
Out fitted.
HOW A MASQUERADE BALL CAUSED THE COURSE OF ONE

TRUE LOVE AFFAIR TO RUN SMOOTHLY.

"Surely I eught to know every girt in
the house by this time," thinks Tom Stan*
to as be stands In a perplexed sliloquy,
with his ayes fled upon a harming little

gure dancing a quadrille a few yards
away from him and getting into the most

graceful attitudes with the aid of her little
fan. "But, of course, she might easily be
an outsider, although the rule was that

only the boarder should be Invited to this
afair."

A gay and beautiful panorama was
passing before Ton Stanton's eyes, for a
masquerade hall is in full progrees at
Gratton's hotel, and tihe large billiard
room and parlors are thronged with a
crowd of merry, bright-dresmed masker.
But the scene is unnoticed by the young
man, who, for tie last hour, has only had
his eyes for thle dainty little Pier-

rette, who is doing such remarkable ee-
cution with her i fan. Her costume Is
eminently suited to er petite and perfect
figure, and on her coquettish blonde
bead rests the most taking of caps. All
that can be seen under the fall of lace
that Afnishes her ,mak is the end of
a rounded chin that sinks in the prettiest
of curves into the loveliest neck that Tom
thinks be has ever seen.

The quadrille comes to an end and be
rushes forward to secure, if posible, the
nest dance from the girl who has so
elarmed him.

"What, monsieur, another dance ?" she
asks in a pretty French accent, which is
so perfect that Toni cannot tell if it is
assumed or not. "Eli bhin! I cannot
refuse you."

She dsliped one white arm through his,
and Tom lead bhis prise off to a secluded
part of the conservatory, to which she
seemed nothing loath to go.

This is their rst tete-a-tete, but to
Tom's disappointment she is very silent
and answers all his remarks only by

"I must acknowledge that I am pus-
sled," he exclaimed at last in despair.
"I thoubt I would he able to discover
you. Tell me if you live here. l)o give
me some clew."

"Non, non. It is for you to find out,"
answer. Pierrette, with a shake of her
curly little bead.

"l)o I know you well?" he asks.
"Just as well as I now you, Monsieur

Staunton," she re Ilies, and Toni, for tihe
fifth time, sentally runs over his list of
young lady friends, hut rejects each onel
as impossible.
"Do tell nie some place I have inet or

seen you " he pleads.
There is a noment's Irum", while Tom

gases eagerly at her. Themn she softly
says:
'Ah, Molnsiur, if you did calree )youI

would be able to penelltrate ally fe'ble at-
tempt at masqueradling. I would know
Monsieur in any costunI."

"But I si, more stupid thain you. It is
not that I don't care, Iut tlat your dli.
guise is so good," protests Toll earnestly;
"ijust raise your mask a little, and let sue
aat least see your ulloutlhl" he idds.
")ort Traiment," she says. Imastily draw-

ing the lace closer to her chin. "I must
lot he discovered." She seems almost
frightened at the idea.

"But I will see you at 12 o'clock, when
everyxbody will have to unmask; why nlot
anticipate by an hour or so'.'"

"At 12 o'clock I may drop any clariater
of "Plerrette," alndl herlne (ilmderella,
but it Is not nmy slippers I will leave he-
hind in my flight.' She puts lie hand
on her heart, anld easts a coqucttish look
at Tom.

"I shall follow you too closely to allow
you to escape," he eelainmed, leanilnl for-
ward and gazing llnto her eyes as If he
would draw fron tlheir shining depth a
knowledge of her identity.

"You know not, what you say. I Iroi-
ise you that at to-bnorrow's dwnll you will
mie as mystilled as ron ,are now. Alasu
it cannot he othellrw 1e."

"But tell mime why." 1.wrsists Toni, while
all sorts of wild Ideas floated tlhroal his
lead.

"Listen. monsieur. do you really wish to
('qtViutItW t'lts - *tr"- er- rnen..sngp

Her voice is softly msductive.
"'an you ask !" earlailsn. Toni, impetu

umly seisingl her hanld.
"lBut how do you know I am not ugly

and old without tay mask'.' Monsieur
may be disappointed when i.e sees ta I
face " she says. allowing her hand to rest
on hbs. ald faintly returning his pressur
as she leans toward him.

'"Impossihle for you to t anythbing
huit-'

"Never mind." she interrupts. "You
ntay tell mte what you wish later. Now

it is no cr 'uplinment. You have not seen

"But it is not long unttil midniight nlow."
says Tomn, gleefully.

"Ala you do not believe that at nid-
night there will tw nothing left to remind
you of Pierrette. but this rumn."

She takes at flower froml helr corsage
anld. kissint it, hands it to him with a
;lash of her dark eves. Tom pre•ses it to

"YouI lhall nIuot e.mw'ape maite Illlms|ov-
.... 1" a.... ..... ....

"flut if I a (ul," .is' lMrs-ev.re~. "wlat
will you do,."'
"I should rely u)Illmi your kindnIess of

heart linot to le't this itlterviow it thei. last
of what Imllliime to It wn ma) nllc'h lto u•,"
lit- says, rai.il•g her hald andil lestowful g
a lPassionllate ki*s uluin tIl. sImall lingers.

