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A SONG OF THE SAND-MAN.

En! for the Sand-man! jolly old fellow,
With twinklirg eyes and a gieesome smile;
Fe comes when the candles flicker yeliow,
And be doss his work in jauntiest style,
¥or he lightena his cumbersome bag of sand
With a light and & brisk and 3 generous haad

Fia® for the Sand-mani merry old codger, -
His atm is firm and his shol #s erack,

And the sharpest wilea of the nimblest dodger
Can bafiie bhim never, nor hold him back:

Blaes eyes, gray eyes, black eyes, brown,

He powders them soft—and the lids drop down,

Ho! for the Sand-man! funny old rover,
He stops the playing sod haits the fun!

Ee deesn't wait 1l the games are over,
He doesu't care whether the romps are done.

¥is shagey old head pokes in, and lo!

Mouths gape wide open and foet lag siow.,

Ho! for the Sand-man! blithesome old caller,
Motters esteem him snd nurses adore,

For he gathers the children, the big and the

smaller,

And burries them swiftly away before

Tohey know iU's been doae, 1o the babbling

streams

And the singing birds of the Land of Dreams.

—Emmas A Opper, in Good Housekeeping.
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UNCLE JACOB'S RUSE.

A Change in His Will Produces a
Happy Effect.

Jenny and Lucy Bagley weoro the pret-
test two girls in Balky Bottom. Their
mother was very proud of them, and
though a widow in straitened circum-
stances she strained her narrow means
2o put them at the new seminary.

The ambitious mother might have
found it difficult to carry through
her plans il an only brother, several

years her senior, who had run away

when a boy, and who had long ago
been given up for dead, hadn't come
back one day as suddenly as he had
disappcared, with no end of money in
his pocket, still a bacheior.

Uncle Jacob Ransower, in spite of
his grotesque dialect and old-fashioned
manners, soon became a great favor-
ite with Jenny™and Lucy. By asort
of tacit understanding he took up his
home in his sister's house, and [rom
that time the latter was relieved from.
all anxiety on the score of her daugh-
ters' education, Uncle Jacob thence-
forward cheerfully paying their bills,
including all the *‘extras.™

The girls came home finished at
last, and Uncle Jacob was teased into
buying a grand piano, with half a cart
load of fashionable music.

The sisters would have had flocks of
beaux, for they were not only remark-
ably pretty. but, as every body knew,
they would one day come into Uncle
Jacob's money; but they held their
heads so very high that there wasn't a |
youth in Balky Botlom adventurous
enough to spunk up to them. Even
Hiram Hoppick, who used to be rather
gpry in his attentions to Jenny in the
ante-seminary days, and Reuben Ruck-
man, who "used to bask in an occa-
sional sm’le of Lucy's in the same
blissful period, hung back now like a
brace of bashlul school-boys with their
fingers in their mouths.

At last a star of the first magnitude
set the firmament of Balky Bottom all
sblaze. It was no less a luminary
than Mr. Cleophas Brassey. Uncle
Jacob, who had caught from his nieces
& touch ol the seminarian idiom, pro-
nounced him “‘mooch too quoite."
But the ladies nonconcurred. Mr.
Brassey. in their eyes, was a perlect
Prince Charming; and when they
came to know him, and heard him
sing: ""Me hawt i fawh, fawh awar!"
—a statement with probably more |
truth than poetry init—Jenny declared
he was nicer than a—a—, and Luoy
quite agreed with her.

For the first time in their lives was
there any jealousy between the sisters.

For a time Mr. Brassey distributed
his attentions impartially between the |
two. It would have puzzled him, in-
deed. to give a reason for a prefer-
ence. In point of looks, neither sistor
had the advantage, and Uncle Jacob's
mouney, it was understood, was to go
20 them in equal portions,

But Cleophas Brassey was of a more
practical turn of mind than the meta-
physical donkey thut starved to death
between two haystacks, for want of a
philosophical reason for choosing the
one rather than the other. Unele
Jacob wus complaining & good deal
lately of & *'puzzin’ io his het,” and
had put himself on double rations of
blackstrap as a remedy. Feeling there
was no time to lese, Mr. Brassey, in
the privacy of his chamber, christencd
his meerschaumJenny and his tobacoo-
stopper Luocv. and went over the old
Juvenile rigmarole by which school-
boys decide who's first to be hare.
The last word fell to Lucy; so Lucy it
WaASs

From that time forth it ceased to be
a question where Mr. Brassey's pre-
dilectiops lay. It was nothing but
Luey with him now.

