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THE FUT LEE,

Picked up  a p aper here to-day,
A nd, by my conscience, I  m ust say 
T h a t they  do w rite in the fu n n iest way.

Some tim e afro, over my oup,
W ont sound asleep—ju s t woke up;
Aliist have been—well, le t me see— 
Eighteen  hundred  sixty-three.
■Cows cam e a long— bells would tinkle— 
R oused me u p —a second old W inkle; 
f e l l  asleep by th e ir say-so.
N ine an d  th irty  years ago.

A bout th a t paper? I  was struck  
All in a heap, sir; ju s t  my luck;
“ Miss Susan Brailler will dooute 
N ext T hursday evening.'* I stood m ute: 
N ever, in all my life, had heard 
Of such un outlandish, barbarous word. 
Elocuto? Elocute? I declare!
I  bit ray w hiskers and pulled my hair; 
Looked in my W ebster, it  wasn’t  thero. 
G ave the th ing  u p  in wild despair—
Said to  m yself—“ I t ’s m ighty q uair."

P re tty  n ea r choked m yself with rage; 
P ap er set fo rth  on an o th e r page— 
W onderful piece of local news—
“  People u jî tow n are going to  enthuse.** 
A nd then  this th ing  get« worse and w orse- 
•‘To-morrow the citizens annivene.”

“  Ju ly  Fourth , happy to  sta te  
Folks are all going to  declaratc.'*
T hink I ’d b e tte r  shut up  shop—
“ Mr. A. B. is u Philanthrop!,r
And then , look he re , w hy bless my eyes,
W hat in the world is “hismarchizel "
Eyes o f mine, can you be trusted? 
“ Coal-oil fac to ry  all combusted! ” 
**Circumtrench y o u r favorite f r u its !”
"  Mexican Em pire revalûtes! '*
A nd since th e  days I  w ent to  school,
W hat so rt o f u th ing ’s a  “ pcrpcndiculcV*

H ere’s a  m an who is going to  orate.
W hy, w hat on e a rth ’s th is paper about?
I ’ll go stark  mad if  I don’t  find out.
M ust be F rench , and y e t I  vow 
I  n ever heard o f the word till now.
Folding th e  paper, undecided.
Bless me, some one’s homicided.
Oh, my coevals, show to  me 
The good old English of ’63.

Laid down the p aper rig h t away,
For, by ray conscience, I  m ust say '
T h a t they do w rite in  the  fu n n ie st way.

—N . Y . G raphic.

SCENES IN A MADHOUSE.
A  T a lk  w ith  a  B il l io n a ir e —A  G r e e t in g  fr o m  

t h e  K in g  o f  I r e la n d —A  Y o u n g  M a n  W h o  
T h in k s  h e  C an  P u t a  S u sp e n s io n  B r id g e  
A c r o ss  t h e  A t la n t ic —T h e  V io le n t  M a
n ia c s .

“Here you will see the people who 
own the world and everything in it.’’ 
This is what Dr. Troutman, of Ward’s 
Island, told me as he led me to the first 
ward of the insane asylum one Wednes
day not long ago. Dr. Troutman is the 
assistant superintendent there, and he 
was very polite to me. The Doctor put 
a polished brass key into the big oaken 
door, and, admitting mo into a long 
corridor with a floor' scrubbed until ft 
shone like wax, quietly looked the door 
again and dropped the key into his 
pocket. (iroups of men, nearly all 
dressed alike in grayish clothes, were 
walking about aimlessly. Some were 
talking to their fingers in an animated 
fashion; others were having an earnest 
debate with the blank wall; two were 
talking to each other simultaneonslv, 
but what in the world they said"I 
couldn’t make out. An orderly 
in a blue uniform walked about 
among them. Two key3 dangled below 
his waistcoat. They were fastened to a 
stout cord tied around his waist. This 
was done to prevent the patients from 
taking the keys from the orderly to use 
as weapons. What particularly struck 
me as 1 surveyed the strange scene was 
that nearly all the lunatics had high 
foreheads. It forciblj7 impressed me 
with the truth of the saying of a certain 
anonymous modem philosopher, that it 
requires the possession of brains to be
come a lunatic.

