THE ELOPEMENT,
BY LALBY LINNET,

&t waa snch an undertaking that the lover fell
to quaking, ke u leaf in sutumn shak-
fug. *Itis now so denefd lght®

Seid he, round the mansion sneakiog, lowly to
the wateh-dog spoaking: but his bouls

would koop n-squeaking, snd each shadow |

held n frigut

&n the parior, telgning sleeping, sat the maid.
en's papa, keoping watoh, sad often slyly
peoping, which the lovers falled to see,

*I'll just wait and eatch them going, sneak
aroind without their knowing, give them
both & hearty blowing, " said he, chuck-
ling in bis gleo,

From bor chamber window, peering, was a
muiling face, quite cheering to the lover
slowly nearing to the window just below,

“Darling,” ecame the words enthraliing, “is
thore danger much of fulling? Hist! 1
think I boar Lim oalliug. 5~o; I guess is
fan't »0.”

*Don't you feoar, my little doekey,” ssid G,
“und wo may be lucky—there! I knew
my own was plucky. Bravo, darling ;| now
wa'll flv,

Al, bor fatal heaitation! Tapa's voico gave
ingiecation that the dread (nvestigation
of the voloos henrd was nigh.

=80 | my denr, thou wouldst deccive me, and In
style of burglar leave e ; with thy [ ith-
less eonduct grieve moe,” paps sald, with
gun in hand.

Sl as statuos both were standing, when offect
el was the landing aud was heard the
voliee commanding thom to hailt, with
reprimuand,

*Why resort to such a messure and deny vour
pa the pleasure of disporing of bis trens-
ure in the usual Chyloting way ?

*“You, voung man, are bound to take bor, so it
secis ; but will vou malke her your dear
wife nud no'er forsuko her—will you, sir:
pow Lhoar e, say !

*Ab, vou will! then all Is vighted ; now walk in,
the pariors Hebted, Parson Joues has
been luvited, and is sitting, nodding nore.™

Theuce the haypy conple wended, and two lives

- 1 |
for aye were blended, as hor puvn had in.

tended whon their plous had reached his
Qur,

MOTAL

“Be sure you are right, then go ahead,”

THE TRAMP DETECTIVE.

BY HENRY DALE,

I say, Miss, can't ye gin a pore feller a
bite to eal? I'm cen amost starved.”

It was a mgged, dust-covered tramp who
thus accosted Olivin Shortridge as she
stood with arms folded by the kitchen
table. The fillow had entered the door
and stood in the middle of the room before
she perceived him.

He was a savage-looking fellow, his un.
combed locks pluiuly to be scen beneath
his banttered bhat, and his rongh beard secm-
ingly wholly unacquainted with soap or
rusor, while his eyes glared with o hungry
ferocity.

Any other girl would have moaned at |

aight of the tramp, bat Olivia was brave a8
sho was pretty and kind, Her
eyes scanned the man for amoment, and
she pereeived that he was really snflering
with hunger, whatever his faults might be,

The farm at Coedar Crest was one of the
finest in the country, wul the great old
farmbouse was well supplied with food;
then why should she refuse this poor, suf-
fering man n morsal,

“1 swar, Miss, [ aint Imd a bite to eat to-
day."” said the tramp, in a tone balf pa-
thotic and half savage, with nothing of the
professional whine of a beggar,

“Could you pel nothing to eat?” ske
asked, her blue eyes beaming more sympa-
thetic.

*“No, I couldn’t; I swar it.’

“Then it shall pever be said that any one
waa turned hungry from my {ather's
bouse,” said Olivia, and she quickly set
before the tramp provisions that were a
Lenst to him, .

He ate ravencus!y, and the food had al-
most entirely disappeared when he rose
from the table, and donned his dilapidatod
bat, which Le had tacked under the table
before sitting down.

“Tuke what is loft—you may need it be-
fore you get more,” said Olivia.

“God bless ye, gal,” said the tramp, as
ke crammed the bisouit into his capacious
pockets, “Ye've got a heart in ye, which 1
wish all ofher people had, then they
wouldn't make sich devils out o' us as thoy
do. I'm a bad man, I know it, but they
made me what T um. Till the strike came
I hed work, but now I'm out on the roud,
an' 1 dun know where next bite's to come
from."

Having taken all the remaining provis-
fons that had been set before him, the
traw:@ left the house after onee more thank-
ing the farmer's preity daughter for hoer
kinduess and gencrosity.

As Olivia stood in the doorway, the rays
of the setting sun falling upon her goldon
bair, and watched the tramp go down the
road, that individunl turned sbout and
gazed once more at the pretty girl. Som
noble thoughts wore in the heart of that
rockless vagabond, and, as he trudged on,
he muttered to himself:

“People ain't all bad—no use to say they
ar! I amn’'t mistaken, nuther, when I say
thiat that gal's a angel.”

