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THE APPRECIATIVE WIDOWER.

The monnyment's up, and it's often my mind,
As hantsome a stone as you'll commonly find;
What an ornyment 'tis to the burial lot!
But Becky deserved one-as good as she's got.

I don't help a-wishin' that Becky could see
It, standin' above her, as tall as a tree;
Fer sometimes she us't, when a-livin', to err,
Consatin' I didn't appreciate her.

An' yit, I don't think 'twould 'ave entered her
head,

If 'twan't fer some things that her family said;
But all of her folks was unfriendly to work
And meddled with Becky to git her to shirk.

An' so it ain't strange 'at she sometimes 'ud say
Some things, in a fretful and womanish way,
That life it wa'n't nothin' but wo pn' to save,
An' woman wa'n't nothin' but only a slave.

They's one thing rm glad of: that is, as a rule,
I never sassed back, but kep' quiet an' cool;
I know'd she'd git over it after a spell
An' sense that I used her uncommonly well.

Fer alwuz I give her what money she earned
From chickens she raised or from butter she

churned,
An' urged an' advised her to lay it away
In case of bad luck or a feweher wet day.

An', anxious she shouldn't be caught by the
banks

That fail, without leavin' you even their
thanks,

I took what she got, Jest .fast as it come,
An' give her my personal note fer the sum.

I paid her the int'res', as all her folks knows,
Fer housekeepin' things, an' to keep her in

clo'es,
An' told her how rich she wuz gittin' to be
By havin' a forehanded husbun' like me.

An' so I encouraged an' helped her along.
An' pullin' together we pulled puty strong,
An' prospered unusual in all that we tried
Exceptin' the children that, most of 'em, died.

What Becky'd a-donelI am sure I don't know
If 'twan't fer her workin'-she grieved fer 'em

so;
An' knowin' their weak constitutions, of course,
Wuz owin to her, must a-made her feel worse.

When Becky wuz married I wouldn't a-dreamed
She wa'n't jest as strong as she alwuz had

seemed,
Or that she would be-as the preacher'ud say-
In the midst of her usefulness taken away.

But sense she is dead I have done what I could
To show how I mourn for a creacher so good;
An' most of the money sha labored to save
I've spent fer a stone to the head of her grave.

There ain't any hantsomer nowheres around:
It shows from all parts of the berryin' ground.
They's some wo ld a-thought that a cheaper

'ud do,
But when I am gone it'll answer fer two. C.

4i
I can't help a-wishin' that Becky could see .
It, standin' above her, as tall as a tree, i1
Fer sometimes she us't, when a-liviu', to err,
Consatin' I didn't appreciate her.

-Mrs. George Archibald, in Judge.

THE CHINA FAIRY.

A Short Experience as Popular
Dramatist.

Tom Johnson was five-and-twenty,
and a clerk in the city. He was mar-
ried to the dearest little woman in the
world, and they lived in tfee rooms
in a nice respectable street near Cam-
den Town. Rose, Tom's wife, was a
perfect little household fairy. Tom
could only give her thirty shillings a
week out of his salary, but she did
wonders with it. The little sitting-
room was always bright and cozy and
clean, and there was always something
nice for Tom's tea when he came home
fagged out with the work and worry
of the office. Of course they were
obliged to be very economical, and to
deny themselves many things they
would have liked, but one treat they
always allowed themselves every week,
and that was a visit to a place of
amusement. Tom and Rose were both
very fond of the theater, and by wait-
ing till a play had had a good run, and
by getting to the doors early, they
generally managed to get a good place
in the pit.

Being so fond of the theater, Tom
and Rose naturally took a good deal of
interst iA the theatrical items of news
Bnda gossip, without which now-a-days
a newspaper is not bnsidered to be
fully adapted to the requirements of

- te'aorJ a used to give a sigh`'.of envy sometimes when Tom read out
to her the paragraphs abut the enor-
mousginoomes which dra atic authors
were making. "O Toy she would
say, 'fancy making hund•eds of pounds
a week like that just for writing a
play! Fancy if you had been able to do
it!"

"It would be'fine, wouldn't it?" Tom
would reply, and then they would be-
gin fancying what they would have
done with the money. They would
hae had a beautiful house and car-
riage and a pair for Rose; and when
she went to the "theater on the first
night to see her husband come on the
stage and bow amid the tremendous
applause of acrowded house, she would
have worn the loveliest dresses, and
her diamonds would have been the
envy of all the ladies.

