
TUB SAIJCY ROGUE. 

l-ROM TUE GERMXX 
There i-> a sancy ioa;ue. welt kaowrr 
To youth and gi ay oeard, maid and crone— 
A boy, with ejeb that mirth bespeak, 
With c url} locks aud dimpled cheek. 
He hat. a sly, demurish air. 

BUT, maiden fair, 
lake tate, take care' 

His d m may wound you, unaware' 

With uow and arrows in his hand 
He wanders uo and dowu the land, 
'Tis joll\ spoit to aim a dart 
At some pooo maiden's fluttering heart 
She wonders what has hurt her there. 

Ah maiden fair, 
Take care, take care • 

His dart nia\ wound j ou, unaware' 

Her nimble hands the distaff ply; 
A gallant soldier lad rides by; 
He eh es her such a loving glance 
Her heart stands still, as in a trance, 
And death pale sinks the maiden fair, 

Quick, mother there, 
Give heed, take care, 

Else you may lose her, unaware! 
Who stands there laughing at the door* 
That rogue, who triumphs thus once more! 
Both lad and maiden he has hit, 
And Hughs as though his sides would split. 
And so he sports him everywhere, 

Now here, now there, 
He mocks 3 our care, 

Tou fall his victim, unaware. 
Now who so masteiful and brave 
To catch and hold this saucy knave* 
Whoever binds him strong and fast, 
His name and deed shall always last. 
But, if this dangerous task you dare, 

Beware, take care 
L°st ill jou fare' 

The rogue may catch you unaware! 
Ilarpei's Bazar. S S. C 

n» 
THE POLICEMAN'S PROTEGE. 

I wantei to surprise my wife, so I car
ried my parcel stealthily into the house 
and deposited it unconcernedly on the 
sideboard in our little parlor. I should 
have known ray wife better than to have 
doubted ker feminine acuteness. 

'•Why, whatever have you got there, 
Charles? No more tov.< for the little 
ones, I hope. I won't aLow you to waste 
th' j money like that, you affectionate old 
fellow.' 

''No, old lady; no more toys for Nick-
sy ' 

' What's in the parcel, then?" 
' I don't know." 
Heie my wite looked at me incredu

lously. The idea of my having walked 
home two miles from the police station 
with a parcel under my arm, of the con
tents of which I was ignorant, seemed to 
her feminine imagination such an utter 
impossibility, that she expressed, as po
litely as she could, with her uncommonly 
express ve countenance,that I was having 
a bit of tun with her. 

''Don't know what's in the parcel! then 
why don't yiid open it? I t may be some
thing dreadful." 

"Don't feel very suspicious, at any 
rate," said I ; "but you kisow as well as I 
do why I cuin't cut the string." 

Why?' 
"Because—because I wanted us to do it 

together." 
Here my wife kissed me, and that's 

what I hoped for. We didn't cut the 
string, because a peculiai hobby of my 
father's had detcended as an heirloom to 
his son. I believe my father would soon
er have given me money for thiee balls 
of twine than allowed me to cut a bit to 
waste. But the nimble fingers of mv 
wife soon undid the knots, and then came 
perplexing wrappings of paper, fold upon 
fold. At last came the last folding of 
tissue, and then we saw something glit 
ter. 

"It 's gold!" paid my wife, in the ener
getic tone of an excited Australian dig
ger. 

I : was gold, but not a nucget. Before 
us on the table stood a very handsome 
clock, inlaid with Roman mosaic, and 
beneath the clock was a silver plate, 
with the following inscription written on 
it in scarlet enamel: "Presented to 
Cnarles Dyson, the policeman who was 
the means of rescuing a beggar-boy from 
despair. 'The poor ye have always' 
with you, but Me ye have not always. ' ' , 

"And what's the meaning of all this 
Charies Dyson?" said my wife. "Yes 
the policeman, of course, but who is th» 
beggar-boy? Tell me all about it, my 
husband, tor I am dying to know." 

"Moily, it must be a mistake. I can't 
understand it all." 

"A mistake 1 nonsense. Your name's 
Charles Dyson,and of course the clock be
longs to you. But ah! here's a letter." 

Sure enough, there was a letter hidden 
among the paper coverings,but as the let
ter may not provevery interesting,and cer
tainly was far too eulogistic, I will travel 
back some years fiom the night we un
packed the parcel, and relate, just as 1 
related to my wife, the story of the beg
gar-boy. 

"I t was one of those terrible hard 
nights in the win'er, when m m naturally 
th ink GL d as they walk through the 
streets for the blessing ot a comfortable 
home and a warm tire to goto when work 
is over, th it I noticed a little urchin 
crying his heart out at the end of a lark 
alley in the neighborhood of Leicester 
Squ ire. Now, I hate to hear children 
cry. For the matter of that, I hate to 
hear any one cry, but it makes one's 
heart bleed to think and know—for all 
policemen know it—that young children 
cry and die of hunger and cold, day after 
day, while we hulking great fellows eat 
mutton and be«>f, and have our stomachs 
warmed with cups of soothing coffee and 
tea. I am not a fool, or I shouldn't be 
a policeman, and I am not so dull that 
I can't see that many of these crying 
children are the instruments of cheats 
and impostors. 

"Anyhow, there was a little fellow 
crying as if his heai t would break, alone, 
and up a blind alley. I touched the boy 
on th» shoulder, and asked him what was 
the matter. 

