“ENFANT TERRIBLE.»

T was & maiden two years old,.
Of quiet, gentle mood.

My sister touk me, she more bold,
To ramble in the wood, R

There quickly followed, frank and free,
Our steps & sportsman mad,

“Who kissed my sister, one two, three!
And she, she'merely smiled.

Now this I witnessed very meck,
And then I thought; “Alas!

Just wait till 1 can barely speak
And then I'll tell mamina!”

Fliegende Blaetter.

THE FATE OF RAMON.

ND now Ramon Medra-
no was a ruined man,
Thecloud of misfortune
had burst upon him at
a time when he thought
it was about to pass
away. It was thefault
of those rascally, long-
Americanos,
with their peeping ways and their vile
inquisitiveness.  For half a score of
years he had lived in the old Spanish
town of Logrono and had been the
landlord of the Posada Huespedes
Oriental. Now he looked back and
saw all of his work swept away,

Ramon couldn't forget it. It was a
fine night, and the moon came up
early. The two Americans had sat on
tne balcony until it was quite late.
Ramon wassmoking a cigarette, fresh-
Iy rolled. and was looking at the pic-
ture of the pink-faced Madonna which
hunron the wall, while lus left foot
tapped the tiled floor as he uncon-
sciously kept time to the fandango.
He remembered all these things so
piainly now.

“Have the Americans gone to bed
yet, think you?" said Dolores, as she
poured out a thimbleful of fragrant
wine for him.

“How should I know? I am not yet
a valet to my guests.” he answered
somewhat testily.

“Las onzel” )

That was the night watch going by,
¢rving out 11 o,clock. Who cared
whether it was 11 o’clock or hot? He.
was in a bad mood and there was no
causefor it.

It seemed to the woman as if it was
aimost time for the night watch to
come agamn, but she would not wait to
see the midnight hour shouted out.
80 away she went to her room, while
Ramon, usually Ramon the cheerful
but to-night Ramon the gloomy, sat
bolt upright in an easy chair, look-
mu steadily at the wall and thinking,

_“Ramon, are you going to sit up all
night?”” came the shrill voice of Dolor-
ex. He had been sleeping again. The
voice roused him, but it was for an
wstant—just long enough for him to
call her an uncomplimentary name
tihder Lis breath, Then he was nod-
divicagain. The cigarette fell to the
floor and he dreamed. His dream
must have been a bad one, for it
made him cluteh at his chair. In the
mudst of it he heard sounds, like

tongued

volees.  He heard a scratching noise;
then a fall, asifa loose brick had
frllen down the chimney. Wearily he

lited his heavy eyelids. The row of
¢andics faded out until there was
only one left. He looked half stupid
with sleep at the bottle, next at the
“mpty tumbler and then at the burn-
g cizarette on the floor. Hereached
over mechanically and picked up the
roll of tobaceo. "With " an udsteady
fiind he poured from the bottle into
the glass and drank. He puffed at
the cigarette until the lighted end was
in aclow. He was dozing agaiun.

“Twelve o’clock!” cried the night-
watch, and then——

Then camethe horror. In thekitch-

en there was a crash. Like a wounded
beast he had leaped to his feet with a
ery.  He snatched the candle up and
rin to the door, He held it highabove
his head and looked.
_ There, in the big fireplace, he saw a
lace. It was grim with dirt. Theeyes
=eemed to him to shine supernatural-
Iy Behind was a faint glow. The
figire moved forward, as if to struggle
out., Ramon tried to speak, but his
fongue rattled in his 'mouth. Three
times as the figure squirmed forward
bhis lips moved. At the third effort the
sound came. But such a sound as it
was—like the gasp of a dying man.

“Is it you? Have you come back?”’
“The hand which cliutched the door
went upto hisface and across his eyes,
shutting out what he saw. The voice
which came in answer was not Span-
ish. Tt was American.

“Well, old man,” he said, “how long
Are you going to stand there? Give a
fellow a lift, can’t you?”

The terrified figure at the door was
Ramon, the landlord, once more. He
pulled himseli together and said in a
quavering voice:—

“Ab, Senor, I did not know you.
You have met with an accident.”

He heard another voice. Both
Americans were in the fireplace. The
all sat down together over the half
empty bottle. There they had told
him in the hard Spanish, which they

spoke, how, becoming tired of the’

moonlight they had gone into the
room. How they hadlooked curious-
ly into the fireplace and how they had
accidentally disturbed a slab.

