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E N. fra nd he wenttow could | could run so fast as he nor any cn* who | its work. The power of the white horses | would he write which one single man
TWO MEN, EUNDOW! lﬂl‘.d'd'. he .-"mmu oth- | could throw him down. ll.:"on the | will disappear beiore its rays as butier | would care 1o read and remember for »

Two men toiled side by side from sun to sun, Now sky and wood and upland ers said he was in the jar West. He had | prige, and ther, as that was the way of | meiis when wey fall upon " single day ?
m-"ﬂ‘m I.’ ;i. day was dope, 7 ‘"-g‘mr_“ﬂ'“ rain; been in bhis prime successiul at money- | the Syks, he sclected from among the wo- Atter o time the sheik spoke again: But it is so and who ean change it? We
MME-. lu.:'up h‘:o' making, and was the warm friend of cx- | men waitehing the sporis the most beaui- *My son, what horses are now nearest | print libles for our poor instead of offers
¥ Now cheeping, President Hayes. He has marched armi- | iul maiden sud he climbed up 1o where | our heels 2™ . |ing them work by which they ean lifs
Oune saw the beautiful in crimson cloud 'r' cugurades hail in-arm in many repablican parades wiihi | she sat in the wall of the tower, He had “The blacks, ather,” came the boy's | themselves ouiof the stough. We send
H le J° him. Hewas a tall and commanding | in his haud the 1woken of bis victory in the | answ r, mililons to the faraway beathen, but we
The other, with his heid in sadness bowed, Gioes figure, dark moustache and beard and | games, and this he offered 1o her, Assho |  “Lxcellent,” eried the old man. *'The | haven't even hundreds for our own race,
Made uighn of novn. allogether a bandsome man, Governor | leaned forward 1o receive it, smiling upon | stony ground will overcome the powers | wiho are worse « . We praise God as we
Hoadley was o friend of his, His disay- | bim, and wiile all the people wondered | of the black animals. Even the negro of | sit in our grand churches, and we think

Oubrdmmaﬂm.-lm

On mount or plain;
No musie in Lhe soul of one was stirred

By leaf or ram,
saw lhe 1 in every maa,
:m-‘sau'nﬂnuiuhm
And coubl confessed.
ha hea
OT::. ‘-mnlu_uald'mldn.
mlm . n woe,
- Transer.pt.

Rross vale;
q-_ a-swish-a
the
Now dids wax
Sgeept”
lﬂ sparks of fireflies
- the shad 'ws deep.
Now ¢ wrow Lh- meadow,
Vinrd wa.l, aod rall;
Wioes 1he m il patl
—George Cooper Young People.
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FRESH YARNS, SOME TRUE, SOME FM;IClFUL. BY THE
CLEVEREST WRITERS.

No one in the Journal office knew him
except as “Mike,” although the manag-
ing editor uabent himself one day, and in
part payment for a generous lunch
broughbt by the city editor, informed that
worthy that his other name was Edwards.
This biv of knowledge was afterwards
verified by the cashierin the business
office, and later on retalled to the report-
ers by the spectaclel, blue-penecil flend
afcresaid, in exchange for cigars and
sundry boitles of Bass' ale, of which be,
the city editor, was very foud.

sSomeone atiempted to call him *“*Mr.
Edwards" one day, but he ehecked what
miglhit have become a practice by simply
saying: *I wish you would call me Mike,
it sounds much better to me.”

Mike was about thirty, I should
imagine, although he m'ght have been
older or younger. Ho was a slight built
fellow with wavy brown hair and mus-
tache, and deep lustrous eyes, which al-
ways wore a far away look as if he were
ever thinking of something not here ;
something beyond. His mouth had &
yrarning expression ; like as though the
lips would say something which the spirit
that controlied them would not permit.
He never spoke unless first addressed,
and usually his replies were in  monosyl-
labies, uniess percLance the answer was
an explanation, and then it was made in

briefest mauner immaginable.

He was the most faithful worker I ever
raw. He would show up at the officeat 1
o'clock every day and from that hour

untii she paper went (o press he was
slways at desk. No one ever knew
him o go to lunch, although several of

u-lv::e him l;:m time o time.

n h s position was a splendid man.
When I.I;I “run"h:u i d‘ ug there was
pleniy of space, would grab a handful
of Associatet] Press and produce of
the most vivid specials [ ever n.:.*u
managing edi d this facuity and
vuconraged him 1o such an extens that
the Gazetle, our morning rival, used 1o
turn green with envy cver **Mike's”
“grapevine."’

