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Health Alphabet.
The Ladies' Sanitary association, - of Lon-

don, gives the followingsimple rules forkeep-
ing health:
A—s soon as you are up shake blanket and

[sheet;
B—ctter be without shoes than sit with wet

feet;'
— Iron, if health are active, not"still;

D—amp bed and damp clothes willboth make
you ill;

E—at slowly and always chew your food
well;

F—reshon tiie air in the house where you
dwell;

G—aiments must never be made too tight;
H—oiaes should be healthy, airy and light;
I— on wish to ba well, as you do, I'veno

doubt;
J—ust open the windows before you go out;

—eep ilie rooms always tidy and clean;
L— dust on the furniture never be seen;
M—ucta illness is caused by the want of pure

air;
XK—o'.v to open the windows be ever your

care;
O— rags and old rubbish should never be

kept;
P—oople should sea that their floors are

well swept;
Q—uick movements in children are healthy

and right;
aaiember the young cannot thrive with-

out light;
S—ee that the cistern is clean to the brim;
T—aka care that your dress is all tidy and

clean ;
U— your nose to Cud if there be a bad

drain;—cry sad are the fevers that come in its
train;

IV— as much as you can without feeling
fatigue;

—erexes could walk full many a league;
Your wealth is your wealth, which your

wisdom must keep;
Z— will keep a good cause, and the good

you will reap.

WOMAN AM HOME.

Work Which Women Have Accom-

plished.

Iri.-i'i --Woman's Influence—
Winter £:i(U'r\ViL'ar---TaiJor» as

3>r»'sv;n«akers---Apiii"C«'ia-
tion or the Wife.

["Chesapeake" inDetroit Free Press.]
Few men seem to realize the constant

drudgery and the incessant vexations under
which a wifeuntiringly and uucomplaingly
performs her daily household duties, not per-
haps from lack of kind feeling, but from an
unpardonable want of sympathy and con-
sideration. Some men never dream of the
hourly irritations and annoyance to which
their wives are subjected; they are so en-
grossed in the mad struggle for wealth, so !
absorbed in their own pleasures that they I
lose sight of such minor matters as home af-
fair- that claim all of a woman's attention,
seeming to think that a wifeshould be happy
and contented ifher purse be kept moderately
well supplied. How little such men know of
fcrui womanhood, or of their duties and
obligations to their wives! Yet they would
feel outraged if classed with selfish, unkind
or inconsiderate husbands.

A man who cannot appreciate, and in some
measure reciprocate his wife's loving sacri-
fices and unselfish devotion, is, in my opinion,
noman. He should be more gentle, more
loving, . 'scrupulously polite to his wife,
more tenderly considerate of her, as such,
than when she was only his sweetheart, for a
sweetheart is still her own mistress and holds
the ri-^ht to refuse his attentions, whilst a
wife i-s in this regard, whollyin his power,
ami true manhood will recognize that fact
and act accordingly.
Ifa wife makes a request of her husband

and ho cheerfully replies: "Certainly, my
dear, with pleasure," thu kind words and
gontie manner penetrate her heart, and are
treasured there, but if he harshly answers:
"Isuppose Imust, but you're forever want-
ing something," her heart grieved and hu-
miliated, shrinks within itself, bearing an
ugly wound that time willscarce heal.

True politeness, ever thoughtful of others,
nevor willinglywounds, and no one has so
high a claim upon a man's politeness and con-
sideration as his wife. She may have, doubt-
less has faults, since no one is perfect, but her
faults are of the head, not of the heart, and
when her love, devotion and self-sacrifice are
placed in the scales how largely they out-
weigh these little faults!

Kirn Iwords and loving attention may seem
small things, but they sink into a woman's I
heart and rivet her affections. Love is a
woman's life; she grows radiant and beauti-
ful n;v.'i it, but deprived of it, she withers Jand dies. Her love once given is for always
unless it be crushed by coarseness and brutal-
ity, and there are brutes who call themselves
lU'J...

A I'm*TillInstitution.
[Exchange.]

The Boston newspapers print a card from
Mrs. A. W. Diaz, president of the Woman's
Educational and Industrial Union of that
city, callingattention to the work of this in-
Btituti a an Iits value to Boston women and
other-.. She says: '-Its work is like that of
young men's Christian unions and associa-
tions, though with important auditions. Of
these our industrial department, (or ex-
<'li:i:)£(.l.aids women by its sale of the various
products of their labor. In our new location
we propose togreatly extend the work of this
department, find to do a specially large busi-
ness in home-made food, such as bread, cake,
jellies pickles," etc. Asecond addition is the
probative department, which obtains the
wages of women who are defrauded of their
dues, but who are too poor to pay for
legal assistance. A third is tho agency
of direction, which gives information
i:\ regard to boarding or lodging-
hv-- \u25a0>\u25a0•, schools, public and private institu-
tions, charities, etc. A fourth is the semi-
weekly talks on hygiene, free to all women,
and conducted by women physicians. Besides
these we offera free reading room, social en-
tertainments, lectures, many kinds of class
instruction, and an employment bureau for
obtaining situations other than for house ser-
vices: also Sunday afternoon meetings con-
ducts! by representatives of almost every
denominational belief.

"Ifa work of this kind be thought needful
Cor men, as too lavishly supported Boston in-
stitutions bear witness, how much more
should it be thought for tho hosts of women
who, seeking employment or education, leave
their homes for a boarding-house life in the
city. The vast numbers of these isolated
women show the necessity of some central
organisation to which they may go for pro-
tection, assistance, advice, local information
and companionship. This Boston institution
is the first of its kind, a pioneer, but letters of
inquiry with a view to establishing others,
are •caching us from various parts of the
country."

A «,iirl the Leading silk. Cnltnrist.
[Inter Ocean.]