He had no trumped-up story ready on 
his lips. He gave one look at me, and 
then covering his face with his hands, he 
sobbed again. He was not afraid ol me, 
as most stieet boys are. They look upon 
policemen as their natural enemies, know
ing that policemen are aware of all their 
cleverness and tricks. This poor little 
fellow turned away because he was 
ashamt d. His story—when I cou'd get 
him to speak—was a very simple one. He 
was an errand boy in a stationer's shop, 
and with his small earnings contrived to 
swell the income of his widowed mother, 
who had to fill several little mouths. Go
ing home with his week's wages, he had 
been robbed by a designing woman, who 
hart cajoled tne litt'e fellow into showing 
his money, and having seen it, had 
snatched it out of his hand. 

"Would he know the woman again if 
he saw her? I asked. 

"He thought he would. I knew very 
well whtre to find the woman. We did 
find her, and where I exoected—at the 
bar of a public-house; but the boy's 
money had been passed on or hidden 
away lojig before I encountered her. I t 
would have been a mere waste of time to 
have taken up the woman. I studied her 
features thoroughly, and lot her go. 

"And now what was I to do with the 
boy? I thoroughly believed his story, 
and believing it, I quite understood the 

feeling which made him dread returning 
home penniless. The little family at 
home expected the money—they urgent
ly needed it. This tiny bread-winnei 
was in no dread of the cane, or of coarse 
abuse tor his carelessuess. His punish
ment would be bitterer still. Hi3 mother, 
his brother, and sister would be staiving. 
For himself, he cared nothing, and as I 
tell you, I believed what he said I took 
my little friend 4o the police-station, and 
at once instituted what is only too com
mon among policemen—a whip round. 1 
was very successful that night. Most of 
the rneu at the station had been on a very 
popular duty, which had resulted in little 
presents for services specially rendered. 
We made up the amount of the lost 
wages and a little over, and then 1 start
ed off with the boy to test the accuracy 
of his statement. I always made a point 
ot doing this when I possibly could, in 
order to satisfy myself," and prove to 
those who assisted me that they had not 
given their money for nothing. The 
story was only too true. I t was all the 
more sad, because the widowed mother 
was one of those most unfrrtunate ot 
women—'one who has seen better days.' 
By her look and manner I fancied she 
must have been a Jady. There she was, 
poor thing, very humble and very dis
tressed. When her boy told her of what, 
in my simple way, I had doae, she wrung 
and kissed my han 1, and would not let 
it go. 

"Somehow or other, Molly, the b v 
interested me, and when I went away 
from the house, and was all alone, I 
kept puzzling my brains thinking what 
I could do for him. I liked him, be 
cause he supported his mother and fam
ily, and I knew he was one ot the right 
sort, because his mother and all the rest 
of them loved him soBassionately. 

"This was some time before I married 
yon, my good wife, and having no court
ing to occupy my spare hours, and noth
ing particular to do, I used to amuse 
myself with hunting up little vagi ants, 
sifting the wheat from the tares, as it 
were,* and helping to put those who had 
fallen, on their legs again. This kind of 
work was a hobby of mine. 

"At that time I used to save my lodg
ings by keeping the houses of rich gen
tlefolks, when they were out of town. 
It makes the minds of the owners easy, 
and ceitainly suits the pockets of the 
policemen. Well, I was keeping the 
hcuse of a fanciful old lady with an in
nate horror of burglars, a strange respect 
for policemen, and an undying love for 
cats, dogs, and parrots. She had a large 
house in tne country, and a fashionable 
mansion at Brighton, and I n^ver could 
quite make out why she kept up an es
tablishment at London at all. However, 
that was not my business. The longer 
the old lady remained away from Caven 
dish Square, the longer I got my lodg
ings for nothing, and a very pretty con
sideration into the bargain. 

"Just about the time to which I am al
luding, I heard from the lady's maid, who 
was constantly up in town, on errands 
for her mistress, that the kind old lady 
was in want of an assistant—-halt foot
man, half butler, half page—with a civil 
tongue in his head, a kindly heart and a 
willing temper. The thought struck me 
that my little friend would do. 1 told 
Pmcot, the lady's maid all about him, 
and we agreed to sally out together, and 
find out what was to be doDe. Pincot 
took the boy at once, and was so far 
friends with the mother, that they 
kissed one another, woman-like and 
cried before parting. Pincot was deter
mined to strike while the iron was hot, 
and we both agreed it would be a good 
plan if she would take him down to 
Brighton that night, and nappily catch 
her ©Id mistress in a good temper. The 
stratagem was eminently successful, and 
as my little friend had the good luck to 
save the old ladv's wheeziest spaniel from 
drowning off the Chain Pier, the first 
night he was at Brighton, it may easily be 
guessed that he was very soon in his 
mistress's good books. After that I never 
saw much of him. I got married, and 
my connection with the family came lo an 
end. The last i heard about him was 
that he was the old lady's constant 
attendant everywhere, wheeling her out, 
raadmg to her, and a slave to her every 
Willi. 

"The other day I happened to be on 
duty in Rotten Row, and among the 
horsemen I saw a face I had certainly 
seen befoie. I followed it. The face 
was changed, certainly, but it was quite 
fami.iar to me. I watched the face in
tently, and, at last the young man seeing 
that my eyes were upon him, and seem
ing at the same time to recognise me, 
rode across to where I was standing. 

