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A L IT T L E  CHILD.
Unoonscioufl chlldhooTs tin y  grasp  

Draws us from  business, books and a r t ;
Miff h t ici* than  all the world. the clasp 

Of one small hand upon the heart.

Of late, w ith lids th a t mimicked death,
In  fever flames o u r darling  lay;

W hile we who watched her flu ttering  b reath  
Could only wait, and hope, and pray.

Bale gliding shapes and w hispered words 
H aun ted  the hushed and shadowy room,

. 2R11 th e  first tw itte r of the birds
Awoke, and daybreak  edged th e  gloom.

On vacan t chairs and silent walls,
W hore lonely watch.es of the n ight

Grow old, how strange, how spectral, falls 
The m ockery of the m orning light!

As in a  tra n ce  of fe a r we m oved;
P eril to  one we canno t save,

P eril and  pain to  ono beloved.
Make trem bling  cow ards of th e  bravo.

The daw n rose, pitilessly b rig h t;
The sunshine wore an alien hue;

There was n o t any  m ore delight 
I n  song of bird  o r  spark  of dew.

How Idle seemed the ta sk  th a t claimed 
A cold, accustom ed service still!

Bach worldly wish was quelled and sham ed! 
Alike were t i d i e s  good and ill.

F riendship  itself sm all solace b rough t;
Wc cam e and  wont like dull m achines;

How foreign to  th e  harassed th ough t 
The m ost fam iliar household scenes!

T he golden fields and azure skies 
W ere veiled in sorrow ful eclipse.

Till beamed again  those darkened eyes.
Till smiled once m ore those childish lips.

A no ther n igh t: all n igh t she slept,
She woke: O joy! was ever dawn

So heavenly sw eet ns th a t  which swept 
W ith drizzling show ers the trees an d ja w n !

The hillside frow ned, by  lowering brow s 
Of gloomy th ickets overhung;

B u t in th e  d ripping  ch estn u t boughs 
A  cheerfu l robin perched and sung.

D ear omon o f h e r b lest release 
From  pain and the  G reat Dread past by!

Peace filled o u r souls, th e  ligh t of peace 
Was over all the ea rth  and sky.

O happiest day  of all th e  year!
Each m om ent had i ts  joyous th rill:

W hatever cam e b ro u g h t hope and cheer; 
A like were tidings good and ill.

Now never more, O heart, be sad.
W hen oloud and tem pest drench  th e  pane,

B u t ke.ep th e  day w ith tho u g h ts  as glaa 
As robins singing in the rain.

—J .  T. Trowbridge, in  Youth's Companion.

PRISON PETS.

There are numerous instances on rec
ord of persons in “durance vile” mak
ing pets of the most unlikely of animals, 
nay, even reptiles and flowers. The 
instances considered noteworthy have 
foeen generally those of persons of rank. 
In reality, the passion is not more to be 
(wondered at in the Count Picciola of 
school-book notoriety, who gained over 
the good-feeling of his keeper to re
spect the pet flower which had sprung 
up between the stones of the prison- 
jyard, than is a similar feeling exhibited 
(by the deepest-dyed criminal of the 
common jail. In fact, it has been no
ticed that the feeling, if anything, is 
stronger in the man of few resources.

The present humanitarian system of 
conducting prisons provides the edu
cated prisoner with many means of 
killing, if not improving, his time, 
which a bygone system ignored. Com
panionship is found in books of the very 
best kind. In the case of the unedu
cated prisoner, it is very different. For 
many hours of the day he is 
shut off from everything but in
tercourse with his own thoughts, 
and these being, as a rule, not very 
companionable, he casts about for 
something to engage his attention other 
than the four Dare walls of his cell. 
Suddenly he hears the chirp of some 
impudent sparrow, enticed by a few 
stray bread-crumbs which the poor 
wretch has spared from his allowance 
and pushed through the grating of his 
window. Here is something which cer
tainly bears him no ill-will; something 
which, to one given to suspect, is above 
suspicion. There is not the slightest 
doubt about this visitor. But the un
suspicious feeling is not reciprocal. The 
crumbs are all very well so long as they 
can be reached from without the bars. 
The dark within is an unexplored 
region. But there comes a spell of 
sharp frost, may be, which whets the 
appetite of the feathered visitor, or 
there is something in the manner of the 
would-be host which reassures him, and 
the inquisitive little head is cautiously 
pushed inside the bars, in order to fol
low up a trail of crumbs judiciously 
laid by the tempter. No harm follows; 
and familiarity breeds boldness. The 
little fellow is surprised to lind himself 
quite within, tail and all, and, as 
though astonished at his own audacity, 
beats a hasty retreat. The next visit 

