
ABIRD *TORY.

It's .-'.range how little uoys' mothers
Can find itall out as they do, .

Ifa fellow docs anything naughty,
Or says anything that's not true;

They'lllook at you just for a moment,
Tillyour heart in your bosom swells,

..And then they know all about
—

For a little bird tell*!
Now where the littlebird opmea from.
iOr where the littlebird goes

Ifhe's covered with beautiful plumage
Or Hack aB the king ofcrows.

Ifhis voice is as hoarse a- the raven
Or as clear as the ringing of bells, . .

\u25a0I know not—but thisIam sure of—
A little bird tells!

The moment you think a thing wicked,
The moment you do a thing bad,

Are angry or tv leu or hateful,

Get ngly or stupid or mad,
Or tease a dear brother or sister—

That instant your sentence he knells,
Ami the whole to mamma in a minute

That little bird tells!

You may be inthe depths of :icloset
Where nobody sees but a mouse!

You may be all al*ue in the cellar,
Youmay be on the top of the house,

You may be in the dark and silence,
Or out ivthe woods and the dells

—
No matter! Wherever ithappen?,

'1he littlebird tells!

And the only contrivance to stop him
Is ju»tto be sure what you say

—
Sure of your facts and your fancies.

Sure of your work and your play.
Be honest, be brave, and "be kindly,

Be gentle and lovingas well,
And then— you can laughat the stories

That littlebird tells!—
Wide Aieake.

DOLLY, THE FLOWER GIRL-
BYHELEN FORETT ORNVKS.

"She has got a face like one ofher own
rosebuds," said Mr.Fitzalan.

"I'veheard of her more than once,'' re-
tained Frank Calvery. "'The Pretty
Flower Girl,1people call her, don't they?
Old Frixham has doubled his custom
Mince she came there!"

•-And the best ofitall," added Fitza-
ian, witha laugh, "is that she is quite
unconscious of her own attractions —

a
little country lassie, who thinks only of
her o«n business, and never dreams that
she herself is the sweetest flower of all
the assortment.'

•'Let's go inand buy a Marechal Niel
bud and two or three sweet verbena
leaves,'" said Calvery. "Ishould really
like to see this modern Flora of yours.''

Dorothy Penfield stood behind the
counter ot the florist's store, sorting over
A piie of fragrant blossoms which lay on
a tray ofdamp green moss. Trails of
smilax wove their green garlands up to
the ceiling ; heaps ot gold and rose-pe-
taled buds lay in the window; drifts of
purple heliotrope perfumed the air, and
white carnations lay like hillocks ofsnow
against the panes ofthe show window,
whilespikes of perfume:! hyac inths and
cape-jessamine flung their subtle scents
upon the air.

And Dolly herself, with her lound,
dimpled face, pink cheeks and soft,
brown eyes, exactly the shade of the rip-
pled hair, whicti was brushed simply
back from the oroad, low brow, was
a iitbug accessory to the scene.

She looked up, as the two gentlemen
entered, and a solt crimson shadow
overspread her face tor a second.

"Have you got one of my favorite but-
ton-hole bouquets made up, Miss Pen-
tield?" Fitzalan asked, with a careless
bow and smile.

'•Iknow,"' said Doll},softly. "A rose-
bud and a sprig of heath and two or
three myrtle leaves

—
that is what you

Hke. No; 1 have none tied up at pres-
ent; hutIcan tic up a bouquet in halt a
minute, Mr. Fitzalan."

"One for me, too, ifyou please,'" eaid
Calvery, touching his hat.

•'Just the same?*'
Dolly lilted the long eyelashes, which

were like fringes of brown .«ilk,and gave
him a shy glance.

"A little diflerent, please. Consult
your own taste, Miss Penlield."
"Ilike the double blue violets," said

Dolly gently, "with geranium ieaves.'
••Then they shall be my favorite flow-

om also," said Calvery gallantly.
The gentlemen had hardly taken tdeir

leave, when old Frixham, the florist,bus-
tled in, with round, red face, shining
bald head, and an air of business all ov-
er him.

"Isn't ittime you had the theatre bou-
quets ready ?" said he, looking critically

areund, and moving a glass of freshly-cut
c&llas out ofthe level sunset beams, which
at that moment fell,like a sheaf of gold-
en lances athwart the deep bow-window.
"Ishall have them ready directly,' 1

.«nid Dolly, starting irom her reverie•
1he flowers are all sorted out."

t
"We have too many carnations on

hand,'' said the florist, fretfully, "and
those gaudy Cape bells are so much dead
lose. Let the man frem the green-houses
know, please, there's a demand for half-
open rosebuds and forced lilies-of-the-
valley."

"Yes,"' said Dolly,dreamily. "I will
tell him -when he comes.'"

The closed country wagon, with its
freight of fragrant leaves and deliciously-
scented flowers, came early in the morn-
ing, long before the tut florist was out of
bed, and while the silence almost of an
enchanted land lay upon upper Broad-
way.

But DollyPenfield was there freshen-
ing up the stock of the day before with
wet moss and cool water, and clipping
the stems ofthe rosebuds.

"No more carnations, John," she said
briskly, "nor amaryllis flowers; and we
want plenty oicamelias and scarlet ger-
aniums, and those bright flowers."
"I thought, perhaps," said honest

.lohn Dead wood, who measured six feet
in his stockings, and had a face of an
amiable giant,"you might want to go
buck withme today, Doily. Your aunt
has come on from Kansas, and there is
to be a dance out inthe old barn, with
plenty of candles and ever-green boughs.
And mother would be proud to welcome
you to the old farm-house, Dolly. Your
oleander tree is kept carefully at the
south window, and

—
'Dear me!' carelessly interrupted Dol-

ly:"why dotrt they put itin the green-
house:'"

"Because, Dolly," said the young man
reddening, itreminds us of you. And
the meadow lane in the cage sings beau-
tifully:and the old red brindle has a
spotted calf!"