His soliloquy was in an undertone, and
he was at too great o distance from the girl
to be heard by her,

“T wonder what time [ather will come
bome,” said the pretiy girl as she stood
goazing down the great romd.

By 'Il\:}r‘," called her wmother from another
apartment, “who was iu the kitchien a mo-
ment ago?”

“A hungry man, fnothor.’

A tramp?”

“Yes, mother.”

“Did yon give him something to eat?”

“Of conrse, mother; I couldn't have any
one go away hungry.’

“Thaut is right in the abstract, 1 reckin,
my child, but it 'pears to me we buve o
great many tromps comin’ around the coun-
oy now.”

“I wish father wonld come home,"” the

rotty girl sighed, in a tone loud enonugh to

hieard by bher mother,

“Oh, he wont be back unul Iate. Mr.
Long is going to pay off the mortgage on
his pince, and your fathor said it might be
late before he got back.’

“That is the reason I am apxions about
father now,"” said Olivin to hersell,
“Fatber will bring the money home with
hig to take to the bank at Carthage to-
morrow, for there is no bank at the village,
and I do not like having bim travel about
ithe country with so much money—espe-
<inlly after night.”

Tha clatter of hoofs came from down
the road, and the eyes of the beautiful girl
brightened as a young man, mounted on a
dark bay hor<e. gniloped into view,

“I's Harry.,” ¢ho cried, and hastened
around to the front pate just ns Harry drew
up.

Thera was an enger aparkle in the eyes
of the vouthful horseman and pretty mai-
.den, which would convince any one al once
sthat they were lovers,

“(ivia, I met the hardest-looking tramp |

a few momenis ago,” said Harry, as he
spraug from the saddle to talk & moment to
h'll sweootheart at the gate, “that I ever wot
in my life."

“He was here.”

“He was? Did he not scare you almost
to death "

“Oh, no; I am not afraid of him.
him his dinner.”

“You did? Why (he msoal might come
«and burn the house down.”

“He would bo very ungrateful if he did.
.H-? you been to the village Harry.”

“Yeu,"

“Did youn ses father thera?®

“Yes; what is be doiog?”

I gave

lnrpa Llue !

| .d!n:' Long is to pay off his mortgage
| to-day. "

"Iu,that so?" nsked Harry, fixing his
farge, dark gray eyes on the protty girl's
fuce

. After a fow moments more Harry mount-
. od his horse and started up the road toward
his father's farm, and his betrothed went
iuto the houso.

In the mean while, Tom Trudge, the
tramp was slowly wending his way along
the wooded road, keeping o sharp kout
about him for a comfortable place where
he could pass the night, The sun had
gone down before he eame to the great
bridge which spauned Sherry Creck; and
by the time he bhad reached the dark cut
that ran between the hills on the other
side it was quite dark.

“He's goin’ to come this way,” the tramp
suddenly heard somebody say.

He stopped aund listened. There came
sonnds of buman voices at no great dik-
tance away. Habitually cautious, the
tramp crept forward until he was within a
fow feet of where the couversation was
going qn.

He saw three dark forms standing under
the shadow of & projecting rook close to the
roadside, and there Tom Trudge lay down
among some bushes to listen.

“It11 all be right,” one voice said.

“Ho's got it sure!”

“Kunow it."”

“How much?"

“Giood big baul.™

“Well, now, bhow's this thing to Lo cov-
Jged up. We've got to lay it ou some one.”

A silence ensued, and then one of the
mon spoke up.

“T tell yo what we can do. The conn-
try's full of tramps, and we'll lay it on
them.”

“Yus, hatchin' more deviltry off on us,”
growled the tramp, as he lay erouching
like a beast of prey in the thicket., “All the
sin o' the world is packed off on ter us.
We do enough, God knows, without havin'
it ull packed off onto us.”

Ho did not speak loud enough to be
heard by the group in consultation,

“It's about time,” said one.

“I’'ye think it's all right?”

“Of course it is.”

*Mind you,” said another more cautious
speaker, “there's not to be any one burt.
I wouldn't for the world have a drop of
blood spilled.”

“Otto, yer gittin' squeamish!”

“Now, vou know when I mentioned this
thing, Bill, that that was the understand-
ing—mno oneg was to be hurt, 1 occupy
respectable position in this community,
and I can not afford to do anything that
would compel e 10 leave, You and Net-
tles will neither be recogmized by him.
You can do the work, bring the swag to
me, and we will go.  You have the masks
on your faces?"

“Yes."

“Now, dou't go to making any blanders,
1f my home wasn't about to be sold from
ower my head, I wonldn’t think of such a
thing: but I can't #eo my children

“W hist, there comes some one!”