Mr. Brassey would have proposed
to Lucy without delay, but he
little dubious on the score of Uncle
Jacob. It would be just like that ob-
stinate old Dutchman, if he didnt like
the match, to express his disapproval
by a disinheriting clause in his will

But at last a circumstance occurred
that couldu't fail to give Mr. Brassey
a considerable lift in Uncle Jacob's
opinion. Lawyer Hackler, with whom
Mr. B. seemed to have s good deal of
business Iately, came in hot haste in
search of that gentleman, whom he
found on the widow's back porch mak-

the other. turnicg to resnme his fele-
a-tele with Lucy, and Hackler left.
UncleJacob's ears had not been idle;
and when, in the evening, it was dis-
closed in family eouncil that Mr.
Brassey had that alteracon proposed,
to Lucy, the old gentleman, instead of
exploding as nad been feared, smoked

himsell quictly to bed.

Next morning Uncle Jacob was off
betimes to town. Golng straight to
Lawyer Hackler's office, he sought
and obtained a private interview.

“How mooch you sharch to wride
my vill?"" he asked.

“Twenty-five dollars,” replied the !
lawyer, blandly.

*Doo mooch," objected Uncle Jacoh.
“Shoost shdrike off der dwventy und
it's a pargain.”

Mr. Hackler expostulated a little,
but finally accepted the amendment.

“How do you wish to leave your
property, Mr. Ransower?"" he inquired,
dipping his pen in the ink, and draw-
ing toward him a sheet of paper.

“Vell, I vas goin' to leafe it to der
dwo elrls, szhare and szhare alike; put
now Lucy, she's goin' to marry soock
a mighty rich feller dot she von't nees
some more; so I'fe gonclooted shoow
to kif all my leedle bile to Chinny."

Mr. Hackler opened his eyes, but
took down his client's instructions
without comment, promising to have
the document prepared as early as the
press of other business would permit
As soon as Uncle Jacob's back was
turned the lawyer hurried to Mr,
Brassey's lodgings, where the pair
were quickly closeted.

That same afternoon Mr. Brassey
knocked at the Widow Bagley's door.
Could he see Miss Jenny? he inquired.

When Jenny entered the sitting-
room, where she found Mr. Brassey
waiting, ber face looked as much like
a thunder-cloud as a pretty face eould.
And the thunder camsa near bursting
when Mr. Brassey had the assurance
to ask her to walk with him. But
curiosity, for the moment, overcame
resentment. She would hear what |
the culprit had to say; there would be
time for the thunder afterwards

Nor was she long kept in expecta-
tion. The walk had hardly begun
when Mr. Brassey, with a tact and
delicacy all his own, disclosed the fact
that a very recent examination of his
heart—probably it had just returned
from its wanderings, *“fawh, [lawh
away!"'—had convinced him of his
mistake in supposing that he had ever
loved another than herself. It was
she and she alone whom he had
adored from the first Would she for-
give his momentary backsliding?

Mr. Brassej's eloquence was melt-
ing, and he was accepted.

The ticklish task of breaking the
news to Luecy, Jenny, to Mr. Bras-
sey's no small relief, took upon her-
sell. Thoy parted at the pgate, it
being considered prudent that the
versatile Brassey should keep out of
the way till the storm had blown
over.

And storm, indeed, it was. The
sisters were in the height of their
wordy cap-pulling—it might have
come to the literal thing but for their
seminary training in the arts of elo-
cution—when Uncle Jacob came upon
the scene.

At the first lull he told about his in-
terview with Lawyer Hackler on the
subject of the will. There was a sud-
den dropping of scales from two psairs
of bluzing eyes. Mr. Brassey's change
of base was fully explained.

*You see, cirls," continued Uncle
Jacob, I kinder soospected wat dem
two rokes, Prassey und dot lawyer
chap, vas up to, und so I shoost sot a
leetle drap for 'em. Und now, if
you'll dake my adwice, you'll shdop
voolin' mit sooch shlibbery vops, und
bick oud a goople of goot honest vel-
lers for beaux. like dose Hiram Hop-
pick und Reuben Ruckman. "

Uncle Jacob countermanded the
order for the will, and Jenny and
Lucy, who will be his heirs without
any doubt, seemed disposed to follow
his advice. At any rate, they are on
the best of terms at present with their
old admirers, Hiram and Reuben,

who have spunked up wonderfully of
late.