"I was right, I had seen the face be 
fore. I t was my little friend of the blind 
alley. The mysteiy was soon cleared up 
The old lady—[ told you she was an ec-
centiicold woman—had just died. She 
left no children, and all her relatives 
were dead. When her will was opened, 
it was discovered that she had left the 
bulk of her property to my little 
friend, with a handsome annuity to Pin
cot, the maid. These kind ot things 
happen sometimes, and I am only glad 
that the monej has fallen into such good 
hands. The humble family is now le-
united, and are tar above any chance of 
want any more. But you can't think, 
Molly, how delighted the young man 
was to see me again. He looks qu»te the 
gentleman in his new clothes, and he is 
coming to call upon us to-morrow, and is 
determined to drive you and all the little 
ones down to Hampton Court. 

"Meanwhile, look at the clock. I 
know very well who sent it, Molly, aad so 
do you, by this time. Poor boy'" I hap
pened to do him a good turn once, and f 
never repented it, least ot all now all has 
turned out as it has. And as to him, as 
certain as I stand here, I know he speaks 
from his heart when he says that he will 
never forget what I did for him one mis 
erable winter's night. But what do you 
think he calls himself, Molly?' He is a 
fine gentleman, now, and uses, oh! such 
grand words. Why he calls himself 
'The Policeman's Protege. ' " 

posed before they parted that the health 
of the landlord, who had shown such 
liberality and rare provision for their 
gastronomic taste, should be drank. The 
proposal was received with cheers and 
laughter; the hilarity rose to such a 
height that a misgiving arose in the mind 
of the guest, when in reply to an inquiry 
whether it was not the ordinary custom, 
he was informed of the occasion which 
ha»1 brought those present together. The 
dinner had cost upwards of five hundred 
dollais.—Boston Courier. 

ADAYUHK1M. 
From the Springfield Republican. 

16hut my eyes and see it all— 
The garden and the wood, 

The lilacs and the maple tall, 
The grass plat wnere she stood. 

Above, the spreading apple trees 
Their snowy blosso ns shed, 

That floating on the morning breeze 
Falls gently on her head. 

The quaint old house with narrow eaves, 
The chimneys broad and low, 

The shadows of the waving leaves 
That softly come and go. 

I hear the sound of many feet 
Upon the oaken floor, 

I hear young voices glad and sweet 
Within the open door. 

And now they come, a merry throng, 
Fresh as the vernal breeze, 

And summon her with shout and song 
Who stood beneath the trees. 

I see them altogether go 
Beyond the wooded hill; 

Their songs sound far away and low, 
It fades, and all is still. 

'Tis but a dream, for nevermore 
To time do they belong, 

Their footsteps press no earthly shore, 
No mortal hears their song. 

But one of all who gathered there 
Komains the tale to tell; 

'Tis she upon whose dark brown hair 
The apple blossoms fell. 

And once again upon her hair 
Is snowy whiteness shed, 

But 'tis not apple blos&oms fair 
That rests upon her head. 

Thus, often as night's shadows come. 
My eyes are filled with tears, 

As visions of that peaceful home 
Rise from the vanished years. 

A Jsewing: Gir l ' s Romance. 

A sewing girl in this city, writes a 
Springfield (Mass ,j correspondent, has 
had a romantic experience that is worth 
the telling. Several months ago a man 
at Dubuque, la., advertised in an eastern 
Massachusetts paper for a wile. Among 
the swarm of answers which he recived 
were two irom two girls in this city, who 
replied just for the fun of the thing. 
One of them repiesented herself as a 
young widow, and her lively account of 
herself and her circumstancs was very 
largely fictitious, especially that which 
told (very incidentaUy, as if it was of 
no consequence) of the snug sum of 
money left her by the dear departed. 
She never expected to hear of the matter 
again, but that was the one letter out of 
all the advertiser received which struck 
his fancy. He wrote to the supposed 
"widow" (who, in fact had never been 
married, and who was then earning her 
living with her needle); photographs 
were exchanged; the letters grew more 
affectionate, until the young woman, re
alizing that the affair was no longer a 
joke, wrote to her new-found admirer and 
told him frankly of her humble circum
stances. 

Of course he admired her even more 
and at last came from Dubuque to this 
city to claim her for his bride. Instead 
of the sleek and intelligent looking and 
manly individual whom she had expected 
from his letter and his photograph, what 
was her vexation to see a person decided
ly seedy in appearance, wearing an old 
slouch hat, and appearing altogether un
attractive. Well, she refused him, and 
he, chiding her bitterly for so doing after 
the pains he had taken to win her, re
turned alone to Iowa I suppose he 
hadn't left the house before she was sor
ry—such is the flexible character of fe
male affection—and it is certainly true 
tnat she was very sorry, indeed, before he 
had put a thousand miles between them. 
He wrote no more / but the distressed 
young woman wrote, or got friends to 
write, to the pastor of the church he at
tended and to various peisons in Du
buque, to find out what sort of a man this 
was—something she ought to have 
thought of in the first place. The replies 
were uniformly complimentary, and every 
one only increased her regret that she, a 
poor sewing girl, had refused a "good 
match." 

Never a word came from him, and at 
last she swallowed her pride, reopened 
the correspondence herself, and told him 
how she had misjudged him and how 
orry the was that she had. Promptly 

came a manly roply from which she dis
covered that when he visited her here, 
he had intentionally made himself as un
attractive as possible, from a romantic 
notion that she ought to take him for 
what he was and not loi what he wore. 
Of course they were married, and the 
poor sewing girl has for her husband one 
of the leading citizens of Dubuque. And 
for her home one of the finest mansions 
in Dubuque. This true story ought to 
to have a moral of the negative sort— 
namely, that young girls are not to infer 
from it that it is safe for them to an
swer matrimonial advertisements, for 
where one case of this sort has, like this, 
a happy issue, there are ten whicn lead 
to unhappiness or something a great deal 
worse. 