It sounds queerly, but it is nevertheless
true, that a girlof 16 years of age is at the
head of the silk culturists of this country.
She lives at Philadelphia, and her name is
Nellie Lincoln Rossiter. Her book upon silk
culture is standard authority for those who
are engaged in the new and profitable business
of raysirig cocoons, and her products have
taken premiums at all the expositions. Thesuccess she has achieved is remarkable, and
she is not only doing good by encouraging
the introduction of an industry that furnishes
profitable employment for the unoccupied
'.We of her sex, but is gettingrich. The man
who marries Nellie will have a wife who can
raifi her oira silk dresses.

fashion's Latest Craze.
[St. Louis Republican.]_ The latest craze, we_ learn with due sad-

ness, is that our fashionable \u25a0 women must
grow thin, not that thinness which follows
in the wake of the ague, podDphyllin, quin-
ine and other yerbs—a thinness from which
we arise, get up bravely and eat Mullin
getawney soup, raw beef and rice croquettes,
becoming stouter than —but in morbid
pale lias, society thinness and" blankness,
which makes all the new-fangled Idresses of
last spring too big in the arms and waist-
band. A thinness which is coveted as much
as ever these same ladies longed for plump
shoulders and round arms. • No one for a
moment questions the greater beauty of the
latter, onlyfashion says so, and we breathe
low and walk on tip-toe where she resorts.

Irish Ladies Xot Beautiful.
[Cor. Dio Lewis' Monthly.]

Happening to be in Queenstown, Ireland,
one evening many years ago, 1 was invited to
attend a grand ball on " the occasion of a
famous international re^tta. The number
of lilies was about one hundred and fifty.
Their anas was like that of American ladies
on similar occasions, onlya trifle more —
sleeves a little shorter, corsage a little lower.
The ladies were remarkably self-possessed,
quiet, and graceful, and, I think, on the
whole, averaged prettier than I have ever
seen on another such occasion.
Ihave written this to introduce the physical

development of Irish ladies. The Irish girls

in America have full chests, large arms; they
are plump and vital.

When an American lady shows me her
arms—candle dips, No. —and asks "Howcan
Iget such arms as Bridget's?" and I say
"Work, work as she does, and you willhave
her arms," the lady says "Oh, that is not
work, itis climate! IfIhad been brought up in
Bridget's I should have her fine bust; but
this terrible dry air takes all the juices out of
us."

My curiosity was on tip-toe to see how Irish
ladies, brought up in thismoist, even climate,
but without work would look. I have said
there wore 150 ladies present, and that they
were very pretty and graceful, but now, tak-
ingthe witness stand, I testify that Ihave
never in America seen 150 young women to-
gether with arms so small and chests so flat
and thin. They belonged to the idle class,
and all the world over women of the idle
class have splindle arms and thin chests, un-
less they become merely fat, which, with
their weak muscles, is a sad embarrassment.

Education, rank, aspiration, —these
will not produce a strong, full, muscular
body. They are not the appointed means.
Exercise, exercise! work, work!— pro-
duces strong muscles, full chests, and physical
Lwauty. Work is the appointed means.

iI Margaret Fuller's Life.
[Jennie June.]

Every biographer of Margaret Fuller, in-
cluding her latest, Mrs. Julia Ward Howe,
makes strenuous efforts to justifyher literary
reputation by enlarging the sum, not of her
attainments but her actual achievements.
The truth is that Margaret Fuller left little
in the way of literary work, and that little
survives principally in corners of unused
book-shelves. Few women of this generation
have read her, or have any distinct knowl-
edge of the personality or scholar-
ship upon which her reputation was
based. The true lesson to women of Marga-
ret Fuller's life lies not in what she did but
in what she did not accomplish. She was
not a ready writer. She was not in any
sense a journalist. She was a scholar and a
ilker. Had she been a man she would

have been president of a college or one of its
most brilliant professors. Being a women,
she had no vocation, and she was always
tryingto find one or have one found for her.

Wherever she went she occupied a falso
position—a position which did her injustice,
which was unsuited to her genius and her apt-
itudes. The difficulty of her whole life was
that she was a woman instead of a man —or
rather that being a woman, there was then
no place for such a woman as she was. If
Margaret Fuller could have been what
Margaret Fuller ought to have been, would she
have been content to merely pose as the cen-
tral figure in Roma-American society and
end her life by sinking her own identity in
that of an Italian count young enough to be
hor son, and as weak in purse as in capacity.
Itwas a merciful Providence, after all, that
took her in the first flush of wifelyand ma-
ternal affection, and closed the book upon a
lifethat had held within itself and its own
heart-throbbings a tragedy deeper and more
pitifulthan that which found her tempest-
tossed, and took her within sight of her old
home to her death.

Tailors as Dressmakers.
["Ruhamah" in Globe-Democrat]

The introduction of regular tailors into the
great dressmaking establishments promises
well for the future, even if these severely
plain suits should goout of style. Their busi-
ness methods, their precision, accuracy and
careful finish ofevery detail, are in contrast
to the slipshod, haphazard ways of the
ordinary dressmakers. These tailors might
even be said to have a conscience in the mat-
ter, so exact and painstaking are they about
their work. Atthe largest houses the tailor*
will not promise a suit in less than thirty
days, and after four fittings they turn out a
suit without a wrinkle or flaw in any part.

Any clear day upper Broadway is alive
with these cloth suits, and nine out of every
ten tailor suits are of the darkest brown
broadcloth or tricot, gray following next in
favor, and blue or green being a last choice.
The fashionable woman is as compactly but-
toned and braided as one of Henry James'
heroines, and the wearer of a cloth suit looks
with pityupon the poor women who display
silks or brocades on the street. Inthe way
of hats the most trying and unbecoming
things are offered that womankind ever
wore. The Langtry turbans and bonnets and
the little tognes still reign, but the new hat is
a high-crowned, stiff-brimmed affair, covered
with stiff feathers and stuffed birds. Every
poor fluttering thing, from pigeons to hum-
ming birds, are used on these hats, and one
gray felt hat. with seven English sparrows
on a side, is characteristic of the season, and
only surpassed by the kittens, mice and
downy little chicks that are actually paraded
on fashionable headgear.

Women's Winter Underwear.
[Inter Ocean.]

