. pours down one’s back in little plavful run-

" THIRD PART.

- A D

A MAN OF LETTERS,

One Day in the Life of a Uni-
formed Bearer of Good and

Evil Tidings.

A TRAVELING PHILOSOPHER

Who Has Daily Glimpses Into the
Romances of Real Life.

MISS MACHIAVELLIS' LITTLE SCHEME.

Tramping Through Rain and Med with o
Letier-Carrler—Lights nod Shadows of
Human Naiwre—The Girl Who Writes
for the Papers—A: an lisllan Bonrding
House—People Whe Are Hard to Please,
and Others Who Are Ensily Satisfied
—The Felon's Wife nnd Her Wearr
Watch.

(WHITTEX FORE THE DISPATCH.)

Every morning, as sure as the clock,
Soweoboedy bears the posiman’s knock.
—Engiiah Ballad

OME clever person
has discovered that
2’ the distance traversed
¢ by acity letter carrier,
in the coarse of an or-
dinary official life-
time, equals, if it does

Whether thiz be true
3 or false, it is at least
certain that s Pitts,

and the only safeguard against this
is to copy the denizens of the locality snd
eschew laundried shirts sltogetuner.

“aewspaper”’ letters come for Miss Machis-
velli, who manages to meet the post in

son every morning, The curious part of the
affair is thatall letters are in the same
handwriting snd bear the same postmark.

Gradually the rich streets become exhausted
The cook’s toothaches had all been inquired
after. The colored helps had made as much
fues as possible. were no more
glimpses of *‘madamoiselle en papiloties,™
or of moosieur in his dressing gown. Ms-
chinery began to whirr on every side, and
the eidewalks got muddier and more un-
pleasant. A German store was reached, and
an oblong business letter delivferedl. m‘fha
Germans, it appears, get very foew 1 H
hardly any from the Fgletherlsnd. In this re-
spect they differ vastly from the Italians
and Irish, )

On the way was an Italian bosrding
house, which gets some 200 letters per week.
A small army of Diegos and Luigis live

re, every man doing his own cooking snd
shifiing as best he ean. The courier was re-
eeived with o graceful bow from the chief
personage in the house, who took the mail
from his bands, and ed to read out
the numes on the envelopes. One handsome
voung fellow was knecling by the fire,
watching some stew or other, evidently not
expecting a letter. Suddenly the *'padrone™
culled out—*'Giovanni Battista Stovelli,”
or some such name.

The young fellow was on his feet in an
instant, his black eyes ablaze with light
He took the letter and put it gently to his
liLu. “Mis madre,” he said, showing his
white teeth in & happy smile as he went off
to read his mother's letter in some secluded
corner of hisowa,

NO GRUMBLERS HERE.

“Now,"” said the carrier, *“‘we are enter.
ing the Irish quarter. These Irish are the
best people in the world to get along with,
They're not particular whether you put the
letter under the door or over it. You may
leave it in the middle of the yard and they
won't complain.” The route lay down a
long narrow passage into an alley. The
rain had ceased by this time, but the water
from the roofs came trick‘ing down the
sooty surfsce of the bricks like tears down

the cheek of & coalbeaver. Unfortunately

a good many of these tears fall over the
immaenlate shirt bosoms of unwary visitors,
danger

The labor hud now commenced. To dis-

tinguish hous: No. 21 from house No,

.7 burg carrier tramps

}.: . —i through as many dif-
v . ferent degrees of tem-
/ perature, and endures

as many climatic changes, as ever did that |
most famous of all world walkers, the wan-
dering Jew himsell.

In the fierce heat of midsummer, or the
pipping cold of the winter months, the ear-
rier's work never slackens, never abates.
He splashes through rain-washed byways,
up to the ankles in grimy mud. The keen
winds of Januvary buffet his face, and pel’
him pitilessly with stinging sleet. The
snow crunches beneath his weary footsleps,
and =lips in af the crevices of his thickest
hoots.

But letter carying has its bright side, like
every other buman gecupation. To the
student of buman nature, the carrier’s route
supplies ingtances innumerable: There are
lstters for the plutoerat 1n his breakiast par-
lor, for the toiler in his attic. The carrier
passes from stately dwelling modelled in
the most oraate styles of Europe, to recking
shanties erected with an unhsppy disregard
of tLe prineiples of architecture and msthet-
ics. Consequently every phase of city lire
is seen by bim, and it is hisown fault if he
be not & philosopher.