lu arush, too, he was cqually proficient.
When the night editor, wuo was a perfeet
erank, would rattle the city editor and we
of tlie reportorial staff by bursting into
the room and announcing that we must
“condeuse, pare down, concentrate ; that
the paper was fuil; cut 1o the core,” be
never worried Mike in the least, He
would glance over his sheets of manifold
quietly usk how mueh spacs he could
Lave, and be wou'd not have a line too
much or too little. Many & time did 1
wich that 1 had his faculiy in that line,
He would reduce a eolumn 1o \wo sticks,
and tell in a paragraph what many others
would require (Ifty lines to relate,

We all tried to an acquaintance
with “Mike," but, while he treated us po-
litely, there was an air of reserve about
him that made a conversation of any
cvonsiderable duration impossible. Onece
1 tried 10 draw him out as to where he
had m l!mn.ga:h:h. moment [ ;;;
lemp saw expression ot
cyes that this was a hopeless task. From
1iat look of sadness that Jurked in the

orbs there came one of determi-
nation as if they would say: “You are
attempling to penetrale a mystery that is
forbwdden, and you must not cross the
line; you shall not.”” 1 changed the sub-

set.

One night when the day’s run was com-
picted the eity editor ealied us into his
L-:wnu room and said: “Boys, [ will be

nged if 1 don’t think that we have got
a first class sensation right here im this
Citinin there Do e Seota
‘11's in y con n
oward “Mike's” room. *This man h:
leen hiere for four months now,and while
we do know his name none of us can tell
where ue came from or what he ix. Why,
we don't even know where
lives now, 1 was talking with
the managing editor te-day, and he
doesn't know. Said he asked him and
Mike said, “Oh 'never *mind that, I will
always be here. Tue day I fail to come
down will be anncuneed to a week
in advance.” Now thavsall g. L and
the old man had to put up with i1, for he
wned aud waiked out. Now I believe
“uere is 8 great mystery connected with
him, and that we oughit to fiud out, He
may be some netwed criminal,”

"Pl-rlwl he 1s the loss Charley Ross,"
rem ed the reporter wao*'did 'railroads.

“Or Tascott," said 1be police reporter,
*“although the descriptions do not tally.”

Oy, don’s get fresn,” sapl the eity vidl=
tor with some severny. *1 don't know
who be is, but 1 am determined 10 know.
1 am going 1o draw lots, aud the one who
gets the Dumter three can consider him-
selt detalled to want until 1the Rocs
w press aud follow Lim to his room.
‘1 hen te-morrow when be is here go there
and ingure of lis lsudiady what she
knows of hun."

He shook the numbers in his hat and
the drawing begau. ! looked at my paper
and said, *sou needn’t draw any more, |
am the jueky person.”’

**See to 11 that you do not fail,” said the
cily editor, and be then dismis s

went across the street 1o o saloon and
watehed for Mike, At 4 o'ciock he eame
down, halted for a moment, and wrning
a coruer began walkiag swilily worth-
ward, I foliowed bim at a respeetiul dis-
tauece, but found it difieuit to keep him
in sight, Quoee or iwice e looked back
as if 1o see whether e was being pur-
sued, but luck:ly did not see me. On and
on Le went, uutil 1L begau to getr weary
of my journey. but finalyy be baltwed at
8 twao-story frame on the outskiris of tue
wwn, and, uniocking the door, went in-
side. | made a note of the pumber and
went bhome.

Nexi day 1 called and inquired for him,

Eh. landladyr, o!‘ hbu:om gihh ‘Ihm.l:;
new mnothing im exee at

was “Mistber Edwards.” No, never
received any letters or papers. She
thought he got his mail down town. No,
there was 1o one ever called 1o see him.
I gave the woman a doliar and after in-
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him to
after a month of vigilance on
his part he reporied that nothing ever
ecame of it, and no lettera addressed 1o
Mike Elwaris were cver called for by
ll-!nn“upuu whose trail I was camj-
ing.” Then I wrote him a letter and
nlu.-jlmlun another town., It came to
ihe ¢
but be returned it witkout opeuning,
saying that it was not bis, It muu-d.n'-
if the mystery never would elear up. The
city edior was wild, buy that made no
difference. Heo tried his hand at inter~
viewing, but met with no better success.
“The man is a devil,” said be.

One night in ber, it wu‘l';n the
night edi-
tor came boiling in. *“Cut her down," he
roared, “eut her down. We lu!:‘ the

me with edilorial, and Mm

turned in so much sdvertising in his life,"

Then he rushed into Mike s room. *Cut

o g Bare T8 Bare s fo the
ve -

mﬁ?::r the chases.” - ‘",l.l »

sasd nﬂw t
that “*News in Briel"” would ;: o:t :l’nl"ls:

page.