“Well, then, they had said, it would
be a good thing for him tolook
around a little, for there were a
couple of fellows up there with no
flesh on their bones. Two skeletons
who wore smiles on their bone faces,
-as if they were glad they were dead.

The end of it ‘all was that the three
‘went up to the room' and into the
fireplace, along the damp, foul-smell-
‘ing corridor, 8o heavy with mold that
ithe candle burned "dim, Half way
‘they came across the dead, and the
dandlord, crossing himself piously,
had started back in horror. Both
«keletons were clothed. One wore
the costume of Carlist captain, but
the blue jacket was moldy and the
Austre of the brass buttons was hid-

| . . g
den by a thick coating of verdipris.
"The ja}:unby red Basque hat had roll-
ed to one side. and the tape atrm.?ﬂ,
which had held the rope scandals,
were rotten, and they, too had fallen
aside. ; g

The dress of the other showed he
had Dbeen nothing more than a
Spanish peasant and a poor one at
that. ; :

And now he was ruined, was Ra-
mon. No ont would stop at his
house now, and he wrung his hand at
the thought, apparently, as he backed
up against the corridor wall. Would
the good kind American gentleman
say nothing about this affair, that he
might save the reputation of the
‘house? )

They had promised readily enough.
and he had gone down stairs to the
little room to sit and think. e had
fixed up the fireplace in the kitchen—
but he must think. The red sunlight
came boldly through the east
window, and it saw him still think-
ing.

He was ruined.

. ***

“Pack up,” said Ramon to Dolores
“This house has a curse on it now
and we will go away.”

“How could they have come there,
think you?"” asked the woman, mean-
ing the skeletons.

“How should I know?” he answer-
ed. And then they set to work to pack
up. Ramon was in a feverish excite-
ment to get away. It seemed to him
as it he could not bear the thought of
stopping in that house another night.

By the tims the sun was raa.d?r
to shine on the other half
of the world the laden mules

were in front of the door stand-
ipg like statues, waiting for the word
of the driver. The bush over the
door swung carelessly on its string.
The stars began to come out.
“You're a fool, Ramon, to take us
off like this,” said Dolores. “The
mountains are not pleasant places to
sleep on when one has been used to a
bed.”

He glared at her, yelled at the mules
and the little train had started. They
went down the narrow street toward
the south, and when they had passed
the last gaping villager and left the
lust adobe house -behind, Ramon
plucked up courage. He whistled a
gay chanson and drove his heels into
the sides of his mule as if to urge him
to afaster gait.

“We will go to the south,” he was
just saying, when Pepe, the servant,
who had sharp ears for a boy, ex-
claimed:

“Here comes the guardia civile. We
shall have company.”

“Let them come,” returned Ramon
recklessly. “Who caves? But may the
blessed Madonna saye us from the
brigands."

The hoof beats sounded near and
nearer, until before long the leader of
the rough looking troop was neck and
neck with Ramon’s mule. The cap-
tain reached over, and with a dex-
trous touch twisted the rope bridle
from Ramon's hand.

“Not so fast, goodiriend. One would
think you were going toleave us,” and
he laughed.

“What do you mean?” asked the
inn-keeper.

“Nothing. But the bones of the

Carlist captain and of Antonio want
company. You must come back.”
In front of the posada was a group
of excited villagers, and when the
party rode up they, greeted Ramon
with cries of—

*Here he comes, the assassin.”

“Kill the man who killed Antonio,
who never harmed-a cat,” and

“Ah! the murderer!”

Ramon would have fallen from his
seat had there not been a guard on
either side. He was taken to the jail,
while Dolores and Pepe went inside
the lonely inn and the mules were
taken to the stable and unpacked.
While the guards were taki ng Ramon
away Dolores stalked up and down
the vacaut room and wailed:

“Why have they done this? Of
what great crime is' Ramon guilty??

. Her question ‘was answered sooner
taan she thought, for shehad scarcely
taken a dozen turns about the weep-
ing Pepe when Padre Vinciente, tlllle
good priest, entered. He told her
that Ramon was accused of killing
and robbing the Carlist Captain and
later of killing Antonio.