"Oh,' how beautiful it would be,
,Tom," the young wife cried, one day,
as they conjured up visions of splendor
together; "no getting up at half-past
sevon ih the morning for you, dear; no
turning out in all winds and weathers;
yQu would be able to have your break-
at taleejand oo'bifortably with me, and

ake plenty of time over it; and you
~it6~iStop at home and work in your
study, and I could bring my sewing
and sit with you, and when you'd fin-
ished we should be able to have dinner
together, and go out every evening to
some place of amusement. 0 Tom,
dear, couldn't yeo write a play?"
TFom shook his head. "I'm afraid

no, Roe," he said. "There's speoul-
iar knack about it,'* expect."

" I suppose it i very dilcfult," sighed
RoeM

-Auu -y 05 sure I 1s, my dear,"
answered Tom, "or thers would be a
great easy maore people doing it, and
ttbt b t erhs wouldnt be geanag each
p4e.s. tr their workas we read about

Onw 84mrqra Tom and Bose went to
ae mILn.er Jperformance of a play
thetld me note4 two huudre times

h oson, and the author
wa repoirted iready to have

dpeud by it.
uuhome they passed an
wh t stopped to eook

,Among theoddas
little Aina

took a great
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} s,. 5+ Fie 1'

That's just the sort of thilfp I should
like on my mantel-shelf. I should
never be tired of looking at it. Do go
in and see how much it is."

Tom went in and asked the price,
and returned with the information that
it was ten shillings.

"Oh, dear," said Rose, "that's much
more than we can afford. Come along,
Tom."

But though Rose said "Come along,"
she didn't move. She stood looking
lovingly at the little china fairy. All
at once she gave a start. "O, Tom,"
she exclaimed; "look at that fairy's
lips, they're moving."

"What nonsense!" said Tom, laugh-
ing; "you've been staring at it; "it's
an optical illusion."

"Tom, would it be very wicked if we
bought it. I'd save the money out of
my housekeeping."

"Well, it's a lot of money, but Idare
say it won't ruin us. I see you want it,
dear, and you shall have it."

And before Rose could stop him Tom
had stepped into the shop, and pres-
ently he came out with the little china
fairy carefully wrapped up in paper.
Rose put it in her muff-it was quite a
little fairy-and they bore it off home
in triumph.

It looked so lovely on the mantel-
shelf Rose couldn't take her eyes off it,
but kept going up to it all the evening
and saying: "Oh. you little dear!" and
she would have it that the fairy's eyes
were looking at her.

To n ghed, but he confessed that
it really was a very life-like little fig-
ure. The face was quite real, and the
wonderful thing about it was that the
expression seemed to change.

Being Saturday night, the young
couple sat up rather late. Tom smoked
his pipe while Rose read to him, and
they were so comfortable and so hap-
py that they never noticed the time
till Tom happened to look at his watch,
and then he cried out: "Good gracious,
Rose, it's one minute to twelve!"

Rose closed her book-she had
reached the end of the chapter-lit the
bed-room candle, and then Tom turned
the gas out. As he did so the big
clock down stairs struck twelve.

Just as the last stroke died away, a
sweet, soft, silvery voice exclaimed:
"Thank you so mujl for buying me."

Rosewvas so starired that she dropped
the candle, which fell on the floor and
went out. Tom turned round with an
exclamation, ard there, with a halo of
lig~it round her head, stood the little
china fairy on the mantel-shelf. It
was the fairy who had spoken. Her
lips were parted, showing two rows of
pearly teeth; and the kindest, sweetest
smile was on her face.

"Don't be frightened," said the fairy,
as Rose clutched Tom, and wondered

, hether she ought to faint or not;
"don't be frightened, I am a good
fairy. I was turned to china by a
wicked enchantress, but every night at
twelve o'clock I recover the power of
speech, which lasts until dawn. I was
very unhappy in the old curiosity
shop, where " was taken by the
person who found me in a forest
and thought I was an ornament.
There was no one there at midnight
for me to talk to except a lot of Chinese
idols and brass figures and creatures of
that Mort, and they didn't understand
me. I was very pleased when you
brought me to yof.

5
hice, happy home,

and you can't think how I've been
longing for twelve o'clock, to be able
to thank vou."

"I'm sure we're very pleased," stam-
mered Rose, "but of course it's very
odd. I don't like to ask you, but-er
-would you like any thing to eat?"

The fairy- laughed a silvery laugh.
"Oh, no," she said, "fairies are nevr,
hungry. Besides$ I want you to be
kind enough to oten the window for
me and let me fly away. If I can get
back to fairyland :"efore dawn, I may
,#nd my protectress, who will take
away the spell that has been put upon
me."

"Oh, certainly," said Tom, "with
pleasure," and he was procedEing to
open the window when he recollected
the fairy had cost him ten sbiklings,
and that the transaction would be a
dead loss to him.

The fairy evidently guessed what
was passing in Tom's mind, for she
flOw gracefully off the mantelshelf and
caee and stood on the table beside
him.

