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~ THOUSANDS OF MOTTOES.

I-'qu'htno Signs About
Credit and
Other Things Are Made.

It is somethiag a little startling to
& man say that he *has 8.000
mottoes.™ Just one good all 'round,
working motto for every-day use is
about as ‘much as any body ought to
fry to have and live up to. But a
manufacturer on Canal street claims
to have *3,000. and all different, the
largest stock in the world, of various
8iz's, in all colors and styles.” At
that point the thing begins to look a
little clearer. He doesn’t keep so
many in order to live up to tham him-
self, or pretend to, as he might if they
were glittering generalities, such as
*“T'd rather be right than President,”
or “God bless or boarding-house.
He construets them for others, and
they have a directly pertinent bearing
upon trade interests that keeps them
in constant demand; as, for instance:
“Poor Credit is dead, but Cash still
lives;" “* Credit

to-morrow, not
to-day ;’ or the outburst ae-
companying a  picture of e

man  dangling from a gallows:

This man was hung,
Bui don't you fear,

For “hanging up™
Is played out here.

Sometimes he descends from those
playful fancies to such presumably
matter-of-fact statements as **Our
gooils are unsurpassed,” *‘come in and
see our new stock,” Our prices are
the lowest,”” and he calls those mot-
toes, too. He is not quite positive that
“This style, $3,”" or *Simply elegant,
75¢,” should not be elassed as a motto,
by Teason of the words added to the
figures raising the i seription to a
digniiy above that of a mere *‘price
card.™  Call it what you like if you
only buy it, and you must bs hard to
suit if you can’t find in his stock the
trade motto you want. But if you can
not he will producs it for you in a few
minutes. His mottoes ave painted up-
on cardboard of various colors, and
upon black or white oil-cloth, and are
in almost infinite variety of tints and
styles. They are executed with very
rapidly-deying paints, water colors
when [aid upon eard-board, and a more
durable preparation when pnt upon
oil-cloth, which is intended to make a
wetl-wenther sign. Oat-of-town mer-
chants buy his largest and gauadiest
products, country clothiers especially
affecting styles that seem to be across
between a cireus poster and a Good
Templar's regalia.  The opposite ex-
treme is reached in the big squarve
bloek-lettered lerenids, in plain black
anid white.  *Forton's Ice Cream,” or
“Hussell's Ice Cream,” for city use.
These be paints literally by the thou-
sand.

Cardboard **mottoes,”” 11x14 inches,
in assorted tints, are sold for $2 a
dozaon, and for $6 per dozen one can
buy them 22x28 inches in siz: and of
such gorgeous variety of colors as
would discount Joseph's famous coat.
Qil-cloth signs come rather higher,
but lIast longer. One that is 21x27
inches cost 75 cents, and a very big
one, 21x54 inches, $150. The little
price cards are so cheap that their
prices hardly seem to coverthe cost of
material

H: employs four men to lay out the
letters in outline, and a couple of boys
to fill in the solid ecolors in the larger
letters; work that is done with sur-
prising rapidi'y, aceuraecy =and taste
‘From the facts that he has been called
aipon to supply considerable quantities
of his pretty-colored cards for use
in England, and that English painters
he has employed tell him thev never
saw such work done over there, he be-
lieves that our American stvla of
cardboard color decoration for com-
mercial use is practically unknown in
Great Britain. His business amounts
to about 310,000 per annum, and is
good all the year through, except in
the months of July and August, when
it temporarily wilts, R is his boast,
which seems to be sustained by the
facts, that th re is not a trade or busi-
ness, or hardly even an office require-
ment for any thing in his line that he
is not ready to meet at any moment
from his stock. The principal strain
on the intellectual department of his
establishment is in the invention of
new and forcible ways of presenting
the *No credit’ idea, and he has
done so much in that line that he has
come to regarl that as the principal
one of his “three thousand mottoes”
for his own observance. —N. Y. Sun.

THE RULING IMPULSE,

It Is Strong in Womankind Even When
Buarglars Abound.

An amusing incident of the strength
of involuntary impulse was recently
afforded by the visit of burglars to the
home of a certain well-known official
of this city. About three o'clock in
the morning he and his wife were sud-
denly aroused by the appearance in
their bedroom of three masked men.
Two of them stood at the head of the
bed, and with revolvers cocked and
pointed at the temples of the bedfel-
lows, ordered them to lie still and
save their lives by so doing. They
complied with the request while the
thicd ruffian began to explore the room.
He took a candle from the bureau and
lighting it began to rajsack closets,
drawers, boxes and bureaus. While
so engaged he carelessly let the paraf-
fine taper drop in swift suce2ssion hot
drops all over the floor. The house-
wife, though bound to the pillow by
the muzz'e of a revolver, could not
restrain her impulses despite the blood -
curdling threat of the burglar at her
side. Sihe half rose m bed and cried
out:

+Shame on you, don’t you see that
you ave spoiling my carpet!"