As for Cleophas Brassey, he was ar-
rested for swindling, on a requisition
from u neighboring State, the day fol-
lowing his second proposal.—N. Y.
Ledger.

No Musical Sense in Horses,

An h:temting report regarding the
development of the musical sense in
horses has just been made by a com-
mitlee of German zoologists and bot-
anists. The report says: “The in-

was a |

vestigations as to the musical sanse of
horses have shown that that sense is
very poorly developed in these ani-
mals. It has been proved beyond
{ doubt that horses have no notion what-
| ever of kesping, time to music and that
| at cireuses they do not dance accord-
ing to the tune, but that the musicians

his pipe in silence, and when that and j
the blackstrap were finished, betook |

{huve to keep tlme according to the
| steps of the animals. Other investi-
|gar.ions show that horses do not un-

derstand military trumpet signals. It |

| is only the rider or the animal’s in-
'lstlnct of imitation which induces
{ horses to make the moves required by
the signal, but no horse without &

ing himsel! quite one of the family— | rider, however carefully trained, takes

Undle Jacob, with his corncob

the party.

] have just received,’” said the law-
yer, bresking in on the company with
the air of one on pressing business,
“an offer of two hundred thousand dol-

lars for your Florida plantation
What answer shall I give?"

“Say I've changed my mind and
roplied

<don't wish tosell,” carclessly

PiPe | the slightest nocice of -
and pitcher of blackstrap, flasking shsomr syt

nal and the same observation has been
made on a large number of cavalry
borses without riders." —Science.

—*1 understand you are one of tha
fuir graduates, Misa Pease.” “More
than fair, Mr. Fleecy. 1 stood ninety-
six in all my examinations." —Epocch.

|

CHRISTIE.

EDARWOOD stood
betweenthe hills and
the shore; a
place pesping out
from ijts clump of
cedars, and common-
ly koown as the

bachelor quarters of
Captain Delancy for
8 dozen years or
more; but now 1t
had been refur-
nished and set in
order, for the “Cap-
tain™ had gone Bouth for a bride.

All Rockford was really nervous, so eager
were they to get a glimpse of the Bouthron
beauty wily enough to have snared Martin |
Delaney's heart; all but littles Chnstie
Burns, )

Sheheard the gessip with blanched face
end compressed lips, und her sweet dreams
of Cedarwood vanished into the bitterness
of the cruel awakening.

Only a week before the Captain had in-
vited her over to seethe new arrangements,
snd scemed so pleased with her warm ap-
proval.

And now—he would bring a bride from
the southland te its coey apartments]

0! it was too much! Christie walked on
the bright shore; climbed up the hills, high
up among tho silvery birches and strag-
gling oaks to try to forget. It could not be;
nay, she must remember.

Somebiow she had always felt so sure of
Captain Delancy's heart; she had reud his
love many times in the quiet, expressive
eyes.

And only last week at Cedarwood he
looked st ber in such a way that her heart
throbbed to the old, old story as it never
bad before.

Then, too, he had kissed her hand at
parting, and called her his “dearest
friend.”

What did it all mean; why hod he called
ber that! What were the pretty carpetsand
filmy curtains at Cedurwood to her if—if—

Christie went no furtherin her painful
questioning, for the rock on which she
stood suddenly loosened from its sandy bed
aod slipped down the hill-side.

Bhe clutched atthe roots of a hemlock,
but they eluded lier frantic efforts, and with
s cry Christie shut her eyes and went down
—down—down.

“The water’'s mighty rough, "pears to me;
guess I'll pull ashore.” And shoreward
eame the boat of old Lee, the fisherman.

His long, unkempt locks blowing in the
breeze, his ragged jacket and general ailap-
idated a ce were enough to excite
pity, but for all that he would have laughed
the idea to acorn.

He and “the old "« n' were ted;
they “‘had nuff to eat and wear, and what
more was wantin'P’

He gathered up his basket with its two
pickerel and trudged along over the wet
sand, his hair fiying in the wind and dreamny
expressiony fliiting across his wrinkled

visage.

“Lor', what's this? Why! great guns, it’s
the Lttle brown-cyed darter of Widder
Burns, as I'm alive!”

He stoopnd over the prone form and, sec-
ing no signs of animation, he shouted to a
boy some distance up the shore.

