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NOBLESSE OBLIGE.

Edith M. Thomas, in Manhattan for November.

Ye climbers rest not when ye gain

The sightly ground above the plain;

Far up the mountain’s ancient snow,

We wait to seo your signal glow; -

Now s})ood, ‘since all return is vain,

If, looking downward, ye wore fain

In the sweet valley to remain,

A voico would warn you from below—
- Noblesse oblige! .

Ye burden-bearers, that sustain,
. And give no sign of cark or pain,
+¥n you their loads will many throw, -
Make broad your shoulders; blessings go
With thoso who help the moiling train—
. Noblesso obliga!

I o -

My houso, like that of the American
pitriot ininbRalized in “Martin  Chuz-
Zlewit,” is 1ot “beyond the setting sun”
~—that is to say, in the uttermost' re-
gions of Western Manchester—but there
was a time'when it ‘wss situated at the
‘opposite extremity of Cottonopotis, from

" which T fled, for réasons to be hereafter
" stated, with'the feeling that I could not:

Put too great a distance between my-
self and it, . My former habitation was
asemi-detached villa (of which I was also
the proud proprietor) in Paradise Row.
My occupation lay in the town, but it

- had, in trith, but small charms for me.

It was there I made the wax from whioch

- X derived the major. portion-of my in<

come, but'my honey—and I was a very
busy bee .at that .time—wus made at
homo after office hours, ¢till, indeed, by
the pen, but in & very different:fashion.
My soul was devoted to literature, and
all-the timo that I could spare from
Messrs. Bale and Crop, cotton corner-
ers, was given to composition. Except
for the interval consumed in getting
home, I might indeed have been said to
have stepped from my high stool on to
the back of Pegasus, which took me
flights which lasted from seven' o'clock
to ten. Fii=s
Let me hasten to say that this expres-
sidn is metaphorical. As a man who is
still connected (at all events on one side)
with business I should be sorry to have
it supposoed that I ever wrote peotry.
No, it was only prose, though' prose (if
I may be permitted to say so) of a high
order. I wrote stories for the maga-
zines, and leading articles for'a local
newspaper or two—what, in short, may
be fairly calléd imaginative - literature.-
Ihad a young wife and a growing fam-
ily, and the addition I thus made to my
official income was very welcome, yet
not moreso than the work itself. With
my quill pen in my hand—1I could nev-
er use a steel one, such as sufficed me
in the eity, for these flights--my knees

in there snug haven under my writing
table, and a good stock of ideas in my
head to draw upon, I felt as happy as a
king. Itisa modest pleasure, known
to few and envied probably by none,
but, believe me, there is none more sat-
isfying or supreme.

When our little children had been
put to bed my wife used to come down
and sit with me, occupying herself with
needlework. It was understood that

. {tike a ghost) she was not to speak un-

leas she was spoken to, lest she should
interrnpt the flow of composition. I
ocould trust her for that, implicitly.
There are some good women who can
never keep silence when they work for
two consecutive minutes, but must be
always making some mutterei observa-
about their stitches. Clementina was
not one of that sort, which was fortu-
nate for both-of us.

There might have been two opinions
(that is, my opinion and that of other

ple) ad to whether my work may
K::o been of a meritorious or valuable
kind, but, such as it was, it required
} - fetsilenes. If there was the least
w - aeoul flying out from the fire,
a door banging in the attics—all was
over with me;1f a nightingale had be-
gun to sing in the back garden, I shonld
have been paralyzed; our two maid
servants always went about during
thosc hours of composition in list slip-
pers. ;

For a month after my purchase of
Ed>n Lodge, Paradise Row, the house
in no way belied its name; but in the
filth week the serpent raised its head
among the flowers, and hissed out:
*‘Sir, you are mistaken about the name
of your residence, thisr is Purgatory
Villa.”

It was about 7:15 P, M., and I had
a8 usual sat down alone to my beloved
occupation, when from the party wall
at which my desk was placed there is-
sued forth a bang ns if a cannon had
gone off, followed by three or four
sbrill explosions, such as are caused
by rockets. For a moment I really
thought they were rockets, and that the
sticks had penetrated my brain, which
indeed was scattered in- all directions.