An unintelligible grunt was the only

r. -
““f;gw. look here, you villain,” again
cried out the housewife, “I want you

to stop spilling greese all over my
L"
ca%ee startled thief, who could not
have heard her command. turned
around and met her blazing eyes.
«Yes m'm, [ will doit, seein as
how we can't take it with us, he
ntly remarked.
8“‘I‘lmay scoundrels at the bedside only
chuckled. At that moment an alarm
clock set up its call for an early-rising
servamt up-stairs. The thieves became
suspicious at once. They snnffed out
caundle and threw a big bag con-
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taining their plunder

over their
shoalders, closed the door behind
them, andstole down the stairs, out
the front gate and decamped.

And then it was that the good house-
wife fainted. — Washington Letler..

ALIEN PASSENGERS.

The Number of Those Who Have Landed
’ at New York Bince 1847.

This interesting table has just been
compiled by the Emigration Com-
missioners showing the number of
alien passengers arriving at this port
each year since the establishment of
the commission:

. I20.002[1808. . 1eu causanns
189,178/ 1569
290,603 187). .
veeo 21270801871 ... .
.2se.e01)isv2 .. T
30099211873 - - vr o oeem e
284,915/ 1874
Cmeeshiens T T e 500
.- 136,233/ 1878
149,879 1877
.. 188,378, 1875, .
S TRIAS0I1879
70302 18%) .

..............

... 105,162 1881
.- 65,530'1882 .. ... .. ......
76,603 183
.. 156,744 1B91..
IS0, 2181885, .,
196,852 1896, .,
939 418, 1887
T .. v ivctvmse 242 731

A glance at the report ot the nation-
ality of the alien passencers landed at
the Garden during 1887 will show whe
some of our new neighbors are:

Germany.........- RL864 Iceland. ... ....... 158
Ireland. ...........00.850 Mexico............ 151
England.......... 45,606 South America... 14
5 41,271 Central America. 131
Sweden «- «37,462 Portugal.......... 3
Russia ...34,208 China... ......... 064
Hungary... 417,719 Great Britain (not

Scotland.. ... 14,864 specitied)....... 50
Norway........... 18011 Australia......... 35
Austria.. .. ....... 11,762 Arabin............ 23
Denmark......... 8375 Nova Scotia...... 15
Bohemis.......... 6,449 Japan............. 13
France. ... ..cco..s 5,000, British East In-

Netherlands...... 5,50 dies .... ....... 11
Wales. ............ 5,449 South Africa...... 11
Switzerland...... 4,597 New Zealand..... 1
Finland........... 4.081 Brazil............. 9
Belgium.......... 2,962/ India. ... . 8
Roumania........ B8MAfrica........... . 8
Quebec and Ont.. TIIEgypt............. 4
Greece......... .. 0612 Sandwich Islands 4
Luxemburg....... 572 New Brunswick.. 3
Spain. ... .ceeeeese  485|Prince Edward's

West Indies...... 466 Island........... 3
Malta............. 29 British Columbia. 3
Syria.......cce.... IBJave. . . .cvceeenaen 1
Burmah........... 170/St. Helena........ 1
Turkey I Pera. o ieiaias 1
Armenia.......... 161'Moroceo. . ....cevun 1

—N. Y. Sun.

HANDSOME AFRICANS.

A Splendidly-Formed Race of Natives of
the Dark Continent.

The Bangalas are a fine race phys-
ically, being tall, powerful and splen-
didly formed. with f:atures by no
means of the negro type; the women
are the handsomest I have seen in
Africa. Their dressisscanty, consist=
ing for the most part only of a waist
cloth for the men and a short kilt of
woven grass for the womenj; but men
of high degree « ften wear mantles of
dressed goat or other skins. They
cicatrize their arms, shoulders and
busts in patterns by cutting the skin
and injecting some irritant. Some-
times the result looks very well; but
in other cases the process is not suc=-
cessful, and raises huge unsightly
lumps of flesh.

The chicf « f Iboko, when I arrived,
was an old man over eighty—his age
was reported by some to be eighty-
four, by others eighty-six—who had
lost one eye in battle and possessed
fifty wives. Ho wrs over six feet in
height, with «a fiie, well-developed
fizure, aud, but for his dirty white
hair and shriveled skin, would hava
passed for a man of half of his age.
He was much attached to Captain
Coquilhat (named “Mwafa’ or the
“Eagle’” by the natives), and never
undertook any thing without consult-
ing him. The scene just after our
arrival at Bangala, when, *L2 Roi
des Bangalas" being announced as we
were all sitting over our afternoon
coff:e, Mata Bwyki entered, wearing
his royal hat of leopard skin and al-
tended by several of his wives, and en-
folded Captain Coquilhat, gold-span-
gled uniform and all, in an ample
bear's hug, was really worth seeing. —
Blackwood' s Magazine.

