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DINING OUT.

“ Baast Pork, Carned Beer, Haked Fish,
Veal Cutiet nnd Mutton Hash.™

hatt 114 taine <5 ned hefghtnees

of everything I tabdss—ihe platos,

the napkine, the whe ball botties of

wine, They sorved ms wi grvat eups of enfe

g Besd snad 1 s of oresd amd but-

sracy, nred g el puotatons.” —Thewr

Wodding Jaitrnicy, >

1 judge from the above extract—my
text for the present ocension—that Mr.
Howells hkes a good dinner well sorved.

I think every person who lives a toler- |

ably correct life does.  ** Eating," said
the noted but somber Whatsisname to
the equally celebmted but jolly Some-
oncorother, * is one of the lowest of
pleasures.””  **True,” replied the lat-
ter, “for it is the foundation of all
othem.” No one can admire
scenery or anything else and be b
at the same time, Ispeak a8 one in
authority, for I've been there. I don't
remember any one who ean do better
justice—am  paper—to 8 good square
mreal, than Charles Dickens, hose
who knew the great novelist say that
he did equally well with knifesnd fork,
as with pen and ink. once b
Bronson Howard, the dramatist, tell of
a meal be destroyed in Eongland. Mr.
Howard having a day to spare got on a
train. He didn't know where it was
ing; the faot that it was leaving Lon-
on was enough for him. At alittle
station among the hills he left the cars
and took to the fields over the hills and

far away. It was a delightful autemn
day, with s2 underneath erisp and
brown, and sky overhead blue and

white with flving flecks of cloud, and a
breeze that had nothing to do but
wander over the hills and give ramblers
an appetite. By and by be came to a
“'\‘side! inn, low tl:uu-dheil and coay,
one of the few that the de; ing stage-
conch did pot take awa p.:illl it, and
here he rested and dined. It was ham
and I eannot re uce Mr.

Homdis glowing eulogy on that din-
ner, but if & short-hand man had taken

!il down it would have equaled anything | I'm going to take dnner where I'm
Dickens ever wrote. made fiun of,” and he shosod back his
I take my noontide meal at a Detroit | clmir nondd strode hotly out, leas e peur
restaurant.  There is no particular one | astonished waiters with four roast beefs,
to which I am mlificted. As meals are | rare.
| given on the European plan—the more | A friend of mine objects to a certain
You eat the bigzer the bill—1 am well | restaurant beeause they shout out the
| aware thac if I bestowed my patropagze | onder 0 that every one knows just
| on one institution it would be speedily | what 2 person dines on.
enriched; 50 1 equalize the thing and | Il take  spring  chicken,” says a
am pradually building up most of the rural visitor.
| restaurants in the city. “OxE Seriva,” vells the waiter.
. Humsn nature comes out strong in a |  ** OUne spring,” cries some one further
restaumant. A hungry man is rarely | on.
ceremonious; if a man has ansthing of | One spring.” echoss another from
a domineering spirit he will bully the | the dim recesses beyond.
waiters, however much he suppresses | It takes three springs to eatch a |
it in ordinary intercourse.  When [ see | chicken here,” said a man at another
| 8 man polite to a waiter I know he is | table. The rural visitor evidently
cither & gentleman or is on his first | thought they kept chickens already
visit to a restaurant. r eooked, and be chafed at the long de-
“Mr. Weeds," roars a man to|lay. When the waiter at last brought
| the proprietor. * why in thunder is it | in the smoking fowl be said erossly:
that | pever can have atable napkin®?| = A rmm would think you had to
Better get waiters that understand their | cook the chicken, you were so long of
busines<."’ coming.™
The jovial Mr. Weeds hurriedly inter- *Cookit," said the waiter, ““why,
views the waiter, who shows the irate | bless you, boss, I had to chase dat
guest the white napkin folded neatly on | chicken free times round de back vard
the white table cloth, where it _escaped | wid a pole "fore 1 coteh it.”
the hungry moan's notice. The man | A little incident oceurred one day
growls and grumbles for a while to try | last week that impressed me ver
and make his fellow-lanchoers think. he | much, and bronght up some old Ncnﬁ

ington,
d a&r Walter Scott on his novel “Waver-
I.'.

| 1ass Jerrold receives] just

let with unspenkablo |

lous. Sometimes the napkins are not

brought—still that fact does not justify

| the massacre of the waiters,

| *Wdohn,' saida gentleman, quietly and

| sort of confidential like, to his waiter,

| Did I—did I pay for my dinner last
time®"”

| ** Why, vessir: of course sir,”™ heart-
ily responded the waiter,

‘ *“Then John,” moreconfidently, with
a touch of appeal in the tone, “conldn’t

| I have a napkin this time?”