"I ,ill not be ungrateful," she said;
"as a *eward for your kindness, I can
grant you one wish, whatever it is."

"O Tom!" exclaimed Rose, who had
gradually shaken off her nervousness.
"Wish td be a dramatic author."

Tonpwas always an obedient husband
(that was why he was so happy), and
so he said at once: "I wish to be a dra-
matic author."

"Certainly," said the fairy. "Go to
bed, and to-morrow when you wake up
you will be one. Now, thank you very
much and good-night." The fairy
kissed her little hand to the young
couple, spread her wings and flew
away in the moonlight. Tom and Rose
watched her as far as they could see
her, then closed the window and re-
tired to rest.

The next morning, when Tom woke
up, he had a splitting .headache, and
felt so awfully seedy;he could hardly sit
up to look at his watch.

"By Jove," he exclaimed, "it's
twelve o'clock.

Then he looked round for Rose, and
found she wasn't there.

"Rose! Rose!" he called out, "where
are you?"

Bose came running in from the next
room.

"Oh, you are awake at last, Tom,"
she said. "Will you have a cup of
tearP

"I think so; I-- By Jove, Pm aw-
fully ill, and I can hardly open my
eyes."

"I don't wonder at it," said Rose;
"it was six o'clook this morning when
you came home."
"Oh, ah, yes! I remember," said

Tom, sitting up and looking round the
large elegantly-furnished bedroom, "a
beat.asly .l-alght dress rehearsaL And
rvr to go down to the thleater agai
to-day, and eb that scene. I have to
sitar the situation at she last minute
tosui the sess l eima qthe se
saelf es bealtered 6a6te.

"Was Mr Smitth nt b~tt.~ t em--'7 2e

"No; he swears it's the worst part
he ever played, and he's sure that it
will be a frost; and Miss Brown won't
have that speech cut; she says it's the
only good on'e she has, and I'm sure
that it will be goosed, and it comes
just at a critical point."

Tom was just going to lie down
again till the tea came, when a servant
came up.

"'Please, sir, Mr. Jones has called,
and he says he must see you at once."

"Oh, bother!" said Tom. "What's
the matter now? Ask him to come
up"

Rose went down, and presently Mr.
Jones, the manger of the theater where
Johnson's drama was to be produced on
Monday evening, came in.

"Sorry to w you, old follow,"
said Jones, `'t."XL's serious. Every
body who saw the dress rehearsal last
night, says the fifth act will settle the
play. You must end it in the fourth."

"What!" yelled Tom, "pressing his
hands to his splitting head; "cut out
the last act? It can't be done? A yeaR
has to elapse between acts four aund
five."

"Oh, you can get over that. At any
rate, it will have to be done."
"I won't do it," shrieked Tom; "I

won't. I'd sooner throw the confounded
play into the fire. Why, its ridiculous.
Look here, Mr. Jones; I'm the author,
and I'm responsible. You'll either play
my play as I've written it, or you won't
play it at all."

Tom had worked himself up into a
violent rage, and the manager tried to
calm him.

"Don't be a fool, Johnson," he said;
"think it over and come down to my
house. Smith (that was the leading
man) will be there, and Robinson (the
stage manager), and we'll talk it over
quietly. I must go now. I must call
on Miss Blank and see if she can play
Mary Walters to-morrow night." I

"Miss Blank? Why Miss Dash isigo-
ing to play it."

"What! haven't you heard? She was
thrown out of her cab going home from
the rehearsal last night, and won't be
able to play for a month."

Tom groaned and flung himself back
on the pillow.

"Every thing in the play depends on
Mary Walters," he said, and you are
going to have it played at twelve
hours' notice by a girl who has never
seen a line of the part yet."

"What are we to do?"
"I don't know;" groaned Johnson.

I'll come round presently. I believe
this play will drive e mad."

An hour later Tom was going down-
stairs growling and groaning to him-
self, when Rose came out of her bou-
doir.

.Uioing out, Tom? Why, you haven't
had your breakfast."

"I can't eat a morsel," said Tom.
rm done up, Rose. I wish I'd been at
Jericho before I became a dramatic
author."

Monday night came, and Tom, in a
state of high fever brought on by over-
work and anxiety and late hours,
walked up and down outside the the-
ater, trying to summon up courage to
go in. He had cut out the last act; he
had given Miss Blank one hurried re-
hearsal; he had quarreled with the
leading villian, who had tol" him be-
fore the whole company thethe play
was rot; he had gone home iia vlue
temper, and made Rose cry her eyes
out, and now, in a state bordering on
delirious fever, hq was awaiting the
verdict on a play i hich had cost him
months of anxious thought, and on
which the management had expended
thousands of pounds.

"If it's a failure, I'll never write"
again," groaned Tom.

Just then a man came hurriedly out
of the stage door.