That night there was a maniac at
the jail, a madman who shrieked and
cursed and who at intervals cowered
fremblingly in a corner of the cell and
begoed the good Captain, the kind
Oa[ita-in not to hurt him.

“I did not mean it. Antonio, my
friend. I did not mean to choke thee
so hard. Go back, I fell thee, go
back, there! Oh, Holy Mother, save
me from him.” Thus he went on all
night, and thus bit by bit, he told
with the ring of truth in his frenzy the
story of the murders.

Paganinl's Shoe-Violin.

A Paris newspaper recently an-
nounced the sale of one of themost cu-
rious violins in the world. It formerly
belonged to Paganini, the great violin-
1st, and, at first sight, merely presents
the appearance of. g misshapen
wooden shoe, 1ts history is curious,
and is not without interest, :

During the winter of 1838 Paginini
was living in Rue de la Victorio, 48.
One day a large box was brought there
by the Normandy diligence, on open-
Ing which he found two inner boxes,
and, wrapped carefudy in the folds of
tissue paper, a wooden shoe and a
letter, stating that the writer, having
heard much of thé wonderful genuis of
the violinist, begged, as a proof of his
devotion to music, that Paginini
would pl:sv in public on the oddly-
constructed instrument inclosed.
._At first Paganini felt this to be an
Impertinent satire, and mentioned the
facts with some show of temper to his
friend, the Chevalier de Bairde. The
latter took the shoe to a violin-maker,
who converted it into a remarkably
sweet-toned instrument, and P inini
was pressed to try the shoe-violin in
public,

He not only did so, but g‘erlormed
upon it some of his most di cult fan-
tasias, which facts, in the hundwribing

of the violinist, are now recorded on
the violin itself. A

V/HAT THE BAMBER SA(D,

This is whut the barber said,
When he lfot. me in.thg chair;
Tor he nearly talked me dead,
While he raked my visage baro—
Vainly st M"ﬁ to protest,
For he would not let me speak,
With his knee upon my chest,-
And his razor in my cheek.

*‘Boston’s won the lfcm‘am’ eh?
Avson must be ofl his base;
8till he hadn’t ought to kick
Long as he got second place.
Waonder if they'll play a march
With the ‘‘sociation team?”’---
This is whi the barber said,
Base ball was the opening theme,

“Rather sad aboul Parnell?--- /
Didn't think he'd die so quick?
All the Irish praise him now—
That's the way---it malkes me sick,
First they hound him to the grave,
Then they talkof him and weep---"
This is what the barber said,
While I simulated sleep,

“Fassett’s having lots to say,

Going round upon the stump;
Shouldn't wonder if you'd see

Flower and Sheehah getthe dump!
Seems a case of hoss and hoss

When you speak of Hill and Platt---»
This is what the barber said,

Asghe jabbered through his hat.

Other thirigs he might have said,
But I was unconscious then, :
And although he woke nie up,
I pretended sleep again,
Force of habit makes him talk,
Eyen when he shaves the dead--=
Happy corpse that can not hear,
Nor suffer what the barber said.

---From the Albany Snndu'y Press,

THE OLD SILVER WATCH.

HARLES EAMES
stepped into the
office of his friend
f Bowles, editor of
o the Glenyille
-~ —, Courant.

Za “How are you,
Eames?"” asked the editor.

“I ought to feel happy I suppose,”
said the young man, a little ruefully,

“for I've just received notice of a
legacy.” ‘

“Indeed! I congratulate you.” >

“Wait till you hear what it
1s.” :

“Well, what is it?”’ 2 >

“My Aunt Martha has just died,
leaving $50,000.”

“To wvou? I
heartily.” ; '

“No; she leaves it to a public insti-
tution. She leaves me only her silver
watch, which she has carried forforty

ears.”

“How is that?" i

“‘She didn’t approve of my becom-
ing an artist. She wished me to be a
merchant. If I had consulted her
wishes I should doubtless have been
her sole heir. This small legacy is
meant more as an aggravation than
anything else.”

“But you can make your own way.”

“Ican earn a scanty living at pres-
ent. Ihope to do better by and by.
But you know my admiration for
Mary Brooks; if T had been my Aunt
Martha's sole heir I could have gained
her father’s consent to our marriage.
Now it is hopeless.”

“I am not so sure of that. This leg-
acy may help you.” :

“An old witch? You are joking.”