My faithful wife who had felt the
shock in the nursery,,rushed down
stairs, and was'at my side in an instant.
As she entered the room the hideous
cannonade was resumed, and with such
effect that the hearth brush fell down
(stunned) in the corner of the fireplace,
and the top-of my ink bottle shut of
ftself with a click.

“Merciful heavens.”
is it ?"

“I feared it would annoy you,” began
Olementins, in#rembling tones.

“Annoy me! It hasdestroyed me,” I

I cried, “what

exclaimed. “Not another line shall I
Bt% :ble to write to-night. ‘What is
1 : &y it

“My dear Oharles, I am sorry to say
it is the daughter of ourneighbor, Mrs.
Brown, who has just come homs from
gchool,-and is practicing ‘The Battle of

rague.’ Jemima, 'whom we took with
Edeh Lobdge, you know, says she "does
it all through the holidays. The fool-
ish ‘girl never ‘said & word about it, or I
Aam‘sure you wéuld'never - have bought

‘house.” b th c 2

~: “But'do you mean to say this is to go
on always, always?” T exvlaimed des-

‘| pairingly. “Hark at it1": . iz

A RIGHTEOUS RETRIBUTION.

-: It:was like' 'a :magnificent: pyrotech-
nie display without the:fireworks. - No

‘but a fiend counld haye inflicted it.

“It “goes on, Jemimafsys.” replied
my wife despondingly, ¥f
from seven to ten; only om Sundays she
pl%y; sacred musie., ... . .

1 am not a passionate person, but I
am ‘impatiént, and 4f at'‘that moment T
could have got.at that girl next door, I
believe, notwithstanding hér sex, her
age, and her piefy, that I should have
strangled her. The question was nob
one to be put aside or debated about for
an#instéit, and T sat down at once and
wrote to Brown (as well as that infernal
m%lody would permit me) a Jletter of
courtéous remonstiance. L wason some-

thing “more than speaking terms with
him, and believed him to be on the
whole a good-natured fellow, but I had
‘n suspicion.that he had a termagant for
o wife. Mrs. Brown laced too tightly

not to have's teniper; but still she must
havo a woman's heart beating some-

where, and surely in a Christian country
—but I anticipate— if that can be call-

ed anticipation which is the very reverse

of what one has ventured to expect.

My letter ran as follows: -

Dear MRr. BRowy: In thus address-
ing myself-to you, I'know T am relying
upon our relations as_ friendly neigh-
bors, and by no means urging a legal
right. In the eye of the law an English-
man’s ‘house is his castle, and he can,
i1 he pleases, fire royal salites from his
battlements night and day. Unfortan-
ately, Iam so constituted that noise
utterly destroys my power to do literary
work, in which (as you are aware) I am
of necessity engaged from seven to ten
every evening. Your dear little daugh-
ter’s. piano playing is quite wonderful
for her age-—[this was very true; no
fullgrown demon, Ishould have thought
far less an imp of her years,could have
created suclédiscord]—but if you would
kindly contrive that she should pursue
it during the daylime instead of be:
tween the hours nforesngl, you would
lay me under'an eternal obligation.

Awaiting your kind consent, for which I
thank you beforehaud, )

Iam yours truly ‘
: CHARLES JoxEs.

I was in such a state of anxiety and
excitement, the hideous cannonade
continuing &1l this time without
one instant’s cessation, that I wrote up-
on the envelope ‘‘Bearer waits;” and
bade my messcnger bring back the an-
gwer. Itcame quickly enough, but put
an end to my suspense ouly to substi-
tute for it an agony of despair. It was,
as I guessed in a moment from ‘the
handwriting, all sloping like the ears of
adonkey in a state of obstinacy, the fe-
male Brown who addrdssed me as fol-
lown: - g
DEAR Smr: My husband is from home, but
your application i8 one of which I haveno hesi-
tation in answering in his name in the nega-
tive. You are, as you very properly remark,
urging no legal claim whatever, and’you must
forgive me for adding that your request is pre-

osterous. It 18 not convenient for my daugh-

r to pursuo her musical studies except be-
tween seven and ten, tJ which hours as here-
to-fore she will confine them. Yours truly,

ABIGATL BROWN.