'Curtain up yet?" asked Tom, nerv-
ously.

"No, sir; there's something gone
wrong with the scene in tJP firaract,
and the mechanical change won't work
through it. I'm just going to see if I
c-in find Mr. - . They say it'll be
half an hour before it will be put
right."

Tom rushed into the theater. As he
went upon the stage he could hear the
audience stamping and shouting. It
was then five minutes past the time the
curtain should have gone up.

Every body was bustling about, and
there was evidently something wrong.

"It's all right," said the stage man-
ager, coming up to Tod and trying to
ease his mind. "It's not so bad as we
thought. We'll ring up directly. We
can get it right, I dare say, while the
first scene is playing. It not, I must
come on and explain there's been an
accident."

Tom groaned and rushed out into the
street again. "Oh, my poor play," he
cried; "it's condemned before it's be-
gun."

An hour and a half later Tom, pale,
shivering, clutching his hands together
in nervous excitement, crept into the
back of the pit. The third act was just
beginning. There was a very powerful
scene in this act. Tom had built upon
making a great impression on the au-
dience.

The villain suddenly appears at a
window, and while another villain is
writing a letter shoots him, and the
unfinished letter is left on the table
and found by the hero, who rushes in/
an reads the plot against his happi-
ness.

The villain has to cautioug open
the window. He does so aft etrug-
gling with it for five minutes, and mak-
ing a noise which could be heard all
over the house, but of which the other
villain takes no notice.
"He has not heard me," says the

villain.
"He must be jolly deaf then," said a

boy in the gallery, and the house tit-
tora.

The perspiration burst from every
pore of Tom's skin. His situation is
going wrong.

But the house is hushed immediate-
ly. There is no fairer audience in the
world than that which assenbles in a
London theater on the Mrstnight. o

But It is only a human audience, and
so when, as the villain erept in at the
window and was just advancing on his
victimnthelooking-glass, real, fastened
on 'the'seene,' eam down with a crash,
.sd the vifctm, following hiauther,
exclaimed: "No sound disturbs the
01I0 Oefo 9 n0e lgh there was a roas

The situation was going fast. It
went utterly when the villain, discon-
certed, as well he might be, in creep.
ing up behind the victim's Chair.
caught his foot against a platform in-
tended to draw the table off for a
change of scene, and fell sprawling,
his pistol going off between his uncon-
scious victim's feet.

With the roars of irresistible laugh
ter which followed this final catastro-

phe ringing in his ears, Tom Johnsor
rushed fromhe theater to the Thameo
embankment.
"It is ruin. It is disgrace," he cried

"I can never survive it. 9•se tha
hour when I gave myself up to this
life of constant harass, annoyance and
disappointment! How can I read the
awful things that will be said of me itn
the papers to-morrow! How can I
meet my friends and listen to their
condolences! How can I ever enter a
theater again! No, I will not live to
die in a lunatic asylum. I will end it
all in the peaceful river."
Tom leapt upon the parapet anml

was about to make the fatal plunge,
yen he heard a sweet, silvery voic,
behind him. .

It was the C'h•i•a fairy's.
With a frantic cry, Tom turned to

her. "Can you grant me another
wish?" he exclaimed.

"Certainly."
"Then make me a clerk in the city

again, and at once."
* * *

"Tom."
It was Rose's voice.
Tom woke up with a kr1t.
"Breakfast's ready, dear, and it'.,

nine o'clock. Aren't you going to get
up?"

Tom shouted for joy. IIe was a clerk
again, and it was Sunday morning, the
happy day of peace and rest-. home
with his dear, contented little wife.

Oh! what a happy Sunday it was.
How snug and comfortable the sitting-
room looked. And after breakfast,
when he sat down and read in the
Sunday paper an awful "slate" of Mr.
Three Starr's new play, he felt a great
weight lifted from his heart, and he
exclaimed: "Thank Heaven, I'm not
a dramatist, but only a happy city
clerk, with just enough to live on, and
only one master!" And he never
wanted to be a dramatist again as long
as he lived.-G. R. Sims, in Ballou's
Monthly.

CARE OF LIVE-STOCK.

Satisfactory Results Obtained by (ood
Feeding and Kindness.