—_————
Sachet-Bags for Ladies.

It is a new fad with Washington
girls to wear many little sachet-bags
fasiened to ribbons of various colors
hanging from their throats. The bags
are not much larger than an ordinary
thimble and suspended by narrow
ribbons, cut at different lengths and
bowed with many loose ends jist un-
der the chin. They are made to
represent meal-sacks and look like
camphor-bags designed to keep off the
measles and other diseases, by some
supposed to fear that fragrant drug.
They do not, however, contain came
phor. It is proper that they should
Le made from bits of silk or satin
taken from voung men's ties. Each
bag is supposed to represent one ad-
mirer, and, like sealps, numbers connt
to build up the pride of the wearer.
They are stuffed with cotton and it is
considered nice to have them each
scented with the peculiar perfume
which is most favored by the young
man from whose tie itis male. Young
men, often from economical motives,
send scraps of old ties to Dbe used for
this purpose, but it is much more a
matter of satisfaction for the young
lady to know that her influence is so
great that she can cut the silken ends
from off his neck without protest. —
Philadelphia Telegraph.

A Jail-Bird's Cruel Joke.

] had a funny experience -once,"
said a voung farmer. *“When a buy
I confess I was pretty green. 1Ilived
with my father upon a farm near Co-
lumbus and used to hanl wood into the
city and sell 1t for hinl Oneday I
had entered town with my customary
load, when, as I passed a large build-
ing, soms one poked his head parily
out of a window and asked if the wood
was for sale. Ireplied in the affirma-
live. ‘Welil, throw it over the feaee,’
came back from the upper window.
The house was surrounded by a high
wall, but I managed to pitch it over,
and then went around to the front
gate for my pay. I could not get in.
I hammered and called in vain, when
some passer-by, attracted by my
frantic efforts to gain entrance, in-
quired what was the maitter, and in=
formed me that the building was the
jail. One of the prisoners had played
a joke on me. I could not get my
money or the wood back and mtume'c!.
home with empty wagon and pockets.
—Atlanta Constilubion.

ADVICE TO YOUNG MEN.

The Value of Perseverance Set Forth In
True Texas Siyle.

The great trouble with many young
people, and likewise with some who
are not young and who are not going
to be young again very soon if they
keep on, is that they lack persever-
ance. This criticism, of course, does
not apply to all young people. There
are quite a number who ave notable
exceptions to the rule.

Our remark in regard tolack of per-
severance was not intended to wound
the feelings of the worthy young man
who gives up the whole of his mind to
raising with difficulty a young mus-
tache. There may be a lack of hair,
but there is no lack of perseverance
on his part. His efforts to induce the
shy and downy mustache to protrude
from its hiding place out into the
bright glare of the noonday sun,
where it can be seen and admired, are
unceasing. In faect, as too much kind-
ness once killed a eat, we are afraid
that the extraordinary amount of
fondling the incipient mustache is
sulj:et tois perhaps one of 1he reasons
why the crop yields so little to the
area cultivated.

But we wiil let up on the moustache,
as it is down already. The small boy
seeking to perpetrate an eclipse of a
pie, whose circumference apparently
exceeds that of the boy, is another
exception to the rule of young people
not having sufficient perseverance. In
fact, he has more perseverance than
pie. There is, on such oceasions, no
such word as fail with the small boy
of the large appetite.

The class of citizens to whom we
refer as lacking in perseverance is
composed of those who start out with
enthusiasm, but either fly the track or
allow themselves to be distanced in
the race. With these persons, if a
calculated exertion fail, they imme-
diately become discouraged, and fol-
low suit by making an assignment for
the bencfit of their creditors. Suc-
cess depends npon perseverance, ex-
cept where a party is yearning to
achieve snccess as a lamentable fail-
ure, wh'eh is the only kind of success
that is ever captured by the man who
allows himself to be bluffed by ad-
versity.

We do not desire 1o do any injustice
to the gifted editors who run the party
press, but the greatest inventor of the
ageis undoubtelly Eldison. Elison is
a great inventor, and he himself says
that if it were not for his persever-
ance he would not amount to a row of
pins. Eldison says that when you
start out to accomplish any thing,
you must coneentrate yourself upon it
and not allow any thing to disturb
you. If you allow your attention to
be diverted from your work, you will
be unable to recover the lost ground.
Anintruder may offer you unrivaled
opportunities to pay the bill you have
been owing for years. Hced not his
siren songz. Do not allow yourself to
be disturbed, but persevere in your
labors and success can't help crown-
ing your efforta

If you have cramp-colic and a book-
agent whispering in each ear, do not
allow yourself to be disconcerted. We
do not mean to say precisely that the
eramp-colic could whisper in your
ear, but only the book-agent. Under
no circumstances allow yourself to be
put out. He that endureth to the end
will inevitably get there.

