T was the last
evening of the en-
gagement of Al-
corez, the French
juggler. at the
Elysiom Musie
hall, and the
house was crammed. The prestidigi-
tator 1s not always a popular “turn;”
he lacks piquancy and excitement,

and very often originality; but Alcorez
had got hold of one or two almgst
startling feats which current rumor
gave him the credit of perilously
ptealing from Thibet. At all events
his name on the bill was a feature,
and he always took well.

The conjurer himself stood at the
bar waiting his call, and drank spar-
ingly with his admirers. He was in
good spirits that night, for on the
following week he was to start on a
big American tour which was almost
certain to result in furiher engage-
ments and assure his future.

On the stage the Sisters de Leari
were singing the thirl and last en-
core verse of their great success, “We
Get There All the Same.” At that
early periol they dressed as their
Erandmothcr. Thirty years later

hey will make up as nearly as possi-
ble like their grandchildren. Art de-
mands such sacrifices from its vo-
taries.

Alcorez made his final adieus and
went behind to his dressing room.
The Sisters de Leari gave place toa
low comedian, then the eurtain went
up on Aleorez's table and appliances,
his name blazoned in letters of gold
upon a black background.

At different timss and in all places
there are sympathetic audiences and
exacting audiences. Why, and what
controls them, none can say. Simply
they are there and have to be allowed
for. As the juggler bowed., his ex-
perienced eye took in the sea of faces,
and he smiled.

He generally began with a very
simple trick that is as easy as it looks
impossible, and older than the necro-
mancers. [e would borrow a watch,
get a stranger from among the andi-
ence to come upon the stage and hold
it, and then cause it to disappear and
be found in snmeone else’s possession.
It is very absurd when you see how it
is done, but it is capable of en<lless
variations, and eanalways be made to
raise a laugh, which is the conjurer's
first object.

To-night Alcorez borrowed the
wateh. Almost befor: he had male
the request a man from the front row
of stalls stepped npon the stage to as-
sist him. This alacrily was so unuosu-
al that Aleorez lookel at the man
curiously, and wonderad that the faea
seemed so familiar to him. A word
from the audierce cauzht the juggler's
ear and he turned quickly to the
stranger.

‘‘Sir, are you my friend, my accom-
plice, my servant? A gentleman in
the audience distrusts me. 1Is it 'so?”

“Certainly not,” saidl the stranger.

“Have you ever assisted me before
and become familiar with my ways?"
continued the conjurer.

There was just the suggestion of u
pause, but the “no” was firm and ¢m-
phatic, and Alcorez proceeded.

Genperally it was easy to reduce the
assistant to the necessary state of
confusion ata very early stage,but the
stranger did not indulge in any of the
humorisms by which the volunteers
lay themselves open. Alcorez, a little
puzzled, placed the watch in a hand-
kerchief, gave the enls to a strange:
to hold, and crossed the stage. '

There was still an almost unfailing
ruse. Few mon—those aceustomed
to powder least of all—ean face a gun
or a pistol without a tremor. This
gives the conjurer a double advan-
tage; by means of a weapon he can
bring a too observant assistant intn

-

GAVE A LONG, GURGLING BIGH.
such a condition of nervousness that
he is unable to proceed, and he can,
for a moment, startle a whole andi-
ence out of watchfulness by the sud-
den flash and report. Alcorez ploked
up a glittering revolver, raised it
quickly, and drew the sight dead on
the other's face.

*‘Are you ready?” he called sharply.

“Quite,” unflinchingly replied the
stranger.

Alcorez lowered the weapon.

“The danger is small,” he said,
with a lightness he was far from feel-
ing at that moment, ‘‘but Ilike not
to take a fellow creature unprepared.
But then”—with professional face-
tiousness—*“1 have killed only one
man as yet.”

‘“There's luck in even numbers,”

said the other quietly. ‘‘Perhaps I
shall be the second.”