The condition and behavior of cattle
when brought into the sale ring indi-
cate what treatment they have had,,"-
home. In some instances it appears
to be the intention of the owner to rely
entirely on the breeding of the ani-
mals, under the supposition that no
matter how unthrifty and poor they
may be, buyers will want them on ac-
count of the pedigree. Well-bred cut-
tie are sometimes ofired that in ap-
pearance would not ce ;npare favorably
with scrubs, having een starved and
neglected until they have lost all re-
semblance to improved stock. Need a
man wonder ti-Tt such cattle bring
very low prices? It may be worth
nearly the price of a good beast
to put such an animal in con-
dition, and he may never recover
from the effects of neglect. No one
who is not prepared to give well-bred
animals proper food and care should
attempt to raise them. Unless fed
well and handled previously, cattle
are shown at a decided disadvantage
in the sale ring. A Michigan breeder,
who bought some Kentucky stock atDexter Park last fall, says: "I have
settled one question quite firmly with
my herdsmen, and that is kindness to
dumb brutes. I have had the matter
illustrated right here. The cattle I
bought were wild as deers; if any one
went into the barn where they were,
they would spring up, try to get away,
and make themselves generally disa-
greeable. I have them now so they
aic4uiet and docile as lambs; and this
result has been obtained by good feed-
ing and unifo.. kindns. "-National
Live-Stock Journal. "

John Bright's JewislAncestry.

It is interesting to note that John
Bright had undoubted Jewish blood in
his veins. The Abraham Bright who
went to Coventry early in the last
century had for his wife a handsome
Jewess named Martha Jacobs. One of
their children was William Bright and
one of William's was Jacob Bright,
and the youngest son of Jacob was an-
other Jacob Bright, the father of the
illustrious Englishman, news of whose
death has reached us from across the
sea. The mother of John Bright was
Martha Wood, the daughter of a
tradesman of Bolton-eJ-Moors. She
was Jacob Bright's second wife, and he
lived to have a third. But Martha
Wood was the mother of all his
children, pnd of children he had
eleven. Seven of these were sons and
four were daughters. By the death of
the first-born, at the age of four, John
became the eldest of the family. He
had been born at Greenbank on N,-
vember 16, 1811. When his mother
died he was a boy of eighteen. Mar.
tha Wood was a woman possessed of
rtrong,~nd efficient intellectual quali-
ties. She had been cell educated,
was fond of books, and had a clear
and logical mind. She not only knit
stockings for her children, but helped
to keep her husband's books. -Chicago
Inter Ocean.

Answering for Himself.

Conductor-Exctse me, madam, but
I shall have to ask you for a ticket for
that boy. I think he's over five years
old.

General Atom (with dignity)--Sir,
can't you tell aman when you see himP
Here are the tickets for myself and
wife, sir.

[Conductor totters feebly on into the
next car.]--Chicago Tribune.

-A sheriff in Georgia actually at.
tached a railroad train by running a
chain through one of the wheels ca
the engine and fastening it to the
tirack. After awhile he was convince:
that he had no right to stop the Unitei
States mails, aic the train was allowur
to proceed

PITH AND POINT,.

-An old office-seeker says that the
surest appointment in politics is dis-
appointment.

-The man who never changes his
)pinion is one who never enlarges his
information.

-The lighter the individual; the
easier to float in the social swim.-
Washington Critic.

-It does not take an imaginary evil
long to become a real one.-Philadel-
phia Call.
-The man who is suspicious lives

in a constgnt st:ate of unhappiness. It
would be better for his peace of mind
to be too trustful than too guarded.

-We are all dissatisfied, The dif-
ference is that some of us sit down in
the squalor of our dissatisfaction,
while others make a ladder of it.-
Once a Week.

-The result of self-examination on
the part of some people is abundant
satisfaction; with others, it is so de-
pressing as to almost bring despair.
Both are wholly wrong.-United Pres-
byterian.

-Alas! it is not till time, with reck-
less hand, has torn out half the ler'es
from the book of human life to light
the fires of passion, from day to day,
that man begins to see that the leaves
which remain are few in number.-
Longfellow.

-Affectation naturally 'counterfeits
those excelences which are placed at
the greatest distance from possibility
of attainment, because, knowing our
own defects, we eagerly endeavor to
supply them with artificial excelence.
-Johnson.

-A smoJth sea never made a skill-
ful mariner, neither do uninterrupted
prosperity and success qualify for use-
fulness and happiness. The storms of
idversi'v, like those of the ocean,
rouse the facult:es, and excite the in-
,ention, prudectee, skill and fortitude
of the voyager.

-'Tis pitiful the things by which we
are rich or poor--a matter of coins,
coats and carpets. a little more or less
stone, or wood, or paint, the fashion
of a cloak orm hat; like the luck of
naked Indians, of whom one is proud
in the possession of a glass bead or a
red feather, and the rest miserable in
the wan )of it.-Emerson.

-It is always a bad sign as to one's
real character when the more you
know of him the less you think of him.
The fact shows that he seemed to have
excelences which disappear on a more
L;timate acquaintance, and has faults
and defects that did not appear upon a
limited and partial acquaintance. One
regrets in this way to change and re-
call a good opinion which he had of
another.-Independent.

THE KEN TUCK~'V'  AY_..