brought, 1 have afavorite formula that
Irun off on the unprotected head of
new restanrant man [ meet

j The missing napkin was speedily |

; eve
ment waiting for my order, the proprie-
tor generally cowes up and, placing

| both knuckles on the edge of the table,
blandly inquires:

“* Anybedy waiting on you, sie?”

| *No, sir—/ am doing the waiting."

| _ This generally bad a very good ef-
fect, till last Wednesday the host re-
marked:

| *Oh, yes, I remember: you said that

I two weeks ago. Been waiting ever
since?""

| During State Fair week, when every

| restaurant had more than it conld at-

| tend to, I would have died of starva-
| tiom were it not that there were so many

things to interest me.  Une young man,
| evidently new to restaurant life, sat
| down at an oval table,

| *“*Anyone taken your order, sir?”

| *No-bring me roast beel.™

“Rogst beef, sir? Yes, sir. How
| will you have it done sir?"

“Done just as quick a8 you ean.”

“Well doue, rare or medium, sir?""

“Oh! rare.”

Just as this waiter sailed down amon
the tables toward the kitchen another
tackled our yeung man.

“What will you have. sic™

“Roast beef, rare,” reiterated the
young man. And off the second waiter
went. A thind, who was brushing off
| crumbs, set a glacs of water before the
young man and inguired:

“What is your order, sir?"

“Well,” in an snnoyed tone, “*Roast
beef—understand #°

+*All right. sir.” and the third waiter
moved hurriedly away.

Just then my waiter spread the fat
of the land before me, and I whispered
to him:

“You really onght to tend to that
young man; he has been waiting quite
~ "l"ho&"hljgi i

obliging waiter at once
proached him, apologized for the del.:g

wish#"
“Are you deaf? asked the young

man. angrily.

“Well, no, sir; I hope not.”

“Then listen for the Iast time: Roast
—becf—rare! he said, with startling
distinctness of tone. |

A few minutes afterward 1 heard the |
stentorian voice of the kitchen fiend

1l:

F“l‘mtr roast beefs, rare.”

Then the foar waiters appeared, in-
nocently enough, each with roast beef
for my young friend. * Exvuse me,”
suid the first waiter, ** [ took this gen-
tleman’s order.”

] should think you did, took it four
times," said the !Lu:n. * Blamed if

When | sit like patience on a mon- |

-—'Bl;; w.’uu know—what did he M9 diﬂienlkyml that head, and if li]

don’t kuow he has made himself ridien- | leetions that are apt to lie dormant in

| the busy, bustling life of a citv. Only
[ one table was vacant. A young man
| with a voune woman stopped  hesitat-
ingly at the wire door that led to the
den of devouring humanity. Instantly
the proprictor epeneid the door, inv ited
them ir and placed them at the vacant
| table, where I had an excellent view of
them. The young man had a noble
face; clesr-ent, self-reliant, aml some-
| thing about it that seemed to inspire
| contidence. The young lady had a
le, sweet face—a good face —and
when she looked uap truthfullv at her
| comrade with & smile that sald: * As
; thou dinest so shall 1 dine,” I thoagit
she was his wife, but when she studied
| over the bill of fare there was a resem-
hlanes that made me think she might
Le his sister. When their waiter spread
J the bounties before them, they
reverently bowed their heads, shaded
| the eyes and quietly offored up & silent
prayer. Among the hurryving to and
fro of waiters, the clash of dishes, the
ruttie of knives amd forks, the shouting

| of orders, the clanking of money aml
the hurlyv-burly of s bustling restaurant
devothmal  secmed  utterly

| any thing

incongruons. They evidently didn't |

think =o: if they gave the matter
thought, they probably imagined that
cach of us had said * Grace ™ before we
| began our dinners.  But we hadn't. It
seenud] to me fike & breath from felds
Cand woods far away. It reminded moe
that there are quict, deep pools along
the river of life, where the rushing tide
|of “advanced opinion ecanses not one
] ri‘ppfr.'. There is no doubt a great deal
of relizion in the city—althourzh a
business man does wot run  across
leumrgh of it to materially retard his
progress—still I think that like good
| milk, pure butter and fresh vezetables
| (we are dealing in restaurant similes), |
the real gilt-edged articls eomes from
the couniry.—Luke Sharp, in Detroit
Free Press,
L e — =

Lerd Palmerston's Stranze Marriage.

