
\u25a0 JOSEPHA,
rr.ulu W. Mitchell in Chicago Tribune.]

We were at Cham .when our delayed mail .
was received. There was a month-old letter
from my young nephew, Reginald \u25a0 Trayers,
containing sad news. My dear old friend
Oswald Hamilton was dead: his affairs left
in a bad way. The arrangement of his pa-
pers, straightening accounts, and settling
up of the estate were left in my hands. Asec-
ond was to the effect that Josepha (the only
-and motherless daughter of my old friend,
now about 24 years of age) had finally re-
fused him. That he had secured a change
into the Tenth, which was soon to be ordered
away to fight Zulus, and closed by saying
that the best thing Icould wish him was a
bullet through the head in the first engage-
ment.

My poor Reg! It was his first taste of
life's bitter. and it was going down hard. I
longed to grasp his hand in sympathy. I

\u25a0cursed the stupidity of mail-carriers and
stormed and swore at the hundred and one
annoying delays that kept me so long on my
homeward way. However, in two days I
was weil on mr journey.

Soldiers ary rough of speech. I besan to
fashion some soft phrases of sympathy for
my old friend's daughter, but gave up in
despair? trusting that, as in battle, when the !
opportunity ccries, Ishould be ready to equal I
it And, after all, to such self-reliant natures
ac Josepha's sympathy held a tone of pity
which' gave it a distasteful flavor.

A word of myself here. An old soldier
nearin^ 00, but hale and hearty, I inherited
at my brother's death the pile of stone be
called home, and his large business interests.
Amisanthrope, he had shown little tasi for
the society of hi.9 kind. My visits to him I
were few and brief. Ihad taken little notice j
of Josepha until Icame to I' erwood as its 'master. Her name describss her. Divinely i
tall, she had none of the awkwardness pc

\u25a0culiar in women of her stature, but her mo-
tion was at all times free, suggesting the :
flight of a sen bird. Better than beauty, her }
face expressed dignity and character. Her
mouth was shapely and red, although a
square jaw and long chin proved somewhat
detractive to it.

But her pyes—glorious? Clearest gray with
.pupils of velvet, set under a man's forehead.
She had a frank, bon camarade way which j
played sad havoc with men's hearts, what-
ever their armor. Many of the wisest and
wariest knelt at her shrine, but each and all
rainly. Between her and my dear lad there
had been an understanding^ based on a child-
ish attachment Merely a silken link. I
ared little for society (though, thank God!

never unfriendly or cold to mykind, like my
brother). The surrounding country families
who would have lionized me on account of a
few scars and decorations met with small en-
courage and but for the flyingvisits of
ruy young lieutenant and an evening cigar
on ono of the v.ide verandas of Hamilton
Place, my time was passed inriding and walk-
ingand shooting.

• Now 1 will let yon into the secret Iwas )
surprised when Ifound it out myself. Ihad \
fallen in love with Josepha. Preposterous!
So Isaid. At any rate-, give me some credit
f never dreamed of \u25a0 ling her, and Iwent

\u25a0 away immediately—traveling with a parry of
friends!

My old friend Imourned sincerely. Though
ten years my senior, wo had been friends

.years and years. He know I stood ready to 'lend a helping hand : never it was needed; I
but he was proud to a fault, and though Ihad j
begged him to allow my assistance (for I
knew he was in sad straits) he would never
tske a penny.

Hi*reverses were quick and sudden. His
iudoutitable willupheld him in his struggle
fora time. When that broke beneath the
bin don of troubles, which grew heavier day
by day, he died.

Dear old friend! "Here lies a man whom
pride brought low," I murmured as Istood
over his grave.
Ihad arrived at Decrwood late in the after-

noon, aiid bad stopped in the churchyard on
my way to Josepha.

The grass waved to and fro. I fancied the
one below stirred uneasily.

'•Peace.' 71 whispered. "Your name shall 'be cleared; your daughter guarded well."
Josepha let me in. She staid to fasten the

door, and as she came up with m • in the cor-
ridor she slipped her warm hand into mine,
and I held it strongly. My i yes fell on 'Oswald's picture as we entered the drawing-
room. Together we stood looking at it. Then
Ilooked at Josepha, in her long, black gown,
her neck rising like a lily item from its som-
brenes.*, as she stood by my side. Bereave-
ment anl harassing cares had set thoir mark
on brow and L:i>s, though she held her head
still proudly, and her eyes Looked into mine
unmisted.