How Love Finds Words Among the Na.
tires of the Blue-Grass State.

I had been asleep in my seat in the
passenger-coach as the krain w. s roll-
ing through Kentucky, and was aroused
by a couple taking the seat in front of
me. I did not raise my head, but made
out that he was a young fellow of
twenty-two, or thereabouts, and she
was a young girl of eighteen or twenty.

"Reckon he's asleep?" queried the
girl, referring to me.
"rPm shore of it," he replied, after

taking a look at the back of my head.
There was an interval of silence, cut

on the bias and warranted first color,
and then he queried:

"Glad ye come, Mary P"
"Sorter, Bill."
"We's friends, hain't we?"
"Shore."
"I never did keer fur no other gal."
"Shoo! Now you is funning me."
"Shore as I live, Mary. I wouldn't

marry no girl in our hull section, no
how."

"Honest?"
"True as cucumbers. Pap likes ye,

Mary."
"Glad on't."
"And mam likes ye."
"Glad on't."
"And pap was a-saying to me that if

I got mar'd Icould bring my wife right
home."

"Your pap is good."
"But I can't git mar'd, Mary."
"'Deed, but why not?"
"'Cause nobody loves me."
"Shoo! Reckon somebody does."
"No they don't. If they did they'd

;how it."
There was another interval of silence,

bordered with forget-me-nots and or-
namented with orange blossoms, and
luring this minute I think he seized
her unresisting hand. I4hink she was
ready to be seized. He probably
squeezed it as he said:

"So you reckon somebody does?" -
"Yep."
"Then why don't they say so?"
"Waitin', mebbe."
"Waitin' fur what?"
"To be axed 14 say so."
He was trembling with excitement,

-nd he could not control his voice as he
,aid:

"If they loved me they'd squeeze my
hand, wouldn't they?"

"Reckon they would."
(Squeeze-zip-gasp. Hello, Cen-

tral!)
"And-and, Mary, if they'd marry

me they'd squeeze agin, wouldn't
they P"

"Shore they would."
(Squeeze-whoop-call up the par.

son!)
Then he leaned over and kissed her,and Cupid danced a hornpipe up and

down the aisle.-N. Y. Sun.

Increase of the World's Navies.

According to a recent estimate, the
number of war vessels launched last
year by the naval powers of the world
was 60, while more than 100 were
building when it closed. England led
with 15 vessels launched and 28 build-
iog, France launched 9 and laid down
15, Russia launched 2 and began 10,
Germany put 6 vessel into the water
and ordered or laid down 4. Italy
launched 10 and laid down 18, Austria
launched no vessel, but laid down or
ordered 3. China added 4 vessels to her
navy and ordered or laid down 4 more.
Japan ordered 3 and launched 3, the
United States launched 6 and laid
down 6.

MAKING BASE-BALL BATS.

A Great Industry Which Has Grown Up
In the Western States.

The material which goes into base-
ball bats comes principally from In-
diana, that is the better quality does.
Second growth ash is the standard,
and this must be carefully selected and
perfectly seasoned. The best bats are
made from Indiana ash, cut the usual
length and split, splitting guarantee-
ing great straightness of grain.
The forest ash comes next in point

of excelence, although the salt-water
ash, from the coast of Maine, is con-
sidered in the East its equal, and a
great many bats are made from it.
The forest ash comes from all parts of
the country wherever ash is likely to
grow, as the demand for lumber by the
bat-makers sometimes exceeds the sup-
plies of well-seasoned, prime Indiana
ash, and they are compeled to take
such ash lumber as they can get for
the manufacture of the second and
third grades.

Basswood enters into the manufact-
ure of base-ball bats to a large extent,
and is called American willow. There
was a time when English willow i'hs

considered by ball-players to be the
best material for bats, but there is
very little of this used now, and none
at all by professional ball-players.
Pine. poplar and cottonwood are used
for cheap bats for boys, and Missouri
and Arkansas supplies most of this
lumber. The leading base-ball bat
manufactory of the country is at Grant
Rapids, Mich., and millions of sticks
are turned out yearly from this im-
mense concern. Milwaukee comes
second, while Vincennes, Ind., is third.
The latter city at one time led the
country in base-ball bat manufactur-
ing, but Grand Rapids and Milwaukee
passed the Hoosier town long ago. Of
course, nearly every city of import-
ance in the East manufactures more or
less base-ball bats, but none of them
have any manufactories that compare
with the Western concerns. St. Louis
makes a few bats, but none that are
considered first-class, except occasional
ones for individuals.