+Alcorez shrugged his shoulders.
After all, it mattered little. He

could create a diversion and make the
‘pass afterward. 3
i{e took up the revolver again,
judg »d the sight well above the head,
and tired. :
The effect was instantaneous.

r . ;
stranger pressed his hand to his fore-
head, gave a long, gurgling sigh, and
sank down on the boards, while from
the hall came the shrieks of women
and the horrifiad shouts and threats
of men as they surged from the doors
and the stage. F
Alcorez stood for a moment stupe—“
fied. In that short second a dozen

central fact—irretrievable ruin. Pos-
sibly ‘he had mixed his cartridges;
perhaps, even, some one had tamper-
ed with his pistol. Ah! after all the
poltroon might have only fainted. Ha
rushed across, bent down, and grew
ghastly as he saw a red fresh streak
on the fallen man's brow. Theatrical
to the last, he faced the raging crowd
and, tearing open his shirt, placed
the weapon to his own heart and
fired. A renewed burstof shrieks and
cries greeted this He neither fell
nor moved, but stood with uplifted
hands as if mutely calling on heaven
to witness his innocence.

They carried the dying man intc
a dressing room and placed him on a
couch, while Alcoraz followed, sickly
with terror and agitated beyond
words. The manager was there al-
ready. ‘‘See if there is a doctor here,”
he said briefly to an attendant.

“There is no need,” said the stranger
suddenly, as he rose from the couch
and stood firm. “I was not hurt.” He
took a cloth, wiped his forehead
clean. and showed his hand smeared
with fresh red paint.

There was a hushed’ pause, broken
by the sound of Alcorez falling heav-
ily to the ground. From the little
group of men came a word:

‘Coward!”

‘Perhaps,” said tke stranger, un
moved, ‘but listen. Once before—
months ago—I stepped upon the
stage to assist that man. Never mind
why. Iwent to help him, that is
enough. He repaid me by making me
a langhing stock for all present. As
it happened, it involved more than
either he or I knew at the time. 1
have taken the only means I could of
humiliating him. Ask him how it
feels Now we are quits.” And be-
fore anyone could move he passed out
of the room and was gone.

He was more than quits. Alcorez's
name appeared on the bills no more.
His nerve was completely gone, and
from that night his hand never again
knew its cunning.

Zelzinz the Opportunity.

Lord Coleridge sprang into em-
nence as a lawyer by adroitly seiz-
ing a sumple incident while he was
pleading the cause of a man on trial
for murder. In the course of his
long argument, a candle in the jury
box flickered and went out, leaving
the court room in darkness. He
stopped speaking, and the silence in
court for a moment was oppressive.
The usher veplaced the light, and
Coleridge . resumed his address.
-*Uentlemen of the jury, you have u
solemn duty, a very solemn duty to
discharge. Tho life of the prisoner
at the bar is in your hands. You
can take it—by a word. You can ex-
tinguish that life as the candle by
your side was extinguished a mo-
ment ago. But it is not in your
power, it is not in the power of any
of us—of any one in this court or out
of it—to restore that life, when once
taken, as that light has been re-
stored.” The tone in' which the
words were spoken, the cadence of
the voice, and the action of the ora-
tor, with the inspiration of the
scene and the hour, produced a
thrilling effect. The jury acquitted
the prisoner, and Coleridge’s fortune
was made. —Argonaut.

HNeroic Measures.

One of our neighbors,an vnusually
learned clergyman, writes James
Payne, was much given to Greek
quotations. 1 was learning Greek
at that time, and those sonorous
lines of his to which the ladies
listened with reverent awe, irritated
me extremely. One of them asked
me once, in a hushed whisper, the
translation of these quotations. I
gave her to understund, with an op-

portune blush. that it was scarcely
meet for a lady’s ear. “Good heav-
ens!” she cried, ‘:you don't mean to
say—'"  «Pray, don’t gquote me in
the matter,” I put in pleadingly;
“but I really—no, I resally couldn’t
tell you,” which was quite true. She
went away and told all her lady
friends that Mr. C—— indulged in
quotations which were such thut
could not Dbe translated to modest
ears. Jt injured his character for a
long time, but cured him of a very
bad habit. It was my first appear-
ance in the role of a public venefacs
tor.

Better Than Merbs.

Anxious Mother—There is a cer-
tain very eligible young man that I
want my daughter to fall in love
with. Do you deal in love philters?