I was on the “dog waich” that might,
and it was my duty 1o stay until every-
1 had just finished
wriing & paragraph about a street fight

which the desk nt at police head-
quariers mnm. when the galley
ror. who been in Mike's room, came

1:fe¢l ‘:u- tlm: as Melu&.’ H
speak, t ailed.
“What's_the matier, kid? I in-

quired. For an answer the <l
;::r:‘lllk!ho Iu;’l.i hmic ho.}l ﬂnm. p.'i"lll:ru
ike, wit restin, [
high back of the chair in which he ser
His eyes were ¢ yand the soft, wavy
hair which elustered round his forebead
was damp with the dew of death. His
pencil had fallen his right hand,
:::: :r.-ud upon the 'l.h e!imm upon
was “Ne Briet."
pl:ldl up l.;‘ @ rrul':- 5
woman varamour were drowned
s Wilkesharre 1 oross
'I':‘:I’m ml; Inn.'%l:rg, i
t was all. lanced
w bl il " ~4 at the article

hem telephoned

“Hears die-

I g copy. te a brief
ath, and the paper went to press.
*“l wonder why we didn't bave that

Wilkesbarre drowning 7™ said the man-

sging editor the nest day. I guess it

:uhm':l the lm‘::!w!:. but they
i ealled n*

1 wonder where I'll = o
They searched

grave a picee of maniiold fell from the
clusier and bid itsel! a1 the bead of the
coffin. The ey editor noued i1, and asked
me abcut it afierward. 1 toid him be was
wistaken.

here is a grave in one eorner of the
eeme near tke fence, bencath the
trees, It is celdomw noted ‘c the wisitors
o the place, but 10 me it secms as if 1he
flowers bloum more fragrant and the
+ongs of the birds are more sweot thers
than at any other place. The little brook
that laughs as it ripples over its silvery
bu_!onwlul?ur-lnlhc sen, bushes s
voice to a low mpumimer as it passes the
p::'cc .herl:.:hnmuu white stone marks
ithe spol w indieawes 1o the v
visitor

pearance of cuurse ereated noend of laik,
and from that day to this the mystery ol
his disappearnnee was unsolved.

Now at the Old Men's and Women's
bome thers is an old man with white
bair, beard and musiache, with tremblinz
bands and quiet ways. He has been
there sizee Juiy 2 last.  Whon they went
aronud 1o tnk+ the names of the volers Le
relused 10 give lns, as Le said he did not
wish to be known. The man is Charles
C.st. Hpw he came to the home I8 quite
» story,

Last year Judge Hoadley was at Detroit
trying some important ratlroad litigat on,
and during his stay there ho recognis-d
the friend of his boyhood. He found that
he was & worthy obj-et for the Old Men's
Home and asked him it be would accept
the offcp. Tears came to the old man's
eyes and he said he would graefully ac-
cept the offerif he woulll not be woubled.
Guvernor Hoadley saiid he thoughs shat it
eould be arranged and consulted with
Mr. Searborougt and Mr. Groesbeek, and
the offer was made to get the old man,
now 6) years of age, aund ue came lo e
Home on the day above mentioned,

His lile sinee Le was away has been
a”ne cvenilul  one, He u.:l: drm:

n im Chicago, ns sta ur-
ing the entire time. When he
lett bere he went to New York city, where
b remained until s funds ran  oul.
There he sought copying aud title search-
ing, but found that this could not be ob-
ta ned uniess be had political influence.
1ben be drified 1o 1he West, and at De-
troit recollecied 1hat be bad a friend
named Jenckes, who was cousul at
Windsor. To him Le went and the old
erunics talked over the days of their boy-
hood,

denckes was making $2,000 a year and
was glad to bave his best friend with
bum. At last the AMiclugan peliticians
began 0 look with wistiul eyes toward
the Windsor consulship, and Mr. Cist
said that he was an old iriend of Presi-
dent Hayes; bad been raised as s boy with
him; that, if be would pay the way to
Fremont, Ohio, where he saw
by the papers President Haves then
was, be wouwid go and use his iufluenece 1o
rewain bis riend. The « fer was gladly
received and Cist went 1w Fremont, He
saw the president, who recolliecwd the
friend of his voyhood, and said while the
matier was one thist belongsd 1o the sec-
retary of state's oflice, yer when be went
back he would du what be could for
denckes.

