£ All communications for this paper
should be sccompanied by the name of the
suthor; not necessarily for publication, but
as an evidence of good faith on the part of
the writer. Write only on one side of the pa
per. Be particulsarly careful in giving name
and dates 1o bave the letters and figures plain
and distinoet.

THE WHITTLER,

Jlis knife fe an old-fashioned one—the blade is
of the kind

That, while with case it cuts new cheese, its
eidge turns on the rind,

And it beurs the old-time falsehood that so
many old knives tell,

ke prebistoric rebus in the letters “IXL."

The spring is worn and shortened, and the
blade, which backward leana,

Oft elowes nu the fingers when opening sar-
ines;

Though 'tis worthiess vet the owner of its
merits much doth blow,

And wants sumc “boot” when asked to trade
—he atJeast shoudd get the toe.

The whittler sits and whistles, when the
weather will permit,

On a goods hox on the pavement, where he
loveth much toeit,

And he talketh of the tariff to a friend from
up the pike,

While his chuvings and his arpuments are
valunuble alike.

In the southwest the whittler In the most per-
fection blooms,

And bhe carveth strips of poplar and the han-
dies of old brooms;

He hath oo ingenuity snd couldn’t make a

peg
If the penally for fuilure was the loss of Lis
right log.

The policeman poscs near the middle of the
sirect

And whittles vory solemnly, guite deaf to
apsinge feet;

You'd think his mighty brain upheid the land
on even's brink

He's thinking, very probably, where next be'll
get a drink.

Tn this section, where herse trading Is an
every-day aair

And the young men have g manin for trading
everywirers,

This whittling serves a purpose, for the
traders, bound to lie,

Hate to look each other honestly and eguarely
in the ¢ye.

And soat nicht in circles where the fdler

!ll\'l'.:'-il"l wil

And listen to horse arguments and question-
able wil,

Bomething ke this you'll hear at times: “Rill
Griges, who shot Jim Gray,

Got whittied outen that black mar’ Lhe's had
so long, Lo-day.”

—rmenos Mir, én N, Y, Mereury.
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A PERILOUS ADYENTURE.
Engineerigs on the Plains Fifteen

Years Ago—Teat of Howard Schuyler

—Graphic Story of Danger and Cour-

azge.

The kindness of a kinsman of the late
Howard Schuyler has furnished us with
the following interesting story of the
perils of engineering life on the Plains
only fifteen years ago:

“In a recent letter from — he in-
forms me of your request that I should
write out 1 detail thestory of Howard's
miraculous escape from the Indians, as
I had narrsled it to you. If it is a
matter of interestto you, it will certainly
be a pleasure to me so to do.

“In the month of June, 1869, when
the grass and flowers on the plains of
Kansas and Colorado were nearly knee-
high, the result of unusually abundant
rains, which left clear pools of water in
all the littlc arroyos, a corps of Kansas
FPacific engineers under the leadership
of Howard Schuyler, were engaged in
making certnin preliminary surveys in
the vicinity of the terminal town of
Y'hil Sheridan, near the border line of
the two States. They had been out on
a trip of seversl months in the direction
of Denver, and had returned to the end
of the track to begin the definite loca-
tion, which we afterward carried
throngh to Denver. At this time I had
been with the party some two or three
months, taking my novitiate in engi-
neering, and was occupyving the posi-
tion of rodman.  Prior to eommencing
the location, we were running some
rapid trial lines north of Sheridan, and
by the 19th of June were some fifteen

or twenty miles out in a roll-
ing country, where the heads
of the Smoky Hill aed Republi-

can Forks of the Kan-as River inter-
lock. On the evening before our camp
had been brought up to the end of our
work, and we started out bright and
early on this memorable Saturday
morning, 8o that by ten o'clock we
were several wiles away from camp.
In all our work we had been accoms
panied by an escort of fifleen infantry
soldiers, under the charge of & Lieuten-
ant, acting in the capa-ity of a camp-
aard, who, while they were veryuseful
in guarding our base of supplies, were
of no protection to us in the field. Our
party numbered thirteen all told, two
wf whom remained in camp as eook and
teawster.  The working party was
therefore reduced to eleven. ineluding
Howard, whose custom it was to ride
several miles ahead, looking ont the
hHne and indiesting it by buildinr sod
monnds two or three feet hich with a
shovel. We followed from one mound
to the next, measuring angles and dis-
tances and leveling the ground. Our
progre:s smas as rapid almost as a man
would walk at & moderate pace, and
we were exceedingly vulnerable to at-
ek, as we were all separated, strung
out over a distance of a mile or more,
while Howard was always out of sight
and several miles abead, but havine
been out several months without seeing
any Indian signs we had no suspicion
of danger and did not dream there
were any Indians in the country. We
afterwards koew that they bad been
watching us some days and were simply
waiting for the most favorable oppor-
tunity to make the attack, having evi-
dently planned to kil Howsrd first and
then come back slong the line picking
oll the rest of the party one by one.

In pursuance of this plan they lay in
wait until they had cornered him ina
trap when they fired a shot, striking his
horse in the bip; and looking around
he saw a long line of the red painted
devils on three sides of him, while on
the fourth, in the dircction of his party,
was half a mile or more of broken
ground, cut up by deep narrow ravines,
it took but & moment to decide his line
of acton. utting spurs to his horse
he turned to the onmly loophole of es-
cape, and, to the surpriseof the Indians,
went leaping over the ravines, one alter
the other, at the risk of his life, but
with tLe sssurance that they could not
follow him, as none of their ponies
were equal {o the work, and to keepup
the pursuit they were obliged to make
a long detour.