Women do not pay enough attention to
the warmth of their underwear, or the pro-
tection afforded by goo.l winter stockings
and shoes. The most important item in the
winter wardrobe is soft knitted underwear
and hosiery, and for women who are ex-
posed to changes of temperature, the latter
should always be of wool, not coarse and
harsh,' but soft and light, and the former
nearly all ofwool and made in one whole gar-
ment, "combinations," so-called, of vest and
drawers.

Women are usually poor and find it dif-
ficult to make ends meet and secure nice win-
ter outside clothing of even the most modest
pretensions; and woolen, that is, merino un-
derwear of good quality, seems quite beyond
them; yet itis vastly more important than
dress, cloak, or hat; at least it is more impor-
tant that it be genuine than that these should
be fine :or costly; the result in health and
comfort being worth more than can be calcu-
lated. It is particularly advisable that
young school teachers should observe this
trule inregard to winter clothing, and lav in
their stock of merino hosiery and under
before beginning upon more tempting out-
side garments. Once fortified against sud-
den chills, dampness or penetrating snow,
there is little danger to be feared from colds,
and the thickness of dress material is of little
moment, although it must always be remem-
bered that wool is more healthful and more
comforting than silk or cotton in cold
weather, and the service to be obtained from
a good quality outweighs the cost

Fashions for Children.
[Chicago Times.]

For little children, irrespective of sex. there
is a new. walking coat, the "Trixie," which
might also serve as a dress. Itis laid in three
plaits, back and fronts mounted on a square

yoke, made of embroidered cashmeres; those
imported, embroidered on the: selvage, are
appropriate. ! The "Nanon" and "Gisela"
cloaks are extremely coquettish for older
little girls, of plaided dark ' material, the
hoods and sleeves lined with bright silk. The
."Greenaway" models still continue worthy
ofpatronage by reason of . their comfort and
pretty quaintness. The "Cora" is a shirred
blouse with a "Mother Hubbard" yoke. The
"Greenaway" wrapper is a charming little
conceit of rose or blue cashmere and lace for
an invalid or after the bath. Black stockings
are imperative, but plaid may be worn to
correspond with the plaid dress. Little boys
wear the regulation kilt and jacket until the
dignity of. six years is attained, with jacket
and knee breeches of men's ordinary
materials; for dress occasions, dark velvet or
black and wide rich lace neck and sleeve
ruHles.

Perforated Paper.
[New York Sun.]

In any small stationery store or grocery
the eye is attracted by an edge of colored
paper hanging from each shelf. The shelf
paper, as itis called, has scalloped edges, and
is perforated in prettily: arranged designs,
making a lace-like appearance.

"The business in shelf paper is onlyabout
ten years old," a manufacturer said. "Then
itsedges were cut by a cutting machine, and
the cost came to about $1.50 per gross* By
and by better machinery was used, and the
price fell to 40 cents per gross, and then I
came in with labor-saving machinery and I
further reduced it to 20 cents. The paper
used when the industry began to spread out
was of good quality, and was called poster
paper; now we use a peculiar kind made of
wood pulp, and unless they can get some
cheaper material that kind of paper will
never be less in price. We take that paper
and run it through a stamping machine,
which stamps out the design. The dies used
in stamping are very costly, arid the presses
also. Here is one worth about $3,000 in-
cluding dies. The quantity of shelf paper
sold is amaz ng. "We ship it by the ton. I
think that $150,000 worth is sold in a year.

Another branch of this business is stamp-
ing out stars, squares, etc., in pretty designs.
Perhaps you think that these stars, which are
so complicated and delicate, are stamped out'
bya die with a full design on it. That would
be too expensive. Ihave a number of girls
to fold for me, and according as to how it is
folded so is the design. It is run through the
press and stamped, and when itis taken out
we unfold it, and there is your pattern per-
fect. We make designs to place dishes,
vases, lamps, anything upon. And just'now
Ihave started making lambrequins and lace
curtains of perforated paper. Intime we will
have a3 fine curtains as you would care to see,
and when they are dirty just throw them
away and get another pair. They cost less
than a dollar, and willbe cheaper by and by.

"We make perforated board also. . Here
is the finest we make. It has about five
hundred holes to a square inch. Prom these
we go up to large holes, onlya dozen to an
inch. We also stamp oil-cloth for shelves,
and wood, too."

They Wanted Their Pennies.
[Boston Traveler.]

Iknow a pair of boys beside whom even
Helen's Babies must have dwindled and grown
tame. Naughty, willful, mischievous, loving
little scamps. They were at times as soundly
thrashed as a rather soft-hearted father
would permit. For a time they would mind;
but they "wouldn't stay minded," to use a
childish expression. Nothing seemed as forci-
ble a method of punishment as taking away
their spending money — a few pennies each
day.

For some particularly grievous offense this
was resorted to two or three days before the
Fourth of July, and great was their grief and
indignation.

Very early the next morning the father,
who had visited this upon them, was awak-
ened by hearing them at the chamber door
crying:

"Boys!"
"Oh, papa!"
"Boys, go back to your room!"
"Oh, —dear papa— you please

give us our pennies and go back to the whip-
pings?"

Serving Potatoes.
[Chicago Herald.]

Itis the usual practice to serve potatoes in
a porcelain dish with a close-fitting cover. In
ten minutes the best potatoes, however care-
fullcooked, are thus utterly destroyed. A
culinary authority recommends that they
should t-e placed in a wooden dish, or served
in a porcelain dish, with towels above and be-
low to absorb the moisture.

A. Prayer Postscript.
[Exchange.]

Alittle chick of4 years, at Pawtucket, R.
L, surprised his mother the other night by
adding the followingto his evening prayer:
"God bless papa and mamma, and Aunt Liz-
zie, and Bubber Hiram, and Tilly, and all the
other kids."

Molasses Itntter Scotch.
One cup of New Orleans molasses, one cup

ofbrown sugar, and one-half cup of butter.
Boil until it snaps when dropped into cold
water.

Phrenological Journal: Woman will keep
company with man. She had rather he
would go toward heaven; but if he will
travel the downward road to hades, she is on
the broad road too.