What Elison says applies not only
to the field of invention, but the same
principle holds good in any depart-
ment of human industry. The states-
man, the burglar, the life insurance
agent, the journalist, the train robber,
the New York alderman, the hack
Ariver—in faect, suecess in any and all
of the learned professions depends
mainly on perseverance. — Texas Sift-
ings.

—_——

FANCIES IN CLOCKS.

The Expensive Craze In Which Some
Wealthy People Take Delight.

To own beautiful or curiously-de-
signed clocks is as strong a passion
with some as the collecting of bric-a-
brae is with others. Fortunes are ¢x-
pended in the purchase of clocks. A
fow Chicago individuals of wealth
have time pieces in every available
place from garret to basemet.

Clocks arve to be had at every price
from 81 to several thousands. The
average good clock ranges in price
from £25 to §800. The kind most used
at present is the plain French marble,
without mantel-picce  ornaments.
They are about a foot and three inches
across and a foot and a half high.
They are very popular for gifts, and
cost from 835 to $850. Ten unique
designs are offerel under §150. One
novelty for 83 is exhibited
in a State street shop. It
is a Dbronze dog, with chain
and collar of brass, to which a pad-
lock is attached. Itis a nickel-plated
clock, with silver dial

A beautiful French clock, bought
the other day as a wedding gift. was of
white onyx in a fancy design. It cost
$195. Pictured porcelain plague
clocks, that found such high favor as
bridal presents for a time, are now
pushed aside for plain and fancy erea-
tions in white onyx and bronze. The
conceptions in bronee are innumera-
ble, and there's almost as great varie-
ty in the prices of bronz: clocks as in
the style. One of the mos' artistic

shown in the city is an ideal figure of

*Genius”' wpon a pedestal The
diminutive black onyx dial, with fig-
ures of white onyx and polished brass

| hands, is set in the pedestal. The fig-

ure is that of a youth, a herald on the
run. The horn he uses is the most
unique part of the conception. Itisa
dragon-headed serpent, with wide-open
mouth. It encireles the figure sabout
the waist, coming up the back and
forming an arch abovethe head. The
tail of the reptile is grasped in the
right hand. The price for this bit cf
art is $600. Another elezant bronze
work represents two warriors. The
eleek in this instance is also set in the
pedestal. Ajax is a favorite figure to
stand guard above the pedestal-set
mantel time-piece.

Antique bronze is mostly employed
in library clocks. One very handsome
specimen was recently sold for $300.
They can be had from $175 to $500.
The once-a-year clock, which is wound
ap only once in twelve months, is

sometimes bought by lazy people
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Their price is $110. Square rosewood
and brass clocks, with the eight-bell
Westminster chimes pealing each
quarter of an hour, can be had for
$300. Little brass and silver affairs,
about four inches across and ten high,

cost from $200 to $300. Of *Grand-
father's" clocks there is no end. They
are used in hails, and cost from $200
to $3,000. Generally they don’t run
above $500.

Statuary in Italian marble is rather
supelseding bronze. Bronze is most
susceptible of expressive results when
the figures employed are of the Ethi-
opian type. The Caucasian race is
not as available for artistic realiza-
tions in bronze. The best realizations
in bronze are always in mythological
or Ethiopian subjects. In the treat-
ment of delicate feminine conceptions
Italian marble is a far superior ma-
terial. Refined artistic development
now manifests itself in the selection
of partially-draped Italian marble
temale fizures instead of bronze Greek
boys of manly stature and ancient
fighting men. Bisques are still in de-
mand, although not to as great extent
as a year ago. Choice in bisques runs
to dainty bits of suggestive femininity.
The diminutive size prevents their of-
fending prudish unecultivated Western
idens. A Venus, draped with a few
drops of spray, resting languorously
in a pink shell, thatis only afootlong,
can be placed in a drawing-room with
impunity. It will win the encomium
“Just too cute for any thing," when a
three foot erect figure of the same
sort would be declared *‘Just shame-
ful, you know.”’

Window vases are scen in every
handsomely appointed house. They
cost from $150 to 2200. Porcelain
plaques, the subj:ct of the picture be-
ing either pastoral or mythologiecal,
with frames of antigue brass, areseen
upon many walls. The head of Dr.
Faustus is a favorite subject for por-
celain painting. These pictures cost
from 850 to $150. — Chicago News.

GRINDING HIM DOWN.

Why the Colored Rucz Has No Show in
This Country.

*I does think I-got de (rif'eneest
boy dat ebar libed in dis yare coun- |
try,”” said an old negro who hal met
a white acqnainianee.

“What is the matter with him?"’

“Oh, he ain't no 'count, dat's what
de matter wid him. Come an’ stoled
my chickens, he did, an’ sold ’em, an’
gin de money to mer wife.”

“It was wrong to steal the chick-
ens.”