•finds him less modest. He advances 
across the floor; then, with sidelong 
glances, makes a backward movement, 
then a forward one, till he feels quite 
positive that the statue-like figure in 
the corner has no bellicose intentions. 
As a sort of feeler, the figure moves a 
foot or a hand. This is too much for 
Mr. Sparrow. A fluttering retreat 
to the bars, out, and away, leaves 
the lonely inmate still more lonely. 
The thought of the crumbs, how
ever, steels the little feathered breast, 
and by-and-by he makes another 
essay. At last he loses all fear, and 
hops up quite close to the immured one 
to snatch some crumbs sprinkled 
from the hand in sight of the bird. 
From this it is not far, as confidence is 
gained, to hop on to the knee and 
shoulder. What sort of bird-logic has 
been going on in the breast of this little 
sparrow ? In a week or two he learns 
to come at a call, and to eat his meals 
from the hand of a man who, very pos
sibly, is suffering imprisonment for 
kicking his wife very nearly to death, 
nr for some kindred crime ; but who 
would take infinite pains to attach this 
little soulless bird to himself, and resent, 
with blows if necessary, any interfer
ence with his pet.

What is the philosophy’ of the mat
ter ? Is it the waking up of dormant 
feelings ? the softer, better memories of 
happier days, when the love of wife and 
OhUdren had not become estranged ?

Every man, even tho lowest type of 
criminal, loves something orsomebodv. 
If may be a selfish, base love ; but it is 
a love, nevertheless. Who can fully 
understand the anomaly presented by 
the wife-kicking “Black Country” pud
dlin', who feasts his favorite bull dog 
while his poor children go about uncareu 
for P Most likely the prisoner who has 
been so tender with the sparrow when 
shut off from the world, rarely noticed 
such an obscure creature in his days of 
freedom. Tiere existed, however, some 
object or objects upon which he lavished 
his love ; and, refused access to these, 
he turns to the sparrow or the mouse. 
To whatever cause the passion may be 
attributed, it is true that all are equally 
ready to avenge any insult offered, 
and he would be a rash man who, 
of malice aforethought, would injure a 
prison pet. We have seen men, per
fectly tractable and well-behavod on 
other occasions, behave like demons 
when the favorite sparrow or mouse 
has suffered violence at tho hands of a 
warder, who, possessing more zeal than 
discretion, has not been able to discover 
anything in the affair save a breach of 
prison ru.es.

Whether or not the domestic mouse 
is more cognizant of tho baseness of 
human nature than his relative the 
field-mouse, we cannot say; but certain 
it is that he rarely succumbs to the 
blandishments of the tamer, is less 
docile, and more apt to return to his 
normal state on the first opportunity. 
A pet domestic mouse is a rarity com
pared with the more tractable field- 
mouse, and tho tamer of the former is 
looked at in the light of a professional. 
His ability is requisitioned to assist the 
amateur, and his proficiency in the 
profession thus becomes a marketable 
commodity. A “sixer” or an “eighter” 
—prison slang for a six or an eight 
ounce loaf—occasionally, is payment 
rendered for assistance in bringing a 
domestic mouse into a state of subjec
tion.