1n o tew days aficr Hoyes returned Mr.
denckes' appointment came.  Then, one

turn deserving another, Jenckes,
who bad 1he appuinim of his agenis,
at opee made Cist government agent at
at Amliurst, where the fees were ouly

Cist went té work with a vigor and
tnilt the cflice up so 1hat it was wortl
$2,000, Cist held it unul the day of Ga:-
fleld’s deaih. Shorily after this Cist was
on the world ngain.

He went to Detroit and managed to live
by copying and title-searching. He had
made some gocd friends, so that he pas
able to earn a living. When Govefnor
Hoadley saw him e was really an objeet
of charity., Cist will not be disturbed by
s ereditors, for there is very Litde Lot
o bimself but spending money  aod
cnough to clothe himself. Many of his
old iptends have been to see him and
they are rich and preminent men. They
have promised him work, whiet he is
amply contented to do, and be has already

n searchung o titie, which be will lin-
ish in a few days, and it will give him a
smart it

GRAND MOTHez"> WAFFLE IRON.

The o'd waflle iron baugs under the stairs,

A simple ariangement o diamonds and - quarcs,

And "Us mo small matierr, the amount o baiter

That 1ron has gra s d oplo a piatier

bBui "lu t-l;lu‘l‘l lag awlul, as you =it with your
w fali,

To lm:k UIJ;& is lawful Lo put in & wamtle,

Take skim milk so sour the pigs searce will

eat i,
Tlisea:-ﬁ:l: that's =0 lazy you just have 1o
Take flour that's so heavy, with soda you

vadse i,
Add a lpoulntul of salt or else you won't

praiss i
Now mux it all up with a #ir amd a clatter
Then 0l the greascd irow; be careful, don't
spat er!

There, (here, 1 had a'most Torgotten the lwiier?
Here il is, duly mei-d, | bhear 8- fieroe splutier.
Lu that haot of coals not forgetiing to turn i,
You must cleverly bake, tuking care not to

burn §t.

Now, I.r:o'ldl. Is there not lodeed something
awlu

In making and bxking =@ old-fashloned wam

But the old wafe iron hangs under the stoirs,
A stmple arrangemcnt of duaamonds and sguaos,
nd ‘mia ad the events which its history siiaes,
1 pever hoas onee been seat out for repairs
— Laey Wade Horv el in t o Homemn' i

LEGENDS OF THE MOQUI.

Here is a ttory that Jo Pulaki, a Mg
man, told mesays a writer in the Chicago
Herald:

“Sikyatky” means “gellow house.”
Sikyatky was oue of the ancient towns
of the Moquis® enemies in thes time whon
ihe rivers were wider and the white
had never seen even the tallest peaks o!
the mountains. The young corn people
who came from the cast lived ther.
They were a very warlike people and o
prowl race.  But they were notso old  as
the Snakes, who eame much earlier, anid
lived up on the mesa. I e Syks and b
Snakes quarre over water, and b
young shingers of the Snakes came over
from Walpi and ormeuted the Syks, for
they could throw so truc as 10 luta bird
iu e tree, 5o the Syks put up two tow: rs
in their village, and afwer that day hadl
the best of the fighting so long as they

there 1 that benea!
the violet covered m:un.:'mu the lwmh
of him we knew as

~€. M. Jackwm tn the 8ot Lake Tribunc.

BLIGHTED HIS LIFE.

From a Cincinbati Spee lal,

Filveen years ngo ihere resided in this
city a bright real esiaie aitortiey named
Charles Cist.  He was then 1be foremost
title examiner in the city; charged for
scarching titles what he pleased and got
it. He was a bachelor and supported Lis
mother. Then there was no sueh thing
as abstract companys, but the business
tell exclusively 1o the lawyera.

Cist oue day went ercoked. Old Jacob

Le made pay for his property
Wwice over. A number of people were de-

remained at b t they were not
content with that. Tuey wanted to ae-
siroy the Snakes so there would be plenty
o! water.

Ooe day a Syk prowled about Waipi,
the village of the Snakes up there on 1he
mosa, niid be saw o maiden st s window
She was a vory beautiflul girl, and e
daughter of a chief. Her brother was
tho bravist

man _in the whole
Mogui wibe, and whea he was
older be would become the prineipal
chief. The Syk ook kis bow and

arrow, nud when no one was looking hiv
leaped upon a rock and shot the maule .

i arrow went ihrough ber mea.
Then ber trotlier's beart was very heavy.
He loved Lis beautiiul sister and resolve !
to avenge® ber death. Dut be dad not say
what he meant 10 do. He wanted ull the
Syks celebrated the corn dance and he
attended it. It was the custom for all
1hose who took part in the games st th's
iestival to wear helmets which hid their
faces, that no one might tell who the
were. The brotlier was alone in the Sy
town, but be was not alraid.