*Yas, it wuz an’ he knowd dat.
Yas, he did; he knowd how I wuz
'rasted on ercount o' dem chickens an’
teek up 'fo’ de cou't, an’ how I come
mighty nigh goin’ ter de penitenchy.

with side ornaments for a bracelet, |

He knows dat I had ter keep dem
chickens hid fur er munt’, an’ den he
come an' steal’em dat way. Itmakes
me mad ter think dat er boy will treat

his daddy dater way. Chillun deze
days ain't got no revunece nohow. |
Come er stealin’ my chickens.™

“Where did you get the chickens?"

“Whar I git de chickens?"’ !

“Yes.” '

*Whut you wanter comie foolin’ wid
me dat way fur? Is I done you any
harm dat you wanter come er slander-
in’ me?”

*1 merely asked you” —

“You merely wants ter slander me,
dat’s whut yer wants. Kain't er man
hab chickens widout you come roun’
varve cuzin' him o' stealin’ 'em?"’

I didn’t say that you stole them."’

*Mout ez well. Come axin’ me whar
I git dem chickens. 1I's had ernuff
trouble 'bout 'em already widout you
comin’ roun' tryin’ ter make me feel
bad. I ain’t no fool dat you shonld
come at me in sich er way ez dat. I's
er hones' man, an’I gwine hab you
tuck up fur slander ef yer doan watch
out whut yer doin’. No wonder de
cullud generman ain’t got no show in
dis country when de wliite folks all

time tryin' ter grin’ him down.”—
Arkansaw Trave'er.
THE IDEAL HOME.

A Place That Has in It Pleasure, Coms=-
fort and Happiness,

An old and cheerful citizen asks me
to publish his ideas of home, and Ldo
it gladly, both because he is a good
old citizen and because he has right
ideas. *“A home,” he says, *isnot a
home at all unless it is a pleasant
place to live in. There are some
elegant palsces that are not entitled
to the name of home; they are only
residences, shelters, places for eating
and lodging. A real home is some-
thine better than that—itis a place
where center the heart's best affections
and the mind's best thoughts, and
which is preferable on every account
to any other place in the world
Home must have in it harmony and
love and attractiveness; these living
there wmust, by both word and
act, endeavor to make all its in-
mates comfortable and happy. Men
and women and children are often
driven from their home shelter and
become miserable and disgrace them-
selves and their families, all because
the home is not what it should be—a
place of pleasure, comfort and hap-
piness. 1 have known good business
meit to become incapacitated for sue-
cessful business because of their un-
happy home life. Some are even
driven to dissipation and crime for
lack of the right home inflnence.”
The old gentleman wished these words
printed because he is so deeply im-
pressed with their trath, and he de-
sires me to add, furthermore, that
“the greatest thing one ean dois to
control oneself, and to set a good ex-
ample to othersy"” that *suceess in
life depends: mainly on our affability,
never saying or doing any thing that
will annoy or injure others.” “We
add to our own pleasure snd good
health by doing good to others and
contributing to their pleasure.”” All
these sentiments seem trite, but they
are surely sound. —Chicago Journal.

—A St. Louis hotel clerk claims to
have made the discovery that tall men
sleep later in the morning than short
men, and that persons of a dark com-
plexion invariably require more rest
than blondes.

—The United States has received

aboaut fourteen million emigrants,

£

PITH AND POINT.

—*Time is money.”” Of course it
is, or else how could you spend itP

—Men are not judged so much now-
adays by their deeds as by their bonds.

—The gentleman is solid mahogany;
the fashionable man is only veneer. —
J. G. Holland.

—Most people believe in “the great-
est good to the greatest number,”” and
their greatest number is namber one.

—A philosopher declares “itis not
wrong to say what one thinka™
Sometimes, however, it is not prudent.
—Boston Fost.

—Young men are respectfully in-
formed that when the young lady’s
father stamps his foot he is preparing
to send it through the male.

—Some one savs:  “Wisdom comes
with age.” It does not always stay
with it. When an old man wants to
be silly wisidom cuts and rang —N. O.
Picayune.

—There are one hundred and sev-
enty-two known species of creatures
that are blind. This doesn’t include
the man who can’t read *shut the
door™ in letters a foot long.

—Whenever you find a great deal of
gratitude in n poor .man, you may
take it for granted there would be as
much generosity if he were a rich
man.

—Opportunity has hair in front, be-
hind she is bald; if you seize her by
the ferelock you may hold her, but, if
suffered to eseape, not Jupiter himself
can eatch her again. —Fromthe Lalin.

—If there is any thing more surpris-
ing than the explosive force of nitro-
glycerine, it is certainly the cureless-
ness with which that substance is
handled. — American Architecl.

—An inward dignity of character,
which, once acquired and righteously
maintained. nothing—no. not the
hardest dendgery nor the direst pover-
ty can vanquish.