TROUVBLE FOR THE CARETER,
A short ume ago a DISPATCH reporter

Mizs MachiavellTs Litlle Scheme.

set out, on the rounds, with an intelligent
earrier, The route selected embraced a
highly fashionable, and a decidedly unfash-
ionsble quarter of the town. There was no
epecial line between these two quarters, but
the one faded imperceptibly into the other
ss darkness into night.

First the aristocratic streets were covercd.
There was no emotion to be found there;
evervihing was conducted on the principle
whish puts grief away in the vest pocket
umtil it ean be indalged in without shock-
ing society, A fow of the idiosynerasies of
the proprietors, however, could be noticed
from the manner in which they wished their
letters delivered. Everyvbody had a special
way, and woe to the luckless carrier who
dares to disobey the commwand of the house-
holder in this respect. Oune gentleman pro-
vides a slot in his door; another hangs a
letter box in the outer hall, Others wish
their letters pushed under their doors;
others again like them thrown uver through
the transom. In some houses it is the cus-
tom for the carrier lo deseend the basement
steps and tap at the windows till someone
comes to take the letters. The postoffice
rule requires a wait of 30 seconds, but very
often thiz Iimit has 1o be exceeded. Ona
rainy day, waiting in the area is anything
but agreeable, for the water from the eaves

lets, and often there comes s small Niagara,
which knocks off oue's cap and suturates the
letters.

1o some of these houses the peaple offered
tea and cofiee o the carrier, but slack, he
had no leisure for these creature comforts.
Beer and whisky are often proffered him,
but the postal authorities strictly forbid the
use of drink, even on the coldest and wettest
days, Thoughk his very heart sosk in the
water, though his limbs be numb with eotd,
the carrier musi nol drink any stimulant
whatsoever. The day was rainy, so one
pretty maiden wanted the postman to bor-
yow her umbrella. He was obliged to re-
fuwe. “*Haven't hands enough for it, miss,*
be said, and wverily be had not. One arm
was occupied in embracing his mail, the”]
other in fending off the virulent attacks of
other umbrellas, which came hurrying op
the street, sweeping off hats, and poking out
eyes on their way.

SHE WEOTE FOE THE PAPERS,

Two or three gentlemen met the carrier in
mid-street and asked for their letters. It
must require long practice to enable a man
to recollect, precisely, everyone for whom
be has n commuuication, yet 1t is seldom
that the earrier makes s mistake. At first
they feel & littie awkward when thus sud-
denly socosted, but they quickly get used to
it w thing, Isard 0o ret:nmbcr in filw

: uarter, is what particular
Hone ladies ‘wish their billets-doux held
over for delivery. A fair eresture

ols oarrier, guite bi accident of

e, at the corner, Lchvf er home. She
sesumes sn expression of cousntensnce, al-
most Machisvellian in its capability to de-
ceive, snd SAyS: *0h, Mr. rrier, I am
writi

I don

An lalian Boarding House,

22 when the former is so wedded to its neigh-

bor that they seem to be one dwelling, isa
matter of extreme diffioulty. A good deal
of delicacy is necessary in the matter of se-
lection, as the lady who lives in No. 21 wiil
feel degraded if ““them folks next door" get
her letters, while on the other hand the fam-
ily st No. 22 regard the exterior of fheir
mansion as so much more respectable than
that of Neo. 21 that any mistake is looked
upon by them in the light of a direct in-
sult. The alleys are crossed by one or two
cansewsys of sound earth, but these are
hard to find and hard to follow. The greater
part o the surface consista of mud, beneath
which are various strata of stalks,
potato peelings and miscellaneous matter,
such as lobster ting and old boots, Yet in
the midst of all this dirt and disarray there
is bumsn nature in these allevs—joyous
spirits, deep feeling, honesty and industry.
These people live here but for a while. By-
und-by their natural qualities will carry
them to the surface out of these murky
depths. Their rise is only & matter of time.

THE LETTEE THAT NXEVER CAME.

At one of the houses a girl came out with
a wan, wistful face. ““Any letters for me?"”
she asked; and when answered in the B:EI-
tive, she bit her lip and turned away with &
lingering look st the carrier's face, as
though still in hope he might be mistaken.

“She has asked we that question every
day for the last three months,” the carrier
said. “I wish to heaven she would not look
st me like that; it freezes we up like. I al-
ways feel ashamed of myself when I have
to tell her that there are no letters for her."