Having onee got clear of the broken
ground, Howard looking back, foun
himself well ahead, and was congratu-
lating bimselif on so easy an escape,
when he sawdirectly before him, spring-
ing out of the grass, a formidable array
of Indians, intereepting his tflight: those
pursuing in the vaar closed up, and al-
most before he could realize the situs-
tion he found himself again entrapped,
this time by a line of Indians that en-
tirely encircled him, numbering about
one hundred, as near as hecould judge.
l.l.w}' rapidly narrowed the limits of the
circle, and began taunting him with all
manver of insults, and telling him of
the tortures that awaited him and of the
stow roasting that they proposed to give
him. For geveral minutes he sat on his
horse trying to reconcile bimself to the
cerainty that death was before him.
But when the lirst straggle was over all

I now determined to =eli his life as dearly

{ e lect, when he suddenly put spurs to

tiembling cea ed, and with as true an
| aim as ever huntsman leveled at a deer,
 he drew up his rite and fired at the

pesrest  man, killing  him  in-
stantly. Farlier in the fight he had |
realized that he was more lightly
sarmed than usual, having that mo-ninz |

] 1ems his belt, with a brace of pistols and |

8 box of cartridges, in camp 1o be
cleaned, taking only his Winchester
carb'ne, carrving tweive shots. He

as possib e, and, counting every shot,
to be sure that he saved one for himself
as a dernier res ort in case of capture,
since death by his own hand was prefer-
able to slow torture. Twice more he
shot in gquick succession without fatal

Lis horse and dashed through the line.
At this moment there was a general
scramble and rush for him, some {(rving
for him with their spears, others seizing
his legs and striving to unhorse him.
He snceceded in the twinkling of an
eve in throwing them all off, and even
Killod a second man riding ax his side,
wittine his  gon  against his  (the
leinn's) body and blazing away, the
blood spurting over Howard's buckskin
legrings, saddle and horse. The in-
stant he freed himself from them and
got elear alone on open ground ahead
of them, where they were not in danger
of killing each other in shooting at
him, thev fired a volley of bullets and
arrows at him. None of them hit him,
and ap to this moment he was entirely
unharmed. Had his borse been equally
fortunate this would doubtless have
ended the firht, as the horse was a line,
high-sp'rited animal, superior to any of
the Indian peonies. But the first shot
received at the beginning of hostilities
had cuta small artery, and from this the
bleod was pumping out a steady stream
that, torether with his violent exertions,
was fast sapping his strengih. The
Indians, seeing this, were encouraged.
to continue the pursuvit, and their
leadder, mounted on an American stage
horse (stolen the day before at a stagre
station a few miles back, which they
had burned, murdering all the inmates),
suceeeded so well in keeping pace with
him, that Howard could almost feel
the breath from the nostrils of
his pursuer’s horse. Thus they
rode, nose to tail, for a mile or two,
the Indian occupying the time in
shooting at Howard. Three pistols, six-
shovters, he emptlied, and bullets flew
around poor Howard on every side.
Four more entercd the poor horse,
already so badly wouunded, a bullet
pierced Howard's clothes at his side,
another cut the strap of his field glass,
which was lost, another eut off his spur,
bursting the heel slightly butnot drawing
blood; a fourth pierced the wooden
breech of his ritle, as heearried itin his
hand —almost striking it from hisgrasp:
others struck the saddle, and in short
they seemed to strike evervwhere but
where they were aimed. All this time
Howard was endeavoring to reach over
his shoulder and get a shot at the In-
dian, but at every such movement the
savage slipped under the belly of his
horse and went out of sight, except a
hand on the mane and heel onthe back.
Fina'ly, all ammunition exhausted, the
Indian resorted to his spear. anddl with
the wooden handle gave Howard one
or two severe raps on the head, trying to
knock him out of his saddle —without
avail,but at last Howard's horse, that had
been tottering shakily, from loss of
blood, fell on his knees, and the Indian
rushed up to end the contest. At that
instant the horse strugeled to his feet
again and Howard saw that his oppor-
tunity had come, his foe was at his side,
and be quickly thrust his rilde acrainst
the Indian’s body and fired, blowing a
hole throuzh that seemied as large as
one's arm. The Indian shricked.
leaped out of his saddle, and fell to the
ground on his Iace, dead.

Looking  about, Howard =saw
the remuainder of the band fol-
lowing at a prudent distance, for

by this time they tezan to look upon
him as a god, invulaerable to all their
weapons. \When, at last, the poor horse
fell prostrate, and apparently dead,
they all tlocked up to make a final dis-
yosition of their troublesome enemy.
Jut Howard. undaunted, lay quietly
down behind the body of his horse. and
when they came within short rance,
took deliberate aim and fired, killing
another man. This unlooked-for dis-
aster completely demoralized them,
and they tled 1n all directions. Within
three minutes not an Indian was in
sight. He turned his attention to his
horse, loosened the girth to take off the
saddle, and was surprised when the
animal drew a deep breath and
strngrled to his feet.  He then led him
slowly to where the rest of the party
had made a stand about their wagon,
and as he approached from one diree-
tion [ came limping up from the other, |
with a bullet in my right lez. ‘The
Indians had paid their gentle attention
to the rest of us during the time How-
ard was having bis fight, but fo-tunately
not in foree. and we sueceeded in get-
ting torether at the wagon withont the
loss of a man, [ being the only one
wounded in the whole engagzcement.
As soon as Howard joined us we started
on the retreat for camp, the Indians
harassing us the whole way. They
would form in single iile or all abreast,
and charge as though they were going
to ride right over us, but on getting
within short range would wheeland re-
tire, after discharging a volley of shots
that would tear up the earth all around
ns. This was most terrifving to me, a
boy fresh from school, who had never
experienced any sort of warfare, and
had never even seen a gun fired by one
man at another —but Howard, who had
gone through four yearsof war of the
rebellon, and had seen three years or
more of border warfare with Indinggs,
was quite exhilarated by yhe excite-
ment. He gave them a challenge by
walking alone several hundred \'srdﬁl
away on one side. They charged, but
retreated when he kueeled and fired.
Arriving at camp alter an hour’s ride
and ruoning fight, we found the escort
thoroughly alarmed. and just starting
out to pick up our dead bodies, for they
had seea so maay Indians about that