Modern Magician-—No, madam:
but I can bring the matech about in
another way. :

«Oh, thank you.
do? ;

+*Shut her up in a boarding school
for a year and then arrange your
plans so that this youth will be the
first man she meets after she gets
out.”—N. Y. Weekly.

What shall I

Patriotism.

Lisbeth—I hear you have broken
with Ambrose. What was the mat-
ter?

Jeannette—We fell out about lit-
erature. Ambrose is such a horrid
Anglomaniac. He persists
Shakespeare is funnier than BillNye
—St. Louis Post-Dispatch.

AL iderate E yer
Publisher—You look lame. Been
leicked out much?
Book Agent—’'Bout forty times.
Publisher, kindly—Well, leave
your encyclopedia here. and canvass

The ' back gets wellL. —N. Y. Weekly.
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SCINTILLATIONS OF WIT AND HU-
~ MOR. :

A Quarter of an Honr With The Hu-
orists—Funny Things Gleaned
From Bright Exchanges—Laugha-
ble Sayings. '

Castleton—Hello, old man, what's
your face swelled up so for? Tooth-
ache?

Clubberly (groaning)—I should say
s80. Haven't had any peace for a week.
You see, it’s a hollow tooth, and the top
broke off the other day, and I've had
an awful time with it. y

Castleton—Well, there's only cne
thing to do. You must have it out.
Know of a good dentist?

Clubberly—No, do you?

Castleton—You bet! I know just the
fellow. Back tooth?

Clubberly—Yes. Say, can I take gas?

Castleton—No, sir! He wouldn't give
it to you, I know. Very particular.
Heart must be exceptionally strong.
Right side? @

Castleton—Yes.

Clubberly—Just like mine. It will
take about fifteen or twenty minutes
to pull that tooth, old fellow.

Castleton (turning pale)—What! As
long as that?
Clubberly (cheerfully)—Yes, sir. You

see, he has first got to prepare the
tooth; that is, he probes around the
roots with an instrument to loosen it
up.

Castleton—He does, does he?

Clubberly—Oh, yes. The prongs will
be imbedded in the jaw bone, a piece of
which usually comes out anyway, but
he tries to avoid this. Oh, he’s a good
man. He's the kind of a man that
never gives up. If that tooth of yours
should break off still more at the first
pull, he would keep right at it. He
may have to take it out jn two or three

.pieces, old fellow.

Castleton—Is he far from here?

Clubberly—Oh, no. Right around the
corner.

Casfleton—All right. But I want to
step into a drug store first.

Clubberly—What for?

Castleton—I thought before I went
around to that dentist of yours, old
man, that I would take a good stiff dose
of prussic acid.

—Tom Mason, in Harper's Bazar.

A Young Man With an Idea.

~Life.

Her Maiden Fears. >
“George!”
There was an anxiety—just a lttle
of it—in the girl's tone.
“What is it, love?”
“I read something in the paper to-
day that alarmed me.”

“What was it?”’

“Niagara Ialls is wearing away at
the rate of more than twelve inches a
year; and in the course of some hun-
dreds of years it will b2 gnne entirely.”

“What of that?’

“You know it is such a delightful
place for honeymoon trips.’

-"Ym'!’

“] had set my heart on going there
on our own bridal tour.”

“Y-c-es "

“We have been engaged four years
aow." 7

“About that length of time.”

She laid her head on his shoulder and
sobbed. ;

“In that time—boo-hoo! Fully fifty
inches of the Falls have been worn
away—boo-hoo!—and I'm afraid they'll
be all gone before—before—Oh, dear!
what am I saying?’

“Never mind love,”” sald George, ten-
derly, as he Kissed her cheeks. ‘‘Don’t
cry. We'll go before the Falls are worn
away. How would next June suit?”

‘“That will do nicely, sweetheart.”

And she was happy agaln.—Puck.

Slaves of Fashion.

Far away towards the setting sun
where the light of enterprise burns in-
tensely by day and by night, the head
of the family was engaged with his
second plate of pancakes.

“My dear,” he observed, “I have some
news for you."” " e

The goddess of the household leaned
forward, in an attitude of attention.