It was the day for the delivery of the
Irish newspaper mail. There was a paper
for & Mrs, Doherty, who lived in & vard up
another alley. The carrier groped his way
up the narrow passage into the yard, and
eried out, “Mrs. Margaret Doherty."”

There was & dend silence, A lean, spite-
ful-looking eat came out of a8 back door,
and picked its way gingerly over the uncer-
tain surface. That was all. Again the ear-
rier eried, “Mrs. Margaret Doberty.”

This time an upper window was lifted,

The Felon's Wi/e,

and & voice was heurd to say: “Wait a
minit, can’t ye, till I make mysell dacent.”

Mrs. Doherty had both her hands up.
lifted, as though arranging ber bsir, und
she evidently spoke with a bairpin or two
in her mouth. After s while she came
down—a portly rubicund. body, with a
pleasant ﬁo;, tﬁlﬁnkdl Irish in its czul::-
teristics, Bhe too paper, opened the
wra and exclaimed: “Bhure it's the
Skibbereen Eagle; the same blessed puper,
Talk of rxxﬂ Duu‘-icw'm ;-m of
them rags. Give me the e xny day,”

A few more old country letters” and the
Irish mail was distributed. Some of the
communications were sl through the
apertures in broken win another was
thrown up to & man in an © story and
deftly caught in mid air. Then it became
time to make for the less interesting streets
anee more.

THE FELON'S WIFE,

**Why does that girl ask you so con-
stantly for le ' ssked the reporter
wlnnsnrimdud wall was reached, and
the earrier s few spare moments,

“I'll tell you,” remarked the sage dis-
tributor of pgood and ill, “she’s a felon’s
wife. Her was seatenced to prison

s few days after they were married. His
time was up three months ago, and ever
since she bas been expecting a letter from
him. 'pﬂ-mm the letter has never

And so'this poor heart eats itself away in
the dismal old
-:nlu"-lﬂnc patiently for

:

sights & carrier comes scross in his rounds,
Noue of them very dramatie—none of them
¥ emotional, because the emotion
and  the tragedy are not displayed
upon the doorstep. It is in her
lovely room that the poor wile weeps
for her recreant husband; it is in her cozy
kitchen, surrounded by her little clan, that
Mrs. Doherty reealls old places, and
chuckles over old names, ns she resds the
veracious pages of the Skibbereen Eagle.
The rich man receives his bad news in his
study, among his books and papere. None
can see the weak side of his character, there;

he may be just as pathetic as he pleases,
But even trom the outside view of these,
the carrier guesses what goes on within,
Thst is why he is a philosopher.

8o let him tramp bis way through every
street and alley in this city of iron. Let
him bring news of death or of ruin to one
household—news of fortune or joy to an-
other. Under his rough gray clothes he has
n good heart and true; but circumstances
bave made him a philosopher,

BRENAN,

POCKETS FOR POKER DECKS,

Convenlent Receptncles In Which Extra
Cards May be Hidden,

Chicago Mall,2

“I don’t remember exactly what it was,
but I know I was telling a poker story when
the tailor said:

“ ‘By the way, do you want any poker
pockets in this suit?’

“] looked at him rather inquiringly and
said:

** ‘Poker pockeis?”

"% ‘Yes,’ he said, ‘pockets for poker.’

“I told him I didn't know what he meant,
He laughed, and said:

“'l mean special pockets for playing

ker.
m"l told him I had never heard of such a
tb_i;g and asked him to explain. Then he
said:

“‘I make clothes for a number of solid
business men and the club men who like 10
play poker, They also like to win—mont
poker players do. BSo I make special pock-
ets in Eiﬂ'etent parts of their clothing, just
big enouch to hold a playing card.  For
one man I make a pocket in the night leiof
his trousers about midway between his hip
and his knee. The opening of this pocket
is in the seam and 1s not discernible, and as
the man plays along and gets a card that 18
likely to prove usetul, he guickly buries it
in this pocket by a dexterons move, which
he bas practiced till he has it pat, and when
he needs this particular eard, z springs it
and scoops the pot,

* ‘For another customer I make & pocket
i:‘the top of the lefi coat sleeve at the
o .J "

K0T MUCH OF A FELLOW.

A Hoosler Farmer Thivks Christopher
Colombus Dide't Amount to Much,
New York Sun.]