IfIhad lovod her in the midst ofher hap-
piness and light-heartedness, how much more
I loved Ler now, penniless, with a faint
shadow of dishonor <_n her name, forsaken by
the crowds of summer-clay friends!

She looko.l into my face, for my tongue
was tied, and thon Lent her head and kissed
my bam 1.

"My dear,*' Isaid, "my dear."
The only tafe tilingfor me to do was to go

to the window, and I wont. Presently she
followed v:<; and, having myself as, thor-
oughly iv hand as an old fighter should by
this time, Isat down beside her and we had a;
long, serious talk.

The long rays ofsunlight paled fromorange
to amber an jgradually faded into the gray
of dusk, and as yet we [not spoken of the
future-. Josepba hnl her lather's own pride
nnd strength of will, and my heart fail \u25a0I me
as Imentally marshaled my forces and pre-
pared to advance. First, I meant that she
should com homo with me.

"Jos,'i in,"' Ibegan, "this is no place for
you,'' and then Icalled myself an old blun-
derer who deserved to be well kicked for his
unutterable stupidity.

"Xo, it is my home, my dear old home, no
longer. Ihave looked over the papers whichare in this 1or. euongli to see plainly that the
place will cot be sufficient to satisfy the de-
mands of tho creditors. Let me"know assoon as you can the full amount of the deficit;
I have tiiou.-ht it all out. No, dear major, 1
cannot be contented to remain idlyat Deer-
wood, kindly ns you mean the offer while
my la:. \u25a0 debts remain unpaid. Ah!lam
afraid you are angry; but, indeed, Ican-
not"

She was rock to arguments and persuasions.
She was her father's own 'laughter. After
aIL her spirit and determination demanded
admiration, Igave it grudgingly toagh,
feeling as if 1 should enjoy scolding her
soundly and then kissing her!
Itook the box, and chose to leave her with

the impression that I disapproved totally of
herself md her determinations.
Isat down to hard work over the papers,

and when morning dawned Icould talk defi-
nitely about the state ofaffairs.

Well, they were iv a very bad way. indeed.
I made no efforts to mince tilings to~Jo>epha,
\u25a0who ha.l made me an early calL She gave a
little gasp, turned her back on me, and walked
straight to the window.

It as a beastly morning; couldn't have oeen
nastier. The rain drizzle, drizzle, drizzle.
She ciuid see the ay shaft which marked
her fathers grave. It was dreadful! The
dock ticked en and on.

"Josepha !"' (Anythingto break this storray
silence.)

2so reply.
'"You are not legally brand to paytaeae

debts. Allthe law can do is to c.aim the es
tate."

Perhaps she heard. She turned her head
a. trifle.

"Ido wish you would be more like people.
Here Iam with more money than I can use.
Borrow. fme. Your falsenotions willbeme-
litnobody, and as for your pride I call it
foolishness. .': any rate, stay here at Deer-
uon.l. Iwillgo away willinglyif itwill be i
pieas^v.t^riaairr way for you." Let m?, as :
your father's oil friend, advise you." j

"DM 1 j-atjyour friendship (and it is rerv, !
*r«-v.mar to in\u25a0! above ilia duty Iowe to the \

dead raj" conscience snoma prove an- i
worthy of ' it, . Risking the loss of your re-
gard, major, 1 must still adhere to my
course.

Sh3 *scratched off two advertisements,
handing them to me as she.rose. "Wanted—
Position as governess," and "For sale—Ham-
ilton Place," were the headings. Idid my
best to obtain her consent to tearing up the
first, but all she would say was: ''Do not urge
me."

How like she was to Oswald, with that
square jaw, that firm, clear tone, and imperi-
ous pose.

And so (perhaps because of the reminder) I
gainsaid her no longer. Governess she should
be if she wished, and Josepha w,ent home
pleased as any headstrong girlwho has her
way. .

Inpursuance of a planto head her offIsent
a telegram to Reg. The idea of her not lov-
ingsuch a fine, manly, true-hearted fellow,
the best man • ever inside a lieutenant's uni-
form. He had only to ask to wed anywhere.
He came as soon as he could get leave. They
were off in a fortnight.
Itold him of Josepha's resolves.
"There is ona power that willstop her."
"And that, uncle?"
"Love." Profound sigh from Reg, but no

disposition to opeu his mouth.
'•Do you tryyour lack again! Remember

the old ru'.o about twonegatives. Ihave
observed the young woman pretty closely,
and I think you will succeed. Tell her that
in case she consents to make us the happiest
of men you are to give up your commission
and come into my firm at once. Pshaw, boy!
Don't look so <• '.Ihave intended it all
along; only/.jkiug timo by ths forelock, you
know. you young bear! Would you
hug me to death! Go along v.-ith you! Tell
Josepha when you find her tliat an eccentric
old duffer who has taken a fancy to the place
offered ±"25,000 to-day for it, and that being
by long odds more than she can expect to