‘“Yes,” the husband ‘proceeded, “the

SOME BRIGHT SMITES.

TRALY. who rotiud e T w8
ro e fast expresss

$100,000.” I !

The lady gasped. :

© “Well,” she said, fretfully, “I sup-
pose T'll have to call on them now;
but I just hate to. These newly-rich
_pef,ﬁiiput on such insufferable airs.”
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A Cigar Casc.

Always n Chance.

“You are almost a man, You ought
not to go about asking people for help

when you are able to earn a living by
working for it. Can’t you find a job
of any kind?”

“Yes'm; I was offered a job the other
day, but I didn't think the pay was
big enough. All they would give me
was $4 a week.”

“You could have got $4 a week?”

ilYes'm‘"

“Well, that's a great deal better than
nothing. If you could earn as much as
that at the beginning and stick to your
work faithfully you would be certain-
to get a raise some day wouldn’t you¥"

“Yes'm, I guess so. It was in a dy-
namite factory.”—Chicago Lribune.

The Slow Lover.

He had reached out as if he would
catch -hold of her, and she eluded his
grasp. Again he made an equally fee-
ble attempt and again she eluded him.
Once more he made a feeble attempt,
and she had no difficulty in escaping.
This time she became ndignant, al-
most angry.

‘“What do you mean, sir,” she ex-
claimed, “by thus trying to kiss me?”

“I—I—T presume,” he hesitated, “that
I meant to kiss you.”

She drew herself up proudly, then
stepped near him and gazed down on
him defiantly.
© “Well,” she said emphatically, “why
in heaven'’s name don't you do it?'—
Detroit Free Press.

An Unfortunate Comparison.

Fourthly,” said a member of the con-
gregation at the close of his service,
“all but that part of it in which you
spoke of heaven as consisting of sever-
al entirely distinct heavens, one above
the other.” .

“What is you objection to that?”?
asked the Rev. Dr. Fourthly. “It is
clearly taught in the Bible.”

“Perhaps it is,” rejoined the other
dubiously, “but it scems so much like
living in a South Side flat.”—Chicago
Tribune.

Cloud Over the Honceymoon.

It was in the honeymoon, and she

had adopted the bridal habit of put-
ting a terminal ‘“y” to her pretty
words. So when her fond and admir-
ing husband—who posed as a strictly
temperate man—stood before her with
a speck of dust on his coat, she said-
‘“Hubby, your best coat-y needs the
vigorous use of a little whisk-y.”
“Not half as much as I do,” gurgled
the thirsty sufferer, and an awful sus-
picion dropped in their midst like g
chunk of lead.—Detroit Free Press.

Too Much of a Strain.

Mr. Philanthro—My poor man, how
did you lose your eyesight?

Billy Bluegog—In the Government
service, yer honor.

Mr. Philanthro—In what branch were
you working?

Billie Blaegog—I was engagad in look-
in’' fer marks of bullet worads in pene
sion applicants.

Her Debut.
First Girl—When are you “coming
out?”
Second Girl—Just as soon as I grow
into mamma’'s dresses.

Why She Read It.

Jack Dashing—Isn't that nevel rath-
er of the flesh, fleshy?

Penelope—Yes, but you know I'm 3
carnivorous reader.

i Hopeless,
Mills—What does Maxence do for a
living?

Dills—His landlady and anybody else
he can lay his hands on. ;

“Nothing New Under the SuaM

They Got It.

brick house

“I liked your sermon very well, Dr.'

FOR THE FAIR SEX.

INTERESTING CHAT ToOR
: WOMEN.

T

Some Scunid Sense About tho Moth-
er’s Duiy—Her Velvet Clonk—0Out of
Remnants—The Laws ¢f Ilreland—
Household Hints.

of household tasks all day long is ruin-
ous to the temper and more wearing to
the health than any amount of bodily
labor. The Chautauqua course of read-
ing comes to your very door and asks
you to walk in its ways, and most in-
viting paths they are in which 1o tread,
bringing a boundless store of informa-
tion and leading you to look up into
the blue heavens and down into the
depths of the sea and out into God's
world about you. When once one be-
comes interested in this or any similar

course of reading, the question, “Is
life worth living?" answers itself.