"Has she?"questioned Dolly, indiffer-
ently.

John Deadwood looked hard at her.
"Dolly," said he, "you don't care abcm

the old home any longer!"
'\u25a0Yes, Ido,' saiii Dolly, rousing her-

seii, "but
—"

She paused suddenly, the rosy color
rushing ina carmine tide to hercheek,an
involuntary smile dimpling the corners
of her fresh lips; as she glanced through
the smilax trails in the window.

John Deadwood,follo\ving inthe direc-
tion of her eyes, glanced, too, just in
time to see a tall sjentienian lifthis hat
and bow as he went jauntily past.

"Is that it?" said John, bitterly.
"Is what itP petulantly retorted Dol

ly. "I'm sure Idon't know what we are
standing heie waiting for, and Iwith
twenty-eight bouquets to make up by 2
o'clock. That's all, John, Ithink. Don't
forget the lihes-of-the-valley !"

"But you haven't answered me yet,
Dolly.''

"Answered you what?"
"About the "dance in the old barn, and

coming back withme when the wagon
returns at 5 o'clock.''

'•Itis quite out of the question,
"

Dolly
said, listlessly.

"Dolly!"
*

"Well?"
"You promised me, years ago—

'
"Nonsense !"said Dolly, flinging the

azaleas and pinks about in fragrant con-
fusion. "Iwas only a little child then,
John."

"But you have no right to break your
word, Dolly,child or no child."
"Inever promised, John."
"Butyou made me believe that one day

you wouldbe my wife. And I've lived
on the thought of it,Dolly, evet since.
Andifthis city situation of yours should
break up my life's hope

—"
"Don't hope anything about it."

brusquely interrupted the girl. "Here
comes a customer. Please, John, don't
staud there any longer, looking like a
ghost 1"

Ana honest, heart brokeu John turned,
and went withheavy steps out to where
the wagon stood, and old Roan was wait-
ing, with down-drooping head and half-
closed eyes.

"Itdoes seem to me, 1
'

he muttered be-
tween his teeth, "that there is nothing
left to live for any longer."

Dolly looded half remorsefully after
him.

"I'vealmost a mine to call himback'"
said she to herself, as she picked out a
bunch of white violets for the newcomer.
Ido like John Deadwood; but Ithink
he has no business to consider himself
engaged to me, just because of that boy
and girl nonsense. One's ideas change
as one gets on In life."

And Dolly's cheek was like the reflec-
tion or" the pink azaleas, as she thought
ot Mr.Fizalan and the turquoise ring
that he had given her as a trothplight.

And Mr Frixham came in presently.
"I've a note from Sedgewick's on Fifth

avenue,' said he, hurriedly. "They al-
ways order their flowers from Servoss's
but Servoss has disappointed them. Teey
want the nouse decorated for a party to-
night

— there's not a minute to lose. I've
telegraphed to Bolton's lor one hundred
yards of smilax and running fern, and
one hundred scarlet poinsettas; anil i
think we can manage the rest oursdves.
You had better go at once, Miss Pen-
field, and plan the decoration

—
you've a

pretty taste ofyour own—and 111 send
up the flowers with Hodges tohelp you."

And Dolly went, her mind still on the
turquoise ring, with its band of virgin
gold and its radiant blue stone.

The Sedgewick mansion was a brown-
stone palace, with plate-glass casements,
and a vestibule paved witn blacK-and-
orange marble.

Mrs. Se.igewick, a stately mation, in
a Watteau wrapper, and blonde cap, re-
ceived Dolly in the great drawing-
room.

"Oh!"' said she, litting hereye-glEsses;
"you're from the florist's, are your Well,
Iknow nothing about these things- I
only want the rooms to look elegant.
Tell your husband to spare no expense."

"Mr.Frixham itnot my husband,'" said
Doily.

"Your father, then."'
"But he isn't my father,'" insisted Dol-

ly, half laughing. "He's no relation at
all. i will tell him, however."

"Exactly," said Mrs. Sedgewick. "[

particularly desire plenty ot white ro°es,
as Iam told they are customary at this
sort of affair. It is an engagement
party."

"Indeed !"said Dolly, trying to look
interested.

"Between my daughter Clare and Mr.
Alfred Fitzalan,'' sa.d Mrs. Sedgewick,
with conscious couaphcency.

Dolly said nothing: out the room,with
its fluted cornices and lofty ceilings,
seemed to swim around her like the
waves of the sea. And as she went out,
withMrs. Cedgewick stillchatting about
white rose-buds and begonia leaves, she
passed the half-open door of a room, ail
hung withblue velvet, where a yellow-
tressed beauty sat smiling ona low di-
van, with Fitzalan bending tenderly
above her.

"He has only been amusing himself
withme," said Doily to herself.

There was a sharp ache J»t her heart;
bit after all, itwas only the 3ting of
wounded pride. Thank heaven

—
oh,

thank heaven itwas nothing worse than
that!

Honest John Deadwood was driving
old Roan steadily and soberly along past
the patch of woods, where the velvet-
mossed boulders lay like dormant beasts
of prey in the spring twilight, when a
gray shadow glided out of the other
shadows, and stood at his side.