Late as it was I clapped on my hat,
repaired to the house agent of whom 1
had purchased Eden Lodge, and pro-
cared from him an advertisement board,
which I stuck ap on a pole in front of
the house that very night: “This villa
residence to be sold, with immediate
possession; no reasonable offer will be
refused.”

After that I walked about the streets
till ten o'clock, and returned home a
little comforted. My wife assured me
that the noise had ceased precisely at
that hour, but the echoes of it seemed
to be still ringing through the house; I
felt that I was on the brink of a nervous
fever,and wrote to my employers to say
that my return to business must for the
present be uncertain. I intended to
stop at home de die in diem, (antil sev-
en o'clock,) 82 as to miss no chance of
any one calling to bid for it, till that
house was disposed of. S

The very next morning a card was
sent in to me with “Mr. Joseph Plum-
lin” on it. He was a thickset man of
by no means aristocratic appearance,
but I welcomed him as if he had been
one of the royal family. His manner
was curt in the extreme, but I thought
he looked an honest man, and the city
side of my character assured me at the
first glance that he was the sort of per-
son who means business.

“I see this house is to sell,” he said.
“I am a builder, and I know whena
house is worth buying; if we can come
to terms I mean to buy Eden Lodge;
now what do you want for it?”

I mentioned the sum I had fixed upon
as & reasonsble one, but in truth, I
would gladly have taken half the money
rather than not have got the place off
my hands.

“Too much,” he said, shaking his sol-
id head—“too much by a hundred
pounds.” P

If Thad been aFrenchman I should
have got up and kissed him on both
cheeks; being an Englishman (with
half my time devoted to the main
chance,) I concealed my joy and shook
my head almost ay resolute ly as he had
done, “Thehouse is cheap,” I said, “at
the sum I have put upon it.”

liluman being gould -stamd it; no' é6iie:

or. 8ix wdeks'

- —re

“No doubt it is; I know that as well

cooly. “Buta man don’t put ‘with im-
mediate possession’ on his notice board
unless he has reasons for wanting to
quit. Now, look here, I am a man of
action.” [Iam sorry to say he used an
aspirate.]'. “I am always for setting
matters off the reel. T will split the
difference betwoen ms, and give you
your money ‘less £80. I'll draw you a
check for’’it'if you like, this very mo-
ment.” . And he actually produced from
his breast pocket. a Iargeand greasy
check-book, and threw it open like a
front ‘door. .

“My dear Bir,” I answered with effu-
sion, “there is no need to be so precip-
itate; a letter from your lawyer to-
morrowi will be quité’sufficient, but”on

yours.” | e 0

“By ‘immediate possession’ I under-
stand'that I can conie'in at once,” pur-
sued Mr. Plumlin—" say in a week ?”

I nodded assent: I could hardly pre-
vent myself from saying. ‘Come this
evening,” which would have been fatal
indeed; if he had heard that piano, the
bargain would.surely have been off at
once. I felt that, since he was coming
to live in the house himself, I was about
to take his money under false pretenses;
for the poor fellow was looking forward
to “a home!” Still, the city side of my
character reminded me that my first
duty was#o myself—and I performed
it

Having made ‘inqniries about Mr.
Plumlin which couvinced me to his sol-
vency, I went out that very day to look
for a new house, and fortunately found
one, this time, you may be sure, “ a de-
tached residence.” Within a week we
had “‘shifted,” bag and baggage, to my
intense relief; every night, in the mean-
time was made hideous by that dreadful
child’s piuno. I should have thought
nothing could have been worse than her
tunes, but the serpent of Paradise Row
had more terrible things in store—on
alternate nights she plaved her scales.

II.