To those who object that all this
takes time I would reply, so does ev-
erything that is worth doing at all
Yet when we really desire to accom-
plish anything, can we not always make
or take the time to do it? A housewife
and mother can, if she will, do all her
own work, be dressmaker and seam-
stress, and send the hoys to school,
and sew on the father’s buttons and
vet not suffer her mind to rust; can
keep up her musie, attend lectures, be-
long to amagazine club and feel herself
up with the times and as useful as
anybody; maybe she can even join a
grange and be a valuable working
member. Of course to do all this some
things must be given up; but to gain
such a reward is worth the sacrifice
of even several pies n week, or some
other as great deprivation; nor will
the farmer's family be the worse for
it. It is mnot impossible to write or
read while dinner is cooking aud may
be the essay will gain spice from the
very surroundings. Singing and wash-
ing of dishes go well together and the
former will neutralize the discourage-
ment produced by the sight of a large
number of the latter a waiting to be at
tended to A woman’s ingenuity will
compass almost anything she may un-
dertake. I have in mind a sitting room
in one corner of which stands the sew-
ing maehine. in another the organ and
in a third an old secretary, at which
the mistress of the house has passed
many happy moments when not mak-
ing music on either of the other two
instruments, both of which show signs
of daily use. To combine housework
with self-culture does not take much
time, nor much money, nor a teacher.
It only requires a love of knowledge
and a determination to acquire it. All
the rest will come of itself.

And now, if the question arise, what
effect will all this have upon the hoys?
hear the answer, tried and tested by
actual experience. The home is the
child’s first school, and upon the at-
mosphere which surrounds him from
infancy depends his future usefulness.
This is true no less of his mental than
of his moral character. In the homes
of many farmers there is absolutely no
reading matter, such, and during the
few hours. spent in the schoolroom, it
is impossible for the teacher to coun-
teract that dampening, depressing, nar-
rowing influence which throws a wet

stupid in spite of himself. But let him
feel that all at home are interested in
his progress, the father knows where
he is in arithmetic and is ready to help
him with a hard example, and mother
is just.ahead of him in history and ean
tell him the date which he has forgot-
‘ten, and ten times out of a dozen he
will take to his books without urging
and absorb knowledge without knowing
it. If mamma writes at a desk in one
corner, little Johnny will tease for a
desk in the other, and will want pen-
cils and paper and all complete, and,
before going to school at all, will have
acquired the rudiments of a good edu-
cation, and also a taste for hooks,
which will go with him through life
and will keep him out of bad company,
will show him a profitable manner in
which to spend his evenings, and help
him in a thousand ways.

So mothers, if you wish to throw
around your children a safeguard which
shall introduce them into cultured so-
ciety, and protect them from evil, do
your best to make the home atmos-
phere favorable to their mental devel-
opment, and such as shall encourage
habits of reading and study. And to
this end. make the most of yourselves.
Read, read, read anything rather than
" nothing; but best of all, adopt some
systematic course, whatever commends
itself to your judgment, and, depend
upon it, not only the boys and girls, but
father himself, will fall into line, and
verily you shall reap your own reward.
—Alice M. Walker in The Outlook.

A Magnetic Woman.

Mrs. H. R. Ludwig of Montague,
Sussex county, N. J., possesses a gift
of magnetism which gives her wonder-
ful control over animals, birds, reptiles
and insects. The most viclous horses,
which are utterly unmanageable by
any one else, become perfectly tract-
able and obedient under her voice and
touch. Dogs, cats and other domestic
animals, whether belonging to her or
to others, seem to understand every
word she speaks, and they do the most
astonishing things at her order. Shy,
suspicious and undpproachable as the
wild fox is, he will not only :t fly at
the approach of Mrs. Ludwig, but will
come to her at a word of command,
Wild birds follow her when she walks
about her farm, and frequently  will
not be driven away by her. One par-
ticular robin is so infatuatad with Ler
that it hovers about her house contin-
ually, although Mrs. Ludwig has taken
it far away several times and tried to
frighten it into leaving her. This lady
says that birds and beasts have a lan-
guage and that she understands it in-
stinctivaly. It used to be said of Hen-

Thoreau of Walden that he would

the fishes would come up to it letting
bim stroke them.—New York Sun.
:  Her Velvet Cloak. 2

The woman who cannot afford a
velvet frock or a velvet wrap this win-

ter should decide to go into retreat.
| That is the only way in which she can

- escape Reart-burning and jealousy. If

To keep one’s mind on the weary round .