"John !"she whispered.
"Dolly, it's never you?"
"Yes, John," said the girl,gently but

steadily. "I'm going back home with
you."'

"God bless you, Dolly!" said the
young man fervently.

"For good and all,John, if you will
take me," said Dolly, shyly. "I've had
quite enough ofcity life;and I'll help
you with the green-houses, and I'lltry
to be a good littlehouse-keeper at home.
Shall 1, John?"

John put his arm around her, and
hugged her to his side.

"Darling,'' said he huskily, "it's most
too good news to be true;butifmy word
is worth anything, you shall never regret
your decision of this day."

So the pretty flower girl vanished out
of the bower ot smilax and rosebuds.
The Sedgewick mansion wasn't decora-
ted at all, and Mr. Frixham had lost his
new customer. And the turquoise ring
came back to Mr. Fitzalan in a blank
envelone.

HIS LITTLEONE DEAD
iThe Tender Grief of the Love That Glorifies

The Humblest Man.
There is nothing in the world so sad

as human nature, and the tears come into
my eyes now asIthink ofthe pitifullit-
tle story Tom told me as he smoked his
after-supper pipe last night. The day
just before Icame home, Tom had occa-
sion to go over to the Lake. ( >n his way
back and when the tram stopped at the
Bay, he noticed a man getting into the
car in front ot him witha little baby ly-
ing mhis arms. The baby stemed very
young, and the man hushed itinhis arms
witha rocking motion, bending over it
now and then to kiss its little white face.
After the train got under way, the con-
ductor came up to Tom and said: 'Come
withme. Iwant to stow you the sad-
dest, strangest sight you ever saw in all
your life!"and he led the way into the
next car. *'Do you see that man over
there?' said he, and there sat the man
whom Tom had seen with the babe.

His precious littlebundle lay quiet on
the seat in tront of him. and as the oth-
er two men watched, he leaned over,
looked long and earnestly in the little
flower face, and then kissed the frail
finger tips he held so gently inhis hand.
'\u25a0That baby's dead," said the conductor.

"Itdied this morning at the bay. He
couldn't bear to put it in a coffin, be-
cause then itwould have to go without
him in the baggage car, and so he is just
carrying it home to New Orleans in his
arms," and the car rattled on

—
the boy

called the stale slices of sponge cake
and his cigars through the train

—
the

passengers laughed and smoked, and
fought the mosquitoes

—
and he, stricken

to the heart's core, sat there quiet and
unheeding, watching over his dead child,
kissing the fingers that would never
again softly clasp his, looking down up-
the white lids that had closed over the
bright eyes as the petals of a sensitive
flower close at night-time over its deli-
cate heart

—
and tnc world saw nothing

of him.
—

Catherine Cole, inJS'ew Orleans
Time*.

REMARKABLKDREAMS OF SOL
DIKRS.

A week previous to the battle of Fair
Oaks a New York volunteer who passed
the night in the tent of a member of the
Third Michigan Infantry got up in the
morning looking very glum and dowa-
hearted, and when rallied about his fan-
cied homesickness he said:

"Ihave only a week to live! Ihad a
dream last night that has settled the bus-
iness ior me and lots others. A week
from to-day a battle willbe fought and
thousands will oe slain. My regiment
willlose over one hundred men, and I
shall be killed while charging across a
field."
. The men laughed at his moody spirits,

but turned upon them and said:
"Your regiment will also be in tte

tight and when the roll is called after
the battle you willhave nothing to be
merry over. The two sergeants who were
in here last night willbe killed among
the trees. Isaw them lying dead as
plainly as Inow see you. One will be
shot in the breast, and the other in the
groin, and dead men willbe thick around
them."

The battle took place just a week af-
ter. The dreamer was killed in lull
sight @i every man in the Third before
the battle was an hour old, and within
twenty minutes after the two sergeants
and six ot their comrades lay dead in the
woods, hit exactly where the dreamer
said they would. More than titty men
willbear witness to the truth of thib
statement.

Just before the battle ot Cedar Creek
a camp sentinel was off duty temporarily
and trying to put ma.little sleep, drjarn-

ed that he went out on a scout. A mile
to the right of our camp he came upon a
long barn, and as itbegan to rain about
then he sought shelter, or was about to
when he heard voices and discovered that
the place was already occupied. After a
little investigation he found that three
Confederate scouts had taken up their
quarters for the night in the place, and
lie therefore moved away. The sentinel
awoke with such vividremembrance ot
details that he asked permission to go
over and confer withone of the scouts.
When the long barn was described to
this man he located it at once, having
passed ita dozen times. The dreamer
described the highway exactly as itwas,
giviug every hilland turn, and the scout
put such faith in the remainder of the
dream that he took tour soldiers, one oi
whom was the dreamer, and set out for
the place. Three Confederate scouts
were asleep in the straw nua were taken
without a shot being fired. The dream
and its results were known to hun.lreds
ot Sheridan's cavalry, and iias been al-
luied to at reunions.

The night before the cavalry tight at
Brandy Station a trooper who slept as
his horse jogged along incolumn dreamed
that a certain captain iv his regiment
would be unhorsed inn fight next day,
and while rising from his fall would be
wounded in the loft knee. Everything
was so clear to tee dreamer that he took
opportunity to find the captain and relate
his dream.