they made sure we were all killed.
it was a scene of mutual re-
joicing and  congratulation, as
we had feared that they had
met an untimely fate. A hasty council |
of war was beld as to what was to be |
done. We were unanimous in the |

opinion that it was folly to continne
work without a larger escort and a per-
sonal body guard, besides it was ne-
cessary that my wound should be
dressed. Consequently it was decided
to turn our faces in the direction of
Sheridan, which we did, arriving there
late in the afternoon, the Indians fol-
lowing us all the way seéking an op-
portanity to attack us again. With
them it breame a question of revenge.
as they had lost heavily, while we had
escaped entirely.

The horse that carried Howard so
nobly through the first fight ultimately
recovered, Three of the five bullets
were extracted. | afterwards took him

home to Burlingame, where he was
carefully fed and pampered for some
years till be died.

I recovered from my wonnd very
quickly, and within six weeks rejoined
the party, receiviag promntion to the
first place in the corps—that of transit-
man—which I occupied uutil the road
was completed.

Ouar miraculous escape was long the
subect of wonder on the frootier,
where it was regarded as the most mar-
velous on record, as we fought against
stuch fearful odds. I hope the narra-
tive as I have written it will be intel-
ligible. 1 fear I have not made it »s
clear as I conld verbally. It always
excites me to think or tell of it.—X. T,
Eveniug Fost.

A Pati

It may not be generally known to the
lower classes that oneof Adelina Patti's
peculiarities is that in private life she
is continnally experimenting and prac-
ticing the details of her art. The great
Mrs. Siddons is said to have considered
«all the world's a stage” so literally
that she *““ordered a beelsteak with the
air of a tragedy queen,” but the great
sonostress avails herself of even more
trivial and prosaic incidents to test her
ideas of arustic eflect.

The other evening a hall boy rushed
breathless into the office of the Palace
Hotel, and informed Count Smith that
there was a crazy woman in No, 993, on
the second floor. The Count hastily
repaired to the room indicated, and
which proved to be one of the rooms of
the Patti suite. Getling no response to
his knock, he opened the door and was
astonished to behold the diva, pale and
disheveled, clutehing a chair for sup-

Rehearsal.

port and gazing at him with a look of |

frozen horror. In a tone that thrilled

the hotel official’s heart, she warbled:
“Tt iz hes quick. conceal yourself
In this cabinet!”

and with a terrified movement

closed a eloset door.

“A-anvthing wrong?'' gasped
amazed bill stretcher, entering
room.

Tripping gaily toward him, the prima
donna smiled fondly, let out a couple ol
nigh ('s at the chandelier, and mur-
mured con exrpressione:

“o seated. dear father. You must
Indecd be fatigued by your long walk
¥From Houen."

the be-

“W-h-a a-t?"" stammered
wildered recorder of mythical *‘ex-
tras."”’

The singer instantly changed her de
meanor %o that of a proud woman
struggling with rage and jealoasy.
After a couple of indignant cadenzas
she trisled a recitative:

“]1 have scnt for you. Mamuis to

Denouznee a thief, T have been rahbed

Of a cuseof jewels, and that womuan

Is the criminall”

And with glaring eyes and ountstretched
finger she pointed to a dress lying upon
the bed. *“A woman!” eried the
Chesterlield of the Register, now con-
vinced that the twentv dollar ticket
boom bad turned the diva's head. *I
don’t sce any woman!"

*“S-s-5-4!" chanted the star, in low
tremolo notes, full of agony and des-
pair.

Sht_'.
the
the

“Dost not hear his blood

Etill drip on the marble fdoor?*

He lies in the alcove yonder.

Come let us prep ut him.

Five stilettos in his breast.

How Veniee will shout to-morraw!™
And she dragged the trembling man &
the bay window,

“I—I don’t see anything,” faltered
the antoerat of the counter, meditaling
how he could make a running start for
the door.

But the absorbed artist beat time witk
her little foot for s moment and ther
proceeded al erescendo.

Wonldst betray us, then, hareheart?
Traltor! It isthon alone shalt five the palace
Heve Is thy torch—

I alome will guard the postern.

And she handed the champion hand-
shaker a matel. and, seizing a prop-
erty darger from the mantelpiece,
piaced her back against the door, mean-
while ronuing the seale in 2 manner
that made the very walls crack.

“Now, 1f I yell out for help, I sup-
pose I'll be murdered,” groaned Smith,
who was bathed in a cold perspiration.
““This erazy woman will slice me all
up.” Just then his eye fell upon the
eiectrie fire alarm button.

“Certainly I'll fire the palace!” he
said aloud, and lighting the mateh, he
appled it to the aforesa’d safeguurd.