have offered again, Itook him up."
"ATIright, uncle; anything more'"
He was already half out the library.
"Tellher— never mind."
Reg was by this time beyond hearing.
For an hour I walked up and down my

lonely, luxurious drawing-room. Free from
the restraint of Reginald's company, the
fever rose again in my blood, my pulse beat
fast, my step quickened. Then I formed a
hundred plans which would aid in crushing
down my heart. I would travel; I would
trust to time; with seas and years between I
would grow calmer in my feelings. Iwould
come back and find my happiness in Regi-
nald's and hers. Iwould give them Hamil-
ton place for their wedding-gift, and I im-
agined myself in after years frolicking on
those green terraces with Reggie's oldest or
youngest, as the case might be. But the
fever rose again, the longing was as strong
as itwas vain. Iwas not in the frame of
mini to meet my nephew, and as soon as my
roan was saddled Isprang to her back and
was off—away— cared not where so Icould
ride this madness down.

Icame horns late. The hardest battle I
had ever fought I ha 1 won. I had such a
grip on myself that, after seeing Bess com-
fortably stabled and rubbed down, Iwent to
Reggie's room without the least fear of self-
betrayal. •

But the lad was not there. Anote sticking
in the mirror-frame attracted my attention.
Itwas addressed to roe. Itran, with many a
blot and erasure:

Dear Old Uncle : It was all a mistake.Josepha never really cared two pins for me.
That boy and girl" affair wasn't love at all.
She told mo so l>efore, and I ought to have
known better than to go to her twice, but
you —there, Idon't blame you, uncle. How
should you know* She was very kind—
you can call that sort of thing kind, and I
daresay I shall get over it. But I'm awfully
cut up, and Idon't feel as ifIcould face even
you just yet; so I'm off, without waiting
for you."

Aline or two more so badly blurred as to be
illegible,and a great scrawl which bore but
a faint resemblance to "Reg." \u25a0

Poor lad! Poor lad! He tried hard to be
cheery in the farewell letter he sent before he
left the shores of old England, but Isaw the
heartache between the lines.

Ina few days Iwas called suddenly to Lon-
don on business, being detailed there some
little time When Ireturned to DeerwooJ it
was to find my erratic young neighbor flown.
Mrs. Harwood, my estimable housekeeper,
had a message for me from Miss Hamilton
'•she would write regularly, but Iwas not to
s lek her out."

Having delivered the message with a digni-
fied air slightly damage i bythe curious, spec-
ulative glance with which she regarded me
the while. Mrs. Harwood rustled majestically
away, givinga vicious little jerk to the door-
knob, as much as to say, "Well, there! He
might"a said more than 'O indeed.' Just as
f Ididn't know she'd gone off a-govcraessin'!
ut men is so clus-mouthed."
As I went into the garden for a quiet smoke

Iheard the housekeeper addressing the house-
maid. "Mary, do yon run with all your
might now and tell cook the majors back
again. V- -. 1 gave him the message. Sur-
prised? Well, you never know whether '\u25a0\u25a0 is
•or,'e isn't. But, lawk, Mary! think o'tellin'
\u25a0im, the major, not to seek out "er, which 'as
gone to lw a governess!'' :.

"An'after 'er packm 1 off Mr. Reginald, the
stuck up piece," said Mary, who had a
sweetheart of her own she thought the — >rl \
of.

The weeks slipped into months, and the
months numbered eighteen before Isaw Jo-
sepha again.

She was ill, and wrote for me to come to
her. No. 6 Beverly square was the address,
and the neighborhood was most aristocratic.
Kb. 6 was an imposing stone house of the
mausoleum typo. In answer to my ring
there appeared an undersized footman whose
gravity of demeanor carried out the funeral
idea suggested by the house itself. Untold
millions could not have tempted him to
smile.

He went off with my car.l, and by and by
Josepha—or her ghost—trailed down the
stairs. To give you an idea of how weak
she was, let me teil you that there were two
tears in her eyes when I took her hands.
Josepha, and Josepha reduced to womanly
tears. Itwas difficult to reconcile the two.
Isaw my chance and took advantage of it.