Not Counted. 

to abuse, as the handling of statistics, 
and it is a wonder that no prophet has 
risen up to count in what choice numbers 
rogues, defrauding cashiers, assassins and 
other death-dealing gentry sit down to 
table. 

W JIO I»Oe» HIS BUST DOGS WKM,. 
Yes, life is a burden of sonow and care, 

And none, do their best, can escape from 
their fate; 

Then since we are doomed our great burden 
to bear, 

Let us steadily study to lighten its weight. 

And, first, in good humor set out on the way, 
With a song, or a cheer, a kind word or a 

laugh; 
For we find, as long as the world's highway 

we stray. 
The mass of mankind aie too serious by half. 

Why should Virtue forever wear cypress 
and yew; 

While Sin flaunts in garlands of myrtle and 
rose? 

The heart that is cheerful can still be as true 
As the heart that is,ever bemoaning its 

woes 

Leave preaching for practice, leave promise 
for df eds, 

The poorest can spare a kind word or a 
smile; 

One act of true brotherhood shames all the 
creeds 

Even wovea by councils the world to be
guile. 

Do the best that you'ean, with a hearty good 
will; 

Help the weak and the weary you find on 
the way; 

Thus Humanity's measure of duty fulfill— 
You'll find every act with the deed brings 

the pay. 

When you lie down to rest, with your hand 
on your heart, 

A nd can say, "In good sooth, I have tried 
to do right; 

To bear in the duties of life a man's part," 
The fullness of peace will come in with the 

night. 

Color Blindness. 

Texas Bil l 's Last Bea r -Huu t . 

A Good Dinner . 

First-class restaurants not unfrequently 
supply private rooms to select parties; 
and elegant recasts are weekly given 
An eminent Bostonian, who shall bi-
nameless, entered one ot these rooim and 
seated himself just as the party had taken 
their places, supposing it was the table 
d' hote. Now it so happened that this 
was the dinner of a sporting club, the 
members of which, without regard to ex
pense, had secured from different parts 
of the country and abroad the choicest 
game. It was a banqu t to which a 
Lucullus might have sat down. The 
gentleman, being recognized,was suffered, 
lor the fun oi it, to take a seat. During 
the repast he again and again felt inv 
pelled to make remarks on the excellence 
and rarity of *he fare, each ot whioh was 
received in a warm, oenial spi r i t The 
wine was equal to the rest ot the menu 
and its influence operating on the genial 
temper ol the uninvited, guest, he pro-

Nobody counts up the people that die 
out of parties who sit down seven at a 
table, or eleven, or twelve, or nineteen; 
but if any should do it, in any given 
year, the chances are that quite a strong 
case could be made oat for any or all of 
these figures as connected with the death-
rates. I t is only when thirteen people 
find themselves together at a meal that 
the old superstition is mentioned, and 
then, if tne year goes over without any 
of the party dropping out of life, nobody 
thinks to mention that at|the close. I t is 
quite certain that people are not protest
ed against disease or accident by the 
circumstance that twelve Knives and 
forks are on duty around them while they 
cue up their own meat and bread; if it 
were so, indted, then all well-disposed 
neighbors might club together to take 
their meals in the assorted number that 
defy the doctor and the apothecary. 
But if there cannot well be any life-insur
ance upon thirteen people that will put 
them for a twelve-month into a charmed 
existence, let them overheat, overwork, 
overeat themselves with impunity, kindle 
fin s with petroleum, or go without fire 
and food, it is equally evident that neith 
er can there be any safty in ten, or in 
fifteen. If th* count were kept against 
-my given number, it would not be long 
beto-e it would tall into ve^y bad repute, 
and might be made answerable not aloDe 
tor people dying, but for robbing a bank 
or forging election returns. There is 
nothing at once so valuable, and so open 

And now I will you about Texas Bill's 
last bear-hunt. One evening last fall 
we were sitting out on the piazza about 
nine o'clock, when neighbor Ford rode 
up and wanted me to go over to Rock 
creek, about three miles, and help kill a 
bear. He said his wife's mother and a 
boy about twelve years old had been 
down on the creek that day looking for 
some bees, and they saw a bear run into 
the rocks. So I saddled up, took my 
dogs, and with Charley and Ford started 
for the bear. When we got nearly to the 
creek we iound another man by the 
name of Russian waiting for us. When 
we got to the creek we went do^n about 
a half a mile and hitched our horses and 
began to climb up the bank among the 
rooks and trees, aad after about fifteen 
minutes' hard labor we got to where the 
woman and boy saw the bear go in. I t 
was a wild-looking place in a small ra
vine, with rocks on both sides piled up 
one above the other, and big bowlders 
scattered all about. The place where 
the bear went in was large enough for a 
man to get in easy, and about thirty feet 
back of where he went in was s large 
hole that went down, and not the one 
that went straight in. All the time 
while we were building a fire we could 
hear a noise in the hole like a 
hoarse hissing or grunting, and 
lthought perhaps Mr. Besr did net 
ike his company. After we got a fire 

we could not look into the hole but a lit
tle way, and F . went about a mile and 
got a lamp about as good as a lightning-
bug. Russian proposed to stay all night 
and have daylight to work in, but I did 
not want to stay till I found ou1. what I 
was staying for. While we were talking 
F . tooK the lamp and went to the upper 
hole and got down to look in, 

"Ha!" says he, "I can see him." 
"Well," said I, "what is it*" 
"I t is a bear! Come and take the lamp 

and see for yourself." 