A free man, with hundreds of other 
matters to engage his attention, could 
not spare the time necessary to turn out 
such marvels of the taming art as are 
to be found among prison pets. At 
work in the fields, haymaking or har
vesting, a mouse is seized, secreted in 
the breast-pocket, and kept in there by 
means of a handkerchief which closes 
the mouth of the pocket. Imagine with 
what anxiety the man would go through 
the customary ordeal of being searched 
on his return from labor, fearful lest, 
when the handkerchief is removed for 
a thorough search, mousie’s bright eyes 
should peep over the ridge of the 
pocket, and thus discover nimself to 
the searcher, very possibly to be ruth
lessly dispatched. Should some more 
than usually amiable warder be the 
searcher, he may—seeing that a mouse 
cannot aid the prisoner in an attempt to 
escape—willfully pass over him, or, in 
his hurry, fail to “feel” the little soft 
creature. Mousie’s education has 
already begun. After having been 
taken out “ to work” somo two or throe 
days he learns to “lie close,”  not, how
ever, before he has received sundry 
tappings on the nose, as warnings of 
what to expect in case he should feel 
disposed to wander. Then tho experi
ment of leaving the little fellow at homo 
is tried. A nest of picked oakum has 
been made in an out-of-the-way corner 
of the cell ; and into this nest he is put 
with many injunctions not to stir while 
the master is from home.

There is great perturbation of mind 
on the convicts returning from labor, 
for many things may have happened 
during his absence. Everything is 
eagerly scanned to see if it is in the 
same condition as it was left. On being 
satisfied that it is, tho little quadruped 
is taken out for a share of the meagre 
meal ; that over, he is put through a 
course of training—taught to run up 
the sleeve and come out at the shirt 
collar ; to beg for crumbs, and on the 
approach of the slightest danger to rush 
into the harbor of refuge, the breast
pocket. Some unlucky day, the prisoner 
returns to find his pet gone ; and real 
are his secret lamentations over his loss

-far more real, possibly, than when in 
his days of freedom, he lost his child 
by death. The unsentimental prison 
cat, seeking what she may devour, has 
smelt out our little friend, and in a mo
ment this companion and solace is a 
thing of the past. Or seeking “fresh 
woods and pastures new,” but not 
dreaming of forsaking his old home al
together, mousie shyly wanders off, and 
is snapped up by somo other represent
ative of the taming fraternity. In either 
case, he is lost to nis old master, who 
is inconsolable at his disappearance. 
Should he be able to.fix the cause of his 
loss on anything or anybody; it is easy 
to see that he will become that thing or 
that body’s implacable enemy. A case 
in point occurred at a London local 
prison a short time ago, and was re-

Eorb'd in the public press. An order 
ad been issued for the extermination 

of prison pets. A warder attempted to 
carry out this order in, perhaps, not 
the kindest or most judicious manner 
possible, and received a stab with a 
shoemaker’s knife for his pains. A 
fatal affray at a convict prison, in the 
south of England was the cause of this 
order being given. In a quarrel be
tween two prisoners as to which should 
be the possessor of a certain mouse, a 
blow was struck which resulted in tho 
death of one of the disputants.

Mice and sparrows are common 
prison pets; but, what will be said of 
rats as things to be desired? We can 
imagine the horror of the female por
tion of our readers, who would, doubt
lessly, consider pests a much more ap
propriate name than pets. A prisoner 
given to pet-making will tell you that 
the rat is almost unteachable, the most 
that can be taught him being attach
ment- to the perso» Ho cannot be

trusted out of sight, but must be always 
carried out to work. He evidently en
joys the warmth afforded by the tamer’s 
bodv, and being neither an epicure nor 
fastidious in regard to lodgings, finds 
this kind of life preferable to davs of 
grubbing among foundations, fearful of 
terriors, poison and gins, in a house of 
his own making—in short, ho prefers it 
to working for nis living. We fear that 
this rat is too true a pieturo of the 
habitual criminal in prison. The latter, 
supplied with a good roof over his head, 
a good and clean bed, fairly good food 
in comparative abundance, congenial 
companions, plenty of good literature, 
and no terriers in the shape of police
men, prefers, or if he does not prefer, 
is too easily contented with, his prison 
life.—Chamber's Journal.

An Interesting Incident of Travel In 
Montana.