One big house in Chicago, that deals
heavily in base-ball goods, every win-
ter advertises for old ash wagon
tongues, to be made into bats. This
concern sells thousands and thousands
of bats, which they call the "Wagon
Tongue," and are supposed to be made
from the poles of worn-out wagons.
This is a nice little delusion, in keep-
ing with the Appomattox apple-tree
cane fake that was rung on the coun-
try for years after Lee's surrender.
The fact is that the Chicago house
sells every season ten times as many
so-called "Wagon Tongue" bats as
there are, or ever was at one time,
polled vehicles, old and new, in the
country, but ball-players buy them and
swear by them, and the dealer gets a
fancy price for his goods. So every
".ady seems happy and contented in
that direction

Years ago when base-ball was in
its kindergarten stages" says a dealer
in and manufacturer of base-ball goods
in St. Louis, "fancy bats were al. the
rage. and manufacturers and dealers
vied with each other in their efforts to
get up gaudy-looking sticks to attract
the eye of the players. In those days
ball players were proud of their bats
because of the elegant coats of paint
and varnish, but now the professionals
take pride in the plainness of their
ball-hitters. Dealers now make bats
for the professional trade only of ash
that has undergone three years of sea-
soning, and in general appearance are
as rough and course as a common pick
handle, but in perfection of shape and
toughness of fiber, they can not be
surpassed.

Nearly every professional has his
ideal bat, and all weights, lengths and
circumferences are turned out to meet
the individual tastes of the players.
Most professionals are cranks to some
extent in regard to bats, and they
spend days and weeks, and sometimes
months in scraping, shaping and othe-.
wise finishing up the bat they expect
to knock out home runs with during
the playing season. Linseed oil is all
the dressing that professionals sse -
their bats. No paint or vatnish is
ever allowed to remain on a stick after
the player can get an opportunity to
scrape it off, hence the manufacturers
make what is called the professional
bat, without polish or filagree.-Globe-
Democrat.
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A STARTLED CRITIC.

How Powers, the Sculptor. Played a ,ike
on an Art "Connolaseur."

A St. Paul gentleman, Oho many
years ago was a resident of tincinnati,
teop a 'story concerning Powers, the
sculptor, whic i has probably never
been in print. There were at that time
in Cincinnati two or three connoisseurs
in art, who assumed a sort of general
censorship in such matters, and every
thing that they said concerning works
of art was supposed to "go." They
had unfavorably criticised some of
Powers' work, and as he did not
take much stock in their dictations
anyway, he decided to show them up
to the art people of the city. He was
working in some wax, nd announced
a reception at which he would show
some of the latest products of his gen-
ius. Among the figures was one rep-
resenting the mayor of the city. It
stood in a niche by itself, pri the
light arranged for the best effect.

The high muck-a-mucks f the art
world of Cincinnati attendid the re-
ception. They examined the figure of
the mayor and made comn,)nt on it.

"The hands," remarked Mie, "do not
reveal any anatomy."

"The legs are a trifle short," said
another, "but otherwise I consider it a
very fine figure."

And so they went on. One of them
finally discovered that something was
wrong about the bridge of the nose,
and raised his hand to point out the
defect.

"Hang you, don't _ou pinch my
nose," cried the alleged wax "figger,"
to their astonishment, dismay and com-
plete overthrow As art critics. The
sculptor had induced the real live
mayor to help him in his little scheme.. .. . .q-

-To seek a redress of grievances by
recourse to the law is aptly compared
to sheep running for shelter to a bram-
ble-brush.

OPECLO USAt

Female Institute
Opelousas, St. Landry Parish, La.

This Institution is undenominationst
tical and progressive. I)lscipline flru rnt
based on sound principles ennobling rndad
promoted. Methods of trainino and ult.rethorough. The curriculum prep ar•lth urfor University or praecical life.a e&PuPt
and Diplomas conferred. Bulidings comfort.able and commodious. Patronage solitea,m
For further particulars apply to li•i~

MRs. M. M. HAYES, Principal,
Or HRV. F. W. LiEwIs, First Assistant.

Fob-9.tt

ST. MARY'S ACADEMy,
Opelous~a, La,

'iTHE course of Instruction in this institutionI emhraces English. French, Latin, reek
Arithmetic. Algebra, Geometry Iook.Grkeek,
ing. Natural Sciencos. History- O , keeI'ennan hip, and great care is beso~rapChristian Instrulction. itowe oTatR.--BLoard and tuition, per month, $.
I)ay Scholars, per month, 1•, 5I or *$4 co,•ing to class. ('lasses are resumed on W rdne
day, :eptember 15, 1888. ne.

REEV. J. F. RAYMOND
IIENRY G. lEWIs

Aug. 2D, I.W8. JOHN J. WILLOZ.

COMWT of th I IAATBE CoCdI
Opelousas. La.