"Goto Texas with your cioakiog!"
was all the thanks he received, but he
had his revenge. Inthe firstcharge.next
day, the captain was unhorsed by the
breaking of the girth, and was pitched
head overheels into a patch of briars. As
he struggled out a shell killedhis horse
and mashed the captain's left leg to a
bloody pulp. He is now a resident of
Ohio, and his wooden leg is indisputable
evidence that dreams sometimes come to
pass

While McClellan was besieging York-
town the fun was not all on one side.
The Confederates had plenty ofshot and
shell, and they sent them oat withintent
to kill. Oie morning a Michigan man
who was in the trenches walked back to
a spot where three officers were eating
breakfast and warned them that they
were ingreat peril. On the night previ-
ous he had dreamed that he had looked
at his watch and marked that it was a
quarter of seven, when a shell hit the
ground behind him and tore up the earth
in a terrible way. It was now twenty
minutes of seven, and he besought the
officers to leave the spot at once. His
earnest manner induced them to comply,
and they had only reached cover when a
Confederate shell struck the ground
where they had been grouped and made
an excavation into which a horse rolled
withroom to spare.

Three days before the aftair at Kelly's
Ford, a corporal in the Sixth Michigan
Cavalry, dreamed that a brother of his,
who was a sergeant inanother company,
would have his horse killedinaction.and
would almest immeciately mount a bay
horse witha white nose. Within five
minutes both horse and rider would be
killed by a shell. The dream was re-
lated to more than a score of comrades
fully two days before the fight. Early
in the action the sergeant s horse was
struck square in the forehead by a bullet
and tell dead inhis track. Itwas scarce-
ly three minutes before a bay horse car-
rying a blood-stained saddle, galloped
up to the sergeant and halted. He re:
membered the dream and refused to
mount the animal, and soon after picked
up a black horse. The white-nosed ani-

mal was mounted by a second corporal
in another_regiment, and horse and rider
were torn tofragments by a shell in full
sight of four companies ofthe Sixth.

These things may seem very foolish
now but there was a time when a 6ol-
dier's dream saved Gen. Kilpatricks life;
when a dream changed Custer's plans
for three days; when a dream prevented
Gen. Tolbert's camp from a surprise and
capture; and when a dream gave General
Sherman more accurate knowledge of
Earlys forces thae all the scouts

—
De-

troit Free Press.

An English newspaper has an ad-
vertisement calling for "an organises
who can also take the village black*
smith business."

THOUGHTS INACITY CHUKCH.

•Forgive the fault.if sometimes ou Thyday," i
And in Thine house, my prayer hath folded

wing;
Myspirit turned from Thee to things of sense,

Andfound delight in vain imagining.

Ah,coal and quiet places where men pray!
Without, the gentle sound of cawing rooks,

Within the country faces Hushed with health,
The white smocks bent above the dog-eared

books;

Soft breath of:mignonette and scented thyme
\u25a0 From the warm hands of children sitting by,
And through ;he open' door a veilof elm :\u25a0>; .i

\u25a0 Across the glory of a. summer sky;i.'\u25a0

The sound of voices in the shady lane,
The trembling heat, above some quiet mound,

And here the sunbeam's panting on the wall,
The ivy'sshimmering shadow on the ground;

Andeverywhere a presence, without name, j
Subtle, ineilable— a spell, no more,— ' ?!•

Breathing fromarch and elm, from flower and
groin, .*.'*&:\u25a0'-'

1 Ay, from the trodden stones upon the floor,—

A something that we know is not, to-day,
A somewhat that gives strength to prayer

and song;
Andifwe miss it,as we kneel to pray,

Art Thou extreme, O Lord, to mark it
wrongy

Nay, for the desolate town was never Thine.
Unloveliness hath nev rpart inThee!

i'et where gross man has marred Thy Handi-
work,

Souls that could not reach, are white and
free. •

So that Ibreathe the breath of fragrant lives,
And lear that where flowers sicken, hearts

grow strong.
The better man withinme cries, "Content!"

Albeit the weaker whispers stilJ, "How
long?"

BACHELOR HOUSEKEEPING.

Dreary November
—

leaden-skied, ver-
durekss November

—
had put its frozen

period to the long golden autumn days.
Very lonely and blank, too, seemed the
future to James and WilliamHarvard,
sitting in the large drawing-room just as
the night shadows were creeping to the
feet of the high range of hills sweeping
down from the right, toshut inviewIrom
the windows of Harvard Villa.

James Harvard and William were
bachelors —James the elder being forty-
five,sedate, intelligent and eccentric ;Wil-
liam, some fifteen years his junior, hand-
some, impetuous and subject to tits of
gloom and despondency.

They w«re both sad, thoughtful and
anxious this dreary November afternoon.
James sat in his favorite lounging chair
>y one ot the windows, looking inoxirn-

fullyat the pile of dead leaves stirring
uneasily beneath the oak trees,while Wil-
liam, half reclining on a lounge, gazed
ingloomy abstraction into the crackling
wood fire.

And perhaps here, by way ot explana-
tion, itwould be proper to remark, that
the brothers in their earlier years had
been jilted; therefore both these gentle-
men united in a cordial dislike toward
all crinolined humanity, unless we ex-
cept the venerable housekeeper, who that
dreary November day had been con-
signed to the grave, leaving our friends
ina manifestly distressing dilemma.

At length James 1face brightened, aud
he ceased surveying the brown leaves and
turned his regards upon his brother, suy-
ing:

"illtell yon. William, we can manage
our own affairs. Can wenot."

•'1 am positive,"' he went on, warming
with the subject, "thatIcan superintend
the cooking, baiting, and washing dishes
and setting table: while you, dear James
shall be chambermaid (?) and wash and
iron."