A letter to the Philadelphia Press thus 
describes tho recent stage robbery near 
Helena, Montana: The stage was mov
ing along at a walk, about noon, when 
three masked ruffians emerged from 
their hiding-place, and, leveling their 
shotguns at the driver and passengers, 
shouted “Hands up.” The order was 
promptly obeyed, without a murmur, 
and, in obedience to tho noxt command, 
every man stepped from the stage with 
his hands in the air, and formen in line 
on tho roadside. Then ono of the 
“posse” stepped forward and helped 
himsolf to the contents of each pocket, 
while the other two kept their guns 
leveled so as to enfilade the line. There 
were two ladies aboard—one on the box 
and one inside—who cried bitterly, but 
tho gallant assurances of the Claude 
Duvals that nobody would be killed un
less they resisted, allayed thoir fears; 
for they knew too well that the terror- 
stricken nine with their hands in the 
nir hadn’t strength enough left to pull a 
trigger. Tho valuables being secured, 
the stage was allowed to pass on, and a 
merchant with a two-horse team, who 
followed, was next held up, but was 
victimized only to the extent of some 
whisky and cigars. Though this is 
quite a serious business, yet it has its 
ludicrous side, which is worth telling. 
One passenger in leaving the stage put 
his pocket-book, containing $270, in 
tho folds of the curtain and did not 
search for it again until the stage had 
processed eight miles, so great was 
his demoralization, and then to his hor
ror it was gone; later, however, it was 
found on the floor of the coach. A 
Chicago gentleman who wore kid gloves, 
was detected fumbling with his finger, 
and upon being made to take off his 
glove displayed what was apparently a 
plain gold ring, which he desired to re
tain, “ it being the gift of a dear friend.” 
The wily highwayman, however, turned 
over the linger and found to his delight 
a supurb brilliant. “That is a shinor.” 
he exclaimed; “a perfect daisy;” and he 
transferred it from the finger to his own 
boot. Among the wreck the next day 
was found a government envelope ad
dressed to some official in tho territory, 
upon which was indorsed in pencil, 
“Opened by mistake by a posse of three 
highwaymen.” Last'night I listened 
to the story of the robbery told by one 
of the victims to a crowd of friends. 
Au “old-timer,” sitting by, inquired 
how big the shotgun looked. “Well,” 
replied the victim, “I could have driven 
a six-mule team down the barrel.”

Something New In Snake Stories.

On last Thursday night, as the stage 
was coining from Markieville, the road 
seemed to get very heavy near Wood
ford’s Canon. The nearest horses could 
hardly drag the load, and they seemed 
to have harder work at every step. Fi
nally they stopped to rest at the top of 
the little knoll just this side of Wood
ford’s Station, and when tho driver at
tempted to start tho horses they could 
not pull an inch. He dismounted and 
took a lantern to examine the running 
gear, when, to his astonishment, ho 
found, as he supposed, that a rope had 
been tied between the two wheels. Lay
ing his hand on the rope, ho started 
back with a yell of horror pn discover
ing that a live snake had twisted itself 
between the hind and fore wheels, and 
was holding the stage as securely as if 
the wheels had been tied with an inch 
rope. The reptile had evidently been 
trying to block the stage for several 
miles, and when tho horses stopped for 
a rest improved the opportunity to 
tighten tho coils so as to effectually pre
vent the stage from starting again.

The passengers got out and tackled 
tho snake with clubs aad stones, and, as 
the reptile thrashed about under the ‘ 
wheels, the horses were wild with ter-' 
ror. He was finally killed by a blow 
on the head, and it was after midnight 
before they got him disentangled from 
the wheels. He was the style of snake 
known as the mountain runner, and 
measured twelve feet four inchos. When 
stretched tightly between the wheels he 
was much longer.—Carson (Nev.) Ap
peal.

— Adding injury to insult: A tall, 
stylish-looking woman, leading a gray- 
hound, passed the balcony of aSaratoga 
hotel, on which two gentlemen were 
standing. “ Whata beautiful creature,” 
said one of them in a voice that proved 
loud enough for the lady to hear. Turn
ing very red in the face she glanced 
angrily at the speaker and said: “ You 
have no right to insult me. sir.” “Ex
cuse me, madam, but you flatter your
self. I was alluding to your dog.”
N. T. News.

—Snake matches ' are the latest 
wrinkle in field sports on Long Island. 
The contestants start in different direc
tions, and the one returning with the 
greatest nuyiberof snakes hanging to 
nis belt is proclaimed the victor.