*1i's n Lorseman, too!"™

15 ha'"

“Get ready now, and be careful
ber v hat I said to you."

“Wonder what ther goin' ter do?” the
tramp asked himself.

The sound of norses' feet conld now be
distinetly heard, and the concealed tramp
from ©iis position becams conscious that
two of the ambushed men, for some pur-
pose, had erept to the roadside, where
they were orouching like wild animuls in
ambush.

“I'd help that ar feller what's goin’ ter
ritn inter trouble,” thought the tramp, “but
then I'd never be thanked fur it, an' maybe
git six months in jail. Guess I'll jest let
em fight it ont.”

“Stop!” ealled » voice in the darkness.

The Lorse came to a bhalt, snorted in
torror, and started back. There was the
sound of a scufle. Some one bad seized
the Lorse by the rein.

“Let gal”

“Git down!"

“Take that!"

“Bang!"” went a pistol, the flash from the
shot showed three or four objects engaged
ina struggle. A horse wns rearing and
plunging, whilo two dark forms were trying
to drag the rider from the saddle.

Another shot was fired by the bmave
horsemun, who was determived to defend
bhimself and property aguinst the foot-
pads., These was a cry of pain and an
oath.

“Ef that's what ye want we'll give ye
enough.”

Two or three quick blows followed, a
sharp ery, & gushing sob, and the man fell
to the ground. He lay very quiet, and the
tramp, through the darkness, could only
see two dark forms bending over him.
When they rose one of them ewrmed a
heavy wallet, and the horseman still lay
upon the ground, The horse had broken
awav, and, snorting with terror, ran down
the road.

“Here's the swag, Otto,” said ene of
them, hauding the lnrge wallet to the third
mnn, who had remained concealed.

“But did von hurt bim?"

“We had to.”

“Great Leaven! vou didn't—

“Yes, wo did, Ofto, he's dead; it was his
life or onrs, and Bill done it, though we're
all guilty alike.

“Bill, hil," almost screamed the man
called tMto, “why, in God's name, did youn
do it, when I told von not to?”

“Quit; stop o shakin® me,” said Bill. “Hae
shiot me in snoulder, and I knifed
him.’

“Uh! what shall we do?” groaned Otto,
“Let us run home at once before we are
found st this infernal spot.”

“I've dropped the knife.”

“Was it your own—may be it will be
recogmized 7"

“No; it's one I found vesterday.”

“Toen let the owner of it prove himsalf
innocent. For heaven's sake let us go."”

The three men hurried away, aud the
tramp, who wa+ now interested in the
tragedy, ~rept from his place of conceal
ment, and for a moment gnzed on the
ghastly body, which lay stark and cold on
the ground, the smooth-shaved face of the
mutderod man goazing up into the dark
skv. aud then followed earefully after the
retreating {ootpads,

Long Olivia and her mother awaited the
reiarn of the husband and father. At mid-
night he bad not come, and, noable longer
to remain in ignorance of the eanse of his
strango absence, thev roused the hired man
and sent him out 1o see if Lhe could learn
what was detaining Mr. SBhortndge,

He went, and-— reader, lot us draw a veil
over the scene of horror that followed.
The whole country wns wild over the af-
fair. That a ecold-blooded murder and
highway robbery should be perpetrated in
this quiet and hitherto penceful neighbor-
hood was an astonishment and horror to
evorybody., For days the wildest excite-
ment that had ever been known prevailed,

Who had done the awful deed?

“It was the tramp," some one suggestad,
and the idea spread like wild-fire. Every-
body knew it must be the savage-looking
tramp who had been in the neighborhood,

réemern-

"
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It was two or three days after hor fath- |

er's funeral when this was first suggested
Lo Olivia.

“It was the very tramp yon fed, Olivin,”
said Mrs. Shortridge. “To thiuk that the
man whom You had fed should bave
stabbed your father.”

“[ don't believe it, mother,” suid Olivia.

who had come all the way from Chicago to

work up the case, came to Cedar Crest and
closely interrogated Olivia in to the
tramp. She told him over over again |
every word that had been said by either
himself or hor, There bad not been a sin- |

le word uttered by herself or the tremp, |
fn regard to her father,

The detective went away to make a
thorough examination of the ground. He
was absent o day or two, and again called
on Olivia. |

“Did you spenk with any one else save
members of your own family on that even-
ing?" the detective asked.

“No, sir."”

“Think well before you answer.
any one else here?"

“No~—yes, there was—Harry Blake was
coming by. He stopped at the gate, and I
talked a moment with him."”

“Oh, yes; this Harry Blake is the young
man whom 1 bave met her frequently —"

“Yes, sir,” she answered, hllur.hlug pro-
fusely.