James, notwithstanding sundry mis-
givings, determined to be brave and reso-
lute. Therefor he managed to say that
he 3iad not lived to the advanced age of
forty-five without anunderstanding of the
laws goveramg and regulating wash-tubs
and cloth -s-lines; while William confess-
ed to having, fromhis youth, entertained
a warm admiration for the study ofkitch
en economy.

The morning which was to witness the
strang metamorphosis ot the brothers
dawned. Williamrooe early, and stole
on tip-toe from his dormitory

—
which

was directly opposite to that of his broth
er's, down to the basement. Presently,
there arose a clatter and dinnever known
in those regions before ;and suon through
the sleeping department resounding a
beating and shaking, with other vigor-
ous demonstrations.

While William, perspiring over the
kitchen-range, placed his potatoes to
boil in a sauce pan

—muttering that the
kettle was shockingly small

—poured
boilingwater on his toes, blacked his
fingers with the poker;or,in the dining-
room allawry, after a vain endeavor to
decide which was the right side, used
delicate Serves china for the breakfast
service, and got towels for napkins.
James, in the bed-rooms, patted and
shook the feather beds, placed the white
counterpanes next to the sheet, and the
comforters and bolsters on top, and won-
deretl at the lack ofsomething to com-
plete the tout ensemble when the pillows
lay behind the lounge.

William put the potatoes on a platter,
the steak ina tureen, and the coffee-pot
on the lamp-mat.

James appeared nt the table with uair
and apparel picturesquely adorned with
featners; William's face was streaked
with coal-black.

"You look like a savage inwar-paint. 1
'

was James' complimentary remark.
"And you," was the laughing retort,

"resemble the individual referred to.
with feathers added."

William'sstyle of washing dishes was
decidedly uniqne— as he began Grst with
tke tea pots and kettles, and ended with
the tea cups and silver.

James swept the center of the rooms
to the entire exclusion ot the angles,
and dusted the furniture with the skirt
ofhis dressing-gown.

Williamdeclared that baking must be
attended to. He was positive t ¥

- at he
could make bread to a charm; so, tilling
the large wooden bowl withflour,he pro-
ceeded to moisten itwithboiling water:
and, (that Ishould write itiutterly obliv-
ious ofthe fact that he had not washed
his hands, mixed the unique compound,
and placed it to rise in the oven. The
result was, the staffof life was decidedly
soggy. He further essayed tocompound
cake, but failed, and thea remarked that
he never was fond ofcake

—
he preferred

pie; but somehow a fatality seemed to
attend all his efforts.

While William was going through the
dull routine of the kitchen, James pro-
ceeded to cleanse the linen—quite a stran-
gei to the fact that said lineu would not
be exactly immaculate without boiling
and rinsing, though he starched the
whole washing. Inironing he yellowed
the clothes, and ran the point of the
smoothing iron through the plaits inhis
nicest bosoms.

Wiiliam used all the napkins and sev-
eral ofhis pooket handkerchiefs for tea-
towels, and by a number ofuntoward ac-
cidents smashed a large share of thf
crockery.

Saturday night found them ina lamen-
table condition. At last both bachelors

'began to show remarkable symptoms
—

premonitory insanity, each thought, us he
eyed the other askance in a frightened,
puzzled manner.

Both were shy and uncommunicative.
James became so absent-minded as to

leave the broom in the parlor, the dust-
pan on the marble top center table, his
bootjack on the hat-rack, and his hat in
the china closet.

William— a victim to the same or a
similar aberration —

put potatoes to boil
in the tea-kettle, and coffee to brown on
the grid-iron; brushed his hair with the
shoe-brush, and strove to polish his pedal
coverings witha bit ofsand-paper. Both
were sad, uneasy, and evidently heartily
sick of the new life

—
though withabrav-

ery and strength of purpose worthy of
themselves and the cause they had es-
poused, neither murmurred, but with a
sort of dull stoicism bore the perplexities
and burdens thickly besetting the king-
dom oftheir invasion."

"There is a tide in the afiaus ofman;"'
and in the case of our bachelor house-
keepers, itset in toward the residence of
a htmdsome widow and her daughter, re-
siding on the next block to their own
dwelling.

James saw. in the pale, quiet widow
Black, a something which reminded him
ofhis early love. He felt irresistibly at-
tracted by her pentleness of manner. She
had seen trouble, he knew, by the shad-
ow other face, the line 3on her wide
brow, and the white hairs threading the
black, lustrous locks. He too, had knewn
grief—grief caused by the fickle-hearted-
ness ofwoman.

"Fool that !am"'' again he would mur-
mur, to again place myself at the mercy
ofthe treachereu9 sex."

Then the oldbitter feeling wouldcome
back and widow Black was transformed
from a beauteous fairy to a. gnome. But,
somehow, the soul looking out from the
widow's ejt'S melted harsh, rebellious
emotions, and pure waters of love flowed
from the hard, adamantine spot, smitten
by that pitying glance, which so long
had lainlikea leaden weight inhis bosom.

A time soon came when the petriric-.t-
lion became flesh

—again impressible,
mobile.

He loved the widow Black as even he
as he had never loved the false one ofhis
early manhood ;so strongly agitated and
stammering, he made the confession to
the lady.

He was not prepared to see the quiet
little woman sob and weep a^. she did on
this occasion; and, and inhis anxiety to
relieve her distress, immediately oflered
to recall his declaration. But Mrs. Black
smiled

—
somewhat sadly, it is Irue

—in
her tears, and said :

"James, do you not remember me?"
James regarded his fair interlocutor a

few moments with a bewildered air
—

then turning very bale, retreated, ejacu-
lating: i:Annie Mead?"