“‘On my last trip through Indiana,* said
8 New York drummer the other day, “threa
or four of us put in & night at the tavern in
asmall town. It was kept by a areadfully
innocent-looking old chap, and in order to
guy him a bit the boys put him on thatI
was Christopher Columbus, the discoverer
of America. The old fellow gave me con-
siderable attention, fixed up the best room
in the house and introduced me to his aged
wife. Next morningas Isat on the veranda
smoking a cigar he came along and queried:

“Let’s see, W hat did you do?"

“Discovered America,” I soberly replied.

uoh' ’u.n

He looked disappointed as he went away,
and in sbout ten minates he returned to say:

“I've had it all wrong about you."

QIHO'?I}

“Why, I kinder bad it that you was from
Washington, and I was thinkiug you might
get my boy Sam into some office.”

“No, I'm pot.”

“You are only Christopher Columbug?”

“That's alL.”

*all you ever did was to discover Amer-
ica?”

“That's alL.”

“Humph! I'll have to charge you extra
for them three biled eggs this morning, and
the old woman thinks she cught to have an
extra quarter for making real coffes for you.
You orter told me last night that you didn't
amount to nuthia’l”

KOVEL PISCATORIAL CONTESTs,

How Pegged-Down Maiches Are Conducted
by New Orleans Anglers.
New York Bun.)

In New Orleans the anglers amuse them-
selves with competitive fishing contests; the
like of which are known nowhereelse. They
are called “pegged-down matches” The
method of conducting them is as follows:
Two fishermen of repute choose sides com-
posed of not more than 20 persons each. The
day for thematch having been decided opon,
lots are drawn for positionson & certain long
bridge. Each man has & number marked
upon o stick, which is nailed to one of the
piles of which the structure is built. When
once assigned 1 a place an angler cannot
move & greater distance than 30 feet either
to the right or the left,

The fishing commences at an early hour
of the morning and continues throughout
the day. The worth of the fish is given
in figures from 100 down to 5  The
tarpon is marked at the highest number
down to sorts of the smallest value. The
contest is decided not mocording to the
amount of fish taken, but in relstion to
their excellence as exp in numerals,
The defeated party at the close of the con-
test gives a supper to the couquerors, No
New Orleans angler has as yet taken a
tarpon, ealled there silver fish, with a rod.

With BEegard te the Unities.

His Pet Waiter (to Monsieur Rapierre, the
sword swallower)—Ah, my dear mongienr,
bon jour. 1 have you made a sandwescli

that never comes, Such are ::_ of the |

to-day to 5o best of
Fdge, R T

IS SOCIETY CORRUPT?

Ella Wheeler Wileox on Our Bocial | wish th

Weaknesses and Defeets.
CITY AND RURAL LIFE COMPARED,

Things Wherein American Bocial Life is a
Little Loose.

THE WORST MAN THE POETESS EVER MET

[WRITTEN FOR THE DISPATCH.]

It is only the rustie, the dyspeptic, or the
deolasse man or woman who is forever talk-
ing of the “corruption™ of society. Many
excellent people, whose lives have been
passed entirely in rural places, imagine the
society of large towns o be a hotbed of im-
morality and godlessness.

People who have striven vainly for social
place and failed to find the open sesame are
often loud in their denuneiations of the suc-
cessful, and are wont to compare society to &
whited sepulcher. But the eosmopolitan,
obfrvant being, with & good circulation,
knows that human nature is the same the
world over, and that everywhere is the same
mixture of good and evil.

During a month I once passed in a re-
mote and sparsely settled country place, I
heard of more immoral actions among the
quiet denizens than I had heard in two years
in the largest city of Americs. Yet should
one take the trouble to select at random, in
the most respectable part of the city, the
same number of human beings, it is wholly

robable that an equal number of e%uenlly
immoral, if less vulgar actions could be re-
coun

The whirl and rush of city life seems slike
nneconducive to great thoughts and small
gossip, but the morals of people are very
much the same mixture of good and bad in
all civilized communities,

I think the repression of country life as
often brings latent propensities for evil to
the surface, as the temptations of city life.
One of our smaller towns has been prolific
in the product of adventurous women, who
have nchieved notoriety in the divoree
courts; and it is a carious fact that few of
the great ndventuresses of the world's his-
tory were born or bred in large cities, Baut,
whether in town or country place, he who
secks shall find that which be secks,

AN EASY THING TO FIND.

The man or woman who sets forth on a
iuu‘. of evil is sure to find it. Barly inlife

realized that there was more pleasure to be
derived from cbserving
consequently sought an
in abundanee about me.