“He has been vory active ig trying to |
bring thé murder of your father to light?”
“Yes, sir,” blushing still more deepy.

“What did he talk sbont?”

“I do not remember—the tramp was one
thing.” ]

“Did yon talk about your father?"

“Yes, sir, 1 told him that father was
coming home from the village, where he
had been to get the money from Mr. Long
on his mortgage.”

“Well, young lady, it is perhaps rather |
o disagrecable announcement to make, but |
that young gentleman is the man who mur- |
dered your father.” '

“What?" she shrieked, starting to her |
feet. “Harry—il's false, sir!”

“I pity yon, young lady, but it is too
trne. The fatal kmfe still bearing stains
of the erime was found Iﬁu‘ the spot. The

Was

knife has been recogniz¢fl as his, and has
his name ent on the buck-horn handle.” |

Olivia swocned at this fearful evidence. |
When she recovered she fmplored the de-
tective to not impute such o charge upon |
her lover, and told him all tHat had been
said by either, but her statement only con-
firmed the detective in the belief of the |
guilt of the youth.

When he was arrested for the erime, |
Harry Blake declared himself innocent,
and assured the officers that he had lost his
knife only a day or two before the horrible
deed was perpetrated.

But this was an old dodge, and the de-
tective told him that it would not answer in
his case, Harry was at first inclined to
troat his arrest as a light afYair, but when
he found his friends giving him rather sus.
[:iciou-: glances, and heard that his case not

wing bailable he must go to prison, his
heart begun to fail him.

A few ddys’ confinement, while it did not
cow him, for e was conscions of his inno-
cence, tended to greatly humiliste Rim.
His father and friends, still firmly con-
vinced of his iunocence, employed a law-
yer for him,

The fifth day of Lis imprisonment Har-
rv's heart was made gind by the appear-
ance of his betrothed., BShe looked very
pretty in her sable dress and mouming
veil. She came to assure him that her
confidence in his innocence of the death of
her father was unshaken, and all that she
could do to prove that her convictions were
the truth would be done.

She consulted with the attorney, and told
him all that had passed between her and
ber lover on that fatal evening. The lnw. |
yer wasshrewd enough to see that the sim-
ple and uunadorned story of the maiden
was damaging to bis client.

While they were sitting in the lawyers
office, talking over the coming trial, the
door opened, and Olivia was astounded to
see the very same tramp whom she had
fod on the evening of her father's nssassin-
ation enter the oflice,

“Yer the gal what gin me the grub (hat
night, ain't ve?" he said.

“Yes,” she answered, after
silence.

“It was yer father what was killed an'
fﬂl;lu-ll

“It wns.”

“I bear that a young chap numed Dlake's
been necused o' doin' the deed?” said the
tramp, interrogatively.

“*He has been,” saad the lawyer, “but he
iﬁ ii.'ull-vnl."

“Mister, are you the feller what's his
lawver in this case?”

“Yys, sir."”

“Well, I've got this much to say 'bout it
mister, I know thet he's innercent,”

“You know."

“Bet I do, mister—I want ter see yo
alone,”

Olivin, with a grateful look at the tramp,
left the office. Fora long time the tramp
andthe attorney were together in the office,
Olivia went to the house of a friend in the
town whers she wns staying, and soon re-
ceived a note from the attorney thut he
would see Ler at two o'clock p. m., next
lln}’.

Oh, how wildly and anxionsly her beart
beat for the next twenty.-four hours. Was
the tramyp really going to unravel this mys-
terions alfuir?  She saw the sherifl and de-
tective 1n close consultation with the attor-
ney that evening,

She slept hule that night, but when her
eves did close, she saw the tramp, his
bomely face shining bright and clear from
the pure soul within that rugged esterior.
She nwoke nervous and anxious,

At two, the hi\\'_\'- r sent for her to come
to his office. The committing magistrate
wus there, Harry Dlake was thers, and to
her astonishment, Mr. Otto Hampten, one
of their nearest neighbors aud his two
hired men, Tim Nettles and Bill Trupnels
weore there, in irons. The tramp was also
present.,

“Now, mister, I'll tell ye all abont it,”
said the tramp, on being sworn. “I war
nmost starved that day, when I eallod on
this leetle gal, She gin me sathin’ to eat
and said some kind words to we, which
teched my heurt. When I left her and
went down the romd, I war wishin® 1 could
sarve her, | erossed the bridge jist about
dirk an' came to that dark road ou tother
nill:‘.