"Yes. And, dear James, believe me, I
was never false to you. Iwas led to
believe you dead, and at last yielded to
the eolicitation of friends, and became
tne wite of Augustus Black. Iwas far
from happy inmy wedded life. Of that
Iwillnot speak. At the end ot four
years, Augustus died, leaving me one
child, Adele, whom you have seen-"

The widow paused and looked at her
suitor

—
the lover of her youth and mid-

dle age. He was weeping and striving
to articulate something which contend
ing emotions choked down.

At this inopportune moment, Adele
Black

—
a handsome piquant htlle bru-

nette, entered.
Adele,

"'
said the hippy James, "willyou

permit me to call you daughter?"
•'And my worthymamma wife?"—

Cer-
tainly; with pleasure," responded the
\oung lady, with a wicked smile, and
mock courtesy.

While James Harvard had been clan-
destinely prosecuting his wooing, WiI
Ham jvas paying his addresses to Adele
Black, at the house of a mutual acquaint-
ance

—
the fun-loving young lady stating

that her mother disliked being disturbed.
William urged a speedy union: there-
fore the clergyman was called and they
were united.

As they wended their way homeward
to the villa, Adele made her husband the
recipient ofthe news she had been dy-
ing tocommunicate relative to his broth-
er and her mother. William was at first
stupified, than amazed at his own blind-
nrss: and he then set about with Adele's
invaluable aid, inconcocting the man-
ner of denouement.

With many shrugs of the pietty shonl-
ders and sundry comments on and laughs
at bachelor house-keeping, Adele righted
the parlor for the reception of the elder
lybride and bridegroom, whohad been
quietly wedded the day previous, and
were, on the evening in question, com-
ing over to the old homestead.

Voices were heard inthe hall. Agree-
ably to a preconcerted plan Adele made
herself invisible behind the folds of a
curtain, while William, seated in a rock-
ing chair, with feet elevated on the fen-
der, appeared completely absorbed in a
pamphlet caught up at random —which
proved to be a last year's almanac.

"Ah,James,'' said William,just glanc-
ing from the interestine: items before
him, "you have come.1

'

He evidently had not noticed his broth-
er's companion. James, much embarass-
ed walked toward the fire,ahenf d, knock-
ed down the tongs and tipped over a chair;
but William,deeply engrossed as ever,
continued reading.

What should he do? was tho inward
query.

"William," he essayed in a faltering
tone, "permit me to present you to my
wife."

Had the person addressed received a
galvanic shock he could not have assum-
ed a perpendicular position quicker.

"What do Ihear?' 1 he gasped, his eyes
distended inblank astonishment.

'•Dobe composed," pleaded James, in
a deprecating voice. "You see every-
thing under our supervision prospered
badly. Idonot wish to detract from
your merit as a housekeeper; yet you will
acknowledge that a more systematic per-
son than either of us has proved to be,
was needed. This lady (turning fondly
to his wife) will,Iam sure, make our
lives much happier, by relieving us of
domestic servitude."

"And the lady's daughter?" William
asked, ina grave, proud way.

"Beautiful, and &a good as \u25ba>eautiful>
"

said James, enthusiastically.
. "Muchobliged, dear, father, for the

compliment," ia'.ighed Adele, emerging
from her crimson covert

—
"though Ifear

Iam undeserving ot such praise.''
Williamdrew the sprite s arm within

his own, and leading her before the aston-
ished pair, said loftily:

"Most loved and venerated parents,
permit me to introduce my wife

—
Mrs.

William Harvard."
"Curious, isn't it?" said Adeie, sa two

hours later—after all due explanations
had been made, the happy quartet gath-
ered around the fire

—
"your brother Wil-

liam has become your father, and mother
my sister*'

"And," smiled Jumee, "we have lound
a happy termination to bachelor house-
keeping.*1

THE MOWRK.

Cuttinir his swath in the sin today,
He heart! the bees on the clover hum,

He sees the birds at their darting play,
He looks where the ifreat clouds stealthily

come,

And suddenly stays his scythe inair,
His heart in hi6eyes, for one go^s there

—
Goes with the man she Ton? since wed

—
And the passion leaps that was dumb and

dead.
Ah,Heaven! what desolate yeans since then

Have written their rede on life and brow-,
When she was one of the daughters of men.

And he of the sons of God. And bow
Bhe walks in peace her perfect way,
And he is a vagrant cutting the bay

—
Cutting the honey-sweet clover blow
On the lands he lost long years ago.

What ia the cruel fate that bred
Her to h'-nor and him to ruin?

What ia the pitiless pover that led
Him inhis strength to his own undoing';

Let the breeze blow up and the cloud toll
nver,

Nothing care;- he forcloud or clover;
But he blesses the grave that is just at hand,
And willgive him his share of his father's

land.