“Ahoy! there, Marc.” The boy turned
and came back.
The spray from the incoming tide

drenched the feet of the unfortunate girl,
and a locerated arm showed through the
orn sleeve as the old fisherman lifted the
white face tenderly to his knee.

Yi8She's doad, I do b'lieve; must ha' fallen
from them rocks up thar’ som'ers,” he mut-
tered. “I wonder why in all natur people's
got to go galivantin' up these pesky hills
for, any way!"

The boy kneit by Christie and took her
wrist with trembling fiogers. “Sbhe'salive,
sir,” ho said, joyfully.

“Aye, ayo!" assented the old man, and
he gathered up his unconscious burden and
bade Mure run on ahead of him and break
the news gently to the mother.

“Don't go an’ say she's dead, now,” said
he; *“*but say Christie’s had o fall an’ that
I'm abringin’ her home."

Mare understood, and fairly fiew over the
sands toward the litMe cottage a quarter of
a mile back from the pier.

0Old Lee sped along forgotful of the two
pickerel, of the old coman's tay, of every-
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thing but that little Cliristie Burns, whom
he had dandled on his knee, was nearer
death than life.

Half of Rockford knew of the sccident
before dark.and Madame Rumor painted
the story in glowing colors. It was no
accident, twas just as plain as day that
Christie mesot suicide; because—well, it
was easy to see through it now, since the |
Captain was on his way home with a bride.

But Christie, unconscious of the scandal-
ous gossip, lay in the spare-room of the
little cottage raving in wildest gelirium of
pretty curtains, bright carpets, sweet-sceat- |
ad cedars and of—deceit.

Great was the sarprise, however, when
he May Roy arrived, and Captain Deiapy |
stepped over the plsnk witn his usval orm-
placent bachelor airs and a'wme.

Thenit flashed over gossiny Rockford
that somebody had prevaricated:and the
crowd gaped curiously at the innovent May
Roy as if it were at fault thata bride was
not ing.

“Wonder how such a thing startea!”
questioned Jack Burgess, a friend of the
Captain’s, to him that evening under the
wdmuthe;mm}oﬁnglmdguh
the twilight.

“Blamed if I know," answered Delancy,
knocking the ashes from a8 half-smoked Ha-

vana.
“Well,” replied Jack, with a sigh, “its
beea an unfortunate piece o’ i
ﬁﬁh:funymfwim;thilmmv'
be Captain looked up quickly. W‘Pi
“Haven't heard a word, old fellow!”

gueried Jack.
“Not & whisper."

| death of Miss Burns, and has pever re
| turned.

| darkening cedars, sometimes in the silent

. often there comes & strange, whispering
| voice,
| bride of Cedarwood cometh. but weareth 3

ﬁrﬂlm”mﬂmll
t-mdzutdlrmu his fingers and -_'

off ’mcng the hills overlooking the bay:
leam:d. was tninking of the—May

“Well, the upshot of the matter is, Miss
Burns is now at death’s door from aa geci
dent among the rocks, though the gessips
say Christie meant to—suicide.”

The Capiain laid a heavy hand on Bur
gess' shoulder, and his eyes secmed W
blaze with an agonized fury. “Is itas bad
as that! O, my God!" AndJack nodded
in the affirmative.

““This Is awfully cruel and sudden,” said
Delancy, and his voice seemed strange and
harsh, even to himself. “You will cxcuse
me, old boy, if I go in; I think I shall have
10 b2 alone; this is sudden, awfully sudden.”

“Don't do auy thing rash, Cuptain,” said
Jack, uneasily, as ho wrung Delancy’s band
at parting. “Remember she may get well;
remember that.”

“lwill. God bless you, Jack, I will try to
keep track of that,” and Captain Delancy
stagzered into the house. |

Jack Burgess went soflly down the walk |
and shut the wicket carefully behind him, '
as if he feared ho might disturb his friend.

Christie was convalescing, they said. She
lay on & couch in the pleasant south room of
the cottage from whose windows she could |

Isok across to the hills beyond Cedarwood.
The autumn coloring of the oaks, the silvers
sprays of the birch mod the durk pines
asbove attracted her attention and her
thoughts ran on and on; but presently she
started violently.

“What is it, dear?”

Captain Delancy bad just entered the
room and saw with alarm the flush deepcr
on the pale face, acd that wild look of do
lirium creeping into the dark eyes again.