Courier Journal: Revised for the seal- i
sacque season: "Allthat a man hath will he
give for his wife."

Don't take long walks when the stomach is
entirely empty.

A Warning; to Stage-Struck Ciiirls.
["Maulstick" in Courier-Journal.]

Iwant to utter one more warning word
here to the crowd of young women, many of \u25a0

them well born and well bred, who, flattered
by a most vivid imagination, make a rush
at the stage-door and clamor for admission.
I have had, as the well-wisher of one of these
aspirants, some little experience within the
last few days of the disagreeable task of ask- I
ing favors for another, disagreeable because \u25a0

the result was a foregone conclusion. Here ;

comes to the city a very pretty, amiable girl, j
supposed to possess enormous talent for the \u25a0

stage. She was induced to come here !
through promises on the part of a I
theatrical individual to assist her, which •
promises were probably found to be '\u25a0
of impossible accomplishment. Icalled yes- •terday upon the manager of one of the best '
theatres, an old friend of years standing. ] j
said to him: "I want three minutes' talk. \u25a0

There is a young lady here from Louisville- !
aspirations, the stage. Have you a little part, j
even a line or two, to commence "Wait a \u25a0

moment," he replied. He opened a drawer |
and took out a list—a printed proof —an- '
nouncing the name of the company soon to '
open the regular season. The number of :
names was appalling. "You see! :' he re-
marked, "and there are six young women \u25a0

here whom I can not possibly use. As for :
the list of applicants, all backed byinfluence, {
applicants who possess amazing genius, I j
wouldn't tire you by askinz you to read it" j

A Precarious Business.
John W. Mackey said to a reporter forThe j

St. Paul Pioneer Press: "Mining is the most '
precarious business in the world." "You can !
well afford to say it," the reporter retorted, '"with $30,000,000" to your credit But did you j
think so in 1860, when you were pushing an i
ore car in the Ophir mine?" "Iknew it then j
only in theory, for my salary of 54 a day was
always sure, and icy wants were simple. You
always hear of the successful miners. The men
who disappear and are lost in Pauper alley '\u25a0
are not so often quoted.'' j

TJine-Kiln Club: When you knock a man
down you simply appeal to his physical sys- |
tern. When you convince him wid argyment
you touch de spiritual part. A butcher cart
kin run ober a man's leg, but eben a locomo-
tive can't crush his soul
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MYSTERY OF NATURE.'•
[Theodore Tilton.]

The works of God are fair for naught
Unless our eyes in seeing,

See hidden in the thing the thought
That animates its being.

Th? outward form 13 not the whole,
But every part is molded :

To imago forth an inward soul
That dimlyis unfolded.

The dew falls nightlynot alone
Because the meadows need it,

But on an errand of its own,
To human souls who heed it.

The stars are lighted in the skies,
Not merely for the shining,

But, like tho looks of loving.eyes,
Have meanings worth divining.

The waves that mourn along the shore,
The winds that sigh in blowing,

An sent to teach a mystic lore,
Which men are wise in knowing.

The clouds around tho mountain peaks,
The rivers in tbeir winding.

Have secrets, which, to all who seek,
Are secrets worth the finding.

Thus nature dwells within our reach,
And, though we stand so near her,

We still interprest half her speech,
With ears tc dull to hear her.

Whoever yearn?, to see aright,
Because his heart is tender.

Shall catch a glimpse of heavenly light
In every earthly splendor.

Whoever hears the coarsest sound—
Still listening forthe finest—

Shall hear the noisy world go round
To music the divinest.

So, since the universe began,
And tillitshall be ended,

The soul ofnature and the soul ofman,
And the soul of God are blended.

A SAD-EYED GEEMAN

Tells the Story of Bis Fight Against
a Depot "Monopoly."

[Omaha Cor. Courier-Journal.]
There is a very curious object just in front

of the Union depot, which generally . creates
considerable surprise among strangers. The
depot, a splendid structure of granite, with
its surrounding grounds iaid off in walks and
flowers, is the pride of Colorado. Strangers
look at this magnifier-ace and beauty and
turn, the more surprised, to gaze at the un-
sightly object opposite. This object is a
rough fence, twenty or thirty feet high, be- j
hind which towers, several stories high, the
sham front of a house—a wooden wall painted |
to represent the front of a house. In the.
windows of this sham house are noglass panes,
but painted onthe boards are rude figures of
men and women looking out of the sham
windows. Over the whole curious structure
are painted a number of signs and placards:
"Down with monopoly! IStill Live!! Come
and see me. Behind the fence,", etc. Oa the j
arrival of trains a man appears on one of tho !
upper platforms or scaffolds and pounds on a j
triangle, at the same time crying out at tho
top of his voice, "Down with monopoly!'
"Come behind the fence!" etc. The curious
traveler who accepts the invitation and goes
behind the fence is still more surprised by j
what he finds there. A low, dingy room, I
with windows that give little light; a shelf \
with a few beer and pop bottles, a cake of i
wormy cheese and a sad-eyed German behind
a counter. This is the interior of the j
strangely placarded place. Even at midday
itis dark in this gloomy room surrounded by
its three-story fence.

"They have ruined me," tho German said.
"Two years ago Idid a good business. The
Union depot wanted to buy me out, but I j
didn't want to selL Then they tried a freez- j
ing-outgame. They built a fence around my j
house. Imade the house two stories high.
The Depot company raised the fence again.
Isaw it was easier for them to raise a fence
than for me to raise my house, so I justran
up a wooden wall and painted itlike a house.
.The depot men kept on building their fence
higher, but I wouldn't give in, and every
time they made a raise Iran up the front of
my house, and, you bet, I'm still on top," he
concluded with a sickly smile.

Ina small sense the German is on top. His
sham house towers above the depot fence,
but the real house— house he lives in—is
completely surrounded and cut off from
lightand the patronage of the traveling pub-
lic. Itis onlya question of time when the
unsightly object will be replaced by a hand-
some building or laid off in tasteful walks.

What the Sew Stamps Cost.
[Washington Letter.]