Where He Illd his Money.
“I had a curious ease two years ago.

A wealthy man had been attacked with 
partial paralysis, and his speech and 
the greater part of his memory had left 
him. He wrote out the question, 'Where 
did I put my moneyP’ The amount was 
large, $82,000 in bonds, which he had 
been about to take to a safe deposit 
building. The heirs were wild. 1

Sed all the tearing up and cushion
ing business, for the man was not 

a ‘concealer,’ though it was supposed 
by the doctors that ho had felt the 
attack coming on and had put the money 
in somo out-of-the way place. Just how 
or in what spot in his library he had 
fallen oould not be made out. After a 
day’s reflection my partner and I had 
to conclude that he had been robbed. 
Two courses were opon to us; we could 
make sudden arrests without any real 
evidence, always a hateful course for a 
good detective to take, or we must lind 
the exact Bpot whore tho man fell, amt 
‘line’ up from that. The doctors helped 
us here: ‘You had better examine tho 
gentleman’s body,’ they said. We did 
so, and found a long horizontal mark 
on the hip, and blue marks on tho knee 
and elbow. He had fallen sidewise 
over an object not over sixteen inches 
high, and having a narrow, rounded 
edge of metal, tor an iron mark was 
found on the clothing. Every piece of 
furniture in the house was inspected, 
but to no purpose. The heirs apparent 
were in despair. But my partner and 
I began to be hopeful. In dotective 
work, whenever you come upon somo 
detail that seems utterly inexplicable, 
that is the thing which of all others 
must be explained: and you feel, more
over, that in solving the difficulty you 
will come nearer in some unknown 
way to your point. We took all night 
to think tho matter over. Then my 
partner said. ‘How about the cellar? 
That’s where the household metal is.’ 
They all laughed. ‘He hasn’t been 
there in a year, they said. We went 
down. My partner glanced quickly 
around, and then gave mo a look that I  
can almost feel running through my 
nerves to this day. Ho nad discovered 
some^common household articles which 
had not been used sinoe the family had 
been searching the fireplaces. Hii was, 
in fact, looking over a lot of coal hods. 
There is our metallic edge,’ he said. 
Ho turned the hods over carefully, and 
from out a mass of waste paper there 
rolled at last tho $82,000 worth of 
bonds. Tho paralytic had fallen over 
the hod, and the money had dropped 
into it among his waste papers. Be
fore tho general search was made, all 
‘rubbish’ had been taken te the collar. 
Our friends had sought too deeply for 
what they had supposod to bo concealed 
money, and had grossly neglected tho 
scionce of the obvious. Some detec
tives do precisoly the same thing. My 
partner and I divided $ö,000 between us 
that night.

‘Yes, they hide money in queer 
enough places. I have found it in the 
covers of old family Bibles, behind 
mirrors, in tho bored-out legs of chairs, 
behind cupboards nailed tightly to tho 
walls, in false ceilings, balusters, pin
cushions, in tho lining of old hats, in 
clocks, stoves and bronze images, in 
vases with tho bottoms coveroil inside 
with plaster of Paris, in black bottles 
weighted with mercury and marked 
poison, in canes, shoes, and vest lin
ings, in tomato cans and tea canisters, 
in cracked walls covered with wall 
paper, in all sorts of bedding and up
holstery, and in almost every conceiv
able place.

“ What is the best way to conceal 
money? I can’t say; but I  will tell you 
about a man whose method was a good 
deal talked about at the time among 
the detectives. He was a bachelor, 
and well known as a ‘concoaler.’ Ho 
died of heart disease, in Broome Street, 
somo years ago. Many attempts had 
been made to rob him, but without suc
cess. Thieves ran off one night with 
all his clothing, and ripped it to pieces, 
only to be disappointed. When he 
died, everything was broken up to find 
his money. Tho cellar had been dug 
out to tho extent of three feet, the roof 
broken apart, and the eaves examined 
to no purpose. When they were clear
ing out the rubbish, just after I arrived, 
some one knocked down a rickety 
shelf above the mantlepiece, which was 
covered with old letters, medicine 
phials, dusty newspaper scraps, and 
other worthless rubbish. A quarter of 
an hour later one of the heirs, a  girl of 
six years, was found seated on the floor 
in a pile of bank notes, to which she 
had vainly attempted to call her 
mother’s attention bn account of their 
pretty pictures.