" lMonsieur." .ie' says, Ihalf drawing her
ihanld away. "all, )you do llot lIt'all all you

But l will linprov t yoil that I uall nll
earnest, if )ou will ,nly let Ills, hIy lay
future devo4tion"ll. cries Toll. fairly infat-
uat'ed with hlis e•uelll alio by tils tullue.

"'Very well: I will ut )you to the prooft."
"I will go thrwoug ll f•re lldl( water for

you.
"It is niot deed of valor that I re.Iulin.

And. in fact, what I aill about dto pnrilie
is out of reganl for you. IReturn wt town
the day after to-Imorrow, anlld you shall

gIw.nd the etveling of that day with meii."
There is a Ilmomenhlt'-s rLue.
"Well?" questilols Plsrrette. dlrawilla

away her halld. "haell I asked Ito• ucwl
of '.nu I
To. .till hesitates. "('all I 1see you

ImlSmpsibl', monlsileur. I ut do |not laut
yourself out of Isw way. I thought I was
Sonferring a great favor ulIoni yotu,
but I see you liaver had ruuugha of smy s.i
lety." She ries and draws her smamll

figure up to its full height. "I bid Inon-
wieur a•s1 soir," sl conlltinullles, turning
away.

,,)i. istop" eaclainims Tonm. jumping up
and catcihing Iwr hand inl hi.. "Let nme
eftl lainl. My Iwiitatilo aeunlln inelcue-
able, I know; but wlwn *you 1understand
iry alisitilon you will no lliger blamiw It•e.
If my .ister Siue had a another lrr father I
would be free to follow the dictatel cof mly
Ietart., Iout a it i i I uam the ocl. Iellc to
guarld lan to guide hit.r, illl I i*liiu. t leave.
Iter Iern. alone .'"

"So )your *initer I hwer.' l' 11 ;1c ,t iutlill

-ws fcli. w-ear 'e
"Shl P out of ip. flowi KIr -~ hi t i

would not show me her dress. but she as
eidentally let slip what she was going to
wear, and of course I recoglnsed her at
eose.

"And why cannot you persuade her to
return to town with you ? Is she so eplri
with this plae ?

"No. Indeed. On the contrary, she is
most sanlous to o home, but we have
onl been heres ree weeks. and it is
reaiy a matter of oonaelenee with me to

een her away for at least two months."
"But why should you want your sister

to stay here for two long moths? Your
excuse monsieur. does not satify me."

'Wait until you hear all. Before we
came here I had been away on a bulineus
trip, which had detained me, unfortunate-

Io enough for a deal of mischief
b ted in myal mnc. Aflter I had

been home a few days Sue confided to me
the unexpected and startling news that
she war very much in love and wanted
may blessing on the nmatch she was going
tonmake. Watwas I todo? I did not
know whether it was Nue's money or her
self that had attracted Hugh Rylancl, al-
though I liked the little I had seen of him.
On the other hand she is very young, and
I was not sure she new her own mind-
er-dik you speak ?"

He pauses for an answer, hut she only
shakes her bhead, and he continues:

"Situated thus I decided to bring Sue
awar to a gay place where her mind
would he diverted, and in the meantime I
have beets making Inquiries about Ry-
land."

**AsI ....... auUllte t..,' T... .. nMnnah"Ana poor mile. ue: Itwo loonuG
away from her fiancee In the beginning
of their engagement, and all for a whim.
Ah, maonsieur, you are cruel! And let me
tell you, if your sister is steadfast in her
determlination at the end of three weekl.
she will he so tonjourr. what you call al-
ways. It is only men who are fickle. In
a week you will have forgotten Pier-
rette."

Her voice quivers.
"I will never forget you!" ihe cried.

"No; the•lear tlht has truly kuvRed never for-

luht as truly loves on to the close,
As Uime stuloweer turns on her li. wlheun he et.,

The sane. look whcllh ihe. turu'd when he
row*."

"Why not aplply to your sister? No
more iprotestations, monsieur. 'Action
speaks louder than wordu.' If you care to
see me again I will he at home and alone
Friday evening. ('onme at half-past 8, to
74 Blank street. (eleste. any ,maid, will
receive you. Ask for Madenmoiselle Pier-
rette. anld else will brinmg you to me. Shall
I el•'t you ?" Shle lanls toward him.
luntil heer lheadl almst rets upon hin
shoulder, and one faintly Iprfumledl curl
Ilrushes his chleek. With a uddklen move-
Iment ''osll draws he.r to him and lre'aes
kiss after kiss lllnl hler rotlld tllhront.
She dclew not struggle.

"Will you coIme, clher smul?" she whim-
Sers. ll

"I will e ti heye." answers Toni, husk-
ily.

-Wiithl an abrupt, quick twitch she sllps
frtna hisi arms, and Ia anl instant she is at
the door which leads from the conserva-
tory into the hall.

Shadckw of musk and patchouli, rose-
cloretl lights anIl igliges, I dispel thee."
she crierks, reading Tonl's half-fornlta
thoughlts. which nperhaps slIe hald done
her utntlst to conjlure up.