Dog-Catching in New York-
Tue dog catcher ia inhis glory. Tbe

unlicensed, unmuz/led canines are being
led intocaptivity by forties and tifties,and
from the pound at the foot of Sixteenth
street, East Itiver, the wail ot sorrow
goes up inhowis, growls, yelps, barks
and snarls. Pound Keeper MoMahon
smiles as recruits are brought in, and his
assistants, restored their autocracy, which
is theirs only by grace ot the dog star,
are important in bearing and tyranical
to their four-footed subjects. The catch-
ers themselves, clothed with brief au.
thority and decorated with a badge of
office, go up and down the highways of
the city seekißg dogs everywhere and
gathering them in front ofevery block.
The returns of the first twenty-tour hours
sum up more than one hundred dogs
caught and brought to pound. These re-
turns are not complete, for some of the
catchers whose bailiwicks are on the
limits of the city where the dog .popula-
tion is thin do not report daily, but wait
till they get a cellar lull and then bring
the catch inbulk to the pound. AHin-
dications are that tbe tirst day of the
season has Neen a good one for catchers
and the reverse of good for the
caught. Since the dog law was enacted
making it an offence punishable by
the death ofthe dog for any canine to
go unmuzzled in the streets during the
hot weather, the number of dogs taken
into custody falls short ofnaif a million
by only tMrty thousand. The number
that has been destroyed approximates
2(54,000, w/iile nearly two hundred thou-
sand have been redeemed by tl.cir own-
ers at $2 per dog. The financial value of
the dog pound to the city is from this
easily calculated, and tbe remuneration
that the catchers themselves enjoy is
easily arrived at. The season for catch-
ing continues until September. The
successful catcher niu-t be on the alert
night and day. He must waste no time,
for experience has taught him that at
the very hour he is resting the wise 'log
\u25a0will take a scamper through tbe streets
and return to cover uncaught.
Itwas with a view of observing the

jiethods of taking dogs that a reporter
of the Herald spent Sunday night m<»k-
the rounds with the most succestul catch-
er of the entire corps. Hisname is Wil-
liam Willets,a young man, who isafraid
neither of dogs nor their owners, and
who never yet has allowed a dog once
detected without a muzzle to escape,
without a visit to the pound. "Willetts
is quick of foot, strong of arm and hand,
keen ot eye and nntscita-
ble. He owns a wagon whose
shaky oilcloth top conceals a great crock-
ery crate, into which dogs are thrown as
taken. Usually he is accompanied by
half a score ofyouths, who are on hand
to help him control a rebellious dogerto
aid mheading off from escape any canine
flying for safety. His district comprises
the territory east of Fourth avenue
to the river, from Forty seventh to De-
lancey street, a region in which dogs
wonderfully increase and multiply, being
the very garden spot of the great dog
farm, from which dog catchers garner
their harvest. Willetts' headquarters
are not far from Avenue Aand Thirteenth
street.

From the corner of these two thorough-
fares he started with the reporter just as
the clock struck the hour ot midnight or
Sunday. The dog from that moment
was no longer safe, and there was a dan-
gerous twinkle in Willetts' eyes as he
said, "(Dome along withthe wagon ;now,
pups, look out for us," and started on a
brisk walk toward Clinton street. "The
dogs are thicker nor elsewhere" he re-
marked to the reporter. "Yousee ten or
twelve is a small number for every tene-
ment house, and —there's a dog!"and the
last ofhis exclamation comes across the
street from among the labyrinth of carts
Btowed inan open lot. The reporter, in
the dim light, could sec Willetts
dodging about. Then comes a sharp
yelp ofpain from a littledog witha weak
voice, and then a growl as of anger end-
ingin a howl ofshame and defeat from
a big dog is heard, and directly Willetts
came back to the sidewalk holding one
black Newfoundland and one white Spitz
by the scnift ot the neck. He takes up
the thread of his remarks just where he
laid itdown, and as he tosses the dogs
into the wagon, says: "They ain't got
no room lor them in them there tene-
ment houses; that's the reason the dogs
are too thick.'' The wagon which had
discreetly stopped some distance behind
the place when Willetls was inhot pur-
suit, had come up by tlie time the dogs
were Teally captured* ready to receive
them. The wagon turns into Clinton
street. The catcher and his companion
walk some distance in advance, the for-
mer relating old experiences, and seeking
new ones. The night is very hot. Peo-
ple have not gone to bed to any consid-
erable extent, and hundreds are leaning
from the windows to catch a breath of
air. There is no breeze whatever, and
the effort to find a cool zephyr only
increases the sense of warmth.

Near Rivington street a crowd ofcoat-
less men and bareheaded and barefooted
boys and women is congregated. There
is evidently a disturbance, for the throng
moves to one side and then to the other.
"Bet it's a dog fight,'' shouts Willetts, as
he dashes toward the crowd and pushes
his way into it. His companion mounts
a step from which he can look down on
to the turmoil. He sees the dog catcher
pushing men aside and making his way

to the center ofattraction. Aman has a
box ot rats there and is letting them out
one by one into the fate presented in tho
person of a sturdy and excited little ter-
rier. The dog stands ivfront of the trap
his jaws open, his body quivering, hi-,
eyes blazing with the fire ofenthusiasm.
A Tat it,ieieased from the trap. Itsprings
out for safety, but meets death 80 quick-
ly that even the looker-on cannot tellhow
itwas done. There is a sound »>t crack-

ing bonea, the half uttered death cry o
the rodent, then a dead rat Hung from
the dogs jaws aa he faces the trap, just
ac if he had heard the military order,
•\u2666As you were.'' Two ratß are' sent to
kingdom come before Willetts reaches
the center of the group. Calmly he push
es the rat cage man aside, grasps the dog
firmly by the scruff and turns to walk
away. For a moment everyboby is quiet
and then remonstrances flow and turn to
vituperation, but without avail.