In a few seconds the door was burst
open by six porters carrying Babeock
extinguishers, and befo-e he could pre-
vent it, had made a lHabby wreet ol
the Count’s awe-inspiring shirt-front,
besides almost squirting Patti’s head ofl
her shoulders:

The Count rushed out to telegraph
for the Lunary Commissioners, and
took all the diplomxey of Mapleson,
who arrived just then to square matters.

The Connt was finally pacitied with
the gift of a dozen elerantly embroid-
ered fronts, but they do sav that he has
gince given the dive a wide Lirth, and
never hears her elecirie voice in the
ecurt yelling for her chambermaid,
or more towels, w ithout hidinz
beh'nd a rack and shivering like a dog
swallowing a bone.—Derrick Dodd, in
San Francisco Post.
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Fatality Row,

it |

| Siee, Mario

| i, Sul

There is a snperstition among old |
members about sittinz in a certain row |

of seats in the House on aceo:nt of the
deaths that have oceurred among the
ocenpants of this fatal line. An old
member in speaking of Fatality Row
sad: *“No, voucouldn’t get me to sit
there. I'm not realy to die yet.””

Then lowering his voice to an awful
whisper, he continuved, looking cau-
tionsly about:

“There are lots of members in the
Honse youn couldn’t get to sit there,
either. Why, when theseatsare deawn
at the opening of each Congre s, some
of the members who know about the
fatality that hangs about these seats
are uncom‘ortable until they are are all
zone, for fear it will fall to their lot to
getone, and when it comes to choosing
between these and the otherwise less

| desirable geats in the rear thev always

take a back seat. Haven't yon noticed
how these seats are generally the last
taken, uniess they are chosen by new
members? Well, it'sa fact.
men are particularly nerveus about sit-
tine there.”

“Why is this Fatality Row more than
any of the others?"" asked the reporter.

“Why? Iguessif you'd count gver
on your fingers and see how many
members have died before the ead o
their term who held seats in this row
you wouldn't ask, and I guess vou'd be
a little dubious about sitting there. too.
Just count them over, commencing,
say, with ‘the Forty-fifth Congress,
Mackey and may be one other are the
only members who have died within
that time who did not hold seats n this
row. There was Fernando Woaood
Haskell, Hartridge, Williams (of Mich-
izan). Bev Pouglas and one or two
others whom I can’t name just now.
Garfield also sat in this row. There is
something in it. 1 tell you. I would
not like to sit there.”’— Washingion
Siar.

—Prof. Cyrus Northrup, of Yale Col-
lege. has accepted the Presidency of the
Minnesota State University.

The old |

Let’s Have the Trath,

In another month orso it will be time
to Legin advertising Northern summer
resarts, and we take this early opportu-
nity to ask a great favor on behalf of
the whole American Nation. We sin-
cerely hope that some one hotel man
out of the 10,000 may ccme out with an
honest statement of facts. So far as
the@esorts of Michigan and Wisconsin
go we hope to see an advertisement
about as follows:

“This hotel can accommodate about
seventy-five gnésts in a decent manuoer.
Any one over this number can expect
to sieep on the porch. Our rooms are
furni-hed with cheap furniture, poor
carpets and bedding of the most com-
mon sori. Any one of our mattresses
is warranted solid enough to answer for
a meat blocs.

for land at two dollars per acre when
we bougrhi.

I

An Awlul Man fur Egzs

A young man with an alluring smile,
a clean-shaven chin and a ronnd go d
scarf-pin engraved with a biz P., saun-
tered casually into John Ross's eotlee
and cake foundry at N¢. 206 Front
Street one day last week, when it was
neither blowing, ha ling, snowinz, rain-
ing, or freezing, and meekly called for
a little breakfast. The waiters senr-
ried around for half an hour therea-
bouts, carrying in the young man’s |
small meal on divers trays, and other
oiests came in and wa ched him with |
an awe that was almost reverentiul. |
When the voung man had secreted a
ound and a half of sirloin and a whale
oaf of white bread somewhere behind

| his waistband, he gently shoveled a big
| monnd of fried potatoes through the
{ smuling oritice under his straight nose,

“This hotel is not romantically sitn- | casually swallowed four cups of coffee
ated. In fact, the site is the poorest in | 10 8ssist the potatoes in their journey,
the neighborhood, but we were looking | and neatly toppe:l off the whole pleas-

The views from the veran- |

das and windows are somewhat pic- |
turesque, when not interfered with by |

windfalls, swamps and brush-heaps.

“We bave tlies and mos unitoes in
plenty, and we neither use fly-screens
nor mosquito bars.
_ “*There’is good rowing, bathing and
fishine.
an old scow up and down, the bathing
ground has a mud bottom, and when
vou ¢atch a fish please let us know it
Minnows furnished free to guests.
Which means twenty-five cents per
dozen. 4

“The climate is salubrions. We
don't know what «alubrious means, but
we have lots of rain, plenty of north
winds and very romantie fogs at night.
Fires extra. We never knew of any
one dying here, but perhaps that is be-
cat~e we promptly ship all sick folks
home before they have a chance to die.

“The table of this house iz supplied

with very poor meats, Chicago butter- |
ine, a fair grade of potatoes, adulterated |

coilee, poor ten, seeond-class bread and
the nsual as-ortment of pickles and
sauces. Children eating at the first ta-
ble will be charged full price. All
meals sent to rooms will be extra.

“Washing-lists will be furnished at
the oflice, but the proprietor recom-
mends you to go over to the swamp and
wash vour own shirts if you want extra
nice work.

“Qur rates are 83 per day, or 815
per week. While the terms may seem
high to you, you should remember that
we must make enough here in three
months to allow us to live like nubobs
the rest of the yvear.