Sth• dislap inared thiroughi thIe Iirtier.
andl Toun,. colklatllng himself, dasshes after
her in hot pursuit. Down the hall they
g. l'ierette hasm a good start, Ibut Toni
haas tlw advantage of long les•l anit lie is
gaining u14n her. In another mament
she will tIe caught but Ino, she turns to
her left and vanishes into a convenient
rool, and just as Tom reaches the spot
he hearn the key turn in the lock. Hi.
stares at the blankll, exprlionlem door
helplesldy, but just then a flock of mask-
ersm tuilce along, anid seising lunid of him,
-draw hinL with a merry jest and laughter
back to the sLene of revelry.

As sani as Toea can intake his lwape
le seeks thie ,flite iand eagerly asks:
'"Who Ias rnmnl twen(ty-sevrn on this

"Miss Grey," reisonkdl tihe clerk, and
Toal utters a half suppressed hunt dis-
tintly nauglhty exclamation as MissGrey.
a frieod of ls sister's but not a girl to
enhance a man's falcy. rises before his
maild's eyr with her tall, lanky figure,
small light eye. geinerally covered with

lses, and remarkably largel hands and

"Well Tonm. have you had. enough of"Well Tons, have you Ilhd enough of
this deathly dull aair yet?" ass Sue
Staunton, entefring the othe with her
mask In her bhand.

"'Yet too oIU .h" ansiwers Tom gloosm
ily. "uppose we leave," w suggests. It
is ilnewpreubly dull and wearimume to
hinm now.

"I si only too glad to go. Gaiety can
lnever bex interesiting to me when I am nlot
with Hlugh," sh re lpolded with a sigh.

Tomt feels a mensation of pity stealing
over h11mn.

"('cain, little one," he says, car•ssingly
strokinl Iher glossyt dllrk heir as they
mounlt til stair". "( helir up. We will go
hlolle f you any so."

"IReally. Tom! (I, y,'l darling brother.
IYou aif always uw g•odl to IIe that nliy
vonslieniee trep.ae•rches um.e for ever having

ani inmatient thought toward you."
Tommi flushe uilIoifo•rtahly. "I did lnot

know )yout w.*e in all dominlo," e says, to
chan.e thet Islbjeet aItld to elale her ggrat-
ituh, whilch lit feels he tdoes not deserve.
"I thought you were' th.e domllino in red
and blue, and I kept away from you so
you would not IIe klnownl thrghlll me."

"( 1, Io: it was so II h easi'llier to wear
this thai to get up a (

O
tltme," slhe says'

"aid I was thorounglily diuisel. See!'
She, holds tll a itiall. hllf munak as she
sewaks.

"Any onile who' know you well would
diu',cer you by your illouth," says 'otiim
critically. "You lshIild have the lan. fll.
ilng Ihlow your i.hin."

"Hiave. you tl.e flirtiing with a lice-
aurnleretl mIsk. sir or how do yolu e.t1e

to know so llnuclh alaout tl•e tlhings:'"
"Everylaldy knlow that mucih," ra.

spends Tou. "Ily the way. S'eue. has
Iiss G r ay got aiyomit stopping with her
to-night ?

."No,• Tnio why do you ask ?"
"Alia, I just woinder•l it there wre souse

striaiaer.s here."
"soc thu logits arc evideitlely fiar aeway

said siw dot.s nut answer.
'And you art' really going to take' in.

honnc". Tons?" 'lhi asks at last.

*'If yOu want toc go," Itt' regj)11d5 no ebly.
''I Ii, 9 'ono.'' sic.. says e(arnestly. "if y'iu

rally knew what this separatLoic has hmen
to icc.' ?" He1r e)y5 fill with tears. ctd 6114
kisses her breuthier g~ool night andl eitets

( Cc Ily~* cc(r *L cc() Y'nli~l
lI1cr r4101111 le Pr (11g l ut to a low whistle

. . . .~k
"\VluaI e.at ls"t' ce mutater with. you"

Ye .c ele ote ciP. 'ihi t.. have' ciii a l~'l"'lit.'.

Tcor..' 14.4ys \et( Stattiteet tee lac hr i rothtatr
twoe at gblet latter. its tie. w.- n A r' isiclattg
dhu ie'r iii thle'ir I eretty lee'mae i, intt)wn.
" I thcaick hce icicet Icc 111 le.-v. I1uagla.'' slit
adel.. :ctracca with ~i lughta,'I t. ler iceter.

wh. Ice. ce'ea. c.ry atac1'I.e11 ee .ut her
rematrk.

"A late leueb would epail wy lliier better, I think." To.
"but I uppose ou th•lk e beh y uet

be in love t.ea.e. youe adds

Scolors and eests a lvu . look at
her lover, who Is mg ather to4Ma w.i

"No. not a all yeo a man
La I,," ehe c la Mdeu. "Whatelse woul bri you home a o'eloek

to bin your tland at 10 mlautes
st e•lo l b re thti • • m add-

la t Ie fa totuca and your

Wh buas made you conmau me so
an:iouly an to the crvat you should
wear? What has made You oDose your
boutouser with an eye t the harmony
of colors, to whih y ou never gave a

thoughtbhel? I could oao or aome
me, but I will merely add that a lover's

impatiencewill not make thm hads of
the clok move f aster even it he looks at
it every minute orso.

With a mock tragie gesture Tom fail
back in his chair and weakly sas:

"Ryland, my bhy, take hr. She is
your.l Ne be a such weaderflh, such
trul arkable penet on tbat she is
not ste to bave around."