1 took the lamp and got down and 
peeked in, and there he was. But I 
could not see very p'ain, so I crawled in 
a little I urther. Charley wanted me to 
come back for fear he would make a dive 
at me, but I ventured carefully in a little 
more and then could see his head and 
shoulders a little plainer, but I could not 
make out what the deuce it was. Its 
head seemed to be white and snout black, 
and what I could see of his shoulders 
were black. Finally F . says: 

"What do you make i t ? ' 
"Well, I think it is a—hog, and if you 

will hand me a gun I will try to put his 
eye out." 

They got my gun, and I ventured in a 
little more to get a good chance to shoot, 
but I got a little too near, and it moved 
and hissed and grunted fearfully; but 
when it moved I could see it plain and 
tell what it was, and what do you think 
I siw? A couple ot young buzzard;,' 
Tney stood side by side, their necks a id 
wings white, their backs, tails, heads and 
bills black, and in the dim light and po
sition they were in, looked like the head 
of some large animal. 

R. says, "Why don't you shcot?" 
I said nothing but crawled out, and F . 

says, "What are you going to do now?" 
"Well, I taink the best thing we can 

do is to go home." 
R says, "Why the deuce don't you tell 

us what it is down there in the rocks?" 
I bothered them for a few minutes and 

then told them it was buzzards, and I 
don't believe you ever heard such a 
shout from a few mouths as went up 
through the trees from around that "bear" 
hole. We blew out our lamp,got into our 
saddles, and went home, certainly wiser 
if not as happy as when we went out; 
and that is the last hunt I have had after 
bears.—Forest and Stream. 

Stephen Girard's Tactics. 

A man who had just set up in the 
hardware business, and who had been a 
clerk where Girard had traded, applied to 
him for a share of his patronage. Girard 
bought of him, and when he brought in 
the bill, found fault and marked down 
the prices. 

"Cask of nails," said he. "which I was 
offered for so-and-so, you have charged 
so-and-so, and you must take it off." 

" I cannot du it," sa'd the merchant. 
"You must do it," said Girard. 
' ' I cannot, and will not , ' said the young 

merchant. 
Girard bolted out of the door, appar

ently in a rage, and soon after sent a 
check for the whole bill. The young 
man began to relent and say to himself: 
•'Perhaps he was offered them at that 
price. But it is all over now; I am sorry 
I did not reduce the bill and get it out 
of him on something else. His trade 
would have been worth a goed deal to 
me." By-and-by Girare1 came again and 
gave him another job. The young man 
was very courteous, and said: 

"I was almost sorry I did not reduce 
your former bill"' 

'"Reduce a bill!'''' said Girard; "Had you 
done it, I would never trade with you 
again. I meant to see if you had cheat
ed me." 

Railroad accidents have been ascribed 
to many causes, but rarely, if evei, docs 
the reader of public prints learn of an ac
cident attributed to color blindness. 
And yet such a defect in the eyes of a 
locomotive engineeer has caused disaster 
and death. Cases where one train fol
lows upon another and telescopes the 
rear cars are far more numerous than 
collisions where two locomotives butt 
against each other. In these days of 
double tracks, the latter are almost im
possible. 

The other could be prevented at times 
if the engineer was able to distinguish 
the warning light ahead. But he can
not. He mistakes red for green and 
green for red; he confuses blue and green; 
he confounds almost everything except a 
whi*e light. A colored flag that should 
stop him he discerns as one which indi
cates a clear track. The defect is there
fore vital. Upon a trainman's ability to 
distinguish a signal depends the safety 
of the tiave ing public. 

To insure this, and alsc to examine as 
to the pioportion of population afflicted 
with eoler blindness, the eminent oc
ulist, Dr. P . D Keyser, surgeon of Wills 
Hospital, has undertaken the task of 
testing the eyes of a'l employes of the 
railroa Is that center in this city. A re
porter was curious to learn just what 
proportion of the tiainmen were thus af
fected, so he called at the doctor's office 
last evening. In the parlor were seated 
a large squad of men from the Philadel
phia. Wilmington and Baltimore line. 
The railroaders said that this examina
tion of their eyes had been going on for 
quite a period. 

The news-gatherer was kindly permit
ted to witness some of the examinations, as 
well as to have his 'own eyes tested. The 
important requisite for a railroader is to 
distinguish colors, because all signals are 
made with colored lamps or flags. In 
•he tests the doctor uses all shades of 
wool and pieces of glass before a flame. 
The sharpness of vision in each case is 
also tested. 

All railroad employes in Europe have 
undergone such examinations, with the 
discovery that about two per cent, of them 
were color-blind. I t is a natural defect. 
People are born so, and sometimes never 
discover it until placed under an exami
nation. In the public schools in this 
city a knowledge of colors is now taught 
in an effort to train the children's eyes, 
and to remedy, if possible, any defect. 