Six months afterward, on getting in-
to an omnibus on my way home from
the town I found myself next neighbor
to Mr. Plumlin. He recognized me at
once, though,'in any case, I think I
should have spoken to him. One al-
ways feels a little constraint with the
stranger to whom one has sold a house
ora horse. We know 'its little imper-
fections, which the ' other gentleman
does not till he has bought it; and
though there had been nothing particu-
larly wrong about Eden Lodge, I felt
that as aresidence (even independent
of its musical neighbor) it was not
faultless.' I took the bLull by the horns,
however, and at once observed, “I hope
you like your house, Mr. Plumlin ?”

“Yes,” he replied quite naturally
(thereby lifting quite a load from my
porhaps too tender conscience,) “I am
not one in any case to cry over spilt
milk, or to complain of a ecompleted
bargain; besides, beipga builder, you
see, why of course I did not éxpect per-
fection. There’s a little damp in the
front attic [there was,] but I flatter my-
self I know how to treat it; I'ye just
given it a'coatt of Paris cement and
that’ll soon be all right.”

I said to myself, “I'll back the damp,”
but did not pursue the subject. The
whole topic of Eden Lodge was a del-
icate one, still'T could not conquer my
curiosity to know how he had exorcised
that musical little fiend next door; that
he hud done it somehow I took for
granted, or he would never have looked
80 cheerful.

“And how do you like your neighbors,
Mr. Plumlin ?”

“Oh, pretty well—not, indeed, that I
know much of. them.” Then, as if
moved by an afterthought, he added,
“To be sure, there’s that Brown; he’s a
queer one. What do you think he’s
been doing, or rather his people, for
I l,)'elieve his wife was at the bottom of
it. %

“Now,” thought I to myself, “it's
coming; Plumlin has had the benefit
of that piano.” T replied, however,
with a blush Istrove in vain to conceal,
that I could not possibly guess what
Brown had)» een doing.

“Well, the fact is I've a large family,
most of them girls, so of course they
are all for music; they practice on the
piano—one or other of them—mostly

all day long, as is only natural. Why
shouldn’t they ?”
“Why indeed!” I echoed. Anunholy

joy began to fill me. I began to think
that all the poets and moralists have
taught us about the retribution that
awaits the wicked even if this world
might not be without foundation.

“Just 80,” he continued contemptu-
ously, “and yet this man, or his wife,
for it looks like a woman’s hand, had
the impuJience to write to me one morn-
ing. I've got it somewhere,” he ob-
served parenthetically, bringing about
forty letters out of his breast pocket
and selecting one after an animated
search ; yes, here 1t is.”

He read the letter aloud in the om-
nibus, with many interpolations and in-
terjections of contempt and wrath.

““DEAR MB. PLUMLIN: -

[*‘It was like her impudence to begin ‘dear-
ing’ me, just because she wanted something,
but she little knew J. P.”] “In thus address-
ing mysel! to you, I am relying upon our rels-
tions as friendly neighbors, and by no means
urging a legal riﬁht.

[f‘h?l right, indeed, I should think not; I
should like to see her trying~le$tl rights with
me upon a matter of that kind! ']E

“In the eye of the law an Englishman's
house is his castle, and he can, if he pleases
fire royal salutes from its battloments ghhml
day. fwm, of coursehecan.] Unfortunately,
my wife is 8o constituted that noise—such as
constant piano playing—"

“Now did you ever hear such athing
as that?” inquired Mr. Plumlin, laugh-
ing wildly. “As if Thad anything to do
With his wife’s constitution. . Well to

cut a long story short, the lady objected

you—indeed a deal better,” he answered | Mrs.

‘the terms you mention, -the honse is-

: : $ S 3

to_‘noise;’ not very obmplimentpr{, suld
aying

gt’s her
you ev-

. P., to call our girls’ pianc
noise; but that’s by the way.
coolness that fetches me. ﬂid
er see such a letter ?”