“Any one who may object to leaving
a good home, pure air, plenty to eat
and a hrst elass bed for the sake of en-
joving my privileges as  mentioned
abiove, should at once consnlt an emi-
nent physician. It is the eminent phy-
sicians who recommend my hotel.”'—
Uctroit Bree P'ress.

Ruined by Opera,

Now that Grand Opera has emptied
the pockeis of two managers in this
country the case of Edward Thomas
Lelalield becomes intere -ting, as show-
ing, at-any rate, that operatic impresa-
rios were no better ofl' in the past than
now. Delatield fell heir to £100,000.
In 1845 he invested it in a brewery
which paid him £7.500 a year. One
unfortunate night for him—it was in
the summer of 1847—he went to the
ltalian Opera at Covent Garden.
While sittng in his box one of the
managers, a Mr. Beale, joined him,

The rowing cousists in poling |

1§

and, alter some conversation about the |
splendor of the scenery, the Leauty of |
the aetresses, and the eharm of the | ; ) : )
dancers, informed bhim couiidentially , liring smile sanntered into the restau-

that the e<ta lishment was in difliculty;
Persiani was gone, and money was re-
gquired to pay the artistes, or the theater
must close. To avert 5o dire a catastro-
phe, Mr. Delatield, whose wealth seemed
boundless, was asked merely to give a
promissory note for L3000, He was
gradually led to become a partuer in
the manacement of its aflairs. The
terms on which he joined the manage-
ment were that he was not to in-ur any
liability beyond £15,000: but hefore the
year was over he had lost four times
that sum. His partners all contrived
to shift the responsib:lity on his shoul-
ders, and as long as he could draw
upon his bankers, he continued to pay
tne various artistes at the following
rales:

MIe. LRI o v st sars ronamasatasbuyeatanss £5.154
M AR cor s vesemerorssversssveass HN
Mme. Viariot Garcia. ....cvvvecrreseerees L e E
MM, CASTAIIAR, .. ccanmrarre e ssaranaranas [Py

Mme. Persinnt.......

Sir, Tumaurind. ...

Anid a larze number of lesser stars, at

salaries varyving from £50 to £697 each.

By the end of 1848 the young gentle-
man was completely ruined, but his
credit was oot entirely gone. He
commenced the operatic season of 1844
by a loan of £2,000 from his bankers,
and soun after was obliged to make his
eseape to the continent. Not only was
all his money gone, but his deits
amounted to £35,000, and the only
available assets were good debts—<£3
14s, id. A reversionary interest to the
amount of £6,000 had been assigned 1o
Beale for an old debt of £3,000. Beale

| was ultimately squeezed ont of £1,000

of his plunder for the benetit of the
eredito. s, e
Someone is said to have told the
story of Delafield to Col. Mapleson on- e,
whe:renpon the Colonel wept bitterly
and informed the parrator that either
Dy latield had been born too soon or he
(the Colonel) too late.—N. Y. Dispatch.
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-——Care inthesetting of trees is profit-
ably emploved. Do not hustie in the
tree as quickly as possible, thinking
that the sooner its roots are covered
the better. Dig a good-sized hole, and
bef re putting iu the tree spade up the
bottom of the hole asdeeply as possible.
On this well-pulverized bottom the tree
fa’ses root quickly. Sift in fine earth
about the roots, and when the hole is
tlled pack the earth tightly about the
tree. If in & dry place put a mulch o
gtraw or old horse maaure, well supplied
with litter, about the tree. In dry
weather the muleh may be raised, =
pail of water applied, the mulch re
p aced, and its e..ect will last nearly a
month,—Chicago Times.
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—A Tueson (A. T.) paper says that
one afternoon recently when the eass-
bound pa-senger train was about ten
mites out a rare m'raze of the cntire
t'ain was retlected on the western
horizon, and eould be seen moving at a
rapid rate for more than o.e mile along
in the air. The color of the cars «as
very distin t, and the entire train so
well outlined that it was readily iden-
titied om its approach to the depot. The
sight was witnessed by & large number
of persens. b5

—During a fire in Capp’s block at
Portland, Maine, some men earried a
keg of powder {roma an upper room
down through the flames without an
expiosion. —Boslon Herald.

inz combination with & saucer of fried
onions. Then the younr man sigheld
So did Mr. Ross when he gratefully ob-
served that the remarkable young man
didn’t send the saueer after the onions.

Mr. Ross sighed with relief, but the
remarkahle voung man sighed for
more. The waiter brought it. It was
a large dish of seven poached eggs
neatly spread on asquare vard of toast.
A Front Street potato merchant cast ¢
look of sympathy upon the voung man,
and a look of dubiors surprise upon an-
other young man with a red mustache,
who said he was James NebDonald, and
also asseverated that he once saw a ne-
gro eat forty poached eggs. The poia
to merchant very unwisely and some-
what foreibly abserved that he didn’t
believe it. This was evidently wha
the man with the red mustache had
been waiting around for. He grinned
with exaltation, and exclaimed:

“Why. there is a fellow herenow that
can eat sixty egrs aday for five days.
thirtv at a sitting, and get away with
his recular meals besides, and  here's
te stnfl that says he can.”

He excavated a small roll of green-
backs from his elaek breeches, and
tapped  the shoulder of a young man
with an allurinzsmile. The young man
arose with the dignity of consecions
wenins, and inserting his finger and
thumb in his waistcoat pocket, drew
forth a piece of pasteboard, upon which
was printed this excerpt of autobioz-
raphy:

“CHARLES PEARSALL,
Fisn,
Fulton Markot.