He had taiked with ber only terday
in the glowing of the Uctober sunshine, heig
her thin white hands confidently in his own
and felt sure that the pain and suffering
were over. She had seemed so conlentec
and hopeful, but now the thin hands flut
tered wildly and the restless eves failed ir
recognition.

“Christie, darling!" And the stroug mas
kmelt by the moaning girl and buried his fact
in the pillows to weep.

The mother came and bent over the toss
ing, delirious girl.

And all hope died out in both fond hearts
as the mutterings of terrible delirium fel
on their ears.

+] see a bride—the bride of Cedarwood,
moaned the sufferer. *“She comes robed irv
white—in white; but her wedding gown
doesn’t fit. No; it is woo stiff, and so nur
row; more like the robes of the dead.”

0, Fatber in Heaven !"" wailed the moth-
er.

“In Heaven—Heaven," repeated the wild,
fncoherent lips.

Theo physician came and shook his head
sorrowfully. “XNo hope; no hope,” he said.
sadly.

"Dmsed, in a shroud the bride cometh,”
and the restless eyes looked strangely from
one loved fuceto the other as they bent
above, kecping that last vigil in an aguny
untold.

The fever of delirium had buorned cut
Pale as a lily lay Christie in the sunset
lighs; but reason had not returned, and the
sands of life were about run out.

The cold lips moved; they stooped tocateh
the words:

“The bride—of Cedarwood comes; but she
wears & shroud. Alas! Christie Burns,
Alas! Cedar—wood !"

A sigh—a shudder, and it was over; gos
sip hud doneits worst!

Cedarwood still stands between the hills
and the shore, but alone and tonantless,
The Captain went abroad directly after the

But in the twilight hours a shadowy form
is seen fitting hither and thither at “the
Captain’s house;” somelimes under the

and desoclate rooms. And 'tis swd tha
saying, in tones of despair: “The

shroud! Alas™or Cedar—wood!"
Maxoa L. Crocxee.

A GREAT CURIOSITY.

An Editor, Driven by Want, Disposes of a
Wonderful Postal Cant.

4] have something that I would like to!
sell you,"” said o man addressing the mana-
ger of adime mussum.

“Whatis it1"

“Apostal card. Hereitis.™

“Isit from & noted mani” the manager
asked, taking the card and glancing at it

“No, very obscure maun, Iabould think."

“Look here, you must think I am a fool. |
What advantage can such a thing be o me? |
Is & postal card so rare that it will sttracs
attention!”

“Oh, there is nothing more common than |
& postal card, yetthereis nothing rarerthan
this one. Let meread it. ‘Please send me
8 sample copy of your paper.'"”

“There is nothing strange about that.*

“Isn't therel” the man exclaimed. “If
you don’t think 5o you ought to go into the |
pewspaper business.”

“] have been in that business. Hundreds
of newspaper men veceive such communica
mil

%“@Great Cresar, that's a fact. | must have
that card Name your price.”"—Arkansaw

Tuility Flrst,
Minister—Ah, Mr. Pillar, the church s
sadiy in need of funds.
Par'shioner—What's wanted?

LAFE TURLEY'S WOOING,
How & Young Hooaler Fopped Qe
tion to His Best “L...

Lafe Turley had been courting old
man Hite’s daughter, Hepple. for a
long time; but somehow had never
mustered up the eourage to ask her to
be his wife. One Sunday evening, how-
ever. as he and Heppie were spooning
together out or: the front porch, Lafe
80 far overcame his bashfulness as to
muke an attempt to come to some sort
of an understanding in this matter.

“Heppie," hé began, “it looks as
though we wuz goin’ ter have a right
smart lot o' wheat arter all this year.
That bottom field o' mine’s ergoin’ to
pan out fust-rate.”

“I'm glad o' that, Lafe,” replied
Heppie, *but pap says our'n aip't er-
goin' ter 'mount ter much.™

“My co'n's er lookin' bully, too,”
continued Lafe; “'don’t b'lieve I ever
seed it a-doin’ so well afore at this
time o' year.”

“Well, Lafe," said Hepple as she
smiled winningly into his face, *'you're
mighty lucky, 'relse you're a tip-top
good farmer, I dunno which.”

“Heppie," said Lafe, impulsively,

' “I'm both; T've allus been lucky, an’

besides, I know as much erbout crop-
pin' an’ handlin' stock as ther pext
feller. An' that ain't all,” he con-
tinued, “I've got forty acres of good
farmin' lan' all paid fer, with a
house on in, an’ I wuz a-thinkin'—"

Here he stopped and began whip-
ping the dust out of his trousers with
the riding whip which he still had in
his haad.