Now, while she was unfit for work, home-
sick, and needing a change she must make
Durand a visit. Mrs. Harwood knew how
to make my guests comfortable, and nothing
would suit me better.
Ilistened to no remonstrances, and when

she had consented I put an end to the last
"but" with a sly hint that she had better
improve the present opportunity to visit her
old home, for the old gentleman who had
bought it intended to dispose of it soon.
Ibore Josepha away on the 5 o'clock train,

much to the disgust of my lady, who -wai
losing a governess such la Beverly square
should not soon again see.

The quiet and the change did work a wen-
derful change. Josepha in a fortnight was al-
most herself again, and queued itover me
in her own delightful way.

She began to talk of going back to London
again, and one afternoon asked for the keys
to the Place.
Ihad made my plans to head her off. but

this. time I sent no telegrams. I simply
waited until the afternoon sun was low, aol
then Ifollowed her.
Ifound her, as Iknew Ishould, before her

father's portrait. Her head was thrown
back, her face uplifted, her hands thro be-
hind her.

\u0084

"Josepha," Isaid, speaking as naturally as
Icould—l had a most exasperating lump in
my throat—"the wedding for which this
house was designed a gift never came off.
The old fellowdoesn't know what to do with
it. and, in fine, says ifyou willtake itback—

—himself into the bargain, he'll be no end
obliged. BPffWl

Her eyes lit up, the loveliest color came to
her cheek. Ikissed her, for I saw Imight
And when the first stars came out we walked
together through the fields and our troth was
plighted. - ~ : r --J^*

WE KNOW NOT "WHAT IT IS.' • \u25a0

! We know not what it is, dear, this sleep so
deep and still

The folded hands, the awful calm, the cheek
so pale and chill;

The lids that will not liftagain, though v,e
may call and call

The strange white solitude of peace that set-
tles over aIL

We know not what . it means, dear, this deso-
late heart-pain;

This dread to take our daily way, and walk
in it again;

We know not to what other sphere the loved
who leave us go,

Nor why we're left to wander still, nor why
we do not know.

But this we know: Our loved and d,ead, if
they should come this day-

Should come and ask us, "What is life?" not
one of us could say!

Life is a mystery as deep as ever death can
be; .

Yet oh, how dear it is to us, this life we live
and see.

Th^r. might they —these vanished ones—
and blessed is the thought;

"So death is sweet to us, beloved, though we
may show yea naught;

We may not to toe quick reveal the mystery
of death—

Ye cannot tell us, if ye would, the mystery
ofbreath."

The child who enters life comes not with
knowledge or intent.

So those who enter death must go as little
children sent.

Nothing is known. But Ibelieve that God is
overhead;

i And as life is to the living,so death is to the
i dead.

"Prince"' 31asrn<ler's Bis Dinner.
[Boston Herald.]

.We were talking about good dinners, writes
a Washington correspondent, and an army
officer said: ''The finest dinner ever given in
our army was that of Gen. 'Prince' Magruder,
who commanded Fort Warren, Boston har-
bor, before the war, in honor of some English
officers who had come down from Canada.
You know what splendid services some of
those English regiments have. Complete in
every particular silver, class that
equaled the food, and food such as kings eat.
Gen. Magruder was up in Canada, and one of
the regimental messes entertained him in fine
style. The Englishmen rather expected to
astonish 'the prince' with their magnificence
But he said nothing, whatever he may have
thought about the gorgeous feast set before
him. When he came to leave, however, he
invited all his hosts to dine with him in
Boston. They said they would.
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WON THE "SQUATTER '

A Traveler. Has a Prstty Hard Tim 3.

willi the Old Fellow, but Finally

:Comes Out AllRight.

-" [ 'Traveler.] •

"When the train comes do you suppose I
can get on?" asked a travel-stained man of
an . old fellow [wlo sat on a pile of cross-ties
near an Arkansas railroad.

"Yas, if itstops." .. "Butthat's what Iwant to know. "Will it
stop?"

"Ikain't tell yer right now, although I'm
al'ers pleased ter gin a stranger any informa-
tion in my power."

"When can. you tell me?" asked the
stranger, evidently thinking that the old fel-
low was going in search of information.