Tuere was no one in the village who

who her Lrave lover might be, be drew
his sione knife and kuled her. All the
Syks o) up and eried out when
ey saw iall. They were mad,
because they Yelieved this must be o
snake. ‘lhen they were surprised, for
be threw off the belmes and @ saw il
was the brother of the girl who had been
kitled. And the maiden be had stabb
was the only sister of the bowman who
bad slain the girl in Walpi.

All the Syks darted after him, but be
climbed swiftly up the wall of the mesa,
stopping only o caststones at them lrom
his sting till he reachel his home.  But
the Syks raised an army and n again
the war against the Snakes.  ‘The basule
raged every day and every night. Not a
man from eitber tribe could go away
trom home, for bis women and ehildren
would be killed while e was gone. Many
people were killed while tending their
gardens or their flocks, aud the cvorn of
the Syks could not rpen because the
Suakes would not let uvm have waler
enough to il whe ditches,

After » great many ycars, when the
young Snake whose sister had been shiot
with an arrow had become a war chiel,
an old Svake was coming huine one
night, earrying s bundie of wood. He
was very old and very goml. But he was
uired chimbing up ibe mesa with s heavy
load. He sar down on o stone and wWas
thinkimg. His heart was very heavy, for
the war bad been going angainsy bis peos
pleg and the Syks bad leen able 1o get
water for 1hewr land, and the corn was
ready to plant. While he sat there think-
ing a spirit came 1o hm. 1t was the girl
who had been shot by the Syk youth as
shie sat at ber window. She told the old
man that to-morrow the Syks would plant
their corn, and all the men of the tribe
would be in the fields, for that was the
custcm of the peopte. She  told the old
man to go o the war chief and get lnm
10 lead the Snakes against the Syks as
soon as the sun was up.

So the oid wan ook up his bundles of
wood, and it was not heavy any more, for
he eould hear the cries of the Syks hie
b Kitied, As soon as the ehief heard
s be was very glad,  He ealled all his
people together and they went into the
kbevas and paiuted  themsclves and pre-

pared .or batile, In the morn lore
the tout, be led hsy down
to the Syk town, where the 1o stood

up in the starlight, and saw ail »
o ot with their medieine  men 1w plant
the corn. No one but the women
and children was lefi in the village.
When they bad all gone the war eloef
bounded down into the town with bis
men and they drove all (e women ana
children outy, but they burned up all tbe
houses and 1bey tore down the 1wo tow-
ers. Then the Syks had no pluce to fight
aml they were driven away from b
country, ‘There are no more of them in
the world and their country and ueir
springs are in the hands of the Saakes.

When the war ehiefl came 10 die his
men asked bim wihy he had saved the
women and the ehildeen of the Syk wil-
lage, and be 1old them the spirit of his
sister whispored to him as be Tay here in
the stariight waiting for the enomy to go
cut to plaut that there was besale  Ler,
tuough he could not see, the girl who had
been killed the day of the corn danee, His
sister told him sbhe loved the girl, and
wanted him to keep alive all women and
chidren, and take eare of them in the
village of the Snakes. And alver that no
Snake or Mcqui Indian bad ever killed »
woman ora ciuld, * * *

1 here are a good maany things in that
story wihieh look strange when pat in the
mwouth of an Indian, yet that is the story
a8 1t was 1oid 1o me and o others by the
old men of the Mogu tribe.  “Uhe ruins of
the exierminated Skyatky town Lie down
there just below the mesa, on whieh
Walpi uas stosd eertainly lor 50 years.
The base of the towers ean =l be seen,
and the vory fleids in whieh ths cora was
planted are now pointed out just as tra-
uition had marked them centuries ngo. 1
is one of thie many bits of folk lore wlien
one finds among the home-bulding lo-
dimns of the Southwest,

NO PUBLIC SPEAKER.

Richard Coleman ot Vieginia, while yet
a very youug man, was made judge of
one of the eastern eireut courts, says
Youth's Companion. Belore his appoint-
went be led o quict, studicus life and bad
obtained no « xiended reputation cxeept
among lawyers,

Shortly afier he went upon the bench n
cruel murder was commitied i s dis-
trict by a notoricusly bad man.  The
murderer was .aken, tried and convicted
of murder in the first degree,

In pronouncing the sentenee of the law
upon the prisoner, Judge Coleman spoke
with s much fechng and cloguenes that
many of the listeners vwere moved (o
tears.  The muederer, on the other haud,
sevmed 1o be gquite ind Terent, Jooking sy
the ceiling anu apparcutly payving no  ate
tention whatever to what wa - boang saidl,

Atter be was remandod 10 Jail one of
the young lawyers weut into the eell, cu-
rions 1o know how the eriminal baa felt
when the jui'gr was passing sentence
upon bin.