It is the crude idea of the youthful mind
that the world is divided into two armies—
the good and the bad—one clothed in dark-
ness upon lh: tf‘&d mi:: ‘i!nud]gmuh ?tl; light
upon the ri 0 on to
efcoh olher.g As we mix wiu:’th: P::rld this
illusion vanishes, for we find the two armies
clothed in the e hebiliments, mixing
together amicably, and the deadly battles
are fuug&lt, silently and out of sight in each
human heart, between right and wrong.

A great native virtue, planted too gener-
ously in & human heart and deprived of
carelul cultivation, often degenerates into a
rank viee, and the world not infrequently
mistakes & sterile and idactive nature for
one of great chastity and selt-denial. The
summer sunlight is beautiful and beneficent,
but it is as prone to produce bugs as butier-
fies, weeds as ferns, while the winter sun

roduces neither, Yet the summer sunlight
ot more use to us than winter's chill rays,
despite the bugs and weeds, A wise gar-
dener uproots the one snd kills the mischiey-
ous insects.

There is no more godliness in negative
foodnea than there is heat in winter sun-

ight, whieh does not}produee bugs or weeds
aimp‘ly because it hag not power enough to
warm anything inte being, and not from an
inherent objection to weeds or bugs,

Absolute virtue is that which seethes with
active impulses and is forced by will and
reason into unselfish channels.

A REAL BAD MAN,

The worst wan I ever knew had no vice,
He attended church and broke no command-
ment and indulged in no excesses. Yet he
nagged his wife and children to the grave,
and destroyed every flower of pleasure
which l&mg up by his hearthstone, and
ruined the tender young lives about him
with the unpeasing tempers of & household
tyrant and petty demon.

Disagreeable tempers and uneontralled
nervous dispositions ruin more homes shan
drink or vice. A fault-finding or sareastic
tongue in o family eircle drives more men
and women to evil than original sin. A
lady said to me onee: “I demand good
manners before good morals from my ac-
quaintances. Bad morals can be hidden,
bad manners cannot.”

I think I would demand good motives
first of all, since morals would of ne-
cesaity eénsue; and he whose motives were
truly good must, too, desirenot o give
oftense by bad manners, and so all three
virtues would be his.

Were I o select the ome good quality
which is mosl indispensable to me in an in-
timate friend,’] would without hesitation
say sincerity. No matter if she be bright,
gitted, refined, smisble and witty, l'ulf of
apprecistion and affection, yet an insur-
mountable wall stsnds between my heart
and hers if she be not sincere in small mat-
ters and in great,

“Come and see me soon,” I said to a
friend one day, who stepped off a carasI
stepped on.

1::‘.":-, to-morrow or mext day," she re-
pli

In consequencs I sta: indoors duri
both days, missing & dn’:glnna Iunuha:nf
which I declined because I felt that my
share in the engagement necessitated my
remsining at bome during the specified 48
hours,

Bhe did not come, nor did she send an
apology. Bhe bad spoken from the lips
only, and she had supposed my invitation
WaS & rnreg polite one, which would be
saii with & speedy promise and tardy
tulfilment. Buta finecodeof honorin these
small matters permita no carelessness of
invitation or reply.

If I say to a friend in passing, ““Come
around and see me to-morrow,” it is my
duty to remain at home during that day, or
to send word if o to go out, We
have no right to say these thingson im-
pulse, and waive the responsibility

they incur,
of moral worihlessness and irre-

an evil, and
found it existing

It savors
ility,
A WANT OF SINCERITY.

Ionce knew & gentleman who was prone
to make cordial hes to people in whom
he really felt no interest. In a publio con-
veyance one Saturday morning he encount-
ered an acquaintance from & neighboring
city, who was Journeying to another State
in company with his wife. Now, my friend

had but slight sequaintance with the couple,
and really felt no especial for them;
but with an effusive air he sm: and said:

“1 wish yon were not obliged to hasten on
your way, we should be delighted to have
you stay over Bunday with upa.” To his
utter pmazement the couplevonferred to-

gether and soccepted his invitation with
thanks.

