th , your 
foolish quest ions!" rt"***- , * I "? 
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*.„•*. t T j i e R a o e D y m j Out. 

Tour is t (down sou th )—There is a 
very genera l idea up nor th t h a t , t h e 
negro race in t h e south is dyiug o u t 

Aunt D i n a h — P s 'fraid da t ' s too 
true, honey, too t rue . Only las ' week 
ole Uncle Pomp wot us te r belong to 
Genera l Washington fell down d e t 
r igh t in h i s t racks ; an' ole Aun t Chilo, 
wot gev e r d r ink e r water to General 
Lafayette, she 's gone, too; and I knows 
two more* wot ' s sick. ' Yes, honey, I 
don ' t know "wha t 'ud become of th ' 
col'ed race if i t wasn ' t t h a t mos' of us 
wat 's l ivin ' has fiiteen or twenty 

^ U , e n » | i p i e c ^ r N e w York Weekly, 

it* * "... 

Ashville Citizen: D o n ' t t r y to d r o w P * 
j o u r sorrows i n a jug ; t roubles a n 
g r e a t swimmers . | | j? 
C-jfWashington Post : A correspondent 
desires to make i t known t h a t t h e com
pensat ion for fiction is a storied earn, 

Atchison Globe. I t makes no differ
ence what a man ' s first impulse is in 
an a rgumen t with ajyjjmanj 
to run . •"•"Vi-,* V % 

Boston Hera ld : Ic8 is expens ive 
everywhere this season. Even the ice
bergs in the At lant ic a r e repor ted un-
usu illy h igh. 

Phi ladelphia T imes : A late western 
cyclone s t ruck a pra i r ie and was te r r i 
bly disappointed; i t had noth ing t o 
blow about. •« ^ . ^ ' • V r f a i * 

Abhland Press : I t is a careful wife 
who puts four big berries on top of h e r 
husband 's dish ana t»even a t the bo t 
tom of h e r own. 

Binghamton Leader: We no t ice in a 
litt le tale a t hand the s ta tement , " H e 
kissed h e r under the tulips.'N1 Bad 
shot. R igh t p lump on the tul ips ring3 
the belle 

Xew York Hera ld : " I have always 
been a stanch protect ionist ," r emarked 
Youngfather, "bu t since the baby has 
been fretful a t n i j h t s I do wish Mc-
Kinley would remove the tacks from 
carpets . 

Mar tha ' s Vineyard Hera ld : " I t is 
astonishing how a l i t t le mind will hold 
out. A female friend whom we know 
has been giving a piece of her mind to 
most everybody for forty years and 
ye t t he original p lant remains, ' -* 

W A Y S O F G R E A T M E N . 

W h o S e e m t o H a v e F o r g o t t e n t h e 
T e a c h i n g of t h e S c h o o l s . 

I was s i t t ing in the senate gal lery, 
says a Washington Post wri ter , won
der ing why so learned a speaker as 
Senator Tel ler should say " a i r " for 
" a r e " ; why so eloquent a gent leman 
as Senator Danie l should say " c a m " 
for "ca lm," and why Senator Moody 
should say "ex t ryo rd ina ry ; " wonder
ing, too, why pre t ty near ly every sen
a to r when he has noth ing to say says 
i t in h i s most orator ical manner , and 
why most of t h e m begin t he i r long 
speeches with t h e asser t ion t h a t t h e y 
do pot intend to make speeches, and 
end t h e m by saying they have t aken 
more of the senate 's t ime than they 
intended to. I was s i t t ing the re th ink
ing of these th ings when I spied my 
old friend, Uncle Jabez Lar rabee , of 
Il l inois, in the gal lery across from me. 
Always interes ted in h i s observations, 
I went over and sa t down beside h im. 

" I ' ve been th ink ing , " said he, " w h a t 
' t a rna l nonsense i t is for us to teach 
our children how to wri te accordin ' to 
ru le . Now, out in our vi l lage they 
teach what they call t he Spencer ian 
system, an* they make every child s i t 
jes t so a t his desk an' hold h is pen jest 
so, poiwtin' over his r i gh t shoulder, 
and his a r m restin ' jest in such a p o s i 
t ion on the desk. I swum I don' t see 
no use in tha t a t all, fer no man ever 
got to be great , seems to me, till h e | w ^ 
unlearned .ill them rules an' went to If^ 
wri t in ' accordin' to h i s own idea of "̂Njf! 
how i t should be done ." v -jL^-

_ ^ J ipy 
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He Was a Fighter. * M S 
Colonel Candler, of Georgia, tells & | 

good story of h is first meet ing with Jlgf" 
Pr iva te J o h n Allen, of Mississippi* and Wk 
how the pr iva te "wors t ed" h i m in a r S 
knock-down and drag-out fight i**jj| 

" I was down near Tupelo in c o m - ^ 
mand of a Georgia company," said ^°f 
Mr. Chandler . "One morning a lean, 
lank, gawky country boy, who looked 
as if you held h i m up to the l igh t you 
could see t h e tadpoles in h im, walked 
up to my t e n t and drawled out, •Cap'n* 
one o' your — men stole my b l anke t 
an ' I ' m goin ' to frail — ou t ' n some-
bod^' > cm 

"About th is moment , one of my m e a " 
came up and said: 'Captain, i t i s m y 
blanket he refers to. You know tha t 
blanket^ for you have slept under i t 
many t imes . ' * J^ j 

" ' Y e s , ' I replied, ' I r emember i t . 
Of course i t is yours . ' ^ 

" 'Yes>T said the boy, ' tha t ' s jus t l i k e * 
you — Georgians* One of you wil l 
te l l a lie and t 'o ther will swear to i t . 
Now, cap 'n , if you will j ist shed t h e m 
str ipes I ' l l whip you quicker 'n — will 
scoreh a feather. ' - - „•% 

" I couldn' t s tand tha t chaliengeC** 
continued the Georgian. " I quickly 
threw off my coat and li t i n t o t h e 
fight Well,, if i t had no t been for my 
men I bel ieve t h a t fellow would h a v e 
bea t me to death. He simply plowed 
up the e a r t h wi th me, and then offered 
to whip a l l my m e n one by one, but 
none of them would t ry him. T h a t 
boy was P r i v a t e J o h n Allen, t h e 
Mississippi * congressman."—Atlanta 
Consti tution. JU*' ^ * 

M 

Pole Vaulting. ^ 
Pole vaul t ing is species of jumping, 

in which t h e jumper aids himself b y 
the use of a long pole which h e p lan ts 
in t h e ground a l i t t le d is tance from, 
the bar , and with which h e lifts h i m 
self as he> {springs in to t h e air . As 
the pole is reaching t h e perpendicu lar 
he swings himself over t h e bar , l e t t ing 
go the pole a t t h e same m o m e n t J ^ T h e 
same rule governs t h e pole vaul t as. 
the running h igh jump, and the re i a 
no l imi t t o t h e size or weight of tuba 
polos. 

tr-

His Staff fo • Support. 
"Bread is the staff of lif^ you 

know," said the farmer 's wife to the 
t ramp. 

" I know i t i s , " a n s w e r ? ^ t he t r a m p 
sadly; "and I know I've, got too lean, 
ou i t " ,* . 
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