"When she gets here."
"Now, say, old man, Idon't liketo be made

game of in this way. You may have noth- :
ing to do but sit around and spend your life
in joking, bat lam thoroughly in earnest I
Lave come a long distance toreach this road,
and Iwant to leive this devilish country.
You would confer a great favor on me by
auswering my questions in a straightforward
manner. Ifthe train is not likely to stop at
this wood-yard, why then I must walk on
until Icome to a station. Now giveroe your
honest opinion. Do you think that the next

I train willstop here?' '

'\Nbtt-, stranger," replied the old fellow
leaning over and tying his shoo, "yer ken
talk mightypityfnl, Imust allow, an' ef yer

I was a preacher it would take all the plank at
the saw mill ter make a mourners' bench big
enough fur yer church. I'd be a mightybad

; man ter hold back any news I've got about
j this matter, an' bein's as I like yer locks, I'll
tell yer all Iknow about these trains."

"Ithank you most heartily, sir."
'"I expect I know as much about these

trains as any man that lives in this here
\u25a0 community." "

"Ihave no doubt of it."
"An'all that I know about 'em stopping

• here I'lltell yer."
'•Well.-''
"W'y, sometimes thep stop an' sometimes

'\u25a0 they don't That's all Iknow."
'•lam half inclined to jumpon you and

maul you."

I "Better walk ter the station, stranger, than
\u25a0 ter try that. The last man what tried itain't
j been able ter 'tend the United States cou't
j senee."

'•Well, how far is it to the next station?"
"Which ways thiser way or thater wav,"

• pointing.
j "Either way.

'•Weil, they'sa "bout the same distance."
"How far?"
"Blame' "flknow."
'Til be confounded ifIstand this. Come

\ over and TUlick you."'
''So would a Cit"

! "Come over here then and 111 whip you."
"Well, ef yer wanter whup me wus'n I

; wanter be whupped, yer'd better come over
\u25a0 here."

"Ican do it, and don't you forget if
"Wall, ef yer do, Iain't apt ter forgit it"
"I'lltry itany way," and taking oil his coat; a bottle fell out.

'. "Hold on. What yer got in that bottle?"
j "Whisky."

"Then thar's no use in tighten,'" an.l throw-
I ingout a quid of tobacco, he limped across
: the track, took a drink, and said: "

"Train ain't likely to stop here."
Took another drink.
"Closest station's down this way."
Another drink.
'•Three miles."
Another.

| "Make it better. jTwo an'er half.'"_,
• Still another. .
I "Go down thar anthem niggers willtake

ysr on a han' car.. .Gool day, cap'n. Wush
yer well. Ef yer'd 'nounced yer principles. in the fust place thar wouldu'ter been ail
this argyin'."'

\u25a0 The Xesro's Dread of Beans "Ccii-
; inred."'

[Hamilton Jay in Detroit Free Press.]
The great dread of the negro is to be "con-

I jured." He believes that the various aches
j and pains with which" he may at times be af-
| flicted are tha results of conjuring by some
• enemy.

This superstition is not confined to the
' ignorant alone, but is found among the edu-
| cated also. Ihad one in my employ, a very

bright young fellow, well educated, and of
more than ordinary ability, who was firmly
grounded in the heathenish belief.

One day he came to me an.l requested per-
; mission to leave the office' for the afternoon,
I in order to procure some medicine for an old
j Vodou woman. . I tried to reason with him,
but it was of no avail. He had been "con-

' jured," he knew the man who did it,andif he
• didn't get relief at once he would surely die.

Of coarse Igranted his request, and later
he retumd with a bottle of filthy looking

! and smelling black liquid, which he jubilantly
assured me would effect a perfect cure. In a
few days his old depression vanished, he be*
came joyous and happy, and of coarse more
firmly fixed in his old belief. My idea of ths
matter is that ha was simply bilious and any
cathartic would have had the desired effect

The Ase ora IVom&n.
[Hew YorkSun.]

Two friends who have had a dispute as to
a matter of propriety ask us to decide be-
tween them, and this is the subject:

'•He says that a lady would regard it as an
insult if she was asked in company by a gen-
tleman what her age was. I say that it is
no insult. Will you please tell us who is cor-
rect?"'

Undoubtedly a lady might be asked about
her age in a way which would make the
question an insult. Bat, in general, such a
question is not an insult to her, but rather a
gross piece of impertinence. '

Besides, why .should you wish to know the
exact number of her years What concern
is that ofyours? You can see for yourself
just what she is, and you know whether she
has the charms of youth or lacks them. A
woman, young man, is as old as she looks,
and no older. That is why it is so imperti-
nent to question her on the subject Your
heart and your imagination ought to make
the question unnecessary.

For the purposes of the census it is neces-
sary to ask women their ages, which must
iJso be given to satisfy certain other require-
ments of the law. Bat otherwise it is both
impertinent and • unnecessary to ask them
the date of their birth. Acharming woman
is always young.