The subject is a rich one, and interest
ing to the multitudes of travelers. The 
doctor's investigations are likely to be 
productive of great results, and no doubt 
will lead to the adoption here, as in 
Europe, of one requisite in the qualifica
tions of traiumen-P-a freedom from color
blindness. 

sympathetic natures first. A cold-blood
ed, grasping Shyloc&, who cares little for 
the good name so highly prized by an
other, appears to be in no danger of such 
a calamity. Better far to confess pover
ty, be an honest bankrupt, than be brok
en down in body or mind, under too 
great exertion to avoid that calamity. 
With emotions of unspeakable pity for 
every man barrassed by his unsatisfactory 
affairs, I turn to expostulate with the com
ing generation. Keep a sound mind in a 
sound body. Do be contented with 
'things honest,' with comfortable medio
crity. Husband the stock of physical 
and mental life God has given you, that 
you may not grow permaturely old—use
less before your t'.ine." 

All Night in a Vault . 

Toledo Blade 
Not long ago the widow of a gentleman 

who had recently died desired the vault 
wheiein the remains had been tempor
arily placed to be watched, so that body-
snatchers could have no opportunity to 
ply their nefarious calling. Thinking 
that the vault would be watched better 
by the sexton than any one else. Mr. 
Bad bone was hired to keep a close look
out At dark he took a lantern and 
blanket and made up a bed in front of 
the vault, so that any one approach
ing it would have to step over his body. 
But after lying there some time it grew 
quite cold, and he thought he could 
watch the corpse just as well it he went 
inside the vault, out of the cold. So he 
unlocked the vault and went in, but 
found that he could not lock the vault 
from the inside. That would never do, 
and yet he was determined not to stay 
outside. 

Finally he went back to the house and 
aroused his hired man, and the two went 
back to the vault. Mr. R. then took his 
lantern and blanket and went inside, 
made a bed on the floor, and laid down 
for the night, having for companions to 
while away the tedious hours, six corpses. 
The attendant locked the door from the 
outside, and went back to the house and 
his warm bed, leaving the sexton alone 
in the vault with his sLent companions. 

There was nothing to disturb his tran
quility during the early part of the night. 
Every thing was quiet and still until 
about one o'clock, and then there was a 
gentle noise, as though some one were 
tampering with the vault lock. Mr. R. 
took up his lantern, and the noise stop
ped for a few moments, only to begin 
again when he laid down on his blanket. 
This time it appeared to be in an op
posite corner ot the vault. He could see 
nothing, and could only hear that steady 
scratch, scratch, which became more and 
more distinct every instant. Mr. R. is a 
brave man, but he confesses that when 
one is locked in a vault with six dead 
men, with no living soul within half a 
mile, and at an unearthly hour to have 
such an unexplainable noise as that, it 
was more than men with ordinary nerves 
could stand. At any rate his hair began 
to rise, and just as he was thinking of the 
best way to defend himself against his 
spiritual foes a little chipmunK dashed 
from a dark corner, ran past him and 
darted out between the bars in the vault 
door. Fiom that time on nothing occur
red to mar his quiet watch, but in the 
morning he was rather glad to be releas 
ed from his dull quarters. 

Excessive Brain Work. 

Deaf People's Troubles. 
From the Hew York Times, 

One of the saddest features of exces
sive deafness is the unhappy mental ef
fect it is apt to leave on those troubled 
with i t . So frequently is this the cause 
that it has been said that persons of 
morbid dispositions are peculiarity liable 
to this way of looking at the matter, 
cause and eftect are transposed. I t is 
certain that persons of cheerful disposi
tions have been apparently transformed 
into something wholly different from 
their former selves by being deprived of 
the ordinary powers of h?aring is greatly 
impaired is called upon to bear. He is 
outwardly in no way different from other 
people, and unless he has with him at all 
times some ugly symbol of his infirmity, 
like an ear-trumpet, strangers cannot 
know and friends are likely to forget that 
he is wanting in one of the most-used 
powers of sense. Of course, when some
thing is said to him which he does not un
d e r s t a n d ^ consequence ofthelight,$care-
less way in which the words are,utterred, 
or because the sounds are lost to him in 
the jarring hum of a general conversa
tion, it is easy to explain one's help^ss-
ness and ask to have a question or state 
ment repeated. But to be thus perpetu
ally acknowledging one's weakness is ex
ceedingly distasteful to most persons; 
the more so as the confession larely 
brings with it any satisfactory return. 
The prevailing belief of those who have 
not associated much with deaf people is 
that to make them hear it is only nec
essary to raise the voice. This, in most 
instances, is a complete mistake, few men 
and still fewer women, who are 
not professional vocalists, speak plainly 
when they speaa: with a loud voice, and 
hence it often happens that the victim of 
their kind efforts is in no way assisted in 
the task ot understanding them, while 
all those who may be near are made 
aware of his misfortune. The proper 
way is to speak slow and distinctly, for 
with the deal the recognition of volume 
of sound exists, just as a near-sighted 
man has a perception of any object, only 
in one case as in the other, the outlines 
and divisions arc uncertain and confused. 
As this is rarely understood, those who 
are tioubled with deafness soon find that 
a*tempts at general social intercourse 
bring with them more discomfiture than 
pleasure, the natural result is to force the 
sufferer into a kind of mental isolation. 