They all laughed.
"Well, Hugh and I are p to the

theater. I must go and get rS d." says
Nue. jumping up abruptly, "I hte to leaveyou alone Tom. Will you not come with
u ?"

it toullht, answers Tom with caeless de-
liberation.

"But are you oingl to be here entirely
by yourself all tihe evening? Then we will
utay with you and wait until some time
when we can all go together."

"•o. indeed," protests Tom, hastily, "I
-er--that-is-well, tbought I take a
walk around the coraer. I won't be
lonely. The fact is I have a call to make
and-er."

He paused to light a cigarette, and Sue,
with a mlachievous laug, says:

"Poor boy. Get engaged and then ou
won't be in such demand, hey, Hugh '

She runs off and Ton is left wondering
is she can suspect his alppointmnt .

But no, it i impoible. I seems as
if the hands of the clock never moved
so slowly. Will it ever he light and
time for him to start for 107` Blank
sreet. He sees the pretty coquettish
flture of Pierrette as lainly as though
si stood before him. Heremembers he
sparkle of her dark eyes and the beauty
of the contrast between them, and her
blonde hair. He notes the goklden sheen
of her short, pretty curls, and feels one
soft tress brush his cheek. A whiff of the
faint perfume that clung to her and re-
minded him of freshly cut violets. reaches
him. He thrills as, in imagination, he
presses a kim on her round, white
thr•at.

wtlh ne 9 nlel .- .. ........ ** I lns au

pardon, old boj."
Hugh Ityland laughs. He has spokenthree times, but llis remarks were all lost
ins Tom. Hardly has the door closed after

his sister and Hugh RHyland, and Tomn is
alone, than he runs lightly up stairs, three
steps at a time. He enlters and lilhts the
fas, anid his eyes at once fall on the bed.
II o1nce glanel Ihe sees spread upon it a
pointed cap. a little, fair, curly wig, a
lac.-trint•sed imask, a white dres and a
ir faln.

~ear theme things lie a domino and ahalf-mask.
Plrned to tie bed post is a sheet of pa-
.wr. uxlpls wlich is written in large char-

acters:
"Shades of musk and patchouli, I dis-

pel thee!"

And further (lown the page:
"All is fair in love and war. So thinksyour sister •u-e-vis., Pierrette."

af•tWr' nWr MAM B M'POWER OF HASHEESH.
t hageutr Eet t t be Orteatal 4arsetik e-

as Amerlean.
A (airo, Egypt, correspondent of the

Pittsnarlg Lurter thus describes his first
ex.rienco as a hasheesh cater:

Seeaing my companaion conveying a plece
of this sugar eagerly to his mouth I was
encourulged to do likewise. It was an aro-
nmti.e somewhat bitter-tasting pastille.
dissolving quickly like soft peppermint on
the tongue and leaving likewise a slight
burning sensation, which, however,peased
away after a few puffs from a cigarette.

Suddenly the smoklitr cigarette fell out
of nly lips. I felt myself impelled to talk
-to reveal myself to my neighbor--tell
him that I was no longer a common,grov-
elilig human Ibing who had to wander
through life on this hard earth with
wretchedly slow legs, but that I could fly
-- soar like the eagle through ethereal

"sSo, you see, this is the way I do it," I
remenber ejaculating.

The most ineffable eahilarating sunsa-
tions thrilled my inmost self. I felt my-
self liberated of all earthly trammels, us-
burdened of all carnal weight-free to
range infinity's vast fields. Somue strange
quickenting power pulsated through my
every vein.

My whole being seemed etherised. En-
circled with the fragrance of Paradise, I
was borne aloft on buoyant pinions
through immeasurable space. On and on
I was wafted unto an elysiunt of bliss and
loveliness. There was neither beginning
nor end to sty aerial flight. AllU was
htauulalae am eternitv.

I inclined Inay head hackwarIt and lati-
billwd in torrents the balmiy, regenerating
air, and the glorious, roneate light which
was sled around lte. All these moment-
ary oensations I remember ilmlprtin to
mln English frkind at the time. I felt lt at
I wished him to share slay etlherial enjoy-
ment. I wished to take himl alonllg on this
anIrilng ascensio into cetestial ~slitudes.

But mny spiritual trance was noiw neai -
lng its end. ('onseiousnoess was grad-
u rlly nrtunlig to lln. I ex pcrt•l a pecu-
liar rtIushing slln.' tio in any a.rn. My
mouth felt very dry andi liarehel. Before
maIy Iey) rste ig dahrk lotlch.es. The
lwautiful. r.ay glow is fast faslhmg away.

antll i place .of it rinsa a gra.liah fog,
thirolulg which I dlilLy see t.lsau of the
is.ipleh in the rosnll. Slightly .talrtled, I
c..lmle uicite to, andl Ilnd n •myself leaning
for lawlkwarl in an arn-chair. Mly friend
is a st:lilug ear lse with his Iback towardl
thel talli. gesticuilatiing almll tllarlrttly
enlse.avorilng to ipush his cihair .way fr•tut
illl..

Thi. lveling glow at the wi.ilow has
noliit lits disapailwantl yet. I I.s.k at imy
wastch anlltld aml astoished he gigantictl
air r.vyage Ihar lasted only 12'' iniiutes.