“1 beerd some un' taikin® an' plannin’ o
rob some un'. It war these three men,”
pointing to the three men in irons. “Then
I folt that I orter interfere, but the devil in
me said, ‘it's not vour funeral; let ‘em
alone, 'specinlly us no one's goin' ter be
hart,” 1 warn't goin' to interfere.  Drectly
n hoss came down the road, then thar war
s serimmage, that man,” pointing to Bill
Trunnels. “was shot in the shoulder, guess
ye'll find the bullet thar yit, an’ the gal's
pa war killed and robbed. I beerd that
feller who got shot suy he'd dropped the
knife he done it with, and then this man
culled Mr. Hampton, who they eallad Ofto,
took the mouey, said be war sorry they'd
killed him, aud wanted to git away, ,

“I followed 'em, an' saw 'em bury the
money at Mr. Hampton's house. The feller
who got shot waur sick and Inid abed a long |
time, an' they daren't send fur a dootor.
Guess that ar wound ain't healed vyit,
Wall, arter I'd made sure of ever thing,
an' fonnd out this young chap war inner-
cent, I came in to give it away.

“I've slept in the woods, lived like a wild
beast, nnd et skacely nothin’, jist to find
out who killed the pa o that leetle gal
who war so kind to me. I've done it, an’
I've saved her lover, but I'll never furgive
myself, when I think I might bev saved
herr. and didn't do it

“Them's the chaps who done it, fur the

a wmoment's

“I don't believe that that man bad snything | sherilf and detective found the

to do with it.”
1 The sheriff, and the shrewd deteotive

|
I

where | seed 'em bury it, an’ that ar fel-
ler's got the bullet in lder.*

Olivia and be-
4 "dnlmud.uuhnl.

d‘ .

Then she bheard the magistrate say that
Harry was aoquitted, and the three men
sentenced to jail to await the action of the
grand jury, They all confessed the crime,
and hanged themselves on the same night,
a few duys before their trial.

Olivia was rojoiced that her lover was ac-
quitted of the erime which cames so near
being fustened upon him, The tramp, who
had proved r.ucrnn nble deteotive, was
made overseor of her father's farm: and,
when Olivia and Harry were married he
took the management of their farm, and
proved an honest and trusty man.

Rude but (-‘enuIm: -llmlupllllllj.

“These mountaineers are the most
hospitable people on earth. It is arude
but genuine hospitality. They would
share their last loaf with a stranger
within their gates. The latch string
hangs out for all.”

We were riding down a steep Rocky
Mountain trail, my friend Clate and I,
when Clate made the remark quoted.
He was an enthusiast over the noble
traits of the honest miner and mount-
aineer, Certain experionces of my
own had made me skeptical on the sub-
ject.

1 At the base of the mountain stood a
little log cabun,

“Now,"” said Clate, “I'll prove my
theory. It's past dinner time and we're

both hungry as wolves, I'll wager any- |
i |.!nutl {

thing you like that we'll get
square meal at that cabin
charge.”

Five minutes later wa stood before
the closed door of the cabin,

“Hello!" roared Clate,

There was no reply.

“Hello, I say!”

This time Clate rapped loudly on the
door. There being no response he
lifted the latch, when the door swung
open, showing no one within, although
the cabin was evidently being oceup ed.

“All right!" eried Clate, cheerily.

of

free

| “Come on in, Ned, and we'll forage

round and sce what we can find in the
commissary., The folks won't care.

They've left the door open on purpose |

for wayfarers like us to step in and
help themselves. It's just like them,
It's your Westerner who knows what
true hospitality is."”

Clate *“foraged around” for some
time, but all he could find was a piece
of dry salt pork and a few potatoes.

“We'll help ourselves to what there
is,” said Clate, l'ht't'rl]_\‘. “Yon build
a fire, Ned. We're welcome to what
we've found, I'll bet on that, for

He stopped. A tall, lank, grim-vis-
aged woman, with a leathern looking
face, suddenly appeared at a back door.
She saw Clate, and yvelled out:

“Drop them taters "

“Why, madam, [—-I——"

“Yon drop them taters!”

“We are strangers, you see, madam,
and——"

“Drop ‘em!”

A shotgun hung on the wall
snatched it down, brought it
shoulder with a jerk, and said:

“Drop them taterstoo quick."”

Clate dropped them.

“Drop that pork!"”

Clate dropped it.

“Now, you fellers git'"

She
to her

I had already got, lut Clate, abash- |

ed and rebuked though he was, linger-
ed until the shotgnn was again pointed
toward him, and the woman said ;
“Clear yourself! 1'll learn youn how
to walk into a body's house and help
yourself to one’s vittles, Thut bacon
and them taters ain't to be bought for
love nor maoney, let alone et up by yon
uns fer nothin’.
We “lit out,” hungry and crestfallen,
and Clate has been dumb ever since on
the subject of Western hospitality, —
Zenas Dane, in Detroit Free Pross.