“Not if you will strictly observe my
directions.”

“What are they?”

“Simply this: Aggree for one calen-
dar month not to mention or convey
the least idea of the nature of your
aunt’s bequests. I will manage the
rest.”’

“I don’t at allknow what you mean,
Bowles,” said the young artist, “but I
am in your hands.” :

“That is all I wish. Now remember
to express surprise at nothing, but let
matters take their course.”

“Very well.”

In the next issue of the Glenville
Courant the young artist was sur-
prised toread thefollowingparagraph:

We are gratified to record a piece of
good luck which has befallen our es-
teemed fellow-citizen, the promising
young artist, Charles Eames. By the
will of an aunt, recently deceased, he
has come into a piece of property
which has been in the family for many
vears. Miss Eames is reported to
have left $50,000.

“Really,” thought the young man,
“anybody wou!dg un.tura,llly suppose
from this paragraph that I inherited
my aunt’s entire property.” s

He put on his hat and walked down
thz street. He met Ezekiel Brooks,
Eresident of the Glenville national

ank. A

Mr. Brooks beamed with cordiality.

“My dear sir, permit me to congrat-
ulate you,” he said.

“You have read the Courant?”’ said
E vmes.

“Yes, and I am delighted to hear of
your good-fortune. Can Ispeak to
you on business a moment?”’

“Certainly, Mr. Brooks.”

“You'll excuse my advice, but I
know you are nota business man,
while Iam. My young man, do you
want to make some money?”’

“Certainly, Ishould beglad to do
so.”
“James Parker has 500 shares of
the Wimbledon railway. Itstands at
56, a figure much below its real value.
But Parker is nervous and wants to
sell out. I want youto buy out his
entire stock,"’ !

“But, Mr. Brooks—"'

“I know what you would say. It
may go down, butit won’t. I have
advices that & speedy. riseis almost
certuin. Buy him out and you'll
make a handsome thing of it,”

“But how shall I find the money?”

“Of course you haven't received
your legaclg yet. I know there are
delays. o trouble about that,
Give your note on ninety days, and
T'll indorse it. You'll sell out before
that time at a handsome advice.”

“L will place myself in your hands,
Mr. Brooks, but” you must manage
the business.” H

“Certainly; I shall only want your
signature when the documents are
made out. By the way,
and dine with us, or have YyoiL anoth-

congratulate 'you

er engagewsnt?’’

] Anotherengagemeny: If Jameshad

come round

had fifty engafemunts lie would have
broken them all for the rivilege of
meeting Mary Brooks. This was the
first time he had been invited to the
capitalist’s table. The fact is, until
this morning Mr. Brooks had scarce-
ly vouchsafed him more than a cool
nod on meeting; but his feelings had
changed, or appeared to, and gais be-
havior altered with it. Such is the
way of the world. ; o)

It was a very pleasant dinner. The
young artist remained afterward.

“I have an engagement, Mr. James,”
said Mr, Brooks, “‘a meeting of the
bank directors.’ But you musn’t go
away. Mary will entertain you.”

The young man did not go away,
and a,ppa,rantlﬁ was satisfied by the
entertainment hereceived, Heblessed
his aunt for her legacy if only it had
procured him this afternoon’s inter-
view with the young lady he admired.
But it gained him more. Every few
days he received a similiar invitation.
He could not fail to see that Ezelkiel
Brooks looked with evident compla-
cency on the good understanding be-
tween his daughter and himself,

“What will he say,” thought the
young man, ‘“when he finds ous what
sort of a legacy I have received from’
my aunt?” y

Occasionally, too, he felt nervous
about his hasty assent to the propo-
sition to buy 400 shares of railroad
stock at 56 when hehadn’t 850 ahead,
He reckoned up one day what his pur-
chase would amount to, and hisbreath
was nearly taken away, whenhefound
it amounted, to $28,000. Still it had
been in a manner forced upon him.
He asked no questions, but every now
and then theold gentlemansaid: “Ah!
Going well! Stock advancing rapidly.”

With that he was content, Endeed,
he was so carried away by love of
Mary Brooks that he gave little
thought to any other subject.

One day Mr. Brooks came up, his
face beaming with joy.

“Wish you joy, g&mes." he said.
“Wimbledon’s gone up like a rocket
topar. Give me authority and I'll
sell out for you.” '

The artist’did so hardly vealizing
what it meant till, three days later,
he received a little note to this effect.