“That ‘concealer’ was the only really 
deep one I ever knew. The -lady paid 
a high compliment to the gentleman's 
acuteness when she remarked: ‘Why, 
no one would ever have thought of 
looking up there for money.’ " —Inter
view with a Detective, in N. T. Sun.

—A Boston gentleman married a 
musical and literary lady who was very 
charming, but who was wholly ignorant 
of and indifferent to housekeeping. He 

of her and exceedingly

“ Shake’s Telephone.”

“ I guess I haf my telephone took out 
of my house," said a resident of tho 
eastern part of the city as he took a 
Seat beside Manager Jackson the other 
•lay.

“ Anything wrong?”
“ Yes, eafrytings is wrong;”  was the 

doleful answer.
“Perhaps tho battery needs more 

water?”
“ Vhell, may be so, but I doan’ keep 

no track of dot. You see, I vhas down 
to my peosuess a good deal. In der 
morning, after I vhas gone a loedle 
while, somepody rings nboudt sixteen 
hundred times and scares my old 
vhoman half to death. She asks vho 
vhas dure, und somupody answers: 
•Hello! Shake, vhas dot you? Say, 
Shake, how aboudt dot leedie gal dot 
wrpte you dot letterP Ha! ha! ha!’ 
Und dot makes my vhife so mad dot 
she shumps oop und down und pulls 
her hair, and vheu I comes home she 
goes for me like some tigers. Vhas dot 
dur right vhay to put up some shobs on 
a man?”

‘No, of course not.” »
‘Und ptioty queek after dot some

body else rings oop my house two ton 
sand times, und my vhife almost faints 
avhay. Vhcn she asks who vhas doro 
Bomebody answers: ‘Say, Shake, I saw
you ridiiigoudt mit your vhife on dot 
Lako road last Sunday! Doan’ be 
afraidt —I doan' give him away!’ Und 
den my vhife vhas mailt enough to bust 
in two, und vhen I comes homo she 
Sthrikes at mo mit der toanot. Do you 
call him telephone oonvouieueoP”

“I call it a shame, sir.”
“ Vhell, some odder times somepody 

goes r-r-r-r-riug-ing-ing-ring like ten
der, und my vhife vhas as pale ash a 
bcitquilt. She tinks dot vhas some oc
cident to me, or some steampoat blowod 
oop mit her sistor. Her heart beats 
like it would shump omit on der floor, 
und vhen she asks who vhas killed 
somepody answers: ‘Ish dot Shake?
Say, Shako, how much you gif dot 
policeman to keep sthtll 'on you, ehl 
Ah! dot Vhas a lino racket, Shake, but 
if der oldt vhoinans drops on it you 
vhas gono oop like some Gllileroy’s 
kite!’ Den my vhife she vhas mailt 
some more, und sho packs oop het 
trunks, und she vhas all ready to go 
vhen I  comes homo. Vhas dot somo 
more convunienen by electricity?’’

“I shall certainly look into the mat
ter. Suoh things must bo stopped.", 

“Und sometimes somepody rings 
softly, shust like cats, und my vhife 
wants to know who vhas dot.' ‘Me! 
Who vhas mo?’ ‘Katie!’ ‘Who vhas 
KatieP’ ‘Vhy, Shako, doan’ you know 
dot vidder vhomans you met on dor 
boat. Say, Shako, how vhas der oldt 
vhomans to-day P’ Und how vhas dot 
on me vhen I goes homoP Und how 
can I make dor oldt vhomans pelief I 
vhas in my saloon all der timo, und dot 
I doan’ know somo vidder vhoinans 
from a load of hayP I tell you, Misser 
Shackson, dot telephone preaks oop my 
family if I ilonn’ look omit. Eafery 
day ft is ‘Hello! Shake!’ und eafery 
evening vhen I comes homo it is somo 
more crying- und talking like I vhas 
dor worst man in Detroit.”