Woman and the Home,
Wothing so helps a woman throngh

the long weary days of work as the |

knowledge that what she does is appre-
ciated by those she loves and for whom
she toils, Think of this, husbands and
futhers, and remember that a kind word
is always in season. If, on some morn-
ing, the coffes is a shade too birown to
suit your taste, do not scold abont it;
and, on every other morning when it is
delicious, say so. Try this way, and

and besiudes, you will give the ones you
ought to love best the sweet conseious-
ness that they are doing their work
well, and giving satisfaction to the one,

—thus inspiring them with renewed en-

ergy to strive for the merited reward of |

kind, appreciative words, And so shall
an atmosphere of peace and sweel
home happiness come to pervade the
whole house, born and nurtured into
beautiful, flagrant blossoming by your
own kind words and deeds. l.et us
all remember, too, that the higher and
happier our home life, the more wisely
and better we may hope to do the
work that lies waiting for us beyond
it. A pleasant place to “come home
to” i1s the greatest energizer a man can
have, Then let us strive with an ear-
nest and constant purpose to make and
kesp the home cheerful, inviting and
pleasant.

Every home should be brightly and
tastefully furnished, freely—if carefully
~used, and every table should be reg-
ularly spread with a reasonable variety
of good, wholesome and appetizing
food. Economy is a very good thing,
but when it degenerates into unneces-
sary “serimping” it becomes meunness,
The very poor are often obliged to stiut,
but what their necessity makes a virtue
is really a erime in the comfortably sit-
nated. What are delicious things made
for, if notto be ate ? The appetite claims
a certain amonnt of what some consid-
er luxuries to satisfy.it, and this should
bo supplied in a ressopable quantity
at the home table, A craving, unsatis-
fied stomach is a dangerous thing,
whether it is the result of over-indul-
goence in improper or the want of sutis-
fying food.—St. Louis Magazine,

Five quarts of petrolonm is suflicient
to preserve a ship in a rough sea. ‘Lhe
oil is generally applied to the surface
in canvas bags filled with oakom,
through which the oil trickles slowly.
The bags are sttached to the leeward
side of the ship by long ropes.

Mga. GrAapsToNE says that the anthors
who have influsnced him most are
Aristotle, St. Augustine, Dante, and
Bishop Butler.

Now, you light out!” |

: i | having eaten a hearts
vou will find your coffee, and every- |
thing else, to yvour taste much oftener; |

| frame
of all others, they most desire to please |

The New York Police Force.

New-Yorkers religiously believe that
they have the best police system snd
the finest force in existence.

What is the number of the metro- |
politan police force? what are its
duties? how ia it organized? and in |
what manner are its duties performed ? ;
are questions whose answers determine
the soundness or unsoundness of the
popular faith,

The number of the police foree, of |
all ranks and grades, on the last day of
A. D. 1885, was 2,933, including 35
probationers. The Legslature of the
mtate of New York, on May 12, 1556,
upanimously authorized the addition of
OO0, in deference to the general con-
viction that it was pumerically too
small to cope with the possible emer-

encies of the times. The eity of New |
‘ork, estimating its population at
1,650,000, then End. exclusive of the
Centrul Park force, one police officer
to every D62 of the inhabitants. This,
in view of the heterogeneous character |
of the people, and the peculiar relation
of the city to the continent, was really
an insullicient supply. In 1853 Phila-
delphia had one policemun to every
6 of its eitizens; Baltimore, one to
620; Doston, one to 457; the metro-
politan district of London, one to 342;
and the ancient city of Loundon, one to
every 104,

The V'olice Department of New York,
established and organized under the
law of 1570, consists of the Board of
Police—which is composed of four
Commissioners, sappointed by the
Mayor—of the polies force, aud of of-
ficials appointed by the Commis-
sioners,

The bulk of the police force, ecorre.
sponding to the privates or enlisted
men of the regular srmy, consisted on
tho 1st of January, 1556, of the 2,3V6
patrolmen., On the 156th of June, ac-
cordiug to the return of Deputy Chief
Clerk Delamater, the native nationality
of the 2,93 men of all ranks and
grades then constituting the police
force was as follows: United States,
1,745; Ireland, 974; Germany, l:i6:
Austrin, 4; Italy, 5; Switzerland, 1;
Canada, 13; England, 30; Finland, 1;
Scotland, 14; Irance, 6; Bavaria, 1;
Nova Scotia, 2; Denmark, 1; Sweilen,
- West lIl.lI'h'ﬂ, 1. Thus the United
States huve contributed 50,44, Ireland
32,17, and all other conntries 7.57 per
cent. of the whole, The Hibernian el-
ement, including those born in this
country, is decidedly predominant,
Naturally enough, those in whose con-
stitution habits of subordination have
been ingrained by generations of servi-
tude are most watchful and resolute
when the enforcement of law is in-
trusted to their hands, Whatever their
ancestral antecedents, the New York
police have invarinbly illustrated the
virtues of implicit obedience, self-con-
trol, manly courage, and intelligent
fidelity, The club is at times (uite
freely used. The ideal policeman is
only an ideal. The actual is but an ap-
proximation to the imaginary arche-
tvpe, because he is only & man under
ail the limitations of the common-place
American  citizen. — Dr. Richard
Wheatley, in Harpir's Magazine,

The DBreaklast.