How much do you suppose • the new
stamps cost the government?' I was
asked the other day by • Assistant Post-
master General Hazen. "You don't know,
but I'll tell you—just 9 1-5 cents per 1,000.
They cost the contractors more than that.
The plates, paper, printing, perforating and
putting the mucilage on is worth something;
then they must be packed and done up in
high-priced envelopes. Half the postoffices do
not call for more than 100 stamps at a time,
but they have to go through the same rou-
tine as in filling an order of millions for
New York. It costs them more than they
get." "Where is the profit in the contract?"
I naturally asked. "Right here," was the
response. "Allthe countries on this conti-
nent south of us have their postage stamps
made in this country. They prefer the con-
cern which supplies our government. This
is the American Bank Note company, of New
York. But they have to pay from five to
ten times the price we pay, and they find no
fault. There's where the profit comes in
from making our stamps. Itis the only way
to secure these other good contracts." People '
have wondered often why the government,
with its great bureau of printingand engrav-
ing here in Washington, is always underbid
by outside parties in the stamp and . postal-
note contracts. Perhaps they will see more
clearly after reading this paragraph.

Kite-Racing.
[New York Tribune.]

The most popular diversion among the
people of Rouen this season is kite-racing,
which, as they practice it, is by no means a
simple and stupid form of amusement. The
kites are made of a thin and lightbut tough
linen, and the strings, some of which are 2,
500 feet long, are wound upon reels. When
once above the house tops the kites rise with
amazing rapidity and exert surprising force.
Ata recent race a gentleman' who was not
content to let the reel do its work alone had
one of his fingers cut to the bone by the fly-
ing cord.

A15-Cent Heal.
[Harper's Bazar.]

"Zepoor people know not to leeve in zis
countree," said M. Legrand, shrugging his
shoulders. "Zey know not ze small zing zat
good dinner make. Par exemple, Ibuy piece

—'shank' you call heem—l pay for heem
15 zants. I cook heem v-a-r-y slow wiz
planty nice vegetahbel weech grow in my
garden. Before he ees done Iput wiz heem
bottel white —not ze best, but good—ze
mushroom, ze truffle, an' fewozzer nice zing
weech Ihaf in my house. Voila! ze deesh
for ze emperor. An' all for 15 zants!"

Afarmer's boy made a careful calculation
that a total of TOO miles must be traveled to
plant and tillforty acres of land.

. Aeeoantea for ib

[Exchange.]
Mrs. Plaindame, after looking long and

thoughtfully at a plaster cast of Shakespeare
remarked: "Poor man! how pale ho was! He
couldn't have been well when it was taken."
"No," replied Fogg, "he was dead." "Ah 2
that accounts forit," said Mrs. P., drawing
a sympathetic breath.

Inter Ocean: Ifthe area of the United
States was las densely settled as that of
France, there would be room here for 650,-
--900,000 people.

• SHOPPING IN PARIS.
How Women Go Crazy Over. A!«

leged Bargains.

An American Sehoolma'niu Who
Was Drawn into t«»e Vortex of

the Itou 3larche. and.
.Learned Wisdom.

[Paris Cor. New York Tribune.]
On the great occasion of the miso en venta

(special sale) tho campaign is elaborately
planned. On the sidewalk ara counters filled
with cheaper goods, or goods out of fashion,
where volublo salesmen entreat and beguile ;
the white-capped bonnes and . housewives. j
Against the wide entrance are trays filled j
with neckties, small shawls, cheap lace made j
up in various confections, with prices marked, j
Along tray at tho entrance is filled with |
colored ribbons. Behind it are stacks of j
piece goods, a table of silks or brocaded vel- 1
vets, and still in line ready-made dress skirts,
cotton, silk, and velvet, for no class is neg- {
lected. In every available part of the store
are similar tables, on each of which is sup-
posed to be a bargain, which can not be
found in the regular department.

Inths morning everything is in order, each
clerk at his post Through the day the
crowd gathers. Between 8 and 5 o'clock in j
the afternoon the aisles are packed with \u25a0

women of every class and condition. And !
the spirit is upon them. There are few such ?
scenes out of Bedlam. The muscles of fine
ladies are as good for a spurt as those of the
white caps, and they fight their way man-
fully, one and all. Mantles are torn off,
dress skirts are pulledoff their hooks, a hand-
kerchief dropped is a dirtyrag, a parasol
let fall is riddled. Around each tray of
coupons or occasions is a solid phalanx of
women stirring them up with both hands,
grasping and grabbing. Salesmen and
women hover on the outskirts, putting in !•
judicious words, although speech, now that •
the fury is on, is of less moment. j

The air has become hot and stifling, the •
aisles impassable except to the shoppers, who,.;
like the insane, have been given unusual •
strength. Each tray of lace is surrounded by j
women two rows deep. Those inside are '
rooting through the tray with both hands;';
those outside have each thrust one hand bs- ,

tween the women of the inner line, and grasp !
first at one and then another article as they '\u25a0
come within reach. There is a wild glitter;
in their fixed eyes. They breathe heavy. !
Each is apparently oblivious of the other. j
Satiated or weary, they leave the Spanish
lace and pass on to another tray, elbow and ••
push to secure a position, and toss, dig and j
root the chenille capes. Their places have j
been immediately filled with the unsatisfied \u25a0

occupants of the outer row. The Spanish •

lace fichus might be so many rags, the chen- '
ille capes are in wild disorder, the remnants
of the lace are unpinned, their marks gone, j
and the tray is in a state of chaos. All <

through the shop similar scenes are re- '•
peated.