J le  was promised speedy and per
manent relief, and as ho backed up 
stairs to the sidewalk, lie said:

“Vhell, dot makes mo feel like I vhas 
happy.

If somepody vhants to ‘Hollo! Shako!' 
on m etet him come to my saloon. I

ffif him somo telephone convenience so 
ic vhas lame for six months!"—Detroit 

Free lYcss.

was very proud c.
fond of displaying her talents to "hfs 
friends. One day his brother, a blunt, 
keen-eyed country man, paid him a 
visit. Leading him into the sitting- 
room, which was dusty, dirty and dis
orderly, be requested his wife to play 
and sing for them. Her husband list
ened with great delight to her per
formance, and, turning to his brother, 
said: “ Your wife has no ear for music, 
I believe!” “No, but she has an eye 
for dirt!” was the gruff reply.—Boston 
Transcript.

Parers ami Pacing.

Mr. George Brownell writes from 
Liverpool to the Ht. James Gazette: “ In 
the various remarks which have lately 
appeared in your paper on ‘Pacing 
Horses,’ I have not noticed any allu
sion to those of Peru, where that type 
of hack has been brought to a perfec
tion probably unknown elsewhere. 
Doubtless this has originated from the 
climate, tho nature of tho country, and 
the extensive sandy deserts in which a 
trotting or galloping horse, sinking 
fetlock deep, would soon exhaust him
self ; but apart from practical uses the 
gait has there attained the position of a 
positive art, and it requires a vory prac
ticed rider In that stylo of riding to do 
justice to a true ‘caballo de paso. ’ There 
are at least ten recognized varieties of 
the ‘paso,’ or pace, known to the 
initiated—the ‘paso andante,’ the ‘paso 
oompagnera,’ etc. Tho great majority 
of the native horses are pacers; but a 
really first-rate ono becomes an article 
of luxury, and may command an ex
travagant price. On some of tho estates 
great care was devoted to tho breeding 
of these horses, many of which 
were of extreme beauty, and 
their training and ‘bitting’ was 
process to which the greatest patience 
and plenty of time was given. I notice 
the gait styled ‘artificial.’ In Peru it 
is not so; a true pacer is born so—he 
paces naturally, though this mav be 
varied or perfected by education. ’Trot 
ho will not; if he can be driven into 
gallop it is at once seen that it is un
natural to him. But, then, his ‘pace’ is 
so superior to that of the animal who 
has only been taught to pace that there 
is no comparison whatever; and it is a 
little surprising that so few have been 
imported into this country! though this 
may be due to his true merit being that 
of a ‘journey’ horse, for which purpose 
he would of course be of little use here. 
For coaches and for their cavalry the 
Peruvians have relied mainly on horses 
imported from Chili.”

-Grief for his first wife caused 
—A letter addressed to “Widow Samuel T. Magruder, of Darnestown, 

Smith, Kichford, Vt.," threw the post- 1 Md., to cut his throat, although he had 
master into a panic, there being eleven 11*6011 married about one year to an es- 
widows of that name in Kichford. 1 âmablo lady.

SCHOOL AND CHURCH.

—A new secret socletv is to be formed 
at Yale, a rival to the Skull and Cross- 
lames and the Scroll and Keys. I t la 
said that a building for its use is to be 
at once erected.—Hartford Post.

—Two well-known clergymen who 
are brothers. Rev. Hugh O. Penteoost 
and Rev. George F. Pentecost, hap
pened to preach on a recent Sunday in 
different cnurchos in Hartford, Conn.

—The American Sunday-School Union 
has recently received from the executors 
of tho estate of tho lato Frederick Mar- 
quand $19,892. Also a legacy of $1,000 
from the late George Nugent. William 
E. Dodge bequeathed $10,000 to this 
society. —N. Ÿ. Examiner.

—Christ Church, Philadelphia, In 
which the Centennial Convention ol 
Protestant Episcopalians is to be held, 
was the place of the first convention ol 
that denomination in America. It was 
built with hriek from England and 
money raised in a lottory under the 
management of Benjamin Franklin.— 
Chicago Times.