“A large proportion of intemperance
in the useof stimulants,” philosophized
n physician in a free lecture to the Buf-
falo Express, “may be laid, I think, to
the light breakfasts eaten by most peo-
ple. After considering the question
very carefully, I have come to the con-
clugion that breakfast is the most im-
portant meal of the day, and that suffi-
cient iwportance is not attached to it
in the majority of households. Of

| course in this, as in nearly all matters,

we are largely the creature of habit,
but there are good and bad habits, 1
have found that a very large propor-
tion of people, in this conntry at least,
eat very little or nothing in the morn-
ing. Now, after the long fast enforced
between supner or late dinner and 7 or
% ¢'clock in the moming, & person in
good hiealth should feel hungry; and it
is ot this lhour of the day that the
heartiest meal may be eaten with the
lenst probubility of bad results. The
man who starts out in the morning after
breakfast will
seldom, unless suffering from echronie
ndigestion, experience anv of the dis-
comforts whi-h might follow a similar
meal at any other time of day. The
chan es are he will also enjoy a happy
of ll:l!ltl :'.'n] |l;|\'; whichever be
his custom, he will find himself
an excellent appetite for dinner.  Lat-
ng creates '.n\.|l]n'“hu The Vary oppoe
sito results will follow the other course
in this mutter, and the mun who has
not had a good brenkfast will not enjoy
a good dinuer. 1 have treated a good
many cases of habitual drunkenness, and
in n great many of them 1 have found
that the evil practice of tipplng was
begun to satisfy a gnawing, faiut sen-
sation in the stomach in the morning,
which was pothing more nor less than
disguised hunger.”

The One ll;_Fﬂmul.

“Tohn, 1 would like to invite my |

frieud, Mrs. Smalley, this
will vou be able to be in?"

“No, my dear; I must attend a meet-
ing of the knights of Honor to-night,”

“Well, to-morrow evening ?”

“I nave the Ancient Order of United
Workmen, and you know——"

“What about Wednesday evening?”

“Oh! the Odd Fellows meet that
niglt; and on Thuaraday I have a meet-
ing of the Chosen I r.ends to attend:
on Friday, the Royal Templars; on
Saturday there's a special meeting of
the Masonic Lodge, and I ecouldn't
miss that; and then Sunday—let me
see—what is there on Sunday n ght,
my dear?”

“The Grand and Ancient Order of
Cheistian Fellowship.”

“Why, 1 bave forgotten; am I a
member of that—let me seo——"

“But you have forgotten another so-
ciety, John, of which you were once a
member.”

“What's that?”

“Your wife's!”—Boston Re ord.

Oup Mrs. DBentley—John, T hain't
seen mnothin' of Silas Wilson Iately.
What's become of him? Old Mr. Bent-
ley—I dunno. The last time I heerd
of him he was running round after an
Yism. Old Mrs. Bentiey—Wha! one o’
them women with short hair?—Judge.

evening;

DEL-Go-Suanr is the ﬁnciful name

with |

for a new suburb of Los Angeles, Cal.

HUMOR.

Tux beer drinker would seem to be
his own worst enemy in that he mal-
treats himself so persistently.

Wiuy is x the most unfortunate of
lotters? Because it is always in a fix,
and never out of perplexity,

Oxe of the most forcible stump ora-
tors that ever took the fleld is the
farmer whose plow strikes a snag.

Mencuaxts don't always give them-
selves away in trade, but they frequent-
ly exhibit signs of gilt outside their
storea.

“Tuar was a very long story that
Colonel Sozzle told after dinner,” said
one ¢lub man to another. “Yes,” was
the reply, “and I am sorry to say it
was as broad as it was long, .y

BostoN landlord (to porter)—“See*

| if the gentlemen in parlor ¥ have fin-

ished discussing their dinner.” Forter
(returned)—*“Dey is fru eatin’, boss,
Lut dey ain't done cussin’ it yet.”

“Mapang,” said the tramp, *I'm hun-
gry enough to eat raw dog.” “Well,"
she responded, kindly suiting the action
to the word, “1'll whistle some up for
you." The tramp left, taking his appe-
tite with him.