The Front Street potato merchant
elanced at the card and instantly ex-
pressed his absorbing ambition to pul
up the money that the young man with
the alluring smile was no match for
anyvthing like sixty consecutive eggs for
even one day,

In just five minutes afterward the po-
tato merchant was accommodated and
ten erisp new five-Collar notes were
nestline in the po-ket of John Ross
as stakeholder. The potato merchant
and the man with the rel mustache
cach put up five of the bills. The
vounz man with the alluring sm le
then sat down mnd tossed offt another
cup of co’ec and ate up three
quarter sections of Putnam County
mince pie.

The nest daw, which was Monday,
he stowed away his first installment ol
three score axres, and followed it up on
the sueceeding days with an ease and
frecldlom from stomach ache that ren-
dered Falton M-=ket fish, tlesh, fowl
and fruit dealers speechless with aston-
ishment.

At half-past four o'clock vesterday
afternoon the younz man with the al-

taurant to con juer his last installment.
Nine hours previously he had eaten
thirty fresh-boiled eggs, a small sieak
and a cup of colee,

Carver H. C. McDonald, who has a
black mustache,connted out thirty ezgs
and slid them earefully onto a hanging
seale, the index of which flew round te
the firures indicatine three and three-
quarter pounds. Then he observed,
with an expert’s accuracy, that the ezzs
represented the equivalent of thi ty-six
pounds of beef, and slid them into a
biz pot of boiling water, out of whit-hi
they were fished after the expiration ol |
two and a half minutes. Four big
soda-water glasses, holding a pint each,
were ranged on the table. and three
wa ters eracked the steamine shells of |

the eces and emptied their contents |
into the glasses, They filled the four tc
the brim.

Youngz Pearsall peeled off his over-
coat, wiped his month with a napxin
without efiacing the alluring smile and,
rolling np his enffs, stirred thesoft eg.s=
with a fork and started in 1o make time. |
He drank the egos as he did his coTee,
at a oulp. The first glassfull disap-
earved in just five seconds. There was
nothing of the secon:l a‘ter seven sec-
omnds. The third had slid down his
throat in eight seconds, and at the ex-
niration of six seconds more there was |
pothing at all on the table but aqnarter |
f & pound of demo alized egg-shells.

Then youne Pearsall lit a good eigar
and puffed at it with consecious pride.
Between the puffs he said:

[ have felt no distress after this task.
[ sleep withont much diflienlty and
have pot yet seen the ghosts of my an-
cestors in my dreams. 1 don’t expect
to. I will eat sixty more ergs to-mor-
row to prove this feat is a gennine one,
[ first fonnd that I could eat more then
me egz when twelve years old. 1 am
+ New Yocker and have got a good
square metropolitan appetite. It takes
in other things be-ides eczs. Two
vears azo I ate two twist loaves of
bread and drank half a gallon of coflee,
and had to find another boarding-house.
[ will be twenty-two vears old next
July. Yes. 1 expect tolive until then.
I am five feet seven and one-half inche:
high, and I weigh 147 pounds, and an
mnmarried. I don't get married be
-au-e I might eat my wife out of house
wnd home. [ have bet fifteen dollars to
ien dol ars that I will eat forty egzgs at
v sitting to-morrow.”’

When the cigar was smoked the
vouno man sat dwn with his smile and
dlently ate a large pie'e of pie an"l
{rank a cup of tea. Another voung|
nan, withalizht springovercoat, gaed |
\t him awhile and then exploded thus

“I'll bet one hundred deollars to
eventyv-five dollars that [ can fetch a
man here to-mo row who will eat si
{ozen bard-boiled egzs at one sitiing.™

The voung man with the alluring
imile gazed a mormaent at the speaker.
vho is somewhat indi Yerently spoken
f as “Paddy,” winked his ol eye,
oyed with his gold scarf-pin, and
aerely remarked:

“‘Perhaps vou might like to try meon
yie, too. I ean eatpie, I can.” 1 ean
nake a record on it. I ean.”

“3ay no more,” shouted an admiring
pectator with a bay-window waist.

*Say no more; Barnum waats youright
i

The young man then went away with
s alluring smile, followed by the
.mall bovs of Fulton market.—N. ¥

Sun.

For Young Readers.

“DEAR™

A Bright little maiden, over the way,
i3 up from her pidow at break of day.

P

ﬂmd; a;ml face she washes, and combs ber

air:

I'win pretty browh braids she ties up with
care.

When breakfast 18 done, she washes the dishes,
Then burries away to know mamma's wishes.

She brushes the chambers, the stairs and hail,
Puts them in order—and that isn't aul;

She m‘t‘f;shrg from the steps the dead leaves that
And hasiens agaln at mamma’s low call.

What more she is doing. I'm sure T don't
it }T:Elt?:r‘linlh(‘r- kept boaruers, would you

Her name, if T knew, I would tell it here:
Butl think they do right to call her ** Dear.™
—inar Litide Qs

——

FOOLING GRANDMA.

How they shouted and laughed just
with thioking of what fun it would be—
Winny and Joe—sitting on the porch
steps in the sunsh ne that was very
bright and warm for the first day of
April.

‘We'll be justas sober,” said Win-
ny, ‘‘and not laugh nor anythinz.™

“And we Il ask jor a cold bite,”” gue
cled Joe,

“We'll have to dress all up funny,
Joe, so she won't know us."

“0f course,” said Joe.

**And don’f you laugh,”” said Winny.
“You re always 'n {'rever laughing,
Joe.™

“But I won't this time,” decisred |

Joe, very earnestly; “and don’t you.
either.”