"Ho.lhks of Ftie."
('ol. W. W. Dudley has for years taken

a geat intterst in phrenology, and his
liirary at his home hIere s filled with
books on that subject, says a Washington
letter to the New York Tribu.w. A short
timIe ago e read that a new and wonder
ful lshk had Ie•,n publishedl, iving dia.
grlams of the notedl mleu of the dlay. ('ole
lilt Dudley at once sent for tIhe. work, and
oni its arrival eagerly opened it. on the
first patg was a Iead which seemed
strangely familiar. Every ihutnml was dl-
agnosedl, and sione very Ipeuliar chaise-
teristis were given to the owlner of the
bunlps. He was treated unsll ringly, and
tle trend of tle ldea tlhrbuglhomllt was that
a lmai with such a Ie ad woull have a
hard time reaching tIle other world. "ol-
ontel Il)iley read. at through with vague
dlis•uiet. turned thie i.age to tinish. and
saw tihre,. in simiall ta itals: "Thiis is the
ihead oft 'l. W. W. . In.ille' o*f Ihtilana."
He didn't rmd atty more, r.ad thie tIwak
tit. imiyste'ri. ntly Id.li 'sl•, r•prd front hlis
i ll4 t.I loll.

DOVER'S QUEER JAIL
b IWdI ing cag V I ib e r-

neknrv ~b ICUbitluim mmrW b Cuba~r

A priCon Which Is llived to bo
Absolutely Imprsnablo-A

Gigantlo Squlnir
0as..

Fror the New York Hmasul.
lease B. Sawtehle Ia the distintio of

being confined at present in a jail which
Is believed to be absolutely impregnable.
This jail is the one owned and used
the eounty of Straford in New Ramp
shire, and there is onl one other like It
in New England; that is at Monpeller,
Vt.

Dover Jail, as this place of confiement
is termed, Is situated on the summit of a
commanding bill about one and a quarter
miles from the depot, There are prceti-
eally two brick building connected by a
"neck." The front bulkding is three
storles in height and is used as a r•i-
dence for the sheriff and hbi family. The
rear building is two and a half stories
in height and contains the rotating
cells, while the "neck" between com.
prises the uard room of the first floor
and four colls for female prisoner, on the
second. The rotating cells to the rear
building form the patented portion of the
jail. There are twenty of t and them, d re
is only one entrance or exit for the entire
number and that psae i s eparetd
from the ud-m b oura hr-barred
gates andone solid ron door. When an
omcer desires to se a prisoner. he doesn't
so to him; he simply turns a crank and
np the man in confinement around to
the guard-room.

The principle of the jai ni simply this:
To have an entrance to the cells and to
keep the prisoners away from that
entrance at all times, except when they
are wanted. The interior of the war
building or jail proper resembles a
iantic cage. There is an immense clr-

ulagrating around the interior of the
structure, and in this clrcle revolves
the two tiers of cells, there being on
each tier ten departments. The
front of each cell is almost open, except
for an Iron plate running from the top of
the upper tier to the bottom of the lower.
This offers a little more solidlty to a pris-
oner's residence than would he afforded
by the grating simply, which shows, when
the iler wants a man, an astonishing
predilection for slipping away. The iron
plating is also used to hold up the ends of
two hammocks, which amrs used by the
prisoners to sleep in.

The 10 cells on each tier are arranged in
a circle, and it is obvious that the outer
end is quite wide while the inner is very
narrow. They don't quite go down to a
point, however, for in the center of this
big "squirrel cage," as some of the prs
oners delight to call it, is a big hollow
pipe, which, xesides beilng the pivot on
which the cells turn, answers for a big
ventilator, and also contains the water
pipes necssary to supply the prisoners.

The two circular floors of the Jail are
hung f the roof the roof o the rear building so
that the jail swings very easily inside the
circular grating. Everthing is ball bear-
ing except the crank gearing, and the
tiers turn so easily that a 12-year-old hoy
can move the 11) cells and their occupants
without much trouble. The interior of
this square wrick building looks more like
a cheese-box monitor turret than any-
tihin else, except that instead of the
whole turret turning only the insklde of it
-tie cells-moves around. When a
failer desires to see a airn he first un-
locks tlhe door of the compartment con-
taining the crank and gearing by which
the cells are moved. Thisdoor Is fastened
by a combination which is known only
to the sheriff himself. Then with a key he
unbolts the iron door which separates the
passage way to the revolving tiers

ot the -room This done be un-
locks a pallock which holds the brake of
the moving tiers in place, and then grinds
away at the gearin which turns the tiers.
This in so perfseoly adjusted that it can
he moved by the little finger and it can he
turned when the prisoners are asleep
without waking one of them. When the
cell containing the prisoner desired is op
posite the passage-way the jailer unlocks
three more iron-barred gateways, each
lock taking a different key, and then has
his man at hand.

It would be pretty dilfcult for Isaac
Sawtelle to make his escape from No. 17
on the upper tier, would it not ?

The same work is necessary up stairs to
get at prisoners in the upper cells, the
mechanistm there being an exact dupli-
cate of that below.

"(Owls* a ek Homo."