_
The

hand of the dog catcher ia upon ite
prey and may not» be relaxed. The
wagon nas been quietly drawn up
and turned around. The dog
catcher has reached it, thrown tbe dog
into the basket inside, turned and dis-
played his badge ofauthority, and, with
a laugh, mounted beside the driver. Be-
fore vituperation could become actual
attack the wagon has rattled offand the
crowd oehinding helplessly cursing the
dog law and thedog catcher. The catch-
er's instructions to hig guest were.
"Should you lose me go two squares east
and you willfind me on the block to the
north.' 1 When in fnlfiimentof these in-
structions, the two men had met again,
the dog catcher had captured five addi-
tional dogs. "There was a lot of them
playing just round the corner here," he
explained. "You see if any blades ot
grass get to sprouting in the street, you
can always look for dogs there. They
come to eat the grass just as cats do
catnip.1

'

Only one incident ot interest occurs
during tbe rest of the explorations down
town, although an abundance ofdogs are
taken. A German is engaged in clean-
ing the front door steps and using the
hose freely. A large mongrel is lapping
some water that flows over the stepe
and barking delight when the laugh-
ing master turns tbe hose on his
panting sides. As the aog catcher
comes up the dog runs into the
street. It is an unfortunate journey.
The dog catcher's act is over his head in

a minute, and before the astonished Ger-
man can appreciate the condition of af-
fairs the canine is howling from the wag-
on box. Then the German sees it all
and makes such good use of his hose
that the dog catcher, the dog catcher's
assistant, horse, wagon and accompany-
ing reporter experience a sense of hu-
midity.

Intne upper part of town the doga
have domestic associations. They are
owned by wealthy people who feed and
house them well. Watch dogs have places
to lay their heads and pets are more deli-
cately and tenderly nurtured than many
children. Under such circumstances as
these the presence ofa dog inthe streets
is exceedingly rare as compared with the
condition of things in lees favored por-
tions of the city. The dog catcher ex-
plains this, and" adds, "it you want to
see dogs caught in the swell uptown
streets, you must wait tillabtmt daylight.
Dogs have such good care taken ot them
up there that tiey are wrapped in
silk and givtn pillows ot eider down
to sleep on. But in the morning
about daylight, they leta good many out
to set a sniffof fresh air. We'll be about
there afore sunrise.'' There were streams
of lightshooting through the s*y when
the party reached O-ramercy Park. "That
is Sammy Tilden's house," said the dog-
catcher, indicating the ex-Rovercor's
handsome residence. "He's got lots of
dogs, but he don't let none of them out.
He's too flyto do that. I've been look-
ing out for his pups this many a day."
Turning up into Lexington avenue, two
Esquimaux dogs were seen on the side-
walk, scampering together in pUy. A
negTo was cleaning the windows. The
wagon came along slowly und drew up
infront of the house. ''Nice dogs/said
Willetts, ingratiatingly, but the man and
brother worked away at tne windows,
and sneered at the attempts of the man
on the side walk to ensnare him into con-
versation. Willetts, nothing daunted,
and not in the leaet set back by tbis re-
pudiation of his social advances, contin-
ued : "Them dogs would be worth thir-
ty cents apiece to"me, ifIhad them.'""

"Dem dogs cost $85 fo' de two, white
man. You is drunk, Ireckon. What fo'
you roun' heah, any way?"

Buteven as he spoke Willetts' unfail-
ingnet had shot out twice and the $85
dogs were in tne wagon. Wildly excit-
ed, the negro extricated himself from the
window aud dashed to the rescue. His
eye met the symbol of the dog catcher's
power as it flashed rrom his breast in the
morning sun. He stopped short, for he
saw resistance was useless, atid said :

aImight have know'd yor was a cotch-
er the way you talked. Idone lose
my place, Ireckon, for the folks
never won't forgive my careless-
ness. But jus' you recollect, Mr.
Cotcher, Mayor CooDer's father lives
just 'cross that street, you can't keep
them dogs long, I'm tellin' ye." The
negro was right. The dog catcher went
to the pound after he had breakfasted to
leave there thirty-six dogs, the result of
night's search. The negro there
waiting for him. He paid the four dol-
lars fine prescribed by 'aw to the pound
keeper, and as he marched off with his
treasures he said to Willetts, witha
laugh:

'Them dogs may be worth thirty cts.
to you. They done coe' me fo' dollars
already, dis morning."

The term Gotham, often applied in
mildderision toNew York,was firstem-
ployed as a nickname by Washington
Irving. The name is not an invention,
as is often thought ;itis an actual par-
ish of Nottingham, England, whose in-
habitants were so proverbially rustic
and stupid that they gained the iron-
ical title of the Wise Men of Gotham .
Many stories of their dotishnees have
been told upon the Oothamites, one of
which is that they joined hands on a
certain occasion round a thorn-bush to
prevent the escape of a cuckoo. Inor-
der to confirm the tale, the bush

—
the

identical bush
—

ia shown to tourists in
that neighborhood. It is said that
King John, of Magna Charta memory,
intended once upon a time to go through
tho parish for t^e purpose of buying a
castle and grounds. The Gothamitea,
knowing that the royal visit would en-
tail considerable expenses on thorn,
pretended, when the monarch's mes-
sengers appeared, to be occupied with
some silly, ridiculous pursuit, much to
the disgust of the regal emissaries.
These reported to John what they had
seen, and he declared that ho would not
havo a castle in a neighborhood whore
such simpletons lived. Thereupon tho
parishioners shrewdly remarked,

''
More

fools, we wot, pass through Gotham
than remain in it"

A woman bought a circus tickot for
herself, and then, taking a boy fully15
years old in her arms, she wrapped a
shawl itrouml him and started in.
"Tliat'-i -i pretty big baby you have
there,' said the man as she came up.
"Big? Why, you ought to see his
brother I"—Detroit Free JPrcss.

Thb weight of tho average male adult
is 140 pounds.