When he arrived home with hum‘l:-
e

Servas 5 Mllhay R, (it e pmse of
o
ngers woula usterly spoil
dinner to w
& few intimate friends on

ford.
ory earth made ask those
) buavhl#:;"uhi the

tones,
r dreamed they would sc-

Sy loviaions e

iyl

cause the

not to 1
ey 8 are expected fo acoept

expanding minds of children

spurions
are matters requiring several gen-
erations to reciify, and human beings grow
more moral in tendency with every century.
The passions of men and women are vast
emotions, which only the Creator and time
can control and improve. The most strictl
educated and carefully trained men
women sometimes become the most immoral
in after life, and in our sesrch for
whether in our own hearts or our neig llm
we are conatantly su stumbling
upon hidden propensities for evil. We are
all working out toward something higher,
But as we f. we might help the growing
generation by teaching it to be sincere above
all things, and strictly sccurate in keepinz
its word. Erra WHEELER WILCOX, '

CABTLE OF THE DOUGLASES,

Now the Property of Sir Hero Dalrymple,
of the Court of Sesslons.

October Harper's.y

Bat now, as we turn our back on the
Bass, another ruined casile, grander and far
more massive and lofty than Dirleton, fills
the eye. On a lofty jagged eliff that seems
to run out into the sea, and is washedon
three sides by its waters, slands ihe far-
famed castle of Tantallon. S8ir Walter's
giuzriptinn c!:fi}in."ltu?.ion," if 3&1‘1‘1"

ghest styleo & won
correct wo?d-pictg:.w’fhe origin of Tlll{
tallon Castle, the renowned stronghold of
the Douglases, is unkoown. For centuries
it was the great citadel of the family on
the east of BScotland. Its situation was
80 remarkable, the structure so strong, and
the means of defense so skillful, R
seemed to defy military attack. In 1479 the
bcm‘:ﬁol North ck and the castle of
Taatallon having been fortified some time
before by the Earl of DouEIu, were given
by | James IV. to the Earl of the
famious ““Bell-the-Cat” of Scottish :
who figures in “Marmion’ as the lord of
the plaece,

iob) »'dlogs by King James V. ot the
L] 4 piege by ames V., but

Kipg was unsble to take if. In 1639, how-

b  Cromwsl] m.bule:ed it,and

mwell's

nff a feeble defense it was taken again.

Alout 150 years ago the castle became the

riperty of Sir Hew Dalrymple, Lord Presi-

t of the Court of Session, in whose family

ite*.lll remains,

| LUNATICS AND LEGISLATORS,

of the Unfortunates Thinks There's
Littlo Differonce Between Them.

ofthe fair unfortunates, to whom he was
uced:

1 don’t remember having seen you hers

re,” said she. “How long have you
in the asylum,”

#Oh, 1 only came down yesterday,” said
gentleman, “asone of the ve
mittee.” .

*‘Of course,” returned the lady. *““How
dupid Iam | However, I kuew you were
tither an inmste or a member of
lature the moment I looked atyou. But
/how was I to know? It is difficult fo tell
jwhich?"

A 6-YEAE-OLD PHILOLOGIST,

the Use of Words,
Kew York Sun.)

A bright and interesting 6-yearwold girl
in Boston has been the esuse of a philologi-
cal diseussion somewhat wider than most
6-year-olds generally arouse, She persists in
using the terms one-th, two-th and three-th,
instead of first, second and third, and when
her elders try to convince her of her error
she ehuts themup with the retort that it is
L]ut as proper o s8y one-th as to say fourth,

th or sixth.

The matter of enphony doesn’t seem to
have been considered much in such disens-
sion'as Boston folk have had on the nb{eu
and many of them want to know if the chil
is not more right than wrong. They think
our language is not properly elesr, and that
absurdities are tolernted from a conserva-
tive notion that it would be harmful to
eradicate them.

TIED T) THE DOOR BELL,

Nevel Scheme to Preveat n Youngster From
Wanderlag Away From Home,
Detroit News.]

A B-year-old youngster living of High
street is in the habit of making exoursions
down town every time he has an opportunity
of getting out of the house. As his sojourns
are unattended and,as far as his ts are
concerned, unannounced, they Ku 00CA~
casioned the latter no end of aunxiety.