“These men,” the Doctor said to me, 
“are the paralytics. There is no hope 
for I hem. Their disease is fatal. It is 
general paralysis. Here you see, for 
example, one of our billionaires.”

The Doctor stopped to shake hands 
with a little man with a thoughtful 
look.

“Yes, yes,” he cried, in an animated 
tone, “I ’m worth just one hundred 
thousand millions of dollars, and the
fortune is increasing day after day.”

“ You see,” remarked the Doctor, in 
a kindly tone, “our friend hero is labor
ing under one singular disadvantage. 
He possesses all this vast wealth, and 
yet a power holds him back so that he 
can’t get at it. But he is perfectly hap
py in the consciousness that it is in
creasing steadily. Every yacht that 
passes here he will tell you is his, and 
all the vast shipping ot the ocean is 
operated in Ids interest.”

The lunatic gazed at the Doctor with 
a look of real gratitude, and shook 
hands heartily with me as we passed 
on, stopping now and then to note other 
interesting examples of mental halluci
nation.

“ How old are you today, myfriend?” 
the Doctor asked one p"atieiit with a 
strikingly prominent forehead.

“ Now, it’s difficult to estimate that,” 
said the patient with a smile. “ My 
methods are different from the ordinary 
world’s. I have been here long, very 
long. I find by careful computation 
that I am three times the circumterenee 
of the world old.”

“But I am the Spirit of God,” Tied 
another, running up lest we should 
miss him. “ Don't forget that, please. 
All the women of the world are my 
wives. I am going to have more, too. 
I have lived thousands of years as a 
spirit. I  can see you all, but you can’t 
see me. I have wings and 1 fly through 
the air seeking to better the condition 
of mortals. Yes, yes, we’re having a 
beautiful dav, a beautiful day, but not 
half so beau .ful as the Spirit of the 
Good. I wish you farewell,” anel he 
ran off.

A brooding lunatic caught me by the 
hand as we passed further on by the 
neat and airy rooms. “ How do you 
do? how do you do?” he cried heartily. 
“ You are my old friend. You see I aiu 
King of Prussia now and you are all 
my subjects.”

“ Who else are you to-day?” inquired 
the Doctor, patting the patient on the 
back encouragingly.

‘Ah! yes, the Kiflg of Ireland, too.’
“ And something else?”

, “ The Rock of Truth.”
“ Now, what else are you to-day?” 
The lunatic appeared" annoyed. He 

frowned and exclaimed: “ The King of 
Prussia, King of Ireland, and the Rock 
of Truth; for pity’s sake, ain’t that 
enough for one day?” '

We went to the opposite end of the 
ward, and the Doctor turned and bid 
the patients all good day, and they re
turned his salute courteously, all smil
ing and full of glee. Then he opened 
the door, and locked it behind him 
carefully and quickly. .

“They will all be that way until they 
die,” he said, as wo were ascending the 
stone steps leading to another ward. 
“It is'the happiest form of the disease. 
They gradually lose all control of them
selves, so far as the power to talk and 
walk and think is concerned. Then 
they die. Life goes out like a flicker
ing candle. The next ward will show 
you typos of what are known as chronic 
cases. They, too, have hallucinations.” 

We went through the ward as before. 
One of the most Interesting patients 
was a young man whose brain had got 
tangled up hopelessly about the Brook
lyn Bridge. Ho consumes an amazing 
quantity of foolscap paper and lead 
pencil daily figuring out his plans for 
bridging the Atlantic by a suspension 
bridge. He will sit down and demon
strate its possibility by figures when
ever a visitor will listen.

Another patient was an elderly man, 
who had once been a professor in Col
umbia College. Since he has been in 
the asylum he has written a work on 
art, and is now daily occupied on a text 
book on the ealculus. The ex-professor 
talked with perfect clearness and sanity 
upon learned subjects, but he was pos
sessed with the idea that both the Doc
tor and myself were what he called 
dogs in the manger, and keeping him 
from his freedom.

A one-legged patient seemed over
joyed when he caught sight of me. He 
bowed low, held out nis hand, and 
cried: “Ha! welcome to our home 
The next instant the man was hopping 
up and down the corridor in his one 
rubber boot, frantically waving a pi 