“Never,” [ said. “or hardly ever.” ]
was obliged to put thatin because I rec-
ognized, as' far as (it had gone, in Mrs.
Brown’s plaintive appeal the very epis-
tle I -had addressed to her. She had
copied. it out verbagim, without the
least respoct for the Mws of copyright,
but not, I hope, without bitter reflec-
,tion that she herself had once turned n
deaf egr to its touching eloquence.

, “And’ what did you reply to her?” I
inquiréd, with irrepressible curiosity.

“Reply to her?” echoed Mr. Plumlin.
“‘Why, 'what would yot1, or any other
fellow who was not a ‘born idiot, have
replied toher?* I wrote toher husband,
of course, since‘the letter purported to
come from him,though I knew it did
mnot, and that gave'me a bettsr oppor-
tunity dof spedking 'my’ mind. I told
bim that not only had he no legal claim
—which, indeed, he had the sense to
acknowledge, but-that his application
was preposterous.” [A very good word
to use, was my reflection, and also one
that would be familiar to her.]

“ ‘If you don’t like our music,” I ‘ad-
ded,” continued Mr. Plumlin, getting
himself together for his exit from the
’bus, “ ‘then go somewhere else. Buy
a house atthe other'end of the town;
that's what I told him.' Good morning,
8Sir.”—The Cornhill Magazine. /

Flower Selling in New York.

From the New York Times.

“The flower business is a rather curious
one, and’a little more complicated than one
would at first supposo,” said an old florist, as
he deftly twined aspray of smilax in and
around a bunch of roses, 8o that lines of deli.
cate green separated the rich colors.

“How 80%"”

*‘Why in keeping a stock on hand which w ill
gratify a varioty of tastes. It is easy enough
to have an abundancd of the fashionabla flowers,

even though the fashion seems to change in
flowers just as it does in dress. The fashion-
ablo flowers are used, of course, in receptions,
lunches where each lady hasa bouquet plac-
ed at her ‘plate, ‘and in “funerals,
But when you come to individual tastes, vaen
ladies want flowers to harmonize with their
dresses or with theirchina, and when people
want their favorite flowers which perhaps have
gone out of fashion, why, you can never tell
what kind of a flower is going to be asked for
—and that's where the complication comes in,
Some people wear flowers simply becauso it
is fashionable. Others love some {)nrticul-r
kind of flowers, and want it whether they wear
it or not. Then, if you havn't got the flower
they get displeased, and when they Lave a big
reception they go to some other florist; so,
you see, we have to watch the tastes of our
customers. These buds here were all the rage
two years ago, and, although they ara out of
the fashion now, we have to keep a stock on
hand for certain customers, who call for them
every day almost.”

“How do ordinary baskets of flowora sell?”
‘““Oh, from $5 to $25. Sometimes they run
much higher. Wo sent one out not long ago
which cost $150. You can have no idea. how
the custom of sending flowers has grown. All
the young people buy them when they can af-
ford it, nng just now the wealthy young men
are beginning to pour in and get flowers to
send to their young lady friends who have just
gotten in from the summer resorts. Whenever
a young man takes a lady to a party or to the
theater a aice bouquet is one of the necessary
accessories, Flowors go ahead of all other
gifts in winning & woman's heart, and every
youmgalhnt knows that.”

“ y 809"

““Well, nearly all women love flowers, and
there is something so delicate, 50 much unsaid
yet suggeated 1n flowers that the simple gift of
one is always approciated by a woman—
not to speak of the differentsentiments thatars
associated with different kinds of flowors, It
is very interesting to note how differently peo-
plo regard flowers. Why, Ican tell alinost the
moment & woman enters whethor she is fond
of them. Women who love flowers always
have sweet faces, soft ways, and gentle dispo-
sitions. One of that kind rarely asks for the
fashionable flowers because it is the fashiona-
ble. She loves flowers for their own sake,
and consequently she is almost sure to call for
her favoritos, whether in fashion or not. The
woman who cares for flowers s‘xmplF because
they are fashionably is one of the cold, haugh-
ty, airy kind. She will look around critically,
seize somo flower and pull it out of a bunc
sometimes breaking off a leaf or catching one
of its thorns in another rose and tearing the
petals. That's tho difference, you see. The
other lady handles them with & gentle caressing
touch almost as if they were human.