How Colds Are Caught. .
" [London Lancet] "

Aperson in good health," with fair play,
easily resists cold. But when the health flags
a little, and liberties are taken with the
stomach or the nervous system, a chill is
easily taken, an 1, according to the weak spot
of the individual, assumes the form of a cold,
or pneumonia or it may be jaundice. Of
all causes of "cold," probably fatigue is one
of the most efficient A jaded man coming
home at night from a , long day's work, a
growing youthlosing two hours' sleep over
evening parties two orthree times a week, a
young lady heavily "doing tha season," and
young children at this festive season overfed,
and with a short allowance of sleep, are com-

on instances of the victims of"cold.". Luxury is favorable to chill taking. Ver«
hotrooms, soft chairs, and feather-beds era

. iio to Pittsburgh
[Cor. Cincinnati Enquirer.]

When a man becomes thoroughly disconso-
late, the best thing he can do is togo to Pitts-
burg, especially if the weather .is bad. Let
him remain in the city ofsaota for twenty-
four hours, then depart toward any point of
the compass, and he will find the changa so
enjoyable that bis spirits will rise like the
mercury ina thermometer on a hot day.

Afew months afterward Magruder got a
note tollinghim that these fellows would stop
off for a day at Boston on their way to Xe-.v
York. When he saw he was in for it he
bustled around in a very lively fashion. Ha
had a big room at the fort handsomely
decorated with flags and flowers, and he
hired the contents of a silversmith's shop and
a set of the finest china inBoston. Then he gave
a famous caterer carte blanche. The dinner
was a superb affair. It far outshone the
dinner which the English officers had given
Magruder. The latter was prineelike in his
manner. But the English officers could not
conceal their surprise. Finally, one of them,
who sat next to Magruder, turned to him and
said: 'Beg pardon, you know. I've always
heard that American officers get very lunre
salaries, bat may Iask what your salary iss'
•Certainly, my dear fellow', said the prince,
in a princely way; 'but really Idon't know.
John,' he continued, turning to the servant
who stood behind his chair, 'what is my
salary; You see,' to the Englishman. 'I
always give my salary to my servants" The
Englishman was so overwhelmed thas he did
not hear the servant's somewhat unsatisfac-
toryreply."

Old-Time Militia -.ttuster Days."
[C'ro. San Francisco Chronicle. J

Many householders had under their roofs
the family flint-lock musket, bayonet and
cartridgo-bas ready for the summons which
once a year required them to appear "armed
and equipped as the law directs,'' to be re-
viewed an 1 inspected by a gorgeous militia
general with a glitteringstaff. A genera-
tion exists to-day who naver saw a country
"general training," so replete with awk-
wardness, ruity guns, muskets that wont off
with last year's charges whan the '"in-
spector" snapped their locks, root beer, ram,
negroes, runaway horses unused to warlike
sights and sounds, gay plumes and epaulets
attached to staff oflicers pitched over
equine heads and describing in tho air
glitteringparabolas with drawn swords. Bat
the present, with all its boasting and self-
congratulation, has not tho monopoly of all
the good things of this life. Cannon tvere
then ''touched off' with "port tires."' P.t-
-cassioß caps had justmad? their appearance.
Every old man lias seen "Gon. Washington"'
cr "cairn 1 near it."' Patriotism ran largely
to a.i intonse desire to "lickthe British.'

'Trainins for tlie "Emotional."
[Cor. New Orleans Times-Democrat.]

The trainings of Modjeska and M irris dis -played their differences in interviews. This
morning Mcdjeska said: "Inever look at a
•lead person; I have never seen any one die.
and I cannot bear to see any on? suffer."
Whil? Morris mentions that "while it is
most horrible, almost like vivisection, Ihave
to see real suffering." Dr. Sequin made a
poor woman, afflicted with heart disease,
walk up four or five pair of stairs to give her
the correct expression of tortured huinanitv.
It is well known that Bernhardt made close
study at the hospitals of Paris. We know j
our master artists paint only hi perfection,
from nature's own model. Naturally the ac •
tres> accomplishes a more perfect work who i
studies and copies ths real than she who j
draws solely from her own imagination.

lion* to Het an Appropriation.
[St. Paul Pioneer Press.]

One of the librarians of the state depart-
ment reports that Mr. Spofford, the librarian ;
of congress, sent to them the other day and j
asked for any old lumber they did not need. •
Tiii- gentleman said it transpired that Mr.
Spofford wanted a stock of worthless stuff to i
pile up on thj floor in the alcoves, so that \u25a0

congressmen would be impressed with the i
necessity of an appropriation for a new j
national librarybuilding. He says that th:s
is the reason he has spent the la>t tv i \u25a0\u25a0>\u25a0

three months pilingup books all arotu
gallery of the st.a:uary hall, in plain ut i
from the doer below, in order to impress
every one v-lu, tjasses through with the need
of the proposed edifice.