The craze takes two foms. Some women J
are paralyzed. They go through the entire !
shop, rooting among laces and ribbons in a •

sort of fury, and buy nothing. The more '
dangerous form is that of buying—and more
common. Itis the form to which American :
women are most susceptible. There was a !
pitifulinstance of this in a school teacher |
who, by strict economy, was making a tour j
during her vacation. Fortunately she did 'not come to Paris until about ready to return ;
home. As is well known, the Magazin dv •

Louvre is directly opposite the Louvre. Each
time she found herself on the way to the
Louvre she became entrapped in the shop. ;

Invariably, when she finallyreached the gal- :

lery, it was within half an hour of closing
time. "I can't get any further than the
Grand Galerie," she confessed. "Can't you !
tell me of some other door, so Ican reach the \
Salon Carre? Idaren't go home without see- i
ingthat bigMurillo, the Mona Lisa and the !
Marriage in Cana." The young woman knew ;
what she was after, but was entangled in her ;
femininity.

Inan evil hour she went to the Bon Marche '
on a day of coupon.' But she shall tell her j
own story: "Idon't know how it happened.
Itwas like a great suction-pipe, and I got
drawn in. I went in to buy a package of
shoe-strings. I'm always out of them. Igot
in, and Ididn't go out until after 6, and then
a salesman led me out because they wanted i
to close. Ibought three remnants of black j
silk and two pieces of brocaded velvet, two '.
pairs of Lisle thread stockings, and two pairs I

of silk stockings, a cashmere skirt ready- \u25a0

made, and one of silk and velvet, a brass j
plaque, three embroidered handkerchiefs, a I
parasol with lace around it; a dozen yards '\u25a0
of niching, nine pairs of glovesonly one
with eighteen buttons, the others only cost a
franc and a half a pair Spanish lace fichu, j
two ostrich feathers, five yards of jet passe- j
menterie, some colored ribbons, a box
of assorted hairpins, an alligator:
card case, a box of Lubin soap, and;
some sachels, a thread lace hand-!
kerchief, and a fur collar. I think that's aIL :
Ispent $73. They told me I could return !
them ifIdidn't want them. I forgot Iwas 1
going to London on the early morning train. |
But, oh! tell me what I will do? I had ;
money to get here and my steamer passage
but how will Ipay my board here and get to
Liverpool?" j

"Do.you want the things?"
"No, no! a thousand times," the poor thing \

shrieked.
"What did you get them for?"
"Somehow I thought it was my duty.

They were so cheap." It is a young woman
who always like to put her acts on a high
moral basis. Ina house full of women tour-:
ists with still a few dollars left, it was not '
difficult to dispose of the purchases. She
herself was sent offto Liverpool and home a i

wiser woman.
To all this, the method of selling con-

tributes. .To an American the pertinacity of !
the French clerk, his persistent politeness so
long as he believes you a possible purchaser,.
is a source of wonder, accustomed as she is to
the comparative indifference in salesmen and
saleswomen at home.

FIGHTING TJITDER AEEEST.

A Captain Who Couldn't Keep out of
a Fiffht While on the Skirmish
Line. 3.

[Inter Ocean.]
Capt. Wheeler was a born commander of

skirmishers. He had a voice like a bugle-
blast, and an unusual amount of push and
dash in his composition. He knew all about
human nature on the skirmish line, its strong
points as well as its weaknesses, and seemed
guided by an unerring instinct in ordering
forward movements. He always aimed to
stampede the enemy's skirmishers, and very
often succeeded. The men of the regiment
had the greatest confidence in him, and
obeyed him with alacrity, and so, somewhat
to the disgust of the other officers of the
regiment, he monopolized the skirmish busi-
ness.

In other departments he was not so great a
success. He was unscrupulous and reckless,
ami was occasionally under arrest. He was
at once the pride and the aggravation of
Gen. Nelson. The old soldier generally called
him a buccaneer, and had him under arrest
halfthe time forsome of his '-'devilish practi-
cal infringements." Capt. Wheeler was under
arrest after Shiloh, and Nelson was con-
stantly complaining about the way his
skirmishers acted before Corinth. Nothing
was done to suit him. and he was on the line
every day fuming and swearing and direct-
ing. One day he insisted that the post should
be advanced. He didn't want any child's
play. The attempt was made, but resulted
simplyin a listless skirmish fight. A man
slipped down a line of fence, and was in con-
sultation a moment with the officers. Then
he passed along the line to the right. There

was a lull. Then rang out the bugle tones of
Capt. W., and the line moved forward.

There was no child's play. Tl*3re was a
terrible racket. Then there was a charge,
and from beyond the wood came the sound
of tha captain's voice, still urging his men
forward. Nelson was delighted and outrageS.
He sent an aid to recall Capt. W. "Tell the
d—n fool, sir, he is under arrest. Tall him,
b}-heaven, sir, I'llhave him hung if he per-
sists in his contempt for me and my orders."
And then as the shout in front told of an-
other advance, the old general ejaculated:
"Splendid, splendid, by h—l, sir, Ibelieve that
roan wiilgo right into Corinth."

The whole line was in a fever of excitement.
Nelson was advancing his posts and laking
advantage of every circumstance. Nelson
proud of having accomplished so much
was still indignant because Capt. W. had
sent him two or three impudent messages.
He had three different officers under
orders to arrest the captain and return him
to camp. Finally the captain came- back.
Saluting,- he said: "General, I have the
honor to report that tho boys have played—
with the rebel line, and that they await your
permission to drive the Johnnies into their
intrenchments. Itook a little swing with
the boys and forgot all about the fact that
you ordered me to remain in camp. I am
now ready to be shot, and you had better
shoot me now, because if there is any more
advancing to be done, tho temptation willbe
too strong for me to resist." Much to every-
body's surprise Nelson thundered out, " Re-
sist? You won't resist itat all. You will de-
lightin it. You will disobey orders every
time. And by h—l, sir, so would I. You
can return to your company, sir."

SITTING POX A PHOTO.

The Old- Time Method and the As-
tonishing Results Thereof.

[Bradford (Pa.) Star.]
The camera became an alarming object

when the artist threw a black cloth over hia
head and converted himself, as it were, into
one large glass eye. The patient was told
not to move I—al—a terrifying injunction. Ha
was earnestly entreated not to wink, and the
result was the tears instantly flowed into his
eyes until the craving for winkingbecame a
madness. His head was fixed into an engine
designed to steady it, but which in reality
appeared as if itwas meant to crush it, and
in this position ho was told to look happy,
and to think of something agreeable, whilst
the operator watched him with his hand on
the cap over the lens waiting for the happy
expression to come into his face. It was
hardly surprising that the usual consequence
of a sitting of this description was a likeaoss -
the predominant characteristic of which was
that of acute mental suffering and consider-
able physical anguish.