*What wusz it you wuz er thinkin' of
Lafe? queried Heppie soltly as she
stole a mischievous, yet encouraging,
glance at her embarrassed lover.

“Waell,” said Lafe, with considerable
effort, *I wuz thinkin", Heppie, that
considerin’ as I am tollable lucky, an’,
'sides, nin't po fool in farmin’ matters,
*at you wouldn’t mind marryin' a feller
like me, speshully when he loves you
60 well 'at he kain't find words to tell
you about it

**Lafe,” she auswered softly, as she !
nestled closer to him, *‘I've knowed a
long time that you thought more o' |

me than you did any one else. Yes,"
she continued, *'I love you. Lafe, an’
I’ll be a8 good er wife as I can ter yer;
but you wuz er long time screwin' up
yer courage to the stickin® p'int.”

*Well,” said Lafe; boldly and utter-
ly regardless of the lie he was about to
utter, I wuz sorter waitin' till T eould
git things licked inter shape afore I
axed you. I don't belive ina feller
gittin® a wife until he’s got a place ter
take her to. Besides, I knowed yer
pap wouldn't er let us git married till
I'd got some kind of a start, anyhow.”

“Lafe Turley, I don’t believe you,"
retorted Heppie. poutingly. *You
wasn't certain I'd have yer, an' you
wuz afeard ter ax me for [ear I'd say
no."

*Oh, shucks!" said Lafe, as he
hugged her tighter to his bosom. *I1
wasn't afeard ter ask yer, Heppie, but
of you'd er said no, thal would erbout
killed me. I'd er got outen old Inde-
yanny in mighty short order, I'm er
tellin’ yer.”

“Well,” said Heppie, *‘‘vou'd orter
‘a’ knowed I wouldn't 'a’ let you coma
here so long ef 1 hadn’t 'a’ keered a
little fer yer.”

“Yes, I know,” rejoined Lale, “but
gals is such queer critters you kain't
just tell much erbout 'em, nohow.™

And so he told the truth at last; for
had he known what Heppie's answer
would have been, it would have saved
him many months ol torturing an xiety
and uncertainty. She wns an enigma
to him, as are all girls to those whose
hearts they hold enthralled, and who,
like Lafe, are, as a rule, cownrds in
the presence of the woman they love.
—Ed. R Pritchard, in Arkansas Trav-
eler.

A Legend for Tea-Drinkers.

There is a curious old Japanese le-
gend which professes to account for the
origin of the tea plant. Somewhers
about the year 519 A. D., a certain
Buddhist priest of great sanctity paid
a visit to the Celestial empire, and, in
order to devote himself entirely to the
service of God, he solemnly vowed up
on one occasion that he would not go
to sleen for the remainder of his earth-
ly life, but spend his time in perpetual
meditation. Yeary rolled by, until at
last one suliry day, nature asserted
hersell, and the poor devotee of Budd-
ha fell fast asleep. So great was his
remorse when he awoke that, inorder
to preclade the possibility of a repeti-
tion of slumber, he there and then cut off
both his eyelushes and flung them on
the ground. Passing by the spot next
day. great was his astonishment at be-
nolding each eyelash metamorphosed
into & shrub and exhibiting *‘the form
of an eyelid bordered with lashes. and
possessing the gift of hindering sleep.™
From these two shrubs, concludes the
legend, sprang the tea plant —Gentle-
man's Magazine.

The Difference in Cattle.

Riding along a country road, you
often notice the cattle stand as if they
had no expeciations; they bardly raise
their head as you drive by; while the
cattle in the next field will look wp
with eagerness. as though men aad
women contributed to their hapol-
ness. Now, if you should know the
daily life of the animals on these two
farms, you would probably find that

PERSONAL AND UITERARY.

~Mra Adeline D. T. Whitney, the
| suthoress. is a sister of George
Francis Train
; —Chauney M. Depew recently did
the first newspaper work of his life
for which he received payment. It
was an editorial on *“The Fourth of
July" for Frank Leslie's Weekly. and
Mr. Depew was paid $100 for it
—W. Martindale, of the London
| Publiec Opinion and a Corsican by
{ birth, has probably the most remark-
ably retentive memory in the world.
Indeed, it is claimed that after listen-
. ing attentively to a speech of thirty to
forty thousand words, he can go to his
| desk and write it out verbatim, with-
| out tha use of notes of any kind.
—Mary Gordon Duffee, the author-
| ess, lives with her aged motherin a
| ruined frame cottage which sits
! perched on the very summit of a
| picturesque mountain near Blount
Springs, Ala. Miss Duffee is now
about fifty years old and is very eccen~
‘tric.  Of Iate years she has depended
' almost entirely on the charity of her
kind-hearted neighbors.