—A weak man sinks under pros-
perity as well as under adversity. A
strong mind has two highest tides—
when the moon is at the full, and
when there is no moon. — Church
Union. /

—Fashionable dissipation and its
nervous excitements are the hotbeds
of soecial tragedies. The toiling peas-
ant woman has no need to envy the
luxurions woman of the world. —Balti-
more American.

—It 1s the habitual thought that
frames itself into our life. I affeets
us even more than our intimate social
relations do. Our confidential friends
have not so much to do in shaping our
lives as thoughts have which we har-
bor.

—*You can tell whether a man is
lazy or industrious by the way he
asks for work,” observed a business
man who just dismissed an applicant
with regret that he had no opening for
him. “Indeed! I should like to know
how.” *“Well, some men ask for a
‘position,” while others want a ‘sit-ua-
tion.' V' —Piltsburqgh Chronicle.

CHILDHOOD'S JOYS.

How a Gond Man Was Obeyed by a
Crowd of Little Ones.

“*Now, children,” said the superin-
tendent at a Sunday-school festival
the other night, *‘we are going to
open the doors of thedining-room and
I want you all to be the little ladies
and gentlemen you always are, and
march out quietly and in order and
take your places at the table and sit
quietly there until you ecan be waited
upon. The doors will now be opened.”’

The doors are opened and the fol-
lowing remarks coming from the
“Jittle ladies and gentlemen' will
show how their dear superintendent
was obeyed:

“Stop ¥'er crowding!"

“Git off me!"

“Push me again, will you?"

~Hit me if you dare!™’

“Back, back!"” from the superin-
tendent.

“] got this chair first!”

“You never!"

oI did.”’

“You dwdn't!”

] shan't give it up."’

“Teacher, make him'' —

*Gimme some cake.”

«] want some ice-cream, quick!"

“ketch alonzx your frozen pudding! ™

“Where's my cream?"”’

“Stop pushing this table!”

*Let me alonel!”

“Boys!" says the superintendent,
jumping on a chair and shouting like
a sea-captain in a storm, *if youdon't
look out you'll upset that table, keep
quiet and" —

*Is that icec-cream coming to-
night?"”

“You got my spoon!"

“I ain’t!™

«J saw you grab it!"

“Never!"

“Here! bring
way!"'

“Hi, Toddy, throw us a slab o' that
cokernut eake, will ye?"”

“Here she comes!"’

¢ L2t her fly—who stole my eream?"’

*Order! order! order!’ but there @3
50 order. —Delroit Free Press.

il

Had Waited 'rl'en Years.

A countryman who was in waiting
at the Third street depot the other
day, took a stroll around the square,
and when he returned he said to the
policeman at the door.

“Say, I met a feller up here who
says he knew me twenty years ago,
and that he had been waiting ten years
to lick me.”’

“Well, kecp away from him.”

«But he is mistaken; I never knew
him."

“Let him go; what is it to you?”’

“Why, I don’t want a man to be
mistaken. Idon’'t wanta man aching
to lick me when I'm not the right
man.”’

He was advised to sitdown and wait
for his train, but pretty soon the officer
saw a crowd up the street and hastened
to the spot to find a man lying on his
back on the walk, evidently uncon-
gcious, while the countryman was at
hand to explain: )

“You see, I told him he was mis-
taken, but he insisted, and when he
took me by the goatee what could I
do? Dear me, bat how it does embar-
rass me to enter a strange town and
knock a strange man head over heels.
Somé one pour water on him or blow
in his ear!"' —Detroit Free Press.

some spoons this

———

FOR OUR YOUNG FOLKS.

THE KIND WANTED.

‘There’s a junior partner wanted
By Will Succeed & Co.,

‘Who do a rushing business
'Way up on Fortune Row.

I've seen their advertisement—
“No capital required ;"

But boys with pluck and courage
Are just the kind desired.

They want a boy who has no fear
Of steady, plodding work,

Who does not wait for luck or fate,
Who scorns a task to shirk.

‘Who slowly, surely digs his way
Through problems hard a score,

And still has grit and courage left
To try as many more.

Who can view a two-foot column
Of figures undismayed,

And through a tough analysis
Or conjugation wade.

‘Who takes each schooltime lesson
And makes it all his own,

Thus laying up his future
On good foundation stone.

Who does not wait for help to come
From fairy, witch or elf,

But laying hold on “fortune’s wheel, ™
Turns it around himself.

And if it grinds and will not move,
‘With all his care and teil,

He rubs each shaft and gearing well
With * perseverance oil."

Who knows that luck is but amgyth,
And faith is but a nume,

That plod and push and patience
At last will win the game.

And lads like this are just the kind
For Will Succeed & Co.,
We are wanting junior partners
'Way up on Fortune Row.
—M. E. Sandferd, in Golden Days.

WINNIE'S ADVENTURE.