Dear Eames: Have sold out your 500
shares ot Wimbledon at101. So you bought
at 56.. This gives you a clear profit of $45,
per share, or $22,500. You had better take
the ride and reinvest your surplus. Call at
my office at once. Yours very truly,

. Ezexkier Brooks.

Charles Eames read this letter three
times before he could realize its mean-
ing. Could it be that without invest-
ing a cent he had made over 22,0007
It must be a dream, he thought.

But when he called at the old gen-
tleman’s office he found it was really
true.

“Mr. Eames, how about this money
Shall I reinvest it for you?”’

“Thank you, sir. I wish vou would.
Ishould likea littlein hand, however.”

“Certainly. Willthatanswer?”’ and
the old gentleman wrote a check #for
$500 and placed itin theyoung man’s
hand. '

It was more money than'he had
ever before possessed at one time.
This was convincing proof of the real-
ity of his good fortune.

The next day he went to the city
and ordered a handsome suit of
clothes at a fashionable tailors. The
fact was, his old coat was getting
threadbare and hisovercoat decid edly

-seedy. While he was about it he

bought a new overcoat and boots as
well as other needed articles, and still
returned with money enoughin his
pocket to make him feel rich. He
changed his boarding house, engaging
a handsome room at a much nicer
place.

“It seems to me you are dashing
out, Eames,” said his friend the edit.
or.

“You know I've had a legacy,” said
Eames, laughing.

“I begin to think you have,” said.

the editor.

When Eames appeared on the street
in his new suit it was a confirmation
of the news of his_ inheriance. _His
removal to a fashionable boarding
house was additional confirmation.
It wag wonderful how he rose in the
estimation of people who had before
looked upon him as a shiftless art-
ist.

All at onceit occurred to him: “Why
shouldn’t he proposefor Mary Brooks?

With $20,000 I could certainly sup-
port her comfortably. There wus a
very pretty cottage and very tasteful
groundsforsaleat $5,000. This would
make a charming home.”

One morning with considerable tre-
pidition, youn
subject to Mr. Brooks.

“No one I should like better for a
son-in-law, if Mary is willing was the
prompt answer. i
-Mary was willing, and as there seem-
ed no good reason for waiting, the
marriage took place within a few weeks.

“Charles,” said the father-in-law,
after the young people returned from
their wedding journey, *itis time for
me to render you an account of your
money affairs. Ihave been lucky in
my investigations, and Ihave$31,000
to your credit—or, deducting the
amount paid for yourhouse, $26,000.
By the way, have you received your
aunt’s bequest?” ° .

“I received it yesterday,” said Char-
les. :

“Indeed!” ]

“Here it 18,” said the young man,
and he produced a battered silver
watch. ;

“Do you mean to say that is all
she left you?” asked his father-in-law,
stupefied.

sV ol et i

Ezekiel Brooks whistled in sheer
amazement, and his countenance fell.
For a moment he regretted his
daughtey’s marrirn%e, but then came
the thought that his son-in-law,
through & lucky mistake, was really
the possessor of quite a comfortable
property, which under his manage-
ment might be increased. So he sub-
mitted with a good grace, and is on
the best terms with his daughter’s
husband, who is now in Italy with
his wife pursuing a course of artistic
study. e treusures carefully the
old wateh, which 'he regards as the
foundation of his prosperity.—Ex-
chang®,

race at de Gut.
1t.

to have them.

Eames broached the.

MR, BRODIE’S BLACKTHURSDAY.

I E e v

Is Fined $50, Loses His Diamond
and Drops $100 on a Race.

“I’ll cough up a cold $100 to find
me Jonah,” gaid My, Stephen Brodie
the other night. The eminent Bowery
commoner was distressed and gloom-
ful, says the New York World. He
was wverflowing with the bile of cyni-
cism, and those who knew the great
man’s moods saw that he was “dead
sore.” “Yes,” continued he, “I’vegot
a Jonah, and he's done me up to-
d&y"’ v
4 In the morning Steve was fined $50
In special sesgions for distributing ob-
scene poetry. He paid it, and step-
ping before the judge, said:

“Gentlemen, Mr, Comstock has 170

pictures of mine. You have looked
em over. Now I ask you on the level
to decide whether they are obscene
and whether I am going to get them
back.” ;
. Judge Smith informed the ex-bridge
Jumper that if he insisted on having
the pictures another complaint would
be made against him of having and
displaying them, Following the in-
structions of his attorney, Edmund
Price, Brodie did not make the de-
mand.