—According to a Western school- 
teacher the habit of ohewing gum is 
productive of myopia among the pupils. 
Being forbidden to chew gum during 
school hours, they seek to avoid detec
tion in the illicit enjoyment of tho en
during morsel by holding their books 
close to their faces, thus bringing on 
short-sightedness.

—It costs Franco $8,800,000 to sup
port a State church. Episcopalian as 
well as Roman Catholic clergymen arc 
paid by the State. M. Paul' Bort, in 
view of this enormous expense, and 8*- 
view of the "alarming influence of 
which patriots complain, ’ demands that 
the Publie Worship budget be abolishod. 
The Government, ne says, should "sever 
the last link which connects Churoh 
and State." M. Ferry does not seem 
to think that It should. He appears to 
bo very desirous of oonoiliatlngf the 
church anil the Pope.

—The Reformed Dutch Churoh at 
Spots wood, N. J ., was knocked to 
pieces by a sudden thundergust. First 
tho steojile toppled over on tho roof, 
which it out in two at the rlilge pole. 
Then the walls fell apart, tumbling to 
tho ground in such a condition of wreck 
that the remains aro nothing better than 
kindling wood. The churoh cost $8,- 
000, and was consldorod as good as any 
wooden sanctuary of simtlar style. Tho1 
members are possessed of considerable 
means, and are able to rebuild. In a 
few months they will have a better 
Miilding than the one which was 
wrecked.—N. Y. Sun.

The United Presbyterian Churoh 
has relegated the organ question to In
dividual ohurchos. The committoe ap
pointed by the recent General Assembly 
on the subject has Issued a majority 
and minority address. The first argues 
in favor of the constitutionality of the 
adoption of tho overture upon musio; 
tho other avoids arguing the question, 
but reaches substantially the same re
sult as thu majority letter in urging 
each churoh to accept tho action o f the 
assembly as final, leaving each to de
cide whether It will admit tho organ or 
not. This agreement practically makes 
tho organ a louai Issue in the churoh.— 
N. Y. Herald.

PUNGENT PARAGRAPHS.

-The Baptist Weekly, says: “ If a 
church wants to secure a now pastor if 
can scarcely take a suror course to drive 
off dosirablo mon than by maligning thq 
pastor who has left them.
. —The Burlington Hawk-Eye predicts 

that by noxt season society will be sq 
artificial that tlio unrepresentable dam
sel will remain in her cottage and send 
her photograph Into the surf.

—“Mercy!" exclaimed Mrs. F., as 
she caught sight of the cameleopard, 
"just look at that boast! what a long 
nook!" “ Yes," replied Fogg, “ the 
most remarkable case of soar throat I 
ever saw.”—Boston Post.

-Lynching« are becoming so com-, 
mon in the West that housewives are 
afraid to leave their clothos-llne out 
over night. In the morning they might 
find it a mile uway with a man hanging 
to the end.— Troy (N. Y.) Times.

Before the city directory man takes 
a census of St. Louis, watermelons lire 
always seDt there from Chicago to 
double up the population. After that 
an official count is made, showing how 
unreliable St. Louis figures are.—N. 0. 
Picayune.

-In modern Egypt a young man Is 
not permitted to see his wife’s face be- 
fare marriage. The Boston girls are 
using every effort to have this custom 
introduced Into this oountry. It is tho 
ohly way they can hope to compete with 
the Western branoh of the business.-r- 
Lynn Bee.

—The High School gfrl says that 
modéra seismologists incline to the 
opinion that the phenomena of the 
earthquake is a vibratory motion, propa
gated through tho solid moleoules of the 
carjh after the similitude of the trans
mission of sound through the atmos
phere. We think so ton,—Oil City 
Derrick. j jL '

—When a Virginia belle was once 
surprised by her father In the parlor of 
a hotel at the White Sulphur Springs,! 
supporting upon her shoulder the head 
of a middle aged admirer, she at 
disarmed the Impending rebuke by ex-j 
claiming: “Surely, f 
the first time you navel 
on young shoulders."—N. Y.

—A little girl and 
Des Moines, Iowa, were 
stars one evening recently 
boy argued that the i 
like ours, and he claln 
peopled just like the i 
girl, with all the (" 
ter, said: “They are |  
angels’ eyes; ’cause!
— Golden D ays-
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