You are constantly coming across the most
extraordinary poses, the most astonishing
expressions of countenance, the most melan-
choly grouping. It is not the fault of the
photographers; the sitters will have it so,
and object to artistic arrangements. Afond
couple, for instance, imagine that a most
picturesque and pleasing effect may be pro-
duced by Matilda sitting on a chair" looking
up at Henry, who leans poetically over her.
In real life nothiug could be more idyllic
than such an attitude; buc in real life a par-
ticular subjection of light will not make
Matilda look like a "West Indian negress, nor
will Henry's bowed head lead one to suppose
that it is possible for a man's face to consist
entirely of the parting of his hair.

One young lady, in the resolution to look
uncommonly pleasing, comes out as though
she had been just about to sneeze when her
likeness was taken. An elderly lady of larger
proportions, quite ignorant of the law of
photographic perspective, insists upon sitting
"so," and is represented like an elephant in a
gown. People with turn-up noses, with very
long noses, with no noses to speak of, delight
in sitting en profile. On the other hand, peo-
ple decorated with four or five chins, and a
corresponding amplitude of cheek, love to
present their full faces. A short niiiUinsists
upon being taken standing. Atall man will
cross his legs, desiring to appear an easy at-
titude, and by projecting his boot in the
sphere of the lens is depicted as the possessor
of a foot that should make his fortune in a
traveling booth.

A3i)o-V<M»r-Oi.l Kible.
[Minneapolis Tribune.]

Acurious and valuable book has recently
come into the possession of Mr. S. A. Thomp-
son, of this city, it being a Danish bible of
the year of 15SS. Itwas printed at Copen-
hagen by Matz Bengaardt, and is one of the
second edition ever used in the Scandinavian
peninsula. Its history is known for tho past
200 years, having been in the Svendsgaardt
family for that time, and it contains the fam-
ilyrecord for most of this period. About
seven years ago it wos brought to this coun-
tryby L. Svendsgaardt, and, after changing
hands several times, was recently purchased
by Mr. Thompson in Otter Tail county.

The book shows traces oi its age, both from
its worn condition and the style of its bind-
ing. The covers are of Norway pine some
five-eights of an inch in thickness, and cov-
ered with hog-skin. The corners are finished
in brass, figured in fanciful shapes, which
have been battered and worn tillwhatever
beauty they may once have had lias been lost.
The work is profuse iv its illustrations and is
valuable chiefly for those, as being well-
preserved specimens of thy engravings of
three centuries ago. Quaint and curious are
some of them. The creation of Eve is one
such, the idea being taken from the literal
"wording of tha scriptures. Adam is asleep,
ana tiio Creator is drawing a folly-devel-
oped woman from his side. A curious thing
is that in the sky the sun, moon, aud stars
are all to be seen at the same t'^aio. Many
of the engravings, if not all. are made in
accordance with modern rules of asrial per-
spective, a thing not always done iv works
of that century.

Asiugular fact is that in the New Testa-
ment there ar3 no engravings until Revela-
tions is reached. The life of Christ had not
a single scene, and the only representation
of Him is where He appears to John in Rev-
elations. The value of the book is not far
from 81, COO, and Mr. Thompson is in com-
munication with parties east who wish to
purchase it.

Stirring Times Ahead.
[Demoresfs Monthly.]

There are indications all over Europe which
are ominous for tho reigning monarchies.
England is a republic in all but name, France
is one beyond all peradventure, while in
Germany, Italyand Spain, the great body of
the populations are republicans in theory. A
change will probably come over Europe soon
after Kaiser William's death. The kingdom
of Sweden Is even now shaken by a popular
democratic agitation. King Oscar, a descend-
ant of the French adventurer Bernadotte,
has repeatedly set at defiance the popular will
as expressed through the Norway Storthing.
And as a consequence there is a determination
on the part of tiiat nation to assert its right
against the autocratic rule. King Oscar
may yet lose his crown ifnot his head, for he
has violated the fundamental law, by making
the same pretensions which cost Charles L of
England his life. There are stirring times
ahead for the peoples of Europe.

The Tarantr^a Industry.
[Chicago Herald.]

Digging out tarantulas and their nesta has
become quite an industry in Sa:ita Barbara,
CaL The im«cts are suffocated with gas,
then stuffed, dried and fastened to a card.

I The retail price is 50 cents each, but many
hundreds are sold wholesale for $'ior $4 per
dozen.

One of V.iitelaw Reid's fancies is to es-
chew the words "-edition" or "issue" and uss
therefor "impression."

Chicago Tribune: On the San Carlos
reservation the combined "labor" of 5,000
ludians produce.! not as much grain as one
farmer can produce.

, ELECTION DAT IS THE ASMT.
Row the Soldiers in Front of Chatta-

nooga Accomplished a .Difficult
Feat. ~.\u25a0.; \u25a0/./-\u25a0

[Inter Ocean.] •

Election day in the army caller! out many-
queer traits of soldier character. At the
time of the October elections in 1533 the boys
were penned up in Chattanooga. They pre-
pared for the election with the greatest care.
They read the instructions over and over
again, and stili they were in a state of be-
wilderment. They understood one thing.
There was to be a ballot bos, .and Sergeant
Flopper made itgood and strong. Ho fin-
ished itthe day before the election, and, put-
ting itunder his blouse, carried it secretly to
the captain's quarters. The boys were duly
impressed with the mystery, and strange as
it may appear, thought it was the right
thing to do.