Did you know that the ludies use flowers for
perfumory? In France it is very common, and
1t is getting quite usual in America. They take
a bunch of violets and place them in the bosom
of the dress. No manufactured perfume can
come up to the odor of the flowers, you know!
Every morning, rain or shine, anold doctor
comes in here, gets a bunch of violets, unbut-
tons his vest, places them next to his heart,
and walks out. I often wonder if he does it for"
the perfume. I guess it is a case of seatiment,
however.

‘“The florist secs plenty of pretty little ro-
mances. Very often a young man has flowers
sent to a certain house in the city every morn.
ing. Then there comes a big order; t{xe mar-
riage, you know, and then they dwindle
down; he comes less and less often, until ho
ceasos altogether. The old tale, you know.
Last spring I used to notice & couple going by
here, & fine, manly ioung follow and a girl
s:etfv and d’ainty with lovely brown hair and

rk blue eyes. ~‘They didn't know each other,
but when the young man went to business the
girl was sure to be somewhere around where
she could see him. = She lived right round the
corner, and she used to come in here and pre-
tend to be examining the flowers as he passed.
Then she would look up and watch him as he
wont down tho street. "One day as he went by
she looked u&nnd said to mo, *Oh, what a fun-
ny hat,' and then carelessly, as she began pick-
ing among the flowers, ‘I wonder who he is?’ I
came very near laughing, for the previous day
the young fellow had been in to ask me who
slie was, and had sent hor some flowers.  About
& week afterward she came in wish a friend,
and I heard her telling the friend how some-
body had been sending her flowors every
morning, and she did wish she could find out
who it was. Well the best part of all came af-
terward. One Morning he came in as usual
and the gardner took him back into the con-
servatory. While be was there the girl on-
tered and stood near the counter loooking
toward the window. Presentl[v' he returned,
and, as he started for the door Driskly he said,
‘Well send those flowers as usual up to 24—
street.” Neither knew the other was near,
and, hearing the number of her house men-
tioned, she turned around and they met face to
face. Well I nevér saw such an embarrassed
couple in all my days She had a big Jacquemi-
not near her face, and it would” have been
hard to tell which was redder, the rose or her
.cheek. Bhe turned to the flowers and he
passed out. They didn't come any more, but
not long ago I ‘saw thom'golnghby together,
They both looked in and when they saw me he
laughed and she blushed '

‘his . value and does,;not;look up or bow

except’in the cases of 61d Tamily slaves

NEGRO LIFE IN FLORIDA.

a
Wild an 'ohku!.:w at a Camp-

Florida Latter to S8an Francisco Chronicle,

. After dinner it was arranged by a fow
among the crowd to goto camp-meeting,
which was held about o mile from the
house. Accordingly vehicles were made:
ready and away we started. Long be: *
fore we arrived upon the grounds we
were made aware of the vicinity by
stentorian shouts, and presently we
cime in sight of the sheds, log huts-and
cottages built for te accommodation of
the campers. ;The Floridadarky knows

down to the white pepulation as a rule,
like -his_black brothers ..of. southern
states. Not he; rather patronizes them,

who have not outlived their good man-
ners. It must have been’one of these,
an aged man with stooping shomlders
and a patriarchal face, who invited us to
“witness de exercises.” We had already
“witnessed” some of-the exeicises of a
few outsiders who were very full of
whisky, but they- were ‘probably nok
of the brothers.. There were ne
seats, . The  people were standing,
reclimng on the ground and . in
some instances kneeling. An Afriean
predcher with a peculiar countenance
and immense ears was holding forth on
‘‘De Day ob Jedgment” “Yo'll be dar,
Broder John; ’'n you, Sister Sally.
Mudge, 'n yo'll hef to ’par befo’ de great
jedge ob all de yeth,’n wha'll yo' SBY...
when he axes yo' fo’ vo' record ? What'I1 ¥
yo'say? Tl tole yo' what; yo'll call on N1
the sun’ ob Floridy to jés’ scoop’n swal- VR
low yo' all up, ' Dar ain’t no hills, nor
rocks, nor mountains her’, but de san’
is mighty shifty'n’ de sun mighty hot;
dar’s a place hotte'n Floridy.” Terri-
ble groans burst forth at this, and as
the daring preacher pictured the tor-
ments of that opposite condition to
paradise the yells and shouts and even
skrieks becanie deafening. One big
black woman, whose vociferations were
londer than the rest, managed to keep
one eye on us and one on the preacher
during the entire sermon.