“What do you mean 7" asked the mur-

T,

1 mean when the judge was telling
you that you were 1o bo banged.™

*Y.u mean when be was talking to
me "

O P

*Ohl I never pa d no "tention 1o Dick
Coleman; e min't no publie speaker, no-
how." = a3

YOUR HORSE'S COLOR,

Among the eherishied superstitions of
sportsmen is the beliefl that ihe eolor of
Lorses Las much 1o do with their ehauces
of wictory n races and exhibitions of
power. Whenee esiue the superstition it
is @ Bicult tosny, It bas « xisted, accords
ing 1w the Kew Yok Tribune, for cvn-
turics, nol only smong buropeoans, but
amoug Arabs, 1hose “kings of the
desert,”’ whouse knowledge of the horse is
proverbial.

In an ancient Arsbhian  manuscript,
according to L Eeho de Daris, recenily
discovired, 1 o passage proving that
the belicf in the relations between horses’
colar, power and 8 ced has long cxated
in Aravia.

A great suek of (e Sabhara, so runs the
tale, Ben Dycb by name, was one day pur-
sued by Saader Zooatis, hi ront deadiy
enemy. In the NHgat Bem Dyab warned
eqddenly to bis sun.

“Tell me,” be commanded, “what

are at the head of our cnemies?”

*The whites, fatber,” replind the son.

“That is well,” came B:n Uyab's
answer, “Weshall allow the sun o do

the South becomes tired at the ankhs
when he walks over stony ground.”

On went the flight. A thied ums Ben
Diab rurned to Lis companion.

“Wheh ones are now ahead 7

“Tue browns and the ehestnut browns,
father,” came the boy's answer.

“Then,” eried the sheik, “*we must flv
faster, or wo are lost. Thers is no time
10 lose, These horses can overtake us,'’

A MATCH
If lave were wha' Lhe rose i,
And 1 were liKe the l=af,
Our Hves would grow to o hor
To sod or sing ne weather,
Riown felds or fowerful closes,
Gile. I P easure oF Zray gricl;
I Jowe were what Lhe rose is,
Auni | were ke the leal,

It I were what the words are,
And love were Uke the tune,

With donyide soum | snd siongle,

P gl wur L s woil o miogle,

Wih wis es gl s Lhius nre
hial get sweet Faln al oo ;

11 were mhat the wonds . e,
Ant love we e like the tune,

If you were lile, my darling,

And |, your love, were death,
W o shiine wid spow b or
Ire Mareh iade sweel th - weather
With daftodil and stertue

And pours of finitiul breath;
M you were (ite, my daring,

Aud 1, your love, were cealh.

If you wer: thrall o rorrow,
Al | were page to joy,

We'd play for lives st seasons,

With tw\'lﬂ ook s uml treasures,

And tears of pight snd mortow,
Ani langhs of makd a i boy

1 you were Lhirall 1o sorrow,
And | were page Lo joy.

It you were April's laly

And I wore lord in Mav,
We'd torow with l-aves for hours
Audl draw for deays with flowers,
Tl day Lbke night wers shady,
u Amdd I'l’lll‘:‘iﬂ:r‘a‘lll ke day;

o1 were April's indy

YAl 1 were Jord in May.

11 you were queen of pleasire,

Al | were Kirg of patn,
We'd hont down b ve together,
Plues vut his Aylrg t
And teped his feei a m.
lus mouth

NO BREAD FOR THE POOR,

M. (Juad in the New York World,

I thoughit at flest ehe was drunk. Now
and then she stagegercd from sido to sude
and clutehed at the air as she kept on
ahead of me, aud once or tw.eo [ thougbt
she would fall, A drunken man arouscs
no piy. You feel disgusied at the idea
of a sirong man lowering himsell 1o the
level of the swine., But a drunken
woman'! Iiis a speclacio God nevs
tended bhumaniiy to see.  Humanity
never sees it without grieviog,

By and by she halted at a grocery, and
as | followed her in [ saw that ber face
was palo and pinebed and that | was mi-
taken in thinking slie bad been drinking,
She leaned agaiust a barrel like one de.d
with bunger and exbanstion. Her 1 yos
hind n scarcd look as shs approached e
grocer and made a roquest.

“Look here,” he bluntly replied, *it's
no use to eome here. You can't got an-
other thing Gl that ball s paid up!”

“lust one loal oi bread!” she whis-
prred.

“Not even a eracker!”

“Hut 1y busband s sick, and the ehil-
dre—""

“Can't help it; get out!”