How She Was “Losted,” and How She
Was Found—A Good Lesson.

Little Winnie was fall of importance.
She was going to the eity for the first
time in her life, and she naturally felt
happy. It was the day before they
were going to start, and mamma was
packing. Winnie was trying to help,
but I am afraid her help was not very
acceptgble, for she wanted to take all
her toys., and when mamma wasn't
looking would run and throw a broken
doll or some other old plaything into
the trunk, and then mamma would
have to send her away, she bothered
her so.

At length the next morning came,
and then they were fairly in the train
and on their way to the city. Winnie
was a very active little girl, and so
full of mischief that mamma had to
watch her pretty closely. She would
persist in walking up and down the
aisle between the seats, wvainly trying
to keep her balanee, much to the
amusement of the passengers.

Arrived at the ecity, all was bustle
and noise, and great erowds at the de-
pot, so that Winnie was almost fright-
ened and kept tight hold of mamma’s
hand. They took a hack and went to
Uncle Fred's. Winnie was very much
pleased with the eity and wanted to go
out sight-seeing almost as soon as they
got into the house. Mamma was too
tired to go with her then, but she gave
her leave to go out on the lawn and
watch the people go by.

Winnie watched them some little
time,  standing out by the gate, and
then she thought she must take a little
walk herself. She said to herself: I
dess mamma won't tare, 'sides, she
won'tknow I'm doing’, an’ I tan det
bat, and her notknow, atall.” So she
opened the gate and went out She
walked along a little way. until she
came to a cross street, down which a
procession of soldiers were marching.
The band was playing, the soldiers
were all dressed im uniform and the
plumes in their hats were nodding in
time to the music.

Winnie thought she had never seen
any thing so pretty in all her life, and
in her excitement forget every thing
but how she wanted to see more of the
pretty soldiers, and followed them for
a long time, trying to keep step with
the music, and spatting her little hands
together in great glee.

She was so taken up with watching
them that she did not no‘iee how many
street corners she had turned, till she
happened to think if it was time to go
home. Then she turned around, going,
as she supposed, the same way she had
come. She walked and walked a long
time, trying to find the great white
church she remembered passing, but
she could not find it At Iast
she could not stand it any longer,
and bursting into tears, she sobbed,
*Oh dear! O mamma! I'se losted!"” So
she wandered about the streets, hun-
gry and tired, and sobbing very piti-
fully.

At Uncle Fred's they had just discov-
ered Winnie's absence. Mamma was
nearly frantic. Aunt Sue sent messen-
gers in all directions, and teld the po-
liceman to look for her.

In the meantime Winnie, so tired
and frightened she could gono further,
eat down on some steps that led to a
large public building. Pretty soon a
gentleman came along, and seeing her
gitting there and erying, stopped and
spoke to her.

“What is the matter, my little girl,
why are you crying?"’

*I’se losted, and I can’t find my way
home,”” answered Winnie, crying all
the harder.

“Well, well, don’t ery! We'll find
home if you'll tell me where it is"’
said Uncle Fred, for it was he. Winnie
had never seen her uncle to remember
him, so she didn't know who it was.
*] don’t know,"” was her reply; *I'se
comcd to see my Untle Fred an’ Aunt
Sue, an’' my name is Winnie Earle."

“Why, bless me!"” said Uncle Fred,
“it's my little niece, Winnie, as true
as I'm alivee. How in the world did
she come here?”’ And he took Winnie
up in his arms and carried her home.

Such joy as there was in the house
when he came! Mamma and Aunt
Sue nearly kissed her to death, while
Uncle Fred was explaining how he had
found her when he was coming from
his office. It was a good lesson for
Winnie, for while she staid in the eity,
not once more did she go out alene.
She always wanted mamma to go with
her, and take close hold of her hand.
“Tause,” she says, *I'se 'f'aid I8'all
det losted adain.’'—ZLewiston Journal.

—+] declare Mrs. Squildig isas pretty
as a picture,’”” remarked Mr. McSwil-
n. *“No wonder,’ replied his wife,
eshe is hand-painted.” —Piltsburgh

—Not % Complete Buccess.

“Everybody’s talking about cooking.
Mammareads books and thingsall about
Miss Parloa and Miss Corson. and says
I'm to be a good cook when 1'm older.
Papa wants me to be a useful woman,
and says every girl ought to learn to
cook.

«J think I'm old enough now. I'm
eight old. Ican cook some al-
ready. Bridget gave me some dough
the other day, and I made lovely little
biscuits withit. They were as light as
could be.

«And I helped her make a custard
for tea. I mean I was going to beat
the eggs for her, but I broke the bowl
they were in, and she thought she’d
better finished it up herself.

«It was a beautiful custard; yellow
down in the glass dish, and foamy on
top, just like snow heaped up.