After Another Bonanza. <
[Chicago Herald. 1

Senator John P. Jones, as a last effort to
recoup his fallen fortunes, has leased that i
portion of the celebrated "Bonanza".. mines 'from the 1,550 level upward. The "bonanza" i
which turned out over 000,000 of gold j
and silver was encountered at a depth of !
1,550 feet, and Jones believes that valuable
ore deposits exist above that level. His lease 'extends three years, and he will explore the '\u25a0

ground, as miners say, forall itis -worth. !

When <>arHt»!<l was Sick.
[Crawford in Chicago News.]

Iasked Dr. Bliss if Gen. Garfie'.d had trans-
acted any business at all when he was sick.

"He took his pen in his hand exactly three
tiroes," said th3 doctor. "He once wrote me !
an autograph ' upon a little pad. Upon an- j
other occasion he signed an extradition paper
for Air. Blame. The brief letter which he
wrote to his mother was the only continuous j

ibit of writing done by him while he was
sick." -./; '>\u25a0' "

Size \<>r All-Sufficient.
[Exchange.]

Ayoung negro bootblack observed a neigh-. bor poring wisely over a newspaper, where- i
1 upon he addressed him thus: "Julius, \u25a0what \u25a0

: are you looking;at that paper for* You j
cant read. 77 "Go away," cried the other i
indignantly; "guess Ican read; Ts bigenuff i
for that." "Big ezm£:~ retorted - the other ;
scornfully, "dat ain't nuffin. A cow's big '. <eni»n! to ketch {nice;but sha can't.'" " j

.)

THINGS TO COME. \±
A.\ Lecture on the Future by the. "Right Very Honorable Erastus

Dv Biff; Lli. D.»»

[Lime-KilnClub.]
When the committee reached the -room

they found the Right Very Honorable bathed
in a cold perspiration and his paper collar fast. wiltingaway. \. He had an attack of what is
called "stage fright," and the committee had
to rub his back with a brick, pour cold water
down his neck, and lend him 15 cents in
nickels before he could sufficiently command
himself to enter the hal!. : He finallyappeared,
a rosy smile mortgaging his features and
his head nodding from one to another,
and was formally introduced by
the president. He seemed on the point
of wilting. again, but Brother •." Gard-
ner whispered to him that if he did he'd have
to go out of town on foot, and the warning
stiffened his legs and made a new man of
him.

"My frens." be softly began, "Ireckon dat
mrs of yon know what the word fuchur
means. Itdoant mean the huslrin'-bees of
las' y'ar, bat it refers to goin' a-Sshin' nex'
Bummer. De fuclmr means dat which am
befor1 us. We know what de past has brung
out. What will happen in de fuchur cannot
be known tut may be predicted. lam heah
to-night to predict [Cheers from Elder
Toots.]

'•I do not say that da fuchur will see a
cull'd man occupyin' de White House at
Washington, bat Ipredict dat ifde norf pole
am ever disMvered it will be by some mem-
ber of the Lime-Kiln club. [Great ap-
plause.]

"De eulTd man of de fuchur may not be-
come world-renowned fur inventin' an 800-
--barreled cannon, but Isee no reason why he
shouldn't bring fo'th a steam bootjack or
diskiver a way to patch butes wid cold pan-
cakes. [Cheers.] Steam belongs to de past.
Ahundred y'ars hence it will be too slow fur
any bizness 'cept sawin' up wood fur poo'
folks. [Agitation.]

'"Ido not assert dat de fuchur willdo away
wid railroads, but de son of some pusson now
widin sound of my voice will win fame by
inventin' some way of killin' de brakeman

iwho emagines dat his sole duty consists in
|roastin" de passengers in each car. [Agita-
i tion.]

'•Do fuchur may not solve de problem of
flyin'frew de air, but who kin tell what de
next fifty years may do towards improvin'
de hotel bed an' de restaurant sandwich?
[More agitation.]

"To-day we stan" an' look upon de sewin'
masheen as perfeckshun. Fifty years hence
men willsmile at de ideah of our bein' satis-
fied wid any sich affair. Awifewill take de
sewin' masheen of de fuchur an' support a
lazy husban' and nine children widout
workin ober two days in de week. [Groans
and sighs.]