One of the clergymen of Worcester, 
Mass., in the course of a sermon recently, 
uttered the iollowing cautionary sugges
tions in regard to immoderate brain 
work: 

" I t is a lesson we are slow to learn— 
one that has to be enforced by an oc
casional thrilling fact—that the most ro
bust physique has its limit of exertion, 
that well-compacted and toughened 
mental fibre may succumb to undue 
stress at a single point. A piece of steel 
wire can bear only a given amount of 
longitudinal tension. Beyond that limit 
it snaps. By the annealing process of 
intense study or application to exacting 
business a man's brain gets toughened. 
It can bear an immense, prolonged strain; 
but there is an unknown terminus of 
your powera—exceed that point and the 
subtle thread of reason snaps. A rup
tured capillary on the brain paralyzes 
that center of thought, and the stalwart, 
brilliant man of yesterday, full oi hope, 
projecting grand schemes, the pillar ot 
strength to his family, the pride "of many, 
the possible envy of more, is to-day an 
enfeebled or quite broken down victim, 
»f intemperate brain work. You 
might charge me with an exaggerated 
idea of the perils of overexertion among 
business men. did not facts justify all 1 
have suggested? Have we not seen some 
of the brightest stars in the cluster ot en
terprising citizens, of which ws are justlv 
proud, wander from their orbit of reason 
and pas*, unless God shall disappoint 
our fears, into the shadow of permanent 
mental eclipse? The saddest feature of 
this phenomenon is that it seems to fall 
upon the highly organized, generous, 

Miss Wharton's Pie. 
Miss Margaret Wharton was a lady of 

good family and large fortune. She was 
one of tne Wharton's of Skelton Castle, 
England, and possessed $1,000,000, half 
of which she gave to a nephew. She was 
well known in Scarbonugh, where she 
used to send out for "a pennyworth of 
cream" and "a pennyworth of straw
berries," always paying her penny down. 
From this little peculiarity she became 
known as Peg Pennyworth. On one oc
casion, while in Scarborough, she had a 
meat-pie made; it was very large, as it 
was for herself, some visitors and the 
servants, She ordered her footman to 
take it to the bake-house. He refused, 
saying it was not consistent with his dig
nity to be seen dressed in plu*h and tags-, 
carrying a meat pie. Mistress Peg *hen 
desired tne coachman to take i t ; but he 
also declined. "Bring out the carriage," 
was the command. The carriage was 
got ' ready, the coachman donned his 
powdered wig and mounted the box; the 
footman ascended behind and Mistress 
Margaret Wharton, sitting in state in the 
carriage, bore the meat-pie on her lap. 
"Drive to the bake-house," was her com
mand. In an hour or two, the same state 
being observed, the pie was brought back 
"Now," said she to the coachman, "you 
have kept your place, which is to drive; 
and you," turning to the footman, "have 
kept yours, which is to wait; and we will 
all have some of the pie."—Chambers'' 
Journal. 

———— 
Torricelli, the friend and pupi l of Gali

leo, resumed the investigation at the in
teresting point where his master had left 
it. He conceived the happy idea of ex
hibiting the action of a pump on a con
tracted scale by means of a column of 
mercury, which is fourteen times heavier 
than water. This experiment brought 
very neatly under one view all the cir
cumstances affecting the question. He 
ascertained that the water and mercury 
were each supported by the same equi 
poise, which, after some hesitation, he at 
last concluded to be the pressure of the 
external atmosphere; and having after
ward constructed what has since received 
the rame of the siphon barometer, he de
tected that variation of pressure which 
depends on the change of weather. These 
important results were published in 1645; 
but Torricelli did not live to enjoy the 
fame ot his great discovery, being snatch
ed away by a putrid fever in the flower 
of his age. 

A young man in a leather store used 
to feel very impatient with his employer 
for keeping him year after year, for three 
years, "handling hides." But he saw the 
use of it year after year, when in an 
establishment of his own he was able to 
tell by the touch the exact quality ot the 
goods. I t was only by those thousands 
of repetitions that the lesson was learned: 
and so it is wi*h everything in which we 
acquire skill. The half-informed, half 
skilled in every business outnumber the 
others, dozens to one. Daniel Webster 
once replied to a young man who asked 
if there was "any room in the legal pro
fession." "There is always room at the 
top." The better you know your busi
ness the better your chance to rise You 
can gather much information by making 
a wiseude of your eyes and ears. 

The explanation which Galileo gave to 
the artisans of the failure of their suck
ing pump to raise water higher than 
thirty-two feet, namely, that it was the 
limit of nature's abhorrence of a vacuum, 
he did not COL sider himself as quite sat
isfactory ; it was, indeed, evading, rather 
than meeting, the difficulty proposed for 
his solution. In the last ot his dialogues 
he mentions an experiment to ascertain 
this power of virtu, as he calls it, of a 
vacuum; but although he got the length 
of weigning air, he advanced to no con
clusion respecting the effect of its i r -
cumbent masa. The atmosphere was, in 
his days, still supposed to reach to the 

moon, and the pressure of columns of 
such enormous height seemed to mock 
all calculation, and to overwhelm the im
agination. 

Latest Fashion Chit-Chat. • 

Contrasts in trimmings and pinings of 
costumes are given preference over shades 
of the prevailing colors of the dresses. 

White and colored Canton crape bon
nets, t i immed wita flowers, feathers and 
lace, appear at the openings among other 
millinery novelties. 

Broad-brimmed hats are more suitable 
for our bright, warm American summers 
than English round hats, and are mnch 
more becoming. 

Gypsy bonnets have large flowing 
biims raised in front, tied down at the 
sides, and falling on the neck, after be
ing partially raised in the back. 

Satteens and mummy cloth novelties 
show dainty little flower and leaf bouquet 
and vine paterns in jardiniere colors on 
pure white grounds. 

Quantities of cheap pinhead-checked 
and hair-lined striped summer silks are 
selling at the moment for parts of suits 
and also for entire costumes. 