Rcundz. however, the young adventur-
er's papa hit upon a to check these
undesirable wanderings. One end of a
clothes line about 30 feet 1n length was
fastened to the front door bell, and the
other end secured about the youngsier's
waist, and thus be is allowed to plsy about
the front yard. If he tries to getawaya
ring of the door bell exposes his guilty ¥n.
f.anEltrnl. It’s pretiy hard on tihe bell, but
it saves his parenis a good desal of anxiety,

EVADING THE MAIXE LAW,

Wiges nod Liquors Charged 1o Hotel Gueats
ns Deep Son Baths
Boston Post.? ,

I heard a few days ago of an ingenious
device which the proprietor of 8 hotel 10 a
seashore resort on the coast of Maine em-
ploys to cover up his sale of an article
which the law prohibits him from serving
to his Tl
eently left the hostelry, on calling for his
bill was surprised to see s charge for “deep
sen baths.”

As the guest had not induolged in this
lnxur&v and could not understand why it
should be charged in the ball if hnhul{ho
inquired of the elerk what this item meant.
He w:;;u;d ih;t it eoviandnr:ir:: and lig-
uors, n casa it to olaret
which be bad taken with his meals,

A Rocky Phvslognomy,

Th HUGKmi

| the soil which covered

A Littlo Boston Girl Arguos’ Loarnedly on |

A Boston gentleman who re- [ €

WILLIAM J. FLORENCE.

up with fine residences. Between
times of these two conditions it had a
riod of occupation by small gardeners
others who ived in the humbler kinds
homes, some of which were mere huts on
rocks, The grading of the streets left someof
these structures at a conspicuous elevation,

Eve
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and the artists of the magaszines snd the
other illustrated perlodicals were of
sketching these picturesque views. The

ers of the land. But there came a pointin
the extension of the eity’s builded limits
when, by means of a city ordinance, these
objects were swept out of existence.

The early moon of an August evening was
shining on Elmwood Hill and was favors-
bly lighting it up as a remarkably close re-
semblance of & rural scene in Ireland. On
the shelving rock stood two cabins, com-
posed of & miscellaneous collection of ma-
terisls, yet formed into a rude semblance of
cottages. Vines covered some of the lack of
architecture, and the moon was not severe
in exposing the pointsof ngliness.
leaned agains: each other, back to back,
though for mutual support,
scious of its own structural
sty was close by, and a pen for goats,
small paiches of garden

”

stone, Up the ledge a
means of an in

board-built steps, from the strest to
cabins, Upthhwnteliulndl
in uniform. He had been detailed to
notices of ejestment to the inhabitants of

Shantytown, as the neighborhood was
commonly ealled, and his day's fask
had reached into the evening, end-
ing with this visit fo
of the O'Rourkes and

The occasion was,

an evigtion in Ird::d?.‘ll'in
lenty of warning, however,

helim O'Rourke, smoking in

door, saw an officer ap
the errand belore it

EUCCERS,
realizing simple plans
himself and his wife, he gave his thoughts

g8

¥

almost it not quite irrational philosop!
ing. It was

erent with his son, Donnell
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pretiy as the flowers,
nmhﬂyuﬁu,
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o e PR “Run into the house, my darlings,” mid
O'Rourke, a handsome young fellow, who business. Come here, |
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oined him, His hair bad the anburn of
reland in its elose-cropped efforts to be
curly; his face bore the open good humor of
his race; in a peasant costume, instead of
the clothes of & New Yorker, be would
2:;:” i;nke;lllllka a r;::dl.al e ;blmb of a
+" but his tongoe e brogue of
his native land, for he had em in
chilihood, Even his father's Irish speech
was but faintly characteristie, as he handed
the document to Donpell, and him
what he thought of that.

“I think it is time we quit the shanty and
the rock anyhow,” was the spirited reply.
“I'm earn ;lm’ "l: lawyer’,
clerk, and in a year I' a lawyer my-
self, If von can somehow bring in as
much, father, we can afford to live in better

The one lacking thing to complete the
Irish-American scene nf-enNLma n:z
colleen, and she came into it fromr the
dence of the Beggs, Wi

with dark lashes, had Nora
elear white of her cheeks was free
the stipple of. an engraved
mmedlyvunm by two or three
Donnell, who was
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Elmmdu'm. Close (h'eﬁeu there bad M-.I:;?

she and Donnell been, and eloser yet hiad | before, and w.

their hearis become. When she was told | death ‘most
that the eviction was a cerfainty, and there- | priestiy the very
upon Donnell asked her h“&ﬂﬁh& - ment
she blushed s little, but took his arm, You'll ¢
it was evident that their con would -ﬂ
relate to the question of & home, |
Even the belim O'Rourke bis nrms,
vaguely understood that as he watched hat

them out of sight.
‘W hile Phelim O’ Rourke was still meditat-
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