“No, sir-re«!™ said Winny.

Now if some little bird- the same lit-
tle bird that is always teiling stories to
the bir folks—had carried this chaiter
to Grandma Nelson's ears, then Grand-

ma Nelson needn’t have taken a second |

look at the two funny little stragglers
that walked up to  bher door that a‘ter-
noon, to know just who they were. But

the little bird, for a wonder, kept it all |

to himsell; so when Grandma Nelson,
sitting by the window, heard the gate-
latch click and saw those queer little
hgures, she was greatly surprised.  She
took off her glasses and rubbed them
and put them on again, and stared out
through them hard, and,
truly, she frowned.

**More tramps!
“Dear me!”

Grandma Nelson was talking to her-
self, of course, and she spoke a3 gowd
deal louder than there wus any need of,
beeaase she wasn't o bit hurd of Learing.
She spoke so loud that the two little
tramps heard her, and you can’t think
how qu- erly they acted about it. One of
them caught up the corner of his wa st-
coat, which hung nearly to his feet, and
hung it over his mouth, tight; and the
other one pulled his wide-rimmed
straw has over his faee, until not even
so much as the tip of his chin could be
seen.

“Why, what ails 'em?"’ said Grand-
ma Nelson to herself, lookinz more and
more astonished every minute. “Really,
I'm almost afraid to go to the door!”

But she did go, when preity soon she
heard a soft little knock; and she
looked down quite seriously on the bi
hat and the long waiscoat.

“What will you have to-day?"” said
she.

The corner of the waistcoat came up
again in a hurry, and there was a fun-
ny little explosive sound behind it. The
straw hat was tipped lower, too.

“We'd like to have a—a cold bite,
ma'm!” Oh, such & deep, gruff voice
it was that cume from under that bir
hat, no wonder Grandma Nelson feit
frichtencd a little.

=l don't make a practice of giving to
tramps, ' said she. *Are you very
hungry? '’

“Yes, ma'am.’

I declare!” said she.

o
-

*It’s on'y three o'clock,” said Grand- |

ma Nelson.
ner?"
“N—yes, ma’am."
“1 suppose you've walked a long
wavs this afternoon,”’ said grandma.
The two little tramps Iooked at each
other, and there were signs of another

“Didn’t you have any din-

explosion. The waist:oat was brought
into use again. The little tramp in the
straw hat did all the ta kine.

*N-o0, ma'am,we haven't, very long,
sa'd he.

"

“I suppnse youre willing to work |

and pay for somethinz to eat?”’ said
Grandma Nelson.

Then the two little tramps began to
feel sure that she meant plum-cake; so
they answered very promptly:

“Oh yes'm!"

“Very well,” said grandma, *“von
may split and bring in two armfals of
kind! ng-wood. and fill my wood-box, |
besides. There's a
shed.™

Of course they could do that; snd |
they made wvery short work of it in-
deed. Grandma Nelson didn’t believe
she ever saw 1wo little tramps work so
willingly and well before, and she said l

80,

** Are vou very hunory?'’ she asked
aga'n. And what eould siie mean but |
plum-cale, in big thick slices?™

“0Oh yes. ma'am,"”" they bhoth
swered. eagerly. Grandma began talk-
ing to herseif again as she went toward |
the pantry door.

*Ther='s that cold beef,” said she, |
“we npever can eat it; and I suppose
they want something real hearty to
travel on. And I'll ‘give 'em some
bread-and butter with it.”’

Oh dear! how the faces of those two
little tramps fell. They didn's want
cold beef, and they didn't want bread-
and-butter, and they did want plnm-
cake. Tuey had fooled Grandma Nel-
gon almost foo micely. They wouldn't
fool her another bit. So off came the
big hat and the long wuistcoat: and out
of the pantry came grandma, with

an- |

| piece of plum eake in each bhand! |
“*Why-vel”" said she, lookinr as
astonished as she possibly could;

*where are those tramps?"

“April fool! Aprid fool”" shonted
Winny and Joe. torether. **We April-
fooled you. gra mal™

Grandma Nelson sat down in her

rocking charand langhed her glasses off. |

*Dear me, didl
she. *l)id you?"

L'id shev ool Gramndma Nelson? or
did (:randma Nelson fool them? How
was it2— Youih's Companion.

- — —--—— - ——

Remember Mother,

Boys, some of you who read this are
absent from home. You are attendiag
sehool, learning a trade, or engaged in
some kind of Em;:lu}‘mnnl that has
called you away.

There is a mother at home, who longs
to hear from yvou often. Do yom zive
her that privilege? Orare voa will ng
to let her watch every mail, day after
dav and week after week, until the
thought comes forcing its way into her
heart that you have forgotien her, or
m’mure tor the new assoc ates around
you?

Do you realize that her thonghts are
with you of*ener. and linger much
longer with you, than yours with her?

you, dear=?" =al

- —

really and

hatchet in the!

You van think of her as a
thoughiful mother, in a quiet, -nm
home, with but little change in her life,
as the seasons come and go, and you
feel sure that all is well with her.

She can not think of you with the
same feeling of security.

{ou are young, and are out ina world
which she knows is full of snares and
temptations. And, while her eontidence
in your strength of character may be
g-eat, vet she can not keep back the
anxious thougits that come unbidden,
| especially when she has not heard from
| you fora long time.

She knows that this is an important
period of your life. A great ohange is

going on. You are developing into
| something. Can you suppose fer to

| have aught but the deepest solicitude
| in knowinz what that sometaing shall
be? She has foregone much pleasure
| for vour sake, and has cemered many
i hopes in you. She can not help feeling
ad-ep interest in watching the result
of her years of labor in yoar behalf.