American women who are sensible as 
well as tasteful avoid English styles of 
half masculine Derby hats, manish, 
ulsters, and jackets for street wear. 

Spring wraps are of various kinds of 
mantillas, mantles and dolman visites, 
all having long ends in front, square or 
pointed, but light Chuddah and India 
shawls will probably be much worn. 

The favorite flowers for tacking on 
bonnet crowns are asters, marguerites, 
pansies, and eglantine biooins, with the 
yellow anthers showing plainly on the 
delicate pink ground ot the petals. 

Pompadour gauzes with alternate lace 
and satin stripes, with flower and vine 
patterns over the same, made up in com
bination with plain silk and satin, make 
very stylish summer evening dresses. 

Two small red clay pipes, decorated 
with flowers and mottoes, with the stems 
tied in a cross with blue ribbon, is the 
newest chandelier pendant in fashionable 
houses. They call them "peace pipes." 

A gay morning-robe always looks vul
gar at a watering place or hotel breakfast, 
and corduroy velvet as well as satin, is 
seen in combination with camel's hair, 
French bunting and other light wool 
fabrics in spring costumes. 

Dressy parasols for the country or sea
shore are of ecru pongees, with spots, 
rings, or diamond patterns of brown, red 
or blue, or they are of plain ecru pongees 
with bandana or Scotch plaid linings, or 
gay-colored linings with-white polka dots. 

The newest and most elegant umbrel
las for all occasions are in very dark 
wine colors, or gendarme b-ue, black or 
invisible green, and of the rich, soft, ser
viceable, twilled umbrella silk that is 
both sun and shower proof. 

The quaintest mixtuies of color appear 
in mummy cloth, as stripes of yellow-
green, pink, and white, all mingled to
gether, and patterns resembling Satsuma 
ware, with creamy grounds and email 
flower designs in shades of brown, Sevres 
blue and scarlet. 

The fashion for flower bouquets is to 
have garden posies with several old-fash
ioned flowers in them; bunches of thou
sand-leaf roses, a sprav of migonette, a 
pansy or two, a mangold or a buttercup, 
and » tew ferns are tied together and 
used in bonnets or for waist bouquets. 

Diamond ribbon collar necklaces are 
the fashion of the passing moment, set in 
pave »tyle, and with clasps that make 
them available either for a pair of brace
lets or for a necklace. 

A new fancy that will probably " take" 
is to face the skirts of dressy costumes 
with red silk, under which the lace 
balayeuse is basted, making a very pretty 
and striking dress eftect. 

The newest white lawn and cambric 
waists have the fronts in fichu style, made 
with a separate piece in six plaits on 
each side, sewed in. the shoulder seams, 
and tapering to the waist. 

Evening stockings in the shades to 
match the new fabiics are embroidered 
between squares or lace figures set in 
over the ins'eps and sometimes up the 
sides. 

New opera fans are made in various 
forms, but do not close. They are com
posed entirely of flowers and leaves, after 
the favorite blossoms ot the fair holder, 
and are perfumed after natural models. 

The Bualey promenade costume has a 
special feature, which will prove very 
convenient. The skirt clears the ground", 
and the train, which is separated from 
the skirt just above the rovers with 
which it is trimmed is to be carried on 
the arm, leaving both hands at liberty, 
so if our ladies will insist upon tiained 
street costumes, nothing so convenient 
as t h h atyle can be suggested for their 
benefit. 

In hat ornaments there are found great 
changes this spnn g. On bats and bon
nets without flowers there are braids of 
either gold or silver, broader and of a 
finer kind than those used for the pur
pose last year. Golden buttercups, sil
ver straw, gold centered white si.k pop
pies, butterflies of mother of pearl, bee
tles with variegated backs and crystal 
lizards will be worn as ornaments on 
light coiffures. A new moir ribbon 
called "mother-of-pearl ribbon," resem
bles that substance in its hu ^s, its sur
face being satiny. 

A mourning dress for in door wear is 
made with a plain skirt of woolen goods 
plaited in one large plait in the middle 
of the back, and trimmed with two 
bands of crape. The tasque waist is 
bordered wi thacra re band. The sleeves 
are tight-fitting and finished at the wrist 
with a deep cuff. A d ress for h alf mourn
ing may be of facy armure delaine, 
trimmed with pekin or "armure de soie." 
The skirt is trim led with two narrow-
pliated flounces. The overskirt is draped 
in large plaits and the back is puffed 
and trimmed with a band of pekin which 
extends up the sides; the waist has a 
long basque, opening in the neck in a 
point, showing a vest, it then closes 
down to the middle of the bisque, where 
it turns back, forming revers lined with 
pekin. The neck trimming consists of 
a deep, turned down collar and revers, of 
the same material. 

In the different styles of roys* suits for 
early spring t! e cut if the garments is 
regulated by the ages ot boys. Very 
small boys we-ir kilt suits ot French 
dress goods, such as figured metalasses, 
beside all the fancy suiting in plaids or 
diagonals, fccotch suitings, camel's hair, 
and cheviots of all kinds For older boys 
who wear " t rm-er suits," fine Frt Bch and 
American bassinm rep, lricots, and diag
onals are made into coats, vests, and knee 
trousers, or, if the boy is old enough, 
regular trousers. The coats arc made 
ia different sty It s m^re or less ornate, 
but all are vtry j iunty-looking. Much 
a tention is given to perfect fit and finish 
Sprmg overcoats m the Eu^lish single-
breasted sacques, light weight ulsters, 
and semi-ulsters, are much in demand. 