A wax wanted a horse to ride in the
park., “Do you wantaspirited animal ?”
asked the livery man. “No, not very,”
“What do you want, then?” *“I wanta
Lhorse that looks a great deal more
spirited than he really is.”

Sour remarkable stories have been
told under the head of “Antipathies,”

| but the most remurkable we ever heard

was that of the man who could not
sleep in church because the nap was
worn oflf his overcoat-collar,

Ix Bavaria the Mayor of a little vil-
lage was ordered by the higher author-
ities to make out a list of the dogs kept
by the inhabitants. He did so, and
the list read as follows: The school-
tencher—a dog; the pastor—a dog; the
Inctor——a dog; myself-—a dog; all of

together—four dogs.

Tou—*I don't see why so many peo-
ple make o fuss over that Miss Jones;
she isn't any better-looking or as nice
as some of the other girls,” Harry—
“That's true, my dear boy, but her pa is
a millionaire. That's why she carries
so high a head.” Tom-*“0, that's it,
is it? Bhe holds up her head by a
cheque reign.”—Lloasion Budgt,

Mississiep! general—"Sav, Mr, See-
retary, not long ago we asked for a
couple of the biggest cannon in the
country for the State militia to prae-
tice with at our annual eamp.” Secre-
tary of War—"“That's all right, I at-
tended to i1t.” *liut they have not ar-
rived yet.” “l'hat's queer. Guess the
Postmaster must have put them in the
wrong box."—Omaha World,

Murs., Hoxowenp was in  tronble
about something she had said, and a
lady was talking to her aboutit. “I
don't think,” sobbed Mrs. K., “that I
ever made such a remark.” *“I beg
your pardon, my dear,” replied her
friend, “but I heard you say it.”
“Well, perhaps I did, but if I did, it
was an ignis fatuus, and I don’t think
I ought to be blamed for it."— Wash-
ington Critic.

“Way do you want to run for Alder-
mau ?" was asked of a young man
afflicted with the mania last night.
“To humble family pride, my dear
boy,"” was the answer. “I think 1 am
a pretty good fellow, and so does my
family. After the election is over I
am going to compile all the bad things
said about me, and with Poo-Dah ex-
claim: *‘Ah, family pride, take that!’
F.very time I get too exalted opinions
of myself 1 shall take that prescription,
It will prevent my floating iuto the
ether some time.” —Elmira Gazeite,

Origin of a Famous Seng,

Once over the bar at its eantrance
from the Gulf, the Suwanee Hiver holds
itsa way with a deep current, in places
of forty feet, far up through the forests
of the best hard pine in the State. It
s the Penobdcot of Florida, It has
some good land upon it where plantu-
tons have heretolore been made, but
after awhile gencrally abandoned. The
mosquitoes and malaria guard in the
main entrance pgainst other than lum-
bermen, anglers, and intrasive tourists.
This dark river has, too, its romance,
as being the place which gave rise to a
melody which, like * Home, Sweet
Home,” the alection of the heart will
never let go. For it was Lhere that a
French family in the time of Louis
NIV, enme over and settled upon the
~uwanee and made a plantation, After
awhile the father and mother and all
died save one daughter, who, disheart-
ened and desolate, returned to I'rance,
and there wrote, adopting in part that
negro dialect which she had been
familiar with on the old plantatibm, in
lier girihood, a feeling tribute to “the
old folks at Lhome” in their graves in
the far-off country.—dugusta (Ga.)
Chronidle.

Siang in the Restaurant,

Men who write books about slang
might find material in some restanrants.
In Kansas City there is an abundance

fit. Oaly in one place in St. Louis

on  Morgan street—can ycu hear
wwaright slang in the giving of the
orders, and curious it is. If you tall
the waiter yon want an oyster stew, he
shionts out to the kitchen: *“Jesse
James ™ A beefstenk becomes “slangh-
ter in a pan;" plain, black cofles is

| “coflee in the durk;"” potatoes unpeeled

ars “Murphy with his coat on;"” two
eggs fried on one side are transformed
into “sunny side up;” buckwhent cakes
are spoken of in gambler tashion as
“stack of reds with copper on top,”
and batter cakes as “stack of whites.”
—Wailr, in Glob-Democrat,

Probably Had.

Ho had coughed for two straight
blocks on a Micligan avenue car, when
s sympathetic passenger remarked :

“You have got a cough, haven't
you?"

“Well, maybe you think I'm fool
ououfh to be trying to throw up my
liver |” shouted the man as he let out
another link and fairly shook the car,—
Deatroit Free Press.

Fraxor secured, on the conclusion
of % Th:;r:ili'w-;n:hr, in 1648, hm -
provinces sace Lorraine, w
she lost in 1870,