Ske went out, erying, and when | fol-
lowed on | found ber sitting on o door-
step not far away.

1 hivard what you said to the grocer,”
I said to her as | came up, “'ls W true
that you bave notbing in the bouse o
car??

“Not so much as & crumb, sir,” she re.
pliedy “but | wasn't begging on the
sireel. | baven's broken the law,"

“Can | go up and see your husband and
children T

“Will you come? You don't mean us
any harm ?"

“(1 course not. Come back with me to

the grocery. y Dow, you go in
ahead,”
“What! back again!' shouted the

grocer as he caught sight of her. “Nouw
you skip or I'll cail an oflicer!”

“How much does the womau owe you ?"
I asked.

“ A dollar and a hall, sir.”

“And yet, kuowing ner bhusband is ill,
you'd ey the family go bungry becanse of
shat paliry sum! ﬁ.-u'. Is your money !

Y om, sir—all raht, sir -
w sh this eveniog T’ be bi

How sordid and  gras
beart is! How 1t eries lor pity when we
are unlortunate, and how ughitly 1 closes
up when misforiune Las overtaken our
neighbor!

Wo wont elsewbere for what we
wanted, and bye and bye she led me w0
the wuement house and ug the dJdark
stalrways to bee “*home” Three smnll
rooins and a backived of furniture: a
Liusband lying ot an old lounge almost a
eripple with rbewmatism ; three clidaren
iying on the floor will the wears not yet
dry on their ctieeks.

Pernaps you never inquire after the
wellare of your fellowsman? Pechaps
you never hsten o the stories wld by
some unfortunutes down i the sium,
There ts o sermon in every paragraph «f
those storics told with wars and sob —
such a sermon as cven the great L al-
mage never delivers. There 1s no  paid
chioir =40 lon kswelling organ—no rustle
of sitks and flachiog o1 diamonds as an
accompaniment. Clothed 1 rags aml
tatters—bungry, disappointed, aesconr-
agd nod desperate—tucy tell you stories
and preach you sermous 1o sink way
down inte the heart and be remciberc
lorvver.

micthing you
ly repliod,

Avd as this poor and wretched family |

suddenly found food set belore them, and
as they wiped away the r tears aud ate
their 11l tor the flest e o weeks, 1
wondercd wbat the mulliona.res in New
York nover allowed thiemselves 1o experi
moent on buman beings. They buy flue
dogs and weaech 1them good ( log) man-
ners; they buy blooded horses and wgure
aiter theiwr condition daily: they cxpers-
ment Imore or loss on cats aud birds. Hut
they uever experanent ou vnfortunate
humanity. Tohey mght pay $20,000 for o
vaitting of what | saw thaty might in that
lowiy home, Ltut woud they have parted
with a dotlse 1w Lift the beipless out of
wweir despar

There's o beautiful hill
Greeuword  which milhonaires  bav.
vainly sought to buy. A marble shiant
standing where would look down on the
iwo great cities and millious of people,
And yet, nsk ope of those millions 1o
write an ¢pitaph for wbat stone and what

& e buman |

in beautiful |

our duty done when the pew rent is paid.
We Loast of our charity, but we have ne
bread for the poor.

HE HAD THE STUFF.

From the New York Trivune.

“Why don’t we get out of here? econe
tinued the man in biter tones, *“1've bad
a dogzen men ask me  that question every
week, Yes, why don't we? Suppose I
g to Boston, Bulfalo or Chicago. Isa's
it just as hard to find work there? Men
Lave advised me to go West, Where's
the money to go on? Does the Wem
clothe and feed people frea of expense?
I had one sieek, well-fed ebap advise mo
this week to study economy, and on that
day we had nothing but a loaf of bread
in the Louse,”

“Weall, you have given the subjoct more
of less thought. Here are thousands of
poor families in New York. Nine-tenths
of them are a liie poorer, il anything,
than last year, How would you solve e
problem 7%

“li can't be solved by the poor men,
sir, cxecpt m throry.,  Suppose, now, that
| had a willion dollars."”

Yo

** | ere's 50 or 100 men and women here
whio eouid spare that sum and never miss
1. I'm asupposing thar | was one of
that  crowd, I takes a lhundreed

b I, perhaps, and starts a faee
tory ol some sort, giving employment
o 30 men and women. All 1T want
out of it s the interest on my money.
There'd be 75 or 100 families provided
with steady work the year "round, and in
n year we'd all bo living decent and com-
fortably and bringing up our ehildeen in
fenr of the Lord and the law, Suppose
there were 10 such factones.”