Then Steve went back to his Bowery
place and changed his clothes, and
lixed his big $500 diamond on his
bosom. A few hours later it was
missing, and Mr. Brodie declared that
he had been robbed. Later on a
friend rushed into his saloon at
355——

Steve, you were fined $50 dis mor
nin’,” he exclaimed.

“Yes,” was the vicious answer,

“Well, I can get it back for you.™

“How?"” asked Steve showingz inter-
est.

“I’ve got aled-pipecinch on de sec’'nd
ut & bhundred on

Steve footed up the day’s losses at
$650. “Hully gee!” he exclaimed,
“I'm a bloomin’ chump, so I am.
But I want me pictures, and I'm going
Idon’t want the ones
that were taken from m placeat 114
Bowery. T'll own up t ey're a little
off and will give them to Comstock,
but the ones from No. 355 was all
dead swell high-art bluffs an’ I want
‘em back. Me lawyer will begin pro-
ceedings ag'in Comstock for the 110
pictures. If he's burnt ’em we will
sue for value, which is about $200.

HE’'LL HAVE TO GO BACK.

The Farmer Was Too Contented
to Have All His Shingles On,

“Isn’t it odd,” asked Spatts, “that
One never meete an optimistic farm-
er?”

“Imet one while I was spending
afew weeks in the western part of
New York State last summer,” replied

loombumper.

“Oh, come now! You surely don’t
expect that to be believed.”

“Indeed I do. Istopped at a house
and asked for a drink.of water. A
man sat on the porch who seemed
communicative, and I got into con-
versation with him. *Crops are very
good this year,’ I remarked, ‘Yes, he
said, ‘we have a fine yield of every-
thing.”

“ ‘But I suppose,” I added, ‘asis us-

ually the case wheneverybody has lots,

of grain and other products to - sell,
the price is so low that it discourages
farmers from trying to raise much
more than they meed themselves.’
‘Well, it might discourage some,’
said he; but he found that he could
always sell whatever he could raise at
prices which amply repaid him.

‘“ “There is a good apple yield this
year,” I ventured. ‘Yes, immense.’
‘But, with everybody gathering full
crops of apples, you surely can't get
enough for them to pay for the pick-
ing’ ‘Perhaps not from the apples
themselves,” replied the farmer, ‘but
we can get excellent prices for the
cider we can make.’

“It was that way everything T sug-
gested. He put the best sideon every
Eossible contingency and seemed to

equitecontented. AsIleft the placel
remarked to a man who was approach-
ing. * ‘I don’t think I ever met a man
who took a brighter view ot things
than the old gentleman on the porch.’
‘Ah,’ replied the new comer, as he
shook hishead, ‘that’s old Mr. Bowers.
He was discharged from the insane
asylum two or three months ago as
cured, but I guess he’ll have to go
back.””—Greensb urg Sparks.

PADDY GOT HIS TURKEY.

Lud.lnrous Incident In a Chicagoe

} Police Court.

“Plaze let her go, yer anner. She
gave me a divil of & beatin’, so she
did, but I forgive her, and if I do1I
think ye ought,” pleaded Catherine
Gallagher in the East Chicago Avenue
police court recently when the case
against Bridget Smith, charged with
disorderly conduct, was called.

It was like this, yer anner. She
has a lot of littie children which have

been afther tryin 'to letloose a turkey

Ihad savin' fur Patrick to-day. I

cotched the little divils and I shpank-
ed 'em good. Bridget had been havin’
some beer last night, so she came
over to my house and she did smash
me good. She did send for me, your
anner, this mornin’ and she said, sez

she, she war sorry that the beer was
bad.

Won't you let her off, Judge?”’
“I willif you will pay the costs,”

said Justice Kersten.

“I couldn’t do that, yer anner, for I

haven’t a cent.”

. “Then Iwill haveto send you' .to

jail.”

“Don’t do that, yer anner, for then

Patrick will get no turkey. If you will
let us both off, yer anner, I will bake
the turkey and give Bridget and her
children half av it.”