“Susy Pratt came to spend the day
with me, and in the afternoon we
thought we'd go to the kitchen and
help Bridget. We went, but it was
Brildget’s afternoon out, and the blinds
were all shut, and the floor was scrub
bed up clean.

«I said: ‘Let's make a custard all by
ourselves!’ But Susy laughed, and
said I eouldn’t.  As if she knew any
thing about it! Of course I knew I
could, and I knew papa’d be very much
pleased if I made a custard for tea.

“I found a pan of milk, and set it on
the stove. Bridget had shut all the
dampers, but there was plenty of coal
in, so I opened them to make the stove
hot. I got some eggs.

“They didn’t seem to be the same
kind of eggs Bridget takes, for they
splashed about like every thing when I
broke them. They went on the floor
and on the table and en: my apron
when I broke tlem. and I know
Bridget's eggs didn’t do like that.

+] counldn't find the egz-beater, but
there was a thing tlhat looked very,
much like it, so I took that I let Susy
beat the eggs, and they splashed just
as bad as when I broke them.

“Then I went to get the otherthings.
I got sugar and butterrand eream tar-
tar and molasses, for L meant te have
it good.

“I asked Susy if thev put vinegar in
custards, but she didn't know,. but she
knew their Kate put vinegar ina good
many things. I heard papa say he
don't like things too sweet, so L put a
little—not more than half a temcup.
We put all the things in milk,. and me
and Susy watched. It didn't seem to
look like Bridget's custards. Susy said
their Kate stirred hers. 1 said, ‘Oh,
yes, so does Bridget.”

“] put in a spoon, but it wouldn't
stir nicely at all. 1t wasall hard and
sticky on the bottom, and when I tried
hard it splashed on the stove. And the
stove was red-hot, and it went spht
and sizzzz, and made a most dreadfui
smell.

*Then Susy said: ‘Stop;it's-getting
foamy now.” Itwas. It buibled and
foamed beautifully, but the next min-
utes that custard went right up to-the
top of the pan and ran all over the
stove. It sizzzed worse than ever, and
hopped about and sputtered, and' a
great black smoke went up to the-ceil-
ing.

I heard a great noise on the stuirs,
and mamma saying: ‘Is the house on
fire?” And grandma saying: ‘Bless
us! What's the matter? what's s the
matter?” And sister Lucy saying:
‘Phe-e-ew, what a smeil!” Then they
rushed into the kitchen, and Lney
opened all the windows., and mamma
pushed the custard onto the back of the
stove. It had been running overall
the time, but when shedid that it went
right down in the pan and there was
hardly any custard left:.

“Then mamma took a:cloth and toek
the pan and went to the door. I said,
‘You're not going to throw it out, are
you, mamma?' She said, ‘You: can
have it if you want it, Kitty.'

“I got a spoon and tasted it Susy
tasted it, too. Then we didn’t want
any more custard, but we both went
and got adrink of water. AndIdidn't
care a bit when mamma threw the
custard out.

**Lucy said it was the lnmp-chimney
cleaner 1 took to beat the eggs. But
she said it wasn't a bit of difference.”
— Youth’s Compamon..

—————————

A Story by Grandma.

Two pussies, Spot and Blackie, had
just stolen a great piece of cheese from
the pantry. *‘Let us carry it out te the
barn and eat it there,”” said Binekie.
So out they went

“Oh, how hungry I am!"" said Spot,
and she bit a great piece off one side.
“You greedy thing!" said Blackie,
“that's the part I was going to take.”

“Well, it's.mine as much as yours,"
said Spot.

With that she boxed Blackio™s ears,
and Blackie gave her a bad serateh on
the nose. And they fought till their
fur was very mauch tumbled, and the
cheese got on the floor.

Let's ask Judge Jocko ta divide the
cheese for-us,”" said Spot.

So they carried the checse to Judge
Jocko.

There he sat, in his wig and spoc-
tacles, looking very wise, and he
listened while the two eats told their
story..

«Q, yes, 1 will divide it,™ said he. So
he broke the cheese into two pieces,
and put ene piece into eaeh scale.

“This piece is u little too large,’”
said Judge Jocko; “T'1l bite off a bit to
make it smaller.”  So he did.

**Now the other piece is too lig,™
said Judge Jocko; and he bit a picce
off that, too, and weighed ths two,
pieces agnin.

So he kept on—first he weighed, and
then he bit, and thea he weighed, and
then he bit. The two Puassies began te
feel very uneasy. At last there was
only a small piece left. Jdadge Jocke
held it up and looked at it through his
glasses.

“This & mot much for two oats,”
said he, “not more than a hite. 1
guess I'll eat this myself.”” And hedid,

hAnd aoPaSpot u.;d Blackie lost thay
cheese.—Pamela MeA. i
Men end Women. e

—Nine tailors.:i'tti: said, will ma’
man. Whoever started this un::c:
ought to have finished. They will make

o man a pauper.—Burlinglon Freg