.."‘ ..ll

“Or, suppose that 1 went West and
bought 10,000 acres of land and divided it
up in 1aere tracis. ‘1 hat would provide
tor 1,000 families, and the rest of the
£1,000,000 would furnish sheltor and some-

start with. Every family would
outgn 1o live on, at least, and bhalf
mething to sell,™

1 see,

Witk $£1,000,000 [ eould buy 190 seres
of stone guarry, put up 200 ecmiortable
cabins, and keep the heads of 30 fam-
thies at work ihe year round at fuie wages.
1 eculd put them at brickmaking or s
degen other things, How many aeres of
barren hitllside do you thiuk tbere is in
s state T

“Tens of thousands."

S And with my miliion 1 ecould buy or
lease enougi W start s thousand vines
yards aud  keep a thousand men as
work producing somethng. There
wouldn's be wvo echarity about n;
every man would  be  carning  his
wages, It would simply be giving bim »
sliow 10 do wo. Again, | could eome down
ere and pick out LD familics and send
thicin South and West 1o the towirs
where they eould bBave a show. Rents,
living nll({ cverything else would be
clisaper.”

*tut you haven't the million,” I said,
as we sal 1o silence,

“Ne, and them as has got it has sooner
seid 1o the cannibals across the sea
than to give an honest white man in New
York a ehance for his life,” he replied.
* 1 bere are millions speat 1y monuments

for the dead, but no one gives
bundrcds 1 the living who want for
biread They ecome down bere and

lrave us  Bibies, but we can't eook "em.
Philanthropists write out their ideass for
the newspapers, but  they never offer us
work, Tue arstroerats come down in
partivs to do the sivms, but 1he ouly leei=
g they bave 15 one of thatkfulness that
they von's breatbe she same air as we
duo,'’

“Dou't be bitter, Jim—we'll keep iry-
g ! whispered e wile as she put ber
band i bis,

He rested bis ehin on his hands and
lovked out into the street without reply-
ing. There were a score ol men, woen
and children 11 the crowd now. All wers
moocy and sileut, As 1 rose up and
moved on poone  had a word 10 say, As
I locked back at thema they sat there in
e semi-darkoess a crowd of shadows.

A NORTHERN SAILOR.

1 shall slip my cable, Polly,
et g L When Lie sun sinks low;
W biemn Chie cade in asnoan Ling, B in,
Jusk beiween he ebb aond Bow,

How can they rest at mght, Poly,
Fa: sway tiom e sound of . lie seaf
I could not die o my e, dear,

It the waves tuey callod pol e, =3

———
They pesor have ealled me 1o van, Polly,
e great Norih sca

al s bad, el dd

vets 1y heart irom me,

I l.:u-- pever been able to rest, dear,

¥ naloy bide st bhows,
For ihe sca was calilug, cal iDg,
At ) ost breast (e oaim,
And oree when | eame back, Poily,
By bodd e my wile was dead,
et » b e as e sew, chilld,

Ah, Palli, 1
Piug sl gyt e
Bhe saw uod
« Lieng, <1

rhots ey,
it wr o how Lice,

1 have sum-times wandered, 1'o ly,
I i Bewnd Lie words siie s,

When | lold ber | ¢ uid Dot wave it
Tk the day thad | was doead,

“You shoul | not bave marcied & wife thea,
wid ¢ an Love naught eise save the sea
You had tetber sty wilh it forever,
Yo never cave cared for me ™

Was it inanger, Polly,
That it rose 80 high one day

And urowued volh my UiLie wds, dear,
Ahal were playig duwa Lhwere wa the bayt

ILwes hard, bard on r, Polly,
To el Shelr mothiee e »
Had taken thivm [rodn us [orever,
s lurned L uce ltvm me.
Andd answored, “The sen has heand ma,
Pecause of the woros that 1 said,
1 has ket my ehibsdien from me,
Gio! leave me w et my dead.”
1 el ber alone with her sorrow,
and | soughit the storm-beat -.h--r‘
W hete my Boys bad prayed soe oit
Wobreie Lhey showd play no more,
And 1 toid the No ‘il

1 mus acways |
That fu spuie o

has ever boen, Polly,
Woas s Ziveln e ea
o thak | Bew o Lo Ve, wear,
1 shose may soul frows me.

And | know that | ecukl not rest, deas,
In my grave if awsy foomn the s=a;
bosua i Lol bear b e Log, calllog,
Mo matier bow devp b ov

A, well® 1 shall slip ey cable
some bt ‘iwiys the ebb aad the Sow,
18 o berr ihe goont ses oniliag,

And b sl @i amd go.

= Floronee vaeveh in lhe Seadomgy
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