As we waited in the Loadsville & Nash-
ville depot at Nashville for a train, says a
New York bun writer, some one began
crying, and ant excitement was raised
among the peasengers. A brief investiga-
tion proved that it was an old colored
man who was giving way to his grief.
Three or four people remarked on the
strangeness of it, but for some time no
one said anything to hit.. Then a depot
polieeman came forward and took him ,by
the anrm and shook him roughly and said:

"See here, old man, you want to quit
that! You are drunk, and if you make
any more disturhance I'll lock you up!"
"'lkedl, but I han't drunk." replied the

old man. as he renmoved his tear-stained
handkerchief. "Ise looted my ticket an'
money, ann' dat's what's de matter."

"Ilosh! You never had any money to
lose. You dry up or away you go."

"What's the matter y.re ?" queried a
man an lte came forwardl.
The old man recognised the dialect of

thie meutlerner in an instant, and represe
sing his emnootions with a great elfort. he
answered:

"My nale is White."
"'A el.l doll. Mars WhitR, sumoebod haIa

dun rbdddl ume of ticket an' maoney.'
"Were were you boinir';"
"GwinCre down into Kaintuick, whar I

was hol' all' raised."
"•,Where's that?"
"N.ilh to Bowling Grnc . sa h, an' wenl

de wala dun sot me free, I cum upl5I dii
way. Han't bin home menc, sah."

"And you had a ticket ?"
"YeN, sahl, an' oher $11 in cash. BiR

main1' up fur tenll ars, sall."
"Wl'hat do you wanlt to po bck for?"
"To see die hills an ' d Iclds, de to

backer an' de co'n Mars Plreton an' t1
good ole mni sus. Why., ar Wbhite. I'r
dun bin prayin' fur it fo' twenty yiat•
ometmln•s de lonlgin' has come till I

couldn't Iartdly hohld yself."
"It's too bad."
"1L) ole woman is Iburied down dalr

Mars. White l ole womanla an free chil
len. I kin 'mlember di splot samne as if I
seed it ylstenlay. You go out half way t

die fat totlacker hIouase, all' den you turf
ito ihe left anl' go down to do branch whal
di. wiilnlllmne lued to wash. Lar's fo' tneie
on ide ihlt.dr aInk, ail' right Inder 'enm ii
whair dry is all ,huried. I kin ise it!
kilt lheasl you righat to idb uspot !"
"Allml whit wiill you doi wihenl y•s go

thel 't'" ii ke.sl tI1." strangller.
"*l, ip t di' btig hounse au' ax Mar

Presa to let m Ib all dse d t dr
e rwtishadm. Pe and all alone

fow hi e ' e't m l
e fMIo bw se d thLe m

"Shaad bki is " ir m the
sreasr. PIct I.all olwat J alp

Ie.sd thscor. . 'm g~las to
the old mna back to die onetbe old d-'
to.. and be buried alongd o h
ased'
_o em I" eaed a men b or, and

wi"hln Ive msmme we had raied he.oh

old enow-hairad black foll on him knems
la that ered and pmtld:

"Leed. Pae bea W a o u al me
das, a' I now don axe ou oto w
obem dese yer white folk. ds hams believed
la me an' helped mto to back to d ole
home."

And I do believe thalt nine-tethof
that crowd had tear n their er athe
hatecnl called outi theirain or aLau

rile.

LINES OF THE RHYMERS.
In a Cllbrs a....

The hills are verdured with the pines and irs;
O(n mwsy • anks the lady-fern lpeels nt,
And from the chasms and sunny J oope sout

Nature. revivited euu
Where ader bird his tiny whirs,

The red-stemmed mmlt is aoom
With deleate bells; and from the thicket's

The I practies his trills and slurs.
OdLors of pine ud bay tree ill the air;

The sun shines warm on rocks and springing

The w"clouds break apart and softly pass
.tht of the dee blue sky; and over there,

Where but a while ago the snowdrifts lay,
The hills wear all the mingled blue ad gray.

- 'Chamuers' Jourscl.

We had danced together beneath the glean
Of the warl gas-ight trom the chandeliers,

And I told my hIart 'tw a leetring dream,
But my heart was bold and would have no

fears;
For I felt her breath as it touched my hair,

And her great brown eyes with their piercing

"h med ocat from her mask, while her Ups so
fair

lay close to mine in the whilling maze.

I led her away, as the music died
Ina plaintive strain on the midnight air,

To a csy nook In the hallway wide,
Where the Iliht shone dim on the oaken stair.

And I held her and as my heart beat time
To the rhymeti• tones of the ancient clack,

And the words I whispered were set in rhyme
While the clock kept time with a dull "tick,

tack."

Then 11v rI'fll staole mPutr v smul her .swOThen any arm rtole gently aroulnd her waist,
And I pressed a kiss om her throbbing brow;

Btut just at that moment her mask displaced,
Fell down at her feet, I marrely know how.

I L not remember what followed then.
For It all seamns shrouded in clouds of tllSt;

I only know that I fainted when
I saw 'twas my sister that I had kissed.

-John S. hlaw ie Philadelphia .•okety.

Jamtltee the Old Mas.
Whilst mothers are in every c(lime
EKtolled in verse from time to time.
Who pIldls alonu with nary a rhyume?

Your father.

Who is it puts the key at ighlt
Ieneath the mat, just out of liht,
And In the hallway leaves a light?

Your fattier.

And when you seek the burlesque show
And want a seat n the front row,
Who got the last an hour ago?

Your father.

Who gues along out to the tratuk
Amn puts ulp when for cash you luck,
And with ,ou cheerily walks Iawk?