—Gail Hamilton, whose real name is
Miss Mary A. Dodge, prepares her
manuscript for the press on odd scraps
of paper. with a stub pen. One of her
recent articlea was entirely written on
the inside blank pages of old envelopes
which she had cut open and saved.
Friends who send her letters of which
one sheet is left clean furnish her with
a large amount of her writing ma-
terial. Miss Dodge's handwriting is
a bold, round, mascuiine type, and no
one would suspect that it was pro-
duced by a woman.

—The leading tenor of the world to-
day, Tamagno. is about forty years
ol age, and originally assisted his
father in the manufacture of mineral
waters in Tu-in. He and his brother,
a baritone, became members of a
choral suciety of working-men, who
used to give evening conce ts in the
public gardens, and in this capacity
the tepnr aitracted the notice of
Signor d'Albezio, who gave him a
musical education. Three years later,
in 1873, Tamagno made his debut in
“Un Ballo,” at Palermo, and has since
been ona of the most popular tenors
in Italy and Spain. and particularily in
South America, where he amassed a
fortune. He has a powerfu! voice,
extending two full octaves to the up-
| per C.
| —Probably the highest price ever
| paid for a book was £10,000, given by
the German Government for a missal
formerly given by Pope Leo X to
King Henry VIIL of England, along
with a parchment conferring on that
sovereign the right of assuming the
title of **Defender of the Faith," borne
ever since by English Kings. It was
sold at auction some yvears ago. The
book which secured the highest offer
was a Hebrew Bible in the possession
of the vatican. lo 1512 the Jews of
Venice proposed to Pope Julius IL to
buy the Bible, and to pay for it its
weight in gold. It was so heavy that
it required two men to carry it In-
deed, it weighed 325 pounds, thus rep-
resenting the value of hall a million
of francs (£20,000). Though being
much pressed for money, in order to
keep up the “Holy League" against
King Louis XIL of France, Julius IL
declined to part with the volume.

HUMOROUS.

—A pocket-book made of rattlesnake
hide, which is so repulsive to ladies
that they won't touch it, is having
quite a sale among married men.—
Pittsburgh Dispatch.

—Reporter — “What shall I say
about Mulligrubs? He kickad me
down-stairs.”” Editor—*Oh, just say
that he declined, with much emphasis,
to express any opinions whatever to-
day.""—Exchange.

—*You say that cognac is the best
remedy for colic? But I find it just
the other way. My husband used to
be troubled seldom, but since I have
kept cognac in the house he complains
of colic almost every day.’'—Flicgende
Blatter.

—If a street-car would make any
thinglike the time alter the passenger
gets aboard that he is called upon to
make in chasing one our dream of
rapid transit would be realized. But
cars don't run that way.—Boston
Commonwealth.

—Insurance Agent—*But you must
insure in one of thess companies.”
“0Oh, leave me alone; you can ses well
enough that I am going to the dogs.”
“The very thing! Here Is a company
to insure against the bite of mad
dogs.""—Fliegende Blatter.

—Office Boy—*There's a letter for
youon the table. Mr. Spinks." (Spinks
looks at it and finds that it is a bill for
his wedding suil. As he has been mar-
ried fifteen years he wonders how it
happens to be on his table). Spinks
—**Who brought this?"" Office Boy—
“A messenger boy, sir.''—Lawrence
American.

—She (softly)—+*I shall never for-
get this night—and the ball” He
(tenderly)—*Tell me why." She—
**And that last waltz” He—*You de-
light me!" She—**And you!" He—
“You entrance me! Then I have im-
pressed you?"' She (more softly than
over)—*Yes, you've about smashed
two of my toes.”" —Boston Beacon.
—Editor Cheap Monthly—*I tell you
it makes & man feel good to do a noble
action. [I'll sleep well to-night.” Ad-
miring Wife—*"Have you rescued some
children from cruelty or saved a life,
my dear? “Well. no, not exactly;
but to-day & young woman who has
been furnishing us with matter for
three years withous charge came into
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