“Discharg

,"’ said the Justice.
“Next!

icago Tribune.

yond this,

DANGER OF ’CYCLING.

——

Moderation Should Be the Rule of
All Riders.

Those who bélieve in the necessity
of physicial exercise—and we belong
to their number—have need also to
remember that even go good a thing
a8 this is in excess an evil, The use of
the ’cycle is a form of bodily recrea-
tion in itself doubtless wholesome;
none the less is it open to the mis-
chievous effects of undue indulgence,
Tempted by the ease of movement,
combined as a rule with attractive
Bcenery, everyone tries it. Everyone,
too, finde he can do something with
it, and considerations of wealth, con-
stitution, age and health are apt to
be dismissed with gummary impru-
dence.

One fruitful source of injury is com-
petition. In this matter not even the
strongest rider can afford to ignore
his limit of endurance. The record-
breaker, who sinks exhausted at his
journey’s end, has gone a point be-
The septuagenarian who
tries to rival his juniors by doing and
repeating his 20 or 30 miles, perhaps
against time, is even less wige. Lady
‘eyclists, too, may bear in mind that
their sex is somewhat the weaker. So,
likewise, among men the power of en-
durance varies greatly, and itis better
for some to admit this and be moder-
ate than to labor after the achieve-
ments of more muscular neighbors,

In short, whenever prostration be-
yond mere transient fatigue followsthe
exercise, or when digestion suffers and
weight is markedly lessened, and a
pastime which ought to exhilarate be-
comes an anxious labor, we may be
sure that it is being overdone. He
that would reap its best results must
content himself with much less than
this; but unless he can observe such
moderation he had better abstain
from it altogether—London Lancet.

A COMMON ORIGIN.

The Elements Represented in the
Early American Colonies,

It is the favorite theory of political
writers that there was in 1870 a dis-
tinct difference between the Northern
and Southern character arising out of
the fact that the dominant element in
the North was descended from the
Puritan and inthe South was descend-
ed from Cavalier. It is nowestablish-
ed that no such difference in origin
can be proved. The Virginian and
Maryland planters, the New Jersey
Quakers and the Connecticut and
Massachusetts settlers sprang from
the same class in England. The ele-
ments chiefly represented in all the
colonies at the time of their founda-
tion were the intelligent yeomanry
and small landowners. The aristoc-
racy of which the South boasted so
much .was not descended from the
younger or the older sons of English-
men of rank,it wasmadeup oithe sons
and grandsons and great grandsons
of those planters who were the first
by their shrewdness and energy to
acquire large landed estates. The

climate had brought about some
changes, and in the South there had
been developed a class of small land-
owners the so-called poor whites, who
had but litsle improved during the
century previous to the civil war.
The original bases of the white popu-
lation were, however, the same.—
Albert Bushnell Hart, in New England '
Magazine.

A Criminal's Vardiet on Flogging.

An habituai criminal, dying slowly
in a London hospital, was asked
whether flogging really actsas a deter-
rent from erime. Here is the expert’s
opinion, as it was taken down by the
house surgeon in attendance, who now
reproduces it from his diary: “That
it does; why, if I'd had the tails early
enough I do believe I should have gone
straight. It’s no fun, the cat; and, be-
sides, it’s a fine argument to show
your back to your pals when you
come out. They don’t care fer all you
tell ’em about skilly andshort rations
and hard work; but if you can strip
and let ’em see the places where the
tickler's been, that fetches "em. They
funk that, and sodo youif you've
ever had it. There's only one mis-

take you make. - If a fellow is to have
it as part of his pill, ne ought to get
it just as he’s leavin’ prison, and not
when he goes in. If he could show his
raw back it'd be all a sermon.”

* Women's Rights In France.

Postmistresses in France have at
last obtained the redress of a griev-
ance from which. they have suffered
for many years. By old-established
rule, husbands of postmistresses were
debarred from exercising a number of
trades or professions. Indeed,almost
every position, official or otherwise,
was closed to them, owing to an old

prejudice originating in the theory
that cvertain professions would offer
temptations to the husband to tam-
per with the mails.
was that many postmistresses were
practically debarred from marrying.
The Government, however, has now

abolished all restrictions on the choice
of husbands- by postmistresses with
one exception.
now remaining on the index is that of
police officials, : St

The result of this

The only category

.
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