Your father.

Wholl, when thle Iet is nice and fat,
Nooui lays your self-estee.m out flat,
And wins your seven higlh held plt?

Slour father.

And when your head begins to grow,
Who is It warns you to slow
And tells you lots you didn't know?

Toulr father.
11l'ashinjgto Pot.

Wew YlawmawnDeed Flowers.
A tuft of nmi trnunette, a rose!

Numlerless foolishhll rtmshave treasured such.
Now, as I lift then frun their kung relsse,

They turn to dust and ruamble at a oaeh.
Poor fIkwers that meant no nmuh !

They mseant-pure love and limitless belief.
In ulnnmaer's faithfulness. la sunny skies:

Thhey maean-one iunely long of silent grief,
ulst one trle tear that in a moment dries,

For e% ei sorrow dies.

M• with the millions who have Iharded flowers:
The frail love token lasts, the heart's love

ans vaunted strength of womaans asted
lowers

Are nmore ephemeral even than IIthe rose,
The frailest glower that blow!

A withered rose, a tuft of mignolette!
How aasefg weak munst be the human heart!

For these out ve even love outlastn rt t,
Abide even wlhenm ipan l , with b lut d.rt,

Makes ready to depat.
-- Ltpplft's.

The las and the Peasant.The KIag and the Pessat.
From the Detroit Free Presm.

One day while the king of the cannibal
islands was out hunting for griusly bears
he became separated from his retainers,
and after wandering about for a long
time he finally came upon the cabin of a
peasant. The peasant hadn't the least
idea who the stranger was, of course, and
he invited the king to enter and make
himself as comfortable a possable. His
royal nibs, seeing how the land lay,
thought to get an honest opinion of him-
self, and after a bit he led off with:

"They say that the king is out on a hunt

"No doubt of it," replied the peasant;
"he has of late seised upon every pretest
to neglect the king business, and lets
affairs of the state go to the dogs."

"They say he drinks."
"Alas! yes. He can guuzle more budge

than any four old drunkards in te
countr.

"And that he is harsh and tyraniale."
"You bet ! He'd grind our noses to gut

an extra dollar in taxes, end he Is alwar
after a new law to abridge our iibertle."

"And that be is a spendthrift."
"Ah! sir; if be wasn't a king be!d be a

na~ m.ir .d v- mabond."

- D {uI I" U -w. --... w

protestedthe king, as he sweated unde
the collar.

I never heard of but one. They -rbs
is extremely kind to rosa4eed eda.'S
"1 am the king!" thundered his

as he rose up in all the terrlblenam f mna
awfulness.

The peasant fell upon his k.ses and
prayed that his life might be siad. e.
ig he had no insurance, and the hiug
took him tby the rlgbht band and IMd ki
up and said:

"Have no fear. You are an hanest rima.
You are the only human being who ha
dared to tell me of my faults. Froml thl
Imotulleit I aIm i changed sardhale. Hor.-

take these seven signet rinlg and three
thirteen purses filled with gold, and a_
soon a•s you get your potatoes doi and
your corn husked. cotne down and be my
prinme minister."

Now. w.a~tl't that nieeC

Go t,, l',Pikov,r' for the fliret hrands
of cigars. nplllrtle antid lcnomlestic.

CONTEMPT FOR LIFE
in 1as twrId lT ma il I sr-

whos lacera.
Men KilOed With as Muoh Unoon-

orn as a Jack Rabbit-
Silenke of the Cor-

eloan Prees.

roam the Natisal Review.
Should a Coarean, n mrveang for injury

doneto himself or hles alatosor even
to hiM dog or his hore, kill another with
halls or soup de fsil, publib aympathy
sustains him, the bills shelter him, his re-

lationse ed him, and justice, in the bhape
of gendarmee winks with both eyes, unless
the mndbr be very unpopular. True,
be is termed a "bandit." and has to take
rlef la the meequl, as the natural bush
is ed tht elothes the mountain sides.
Well Informed Corsleans tell one that
there are at this moment nla the island
over 1,200 in hiding. But please under-
stand the bandit s no brigand. Should
you, defenseless, happen to fall In
with him he will not take your purse, but,
on te contrary, oer you ood, If he has
it, and shelter in his cave and most prob-
ably refuse any payment for his hospital.
Itr. It is only hi foe's family against
which be wages war, and of course In
sel-defenw, with the geadarmes. These
latter he v ill shoot with as much uncon-
cern a .. woodcock. And thoueh
the Cowsaan will not rob you. It not b-
cause he does not love money. For a few
frans both Corslean gentlemen and
Ensi relidents aver, you can And a
man who will do your killing for you and
rid you of your enemy with knife or bul-
let. And while this utter contempt for
human life prevalls there can be no hope
of the extinction of the vendetta.

An English gentleman, Captain ;., who
has now lived for some ten or fifteen
years in Coriloa, on his own property,told
me the followin story: It seems that one
of the of the fomer mer
fancying be had sme grudge agntb
new owner, made himself ou btlo
by breakr down fences, dv goate
and shep Into the garden, and anneying
Captain g. In other ways. Catain .
happened to mention the fact of the man's
enmity, and deplored it as unreasonable,
both to a Corsican gentleman,a neighbor-
in proproprietor, and also to a shepherd
with whom he was on friendly term..