Tho preacher’s description of heaven
was amusing, the principal delights of
that reigon seeming to consist in having
no work to do, no corn to shuck, no
‘taters to hoe, no cotton to pick, and the
hallelujahs were correspondingly in-
tensified. Then the singing! The most
graphic pen could not do justice to
that. One song,-in which even the
children participated, swinging and roll-
ing their small black bodies, was some-
thing like this:

Ho, wo! Come into dis meetin’,

= dome, pore souls;

Come, git yo’ sins all pardoned,
Come, pore souls;

Come'n carry de big cross onward,
Oh, pore souls!

Git on board de gospel train, Oh!
Come, pore souls.

And so on, to a wailing, dirge-like
tune. I did not hear anv very cheerful
musie, but all smote the ear with sad-
ness, no matter what the words were.
Presently the sexes separated, the men
standing off in a circle, the women
massing together, led by a tall crone of
a most unearthly countenance, her hair
carried up from her temples to a point,
two long tusks falling over her lower
lip and growing longer every time she
opened her mouth. This strange wom-
an began the exercises; lifting one hand
after the other, wagging her head,
stamping right and left, with a curious
monotony, and soon every woman and
child in the meeting engaged in the
holy dance, the men looking on and ap-
pearing to be affected by the rhapsodies
of their wives, sisters, sweethearts and
children.

The Lime-Kiln Club.

Detroit Free Press.—There was great
general satisfaction among the large

number present as Brother Gardner
took his accustomed seat at the opening
of the meeting. Since the accident
mentioned at the last meeting several
wild rumors had been flying around.
One was to the effect that he had made
his will and resigned in favor of Sir
Walpole; another that the doctors had
held a council and found that his liver
had been pressed two feet out of plumb;
a third that the heavy weight resting |
upoun him so' long. had given him
such a crook to his legs that a wheel- | .
barrow could be sun between them with -
plenty of room to spare.

“Gem’len,” be‘glnn the old man as he
smiled benignly down upon the shining
pates of the first row, “de Presumden-
shul ‘leckshun am a thing of de past.
It am gone foreber. It am gathered
into de archives of de forgotten, dar’ to
be kivered wid de cobwebs of decay, It
am well. Dar’ am some things we doan'
want too much of. :

Let us now turn ober » new leaf. - If
political bigotry has fur de pas’ three i
months prevented us from borryin’ cof-
fee of a Democratic naybur, it need no
longer stan’ in de way. If the bias of
our feelings has made us hesitate to~
lend our flat-irons to a Republican, wa .
mus’ now offer him our wheelbarrer as
well. Tt has been along, dark night..
We hev called cach other liars, horse
thieves, cheats, swindlers, robbers,
nabobs, tyrants, an’ corrupshunists;
We has sot each odder’s Liouses on fiah,’
an’ burned each odder’s hay stacks. Wa"
has pizened each odder’s dogs an’ shot
each odder’s cats. We has stood ah’:
glared at each odder wid murder:in
our hearts,'an’ we has skulked along de
alleys wid olubs an’ brick-buts in our
hands. ”

“De long night am ober, an’ daylight
has broken. Let us forgive an’ forgit.
De kentryam all heah yit, an’ sich of us
a8 hev survived de struggle mus’ purge:
our hearts of rancor an’ bank up 3:
houee agin cold weather.” 38