Loan Parsersrox was already com-
!nra.!iu-ly rich when the Queen polite-
y but firmly commanded him to  get
married. Lord Melbourne (the Pre- |
mier) was aconfirmed widower; and if
the Foreizn Secretary continned a
bachelor there would soon be a serious
| difficulty about the reception ambassa-
dresses. **May it please vour Majesty,” |
said Lord Falmerston, I should be
only 100 happy to marry, if I knew any |
one who wonld have me.”” The Queen |
| graciously replied that there need be |

WEre nec she would take wpon |
herself to find a lady both ready and |
willing to become Lady P. So Lady |
Cowper was sent for from Rome to

reign for thirty years over the half of

London society. It is saild, by the way, |
that this lady decided her husband was
to be Prime Minister long before the
idlea occurred to himself. It was a very
huppli:ah-b—'mdmd. a love match, for |
all Lord Palmerston told the |

Queen.

Tue municipality of Paris levies a |
duty oa almost everything which entors
the city; that of London on scarcely |
anything bot coals, which fumish a
large revenue.

\at a

FERSONAL AND LITERARY.
Jaxzs CLEFRANE, ninety, who

lives in Wash .E‘:gd with

Fox his comedy of ** Black-Eyed Su-
san,"’ which still the stage, Doug-
what Milton
did for ** Parndise Lost " —825,

Faxxy DAvEsronr pavs twenty-four
hundred dollars to Anns’ Dickinson for
her new play, and ffty dollars s night
for every performance after it has run

A voedon ** Death,” by the late Rov.
Dr. Daggett, of Hartford, Conn., was
Ini.nfmm up for printing in the October
wamber of Scribncr’s as the news ecamo
of his death.

Broussterxe fuonrxsos, the Nore-
wegian novelist, dramatic poet and

phlet writer, recently arrived in
New York ny the steamer Germanie, in
company with Mes. Ole Bull, the widow
of the violiuist.

Mu. Bugr Haxris in lnckin England.
Every serap that he has written, inehud-
ing a biographical preface and a por-
trait of the author, is to go into a five-
vulume edition of his works now in the
hands of a London publisher.

Tar maddest performance recorded

in Mr. W. T. Dobson’s history of ** Lit-
erary Frivolities™ §

| three weeks.

isthat of the man
who discovered there were 85,5145 wavs
of spelling the word scissors, aml who
sccordingly sat down and wrote them

| out ina work containing three volumes

of 300 pages each.
M. Dante Gasurer Rossermi, the
t, lives a most secluded and retired
ife; be mroly goes into society, and
even his brother does not wenture to
bring visitors to his studio. It is since
the death of Mrs. Kossetti, s beautiful
and swect-natured woman, that this
Liabit of reserve has grown upon the
husband she left to rezret hor. When
she divd, Rossetti was so wretched that
he felt his own intellsctual life was at
an end, and in ber grave he buried all
the sonnets he had written, asd which,
by the way, were addressed ¢ bor. His
friends, resalved that the poems should
not be lost, opened the grave and res-
ened them; and after a time revealing
to the poct that they wers in existence,
persusded him to print them.,
e —

HUMDROUS,

Tax censns of Rhode Talaml i eom-
pleted, andsome of the enterprising pa-
pers of that State print the names of all
the inhabitants in full, devoting nearly
a column to it '

A¥ article in an exchange is hoadel
** Suivide of a Locomntive.” Owing to
a **tender” attachment, probably. It
should have been - switched™ oftener
when young. — Norristown Heralil.

w1 wisn I conld settle this eonfound.
ed coffée,” said an bmpatient traveler
railway restanrant. “Try a
broamstick.’” sald a moody man with a
seratched nose, *that is what every-
thing is settiod with at our house " —
Boston Commercial Bulletin.

“Wno are yon going to vote for™
somebady as Gilhooly. *1 am
going w cast my vote solid for De
smith." Do you think he is entitlod

' 1o the confidence of the people? Do

vou know him?*  * Never saw him in
my life, but 1 saw the other fellow, aml
that settled it —Galveston News.

BuvLy he beat o' or the dainly bead

And, “won't you; woa't youl”
He sofely said,
Negging Lnus the saucy mise
Just for the | san of one sweet kiss

The maldon tossad] her pretty bew |
And, “No, | worft yoa™
She sucily sail

“How foouist e fs,” thought 10 fitzhe mis:

He stould not ask for, but stosd the kis

Geustenr got an aversge of 3100 for
each time she sang in this country. At
this rate it is estimated that she has nl-
ready sung §1,000,000 worth to ber new
baby. And the yoougster doesa’t seem
Lo appreciate it any more than it would
the wild and tortuous steains from s
seventy-five cent acconlion —XNorris-
towm Heraldl,

Tuz Contral New York Farmers” Club
recent'y sent out invitations to 4
annual pienie.  ** with its initials head
ing the card of the ivitstion “C. N.
Y. F. .7 indigusatly resd an old

. *ef that ain't the blamedest
way 1o spell knifel This comes of yer
new-fangled * reform®  And be
immediately sat down and wrote s
wrathful lefter to Professor North
about it.—Burlinglon Hawkeve.