"Iet me know if he continues," said
the gentleman, "and I will have the man
taken over to yonder rockland you won't
hear of him again."

"I will arrange for a little coup de fusil
whenever you like to give me "the office,'
said the herw•r.

This was 15 years ago, but even now it
[i said there is in Ajaeeio alone at least
one murder a week, though these outrages
are so hushed up by the authorities that it
is difmleult to get any reliable statistists.
I never, for instance, saw the account of
any murder in the little local French pa-
per Le Raiteement, the only one, I think,
in Ajacclo; but this proves nothing, for
there was undoubtedly one atrocious
crime committed in the village of Bocg-
nano, about twenty miles of, while we
were at Ajaceto, for particulars of which
I vainly studied the columns of Le Raif•-
ment. The official whose duty it was to
investigate the matter had wanted to re-
quisition from the livery stable keeper the

-arriage I had bespoken, so I heard the
story from the man's own mouth. The
victim was an Italian who had married
and settled at Bocognano. The Italians
are called luequas by the Corsleans, and
come over from Italy in large numbers.
They are very industrious, and do a great
deal of the hard work of the island. Their
example or industry excites the Corsican's
jealousy, but not his emulation: hence
there is little lost between them.

It appeared that the pig of a Corsican
wandered near the open cottage door of an
Italian, and to drive it off the latter threw
a stone whereupon the wife of the Cor•l-
can indignantly demanded of her husband
itf an Italian was to throw stones at a Coe
sican pig with impunity. The Corelean
at once went into his house and, returning
with his gun, shot the Italian dead on the
-*ot. Thie murderer es ed to the
macqui, and is, I presume, t still u n -
lees the extenuating cireumstances of the
victim being a lucqua has enabled him to
return unmolested to the bosom of his
family.

r dvUWif 9IUu iW sMIA ILOVE'S YOUNG DREAM.

Mr. Hashnful: "I do so lve Boston bread. )Su
know." MiLs Waiting tmeizng her chan cel:
"Now, do you know. I am Ioston bred"'' Tab-
leaux-- ngagement; Easter wedding.-.Nre,
York Trubme.

Maude: "Why have you thrown ("larence r u er-
board?" Madge: "I couldn't marry a man with
a broken nose." Maude: "How did his mose get
broken?" Madge: "I struck him playing ten-
als."-Es:prh. I

•'L;rge," she said, after she had promised to
hbe his wife, "please don't announce our engage-
ment until next week." "Why not, darling?'" he
asked, tenderly. "kleatrae l'mn going to, the
theater with Henry Friday night."--Harp r',s

"'lara Van Mtreek: "Ar.a lwhat did luat 't)y?"

Alfreal kellers asighing: "lie said. 'What! You?
Why, I'll ount you do'wnatairs before I'll let you
marry my daughlter.'" ('larn Van Mtreek Irac-
tical,: "And, of course, 'ou let him--an.I nw I
an yollrs, Alty!" -. lear )'.,rk Se.,.

He: "I love you., Ma•.td!' whe: "All right,
Hllarry. And you nmay ke''e eaIe fle)ny with me
this su•anmer on a fe'w ealllditions." "' Nam
them, swe'et!" "You must Iot try tI woark lithe
Ilhalli-ln-lce'-reamnl racket oIn ilme, nor cut all the
drowning ana'lenLts out ofe llp'rs to ,lhow me.
nor tell any 'hesltnut alout polisonous l rlnts
at pk1els. Tiey wn n't work! Now, I thionk we
ean get aking ver w ell."' Lerc ree Ana aloen.

They •at hh. b) sldt. in the %tre4t ea,'r 't4her
ewegng. As thI,• mlucetor walked to theI front
bi the ear to take p tlhe fanres she turnel and

whispered: "lenry. do ylu Irve Pte?:'" ",,l'e
• , ? W'hy I wouMl die for)on!" "Then pro e

" "'fHow.I" "1)1 yi5ng my fare." "' au't
doll not to-night. I ve only got a nickel with
me." "Then 1you don't love me.. "'th.,hut I do.
ToU met your house on fire whlen you get hlome,
ld u•eehow I will nrmh in andl save )yo. a;et

your nilkel ready." - Ikrtr.dt Fur Pr.r..

"Now. Addle." said the lover, "this I. the last
Uirn. that I will ask )ou will )yo, marry mer" "I

am slre I don't know what to say. I. yoiur
motlher a grmal erk'"' "N tie is not." "Il"a. shel
sew the •butt41s t )olur atlller' el•hes^. .t"heI
dIes unt. He fastens his susll•lder's with a
a shlngle nall." "Ikoes your sisters keep their
stoaknlg. neatly darned:'" "'They do nt. The)
j)st wear then out and throw mn away)'." "W'll,
I think I ma) venture to t•'e.l|t )ou. You can
not at least throw ulp yollr mothler and ulsters'
exaamplen in lmy teeth after we are nmarrie'l.- ft,..
fon 4. 'urlie r.

The Iteal Ieason.
From Life.

Abou Ben Adhllrn to the anggl, : 11l y
doth ny nlamle lead all the rest '

Angel: Because we arrange the•ml: al-
pbhahtically.

Funerul noters neaurly p-.rcoed a' the
"Standard" offer.