HE course of studies in this Institution i1
most extensive, embrheingallthebrsanceh

taught in the best institutions of America of
Europe. Terms are very moderate.

|:oar and tuiti,,n per month, $12: Dayschola,s, per month, $2, $3 or $4, according tociass. Opening of the classes, the first Ma.day of September. BUt2

MT. CARI•EL CONVENT
WVahington. La.

Board afid tuition per month ...... ..... $1
Washing per month .............. 20Music and singing ver month....... 4 0
Drawing and painting lter month....... 2

For further informattion address
sep29* THE MOTHER SUPERIOR.

L. A. BLACK. J. L. MORRIS.
BLACK & MORRIS,

kall Fie Zs mcl sad k Eak Office: Cort arket and Landry Sts.,
OPELOUSAS : : : LOUISIANA.
tHE following old and reliable companie

represented: Liverpool and London and
Globe Insurance Company. of England;
Home and Niagara Insurance Companies, of
New York: Fire Association, of Philadelphia;
and Home, Hope and Mechanics' and Trader'
Insurance Companies, of New Orleans. q7

A. P. McNEIL,
Aolb.iteot and Euilder,

OPELOUSAS, LOUISIANA.
PLANS, Specifications and Estimates fur-
- nlshed for all manner of buildings, on the

most reasonab:e terms. Contracts taken for
all kinds of work. in brick. iron, stone and
wood. Material furnished for repairs and
construution if desired. Plantation andcoun.
try work attended to with disnatch. All work
flrst-class and satisfaction guaranteed. Orders
directed to P. O. Box 87 will receive protp tattention. jI

0. D. STEWART,
Contracter, Carpenter and Builder,
W ILL cwntract for the erection of buildings

of all kinds, turnishing all material d
desired. Work done promptly and at reason.
able rates. Orders through the postofice
given prompt nttention. Estimates and plans
furnisnod. Having special facilities for ob.
taining IuaMBER AT itEDLCED RATxS, Iwill
give my patrors the benefit of the same.

sep387

H. D. LARCADE,

Bellevue Street, near the Bridge,
OPELOUSAS. LA.A LL kinds of Tin, Copper and Sheet Iren

work done on short notice and at reason.
able prices. Guttering and rspairing a sp.
clalty. Makes and repairs evaporator snrru
pana. Ic

J. B. bANDOZ & BRO.,
Have a large stock of

CWUZ&= mA + D A EEratL,
Which they are selling at the

LO~TWE T LIVING PRICES.
., CALL AND EXAMINE.

- B. A. LITTELL,
Physician and Surgeonw

Ofice at Littell's Drug Store, Main ftreet,
OPIELOUSAS

Apr 21. I8t5-tf

DR. A. J. BERCIER,

Office corner of Landry and Union Sts,
OPELOUSAS, LA.

He uses the new local anaestbheie "Cocaine"
Ia painul operations without extra charge.

DR. V. K. IRION,

3) 3 11T ,gI, "r S rC',
OPBLO)USAS, LA.

Offce on Market street, adjoining Black &
eorris. dec. 1041

DR. J. A. DERBANNE,
-. TJ E1 S TS •95J,

WASHINGTON, IU.
All calls from the country will be promptly

answered.

LEONCE E. LITTELL,

Civil Engineer aid Surveyor,
Omce with Chas. W. DuRoy.

asi OPELOVsAS, LA.

5. D. 3STILTTR. G. L. DUPIL

ESTILETTE & DUPRE,
Attorneys at Law

0mo corner of Court and Vine streets
OPELOUSAS, LA.

W. C. PERRAULT,

lor~g ad Cmydpor at w,
NetarPablte and Auctioneer.

OPLOUSAS, LOUISIANA

Wll rive prompt attention to all busineM
s*trusted to him.

JOSEPH M, MOORE,
Attorney at ILaw,
H1AS resumed the practice of his profession

and will practice in the Courts of Saint
Landry and Acada. Office on Bellevue stree•
near corner of Market, Opelousas. J•'

C. W. DUROY,

Attorney at Law,
OPELOUSAS, LA.

Office on Landry street between Court anE
Market streets.

NEW 8HAVINIC SALOON.
HAVING recently built and refurnished

Lthroughout, my Barber Sbop. I am now
prepared, with increased facilities, to serve
the public in first-class style in my new quar-
teribetween Brand and Moriarity s. Shaving.
Hair Cutting. Shampooing, Etc., done inhe
highest style of the art. Give me a call.

E. A. BODEKmVULLEB.

TOWN PROPERTY FOR SALE.
A CENTRALLY located and desirable busi-

neas stand on Main street, Opelousas con-
sisting of building suitable for residence and

nmall store, being the propert next to the
postoiDce. This property will be sold very
cheap for cash, or halt cash and balance on
terms to suit purchaser. Apply to MrS. '

1ond V. Dupre, m ,ob ,