"De fuchur willhave a heap to do wid our
own pertickla- race. De Samuel Shin of a
hundred y'ars hence may be a city comp-
troller; de Giveadam Jones willbe president
ofa college; de Pickles Smith will boss a
railroad; de Waydown Bebee will have
his name mixed •up wid a nashunai
bank; de Lord Kelson Slabs may command
an army an1 de Brudder Gardner will sit in
de gub"ner"s room at de state house an' sign
his offishulname to de bills passed by de
legislachur. [Wild cheers.] Wid dese few
impervious remarks lis dun. [Yells.] Ire-
turn ray sympathetic adherence for de tyran-
nical manner in which you has bestowed
your attenshun [yells] an' take my leave of
you in de moas' emblematical manner."

The closing remarks were greeted with
such a storm of applause as broke out sev-
eral window panes and upset two lamps.
The honorable gentleman was then conducted
from the hall, and the collection taken up
for his benefit net tod him the handsome sum of
17.30!.

The Cincinnati Enquirer Man.
[Chicago Herald "Train Talk".]

"Johnny McLean, of The Enquirer, is put
down by some fine people as a bad man," re-
marked a Cincinnati gentleman, long con-
nected with the press of that city, "but like
all therest of us he has his good points along
with the other kind. Ho is square by his
friends, and his word is as good as a govern-
ment bond. He is an autocrat in his office,
but knows how to reward good workers. One
thing that has largely built up The Enquirer's
great reputation is his scrupulous care to sup-
ply all out-of-town readers with papers with-
out fail. Not a city carrier, newsboy or
agent can get a paper until all outside orders
are filled. The Enquirer presses run tillaftor
8 o'clock the day after Garfield was shot fill-
ing country orders, while city people were
fuming and fretting for their papers. It
seems the city folks weren't satisfied with the
other papers, and wanted The Enquirer: but
when the business manager appealed to John
to give "cm a few, he replied: 'Not a d d
paper until the mails are off.' " .

"He is what wo would call an 'old busi-
ness, fellow, isn't he.-"

"Yes, indeed. Something was wrong in
the press-room one morning, and John was
called down from Jake Aug's, where he was
amusing himself with a bit of faro before
going to bed. The main shaft overhead had
broken, and the paper was three hours late
before it could be repaired. Within twenty-
four hours a duplicate set of shafting had
been put in and there is now a duplicate
boiler and engine, and an extra press."

"Does he gamble.'"
"Just once in a while, for fun, not viciously.

I His greatest sport, though, next to news-
! and politics, is a very peculiar one. He keeps
a pair of fine terriers in his room and oc-
casionally he buys a dozen or two rats and
turns thsm loose in his apartment, gets on a
chair and yells to the dogs to go for 'em. He
is in high glee until the last rat is killed. He
loves a good ratter— a kind of terrier him-
self. 7' -

A Phenomenal Figure.

[Chicago Inter Ocean.]
As is well known. George W. Julian and

Gcv. Morton were life-long politicalenemies
Aftergoing over the ground of their political
controversies, Mr. Julian says: Gov. Morton
was a sort of phenomenal figure in American
politics during the war period, and played a
very remarkable part in the affairs of Indi-
ana. ' It has been aptly said of him, and not,
by an enemy, that his inconsistencies, in a
study of his character, form the most charm-
ing part of it, and that no man in public life
ever brought such magnificent resources to
the support of both sides of a question. His
force of willwas as matchless as his ambition
for power was boundless and unappeasable.
He was made for revolutionary times, and
his singular energy ofcharacter was pre-emi-
nently destructive; but it cannot be denied
that his services to the country in this crisis
were great. Mr. Yon Hoist, in his "Constitu-
tional and Political History of the United
States,' has a chapter on "The Reign of An-
drew Jackson." When the history of Indiana
shall be written, it might fitly contain a
chapter on "The Reign of OliverP. Morton.'"

The word "cops," as applied to policemen,
is said to have originated from the copper
badges they were first given to wear under
Fernando Wood in Sew York.

Worked Over. \u25a0

[XewYork World.]
Few people know where "Wait Tillthe

Clouds Roll By"came from, although it isone
of the most universally sung and best known
of all the craze pieces. An accident, however,
revealed its origin. A singer while render-
ingitone night dropped ona of his notes

: after the introductory bass, and a crant?
musician in the audience at ones jumped to
bis feet and cried out: "Bygracious, I've
got it.at last. It's tha 'Blue Bells of Scot-
land' worked over/ And so it is.

I
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