A few days agzo orr postmaster re-
| ezived a letter from & tucther in a dis
| tant State, asking fof information con-

cerning her boy. She had written to
him twice without getting any reply.
| The mother's letter was handed to
lhm son—a genial, warm-hearted lad,
who could pever nave been guilty of
| su-h peglect if he bad realized what it
was costing his mother.

I know another boy who, durine a
vear s absence, wrote but two letters
to his mother. At the close of the year
he was summoned hastily home to look
upon that mother’s face for the last
{ time. He found the two letters ho had
written earefully Ixid awav in a drgwer
where she ket a few thines that wers
bixhly p:‘in't!_ &

When he learned how many times his
| mother had read these letters, evenaiter

every word they contained had been
committedl to memory, he felt asthoush
| ke would pive the world if he could
only live that year over again, that he
m «ht swell the number to a hundred
instead of two.
| Ab, boys, we often bring upon our-
se'ves, even in youth, the bLitterness of
{ some *“*mirht have been.”™ Will youn
not guard against it on this one point,
i at least?
| Wrte to vour mother, and wrie
often. Answer the many guestions
found in her letter to yon. ['e not miss
a sing ¢ one. They were n't put in her
letter ju<t forthe sake of Hilling up the
mge. Mothers do not have to de that.
l\ hat mav seem of the least importance
to von may le full of meaning to her.

Tell her all about yourself. Tell her
i all about your studies, vour work, or

whatever you may be engaged in. Tell
her all a out vour assoc.ates; and such
as you can not tell her about do not
hesitate to drop at once.

Boys, write to your mothers. —Golden
Days.
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The Homesick l’ﬂi‘rot.

Poll Parrot belonged to a Iady in De-
| troit.  She lived in & great house ow
Woodward Avenue.
Polly was a favorite. All the nicw
little ehildren onthe avenue knew and
[loved Polly. On  their way to school
| they would stop to say: **Good morp
| in r, Mistress Polly,"” and to o 'er her s
| bit 0. cake or cracker from their lunch-
| baskets. For these Giendly offices
| they were amply repaid by the quaint
savingzs which were sure to follow from
lie giib tongue of Polly.

Sometimes in answer to a cheerful
“Good morning, Mistress Polly!”" the
bird*would drawl out, ** G 0 0-d m-o-r-n-

i n-z—Polly’s —sleepy.™ For the next it
!might be, *Good moerning—don't
! bother a »ird.™
{ Polly’s m stress lost the bulk of her
| fortune, and went to live'in another city.
{ When she was reuly o move, 2
| change came over Polly. She grew

moody and silent. To her little friends’
grectings she would searce deign »
reply.

At her new home her mood changed,
bat, alas’ not for the better. She now
{ complained all the time: and the burden

of ber ery was ever the same: **Polly

wants to go to Deiroit—poor FPoily
| wants to go 1o Detroit!™

| Sosad was the bird's moan, that &
| Iadly wko lived across the street had te
closo the front doors and windows of
her house and ratire to the rear, that she
nnght not hear it

For 1ourteen days the poor creaturv
sent forth her pititul wail. She relused
tood, and died with the half-linished
pet tion upon her tongue: *“Poor Polly
wants to go — '—Our Liltlc Onas.

hﬁpiillinz Rocks,

A man who was sitting on a big
sandstone near a new building uwp
town, while pounding on top of aniro2
rodd with a heavy hammer, stopped his
work when a young man said to him:

**What are you doing that for?”

“Drili pg a hole,”” said he. Thems
ware other hoies about six inches apart
in a line along the middle of the top of
the big stone.

““What are all these holes for?”

The workman said, as he pounded
away: “['ll show you.” When the
hole was about four inches deep he took

| a Jot of half-round pieces of iron and

put two in each hole. Then a thin steel
wedge was put between each pair, anid
the man walked along hitting ecach
wedge a moderate blow with his bam-
mer. The tourth suecessipn of blows
split the rock almost as clean snd
straight as if it had been sawed. The
rock was three feet thick.

*That was very easily done,” said
the young man.

*Yes; uut you would be astonished,
I think. to see the large masses tha:z
can be split in that way. [ was inn
down-East quarry not long ago whera
they were getting out granite slabs for
landings in the stalrways ot a big Phile
adelphia building. The seams in the
rocks were ppened with ‘seam blasts,”
just heaxy enough Lo loosen without
dis nte.g%al’nz the mass. Then steam
drilis dvilled several h iles, say three or
four feet apart and five feet deep, in &
line alung the top of the rock. Between
the big boles and in the same line the

"small holes like thess were drilled.

When the wedres in the litile boles
were hammered in, the biz slib of
sto e, eighteen by twenty-zeven feet
la e was sphit off like a slice of hread
eut fom a loaf. It was ust the rizhs
shickmess for a smooth finish below and
| a tine hammer dressing on top.”
{  “What were the cecp holes for?*”

““Jo insure that the rock split down
straight. I have never seen a roek so
larze that I could not split it up as
easilyas I opened this ome."'—N. Y.
Sun.

—By far the greater number of fires
recorded in Lon !on during the past year
are charzeable to the taliow The
ease with which they ean be s % under a
shelf in the pantry or cupboard or var-
ried under combustible mater mskes
them more dangerous than oil lsmps.

| e
! —+“We've got to dra'w the liue some-
whe e,”” remarks the Chairman of the
Vigilantes, as he tucked the - knet
under the horse-ihief’s leit ear.— Bosien
l m