Iy
yut his hand into a running stream and’

1

throng which will crowd the streets
this autumn, and is herself clad in
mere broadcloth, she will' be fall of
hatred, envy and malace.

The velvet capes are particularly gor-
geous affairs. They sparkle with iri
descent beads; they - flutter with lace
‘and aye made soft with fur. They are
most Jarlng in color. Rich claret color,
emeriald, and olive-green and brown
dashed with yellow, will make the
thoroughfares gay. The vclvet coats
go a step further and combine two col-
ors. One particularly effective coat
was of dark green with a stuff collar-
ette of lighter shade. The rleeves wera
dark blue. Down the front heavy
cream lace was appliqued, and twe

same design of lace and fur trimmed
the bottom of the jacket and the
sleeves. The remarkable wrap was
saved from seeming like a scrap-bag
comblnation by the extreme beauty
and richness of its component parts.
Such lace and velvet never go into
scrap bags.

Out of Remnants,

It was, according to the wearer's ad-
miring friends, n meost beautiful bod-
ice. It was of pale blue crepe. The:
sleeves sere puffed so as to form a
sort of cascade to the elbow. The
puffs were divided by bands of cream.
insertion. Van Dyke points of lace
extended from the collar to the waist
line, the narrow points giving a taper-
ing effect to the wearer’s plump figure.
A stock collar of heliotrope velvet fin-
ished the bodice.

When it has been sufficiently admired
the young woman who wore it made

blanket on-the mind and keeps the boy |

the encouraging statement that her

flast winter's ball gown., a scrap of

velvet and lace saved from three sea-
sons before, were the material used.
Whercupon all the others departed
vowing to have lovely bodices before
the week was over.

Houschold Hints.

IMlower scissors in steel or silver are
now included in a2 set of scissors.

The potato, masher made of wood
answers the purpose very well, but it
is apt to get soggy, the moisture pene-
trating the wood, and in the course of
time rendering it unpleasant to use.
A new masher made of porcelain with
@ wooden handle has been introduced
lately, =

The ultra fashionable chafing dish
outfit is becoming as expensive as that
for a § o'clock tea. The latest necessi-
ty for it is an alcohol flagon. These
flagons which are tall and graceful,
have a handle at one side and on the
other a spout that makes it possible: to.
fill the lamp conveniently.

Linen embroidery must be very light-
ly starched ,and made as smooth as
possible when drying, and before iron-
ing must be dampened down untili ev-
ery thread is limp but not wet. It

cloth and ironed on the wrong side,
pressing the work so that it will have
gry beautiful raised appearance when

A grease eradicator is one of the ar-
ficles that every housewife likes 19
have around. Here is one which is said
to have made the fortune of one man
before the secret was given to the
world: Two -ounces of ammonia, I
ounce of castile soap shavings, one
‘quart of salt water, one, teaspoonful
of salt-peter. - Stew them up and—there
you are.—Washington Stpr. 5 :

There are two or three common-sense
rules that wounld save a would-be en-
tertainer of heartache if only heeded.
The sensible housekeeper never tries to
make her dinners and teas more ela-

cousistently permit. It is always a
source of annoyance to attempt to do

of your cook or yourself.

Do not let any dish come on the table
too often. The principal reason for
‘which the dessert course is often look-
od upon as a tedlous one is. that it is
generally so monotonous. ,The little
dish filled day after day with the same
kind of crystallized fruit, for instance,
fully justifies the remark of a facetious

dosteds tha
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[ she raimples with fhe velverrobed

rows of sable gave a bon effect. The .

should be laid on a soft, thick ironing.

borate than her circumstances would

things that are beyond the Hmitations

host, who, on handing it to his neigh-
that “it had beem -
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