On the morning of the memorable day the
boys came out promptlyat roll call. It was
raining. Everybody was keen to swear that
italways rained on election days at home.
Therefore "things was moving." The boys
took breakfast in silence, and then I-rushed up
their guns. Itwas an easy thing to run an
election—anybody could do it—there was
nothing to do, you know. They wore nearly
all young men. When they came to think
about it there ought to be some old men for
judges. The captain's quarters were thrownopen impressively, and the tent gradually

assumed the appearance of a general confer-
ence room. At last the question, "Who's go-
ingto run the boat?" began to circulate. The
captain got nervous, and the lieutenant got
nervous, and finallyeverybody got nervous.
These men who "ached" to storm Mis-
sion Ridge dared not make a single move on
the ballot box. At last Peter Piper, tli3 old-
est man in the company, raised to his feet
and took off his hat Everybody else took off
his hat, and the captain unceremoniously
chucked his lighted pipe into his pocket. Old
Peter said: "It'pears to me that we ought to
organize." ''That's what Ithink," remarked
several, and everybody nodded their heads
in approval. After an embarrassing silence
old Peter said: "Imove that Capt. Crocker
be chairman of this meetin 1." A half dozen
seconded the motion with activity, and when
it was put the repressed emotions found ut-
terance in a thundering "Aye!"

The captain took the chair with great dig-
nity, but there was a break. Old Peter had
exhausted his stock of suggestions and tho
thing''hung fire," much to the embarrass-
ment and disgust of everybody. At last,
growing desperate, the captain rose to his
feet and said abruptly: "The polls ought to
be opened in five minutes. If they are not
we willlose every durned vote." This was
to the point, and finally judges and secre-
taries were elected, the box was placed on a
table and voting commenced. How im-
portantly the man would announce his
name, and with what care the judge would
take the ticket and put it in the box, clap-
ping his outspread hand over the open-
ing as soon as the ticket was in. How
patiently they sat there ail day, even
though they know there could not possibly be
another man to vote, and at the close how
pompously Flopper cried from the tent front,
"O, yes; O, yes, the polls will close in five
minutes," although the boys were not quite
sure whether this was legitimate or not.
Then came the counting out, and the energy
with which "tally"was said by the clerks
was truly refreshing.

Not a man in the company felt easy until
the whole thing was finished, and then with
intense relief, they talked about common
affairs until nearly midnight, They were all
agreed on one —that the most difficult
thing the soldiers in front of Chattanooga
ever attempted to do was to run an election.

Seth Green, the Pisciculturist, Tells
the Story of si Pass.

[Rochester Herald.]
And that reminds me of an incident. If

you are not in a hurry I'lltell you about it.
Iwas duck-shooting on the Seneca river in
February, the spring after the direct line of
the Central railroad was built. Myman and
Ibad set the decoys in a hole cut through the
ice, and the sport was good. I had fifty
ducks in the boat, when looking toward the
railroad trestle, a mile and a half away, I
saw that ithad caught fire at the east end.
We started for the trestle, pushing the boat
across the ice, my man on one side of it and
lontho other. The ice was in many places
rotten, and gave way under us. At such
times wo threw ourselves into the boat at
the same moment, and then worked along
until we could start itagain over the ice. In
this way we at last reached the trestle which
was burning quite fast as the oil-covered
timbers gave fuel to the fire.

By hard work we put out the fire, and fix-
ing our handkerchiefs to the ends ofour ram-
rods—that was before the day of breech-
loaders —we started in opposite directions
along the track to signal the first train that
might come along. I was standing some
thirtyrods from the trestle waving my sig-
nal when a passenger train passed by. It
was snowing, hard and the signal was not
seen until the train was close to me. Ihur-
ried back to the trestle and found that the
train had been stopped within two rods or
less of the opening, beneath which the water
was at least eight feet deep. The passengers
crowded around me, but I was not then
us&d to being lionized, and seeing that the
ducks were dropping thick into my shooting
hole, Igot away as soon as Icould and re-
turned to my shooting. None of tho pas-
sengers or train hands knew me, but itseems
the conductor was an exception. For three
years afterward Iregularly received an an-
nual pass over the Central road,* and then it
stopped coining. Ever since that time the
company has had a watchman stationed at
the trestle." In answer to the reporter's
query, Mr. Green said no mention of the in-
cident had ever, to his knowledge, been made
by the newspapers.

A Texas Editor Woes to See a Circus.
[San Antonio Light.]

Watch the wreathings and drea 'ful twist-
ingsof those monster anacondas, those venom-
ous and deadly vipers, white and black;
the hideously tieautiful Indian and African
lace-embroidered boas, the brilliant horned-
nosed dragons, the asps, adders, cobras,
pythons, and hooded snakes of every kind
and shape. Ugh! the sight is frightful, and
yet one can hardly turn from it.

Nevada "Petering Out."
[Chicago Tim -.

Nevada issaid to be gradually "petering
out, so fo f.peak. Her population has dwin-
dl dto 62,000, which makts her the most
thinly-inhabited state in the union. The bis
residences at Virginia City and Gold Hill,
which cost immense sums ofmoney, are be-
ing torn down and used for firewood; and tho
rich deposits of ore, out of wh.ch su :h great
fortunes were being ma 1 \u25a0 a Jew years ago,
have nearly all been exhausted. The state
has no agricultural possibilities, and unless
she can find a way to utilize her deposits of
salt, sulphur, and borax, must soon cease to
produce anything wortn mentioning.

Circumstances All rC:i<tea.
[Burlington Hawkeye.)

"How long have you been married!" asked
the clerk at the hotel desk, as the elderly
bridegroom registered.

"Two weeks,' replied the happy man.
"Front!" cried the the clerk, "show the

gentlemen to parlor B. Fifteen dollars a day,
sir."

'•Third wife," calmly said tie guest
"Oh excuse me. Front, show the gentle-

men to &24 back. Four dollars a week, sir."

Decided at Last,
[Peck's Sun. 1,

A Texas debating society I'-ed the
question, "When a watermelon viri-iruns on
to another man's laud, who o.ms the
melons.'! The refej <.v <!eoi<i,*l bat the
2 red man who lii . al*>i:tai;:iledij:la
lldf . r jin t_!wi two f»i:v.;. i.iny-J ... p. m, \u0084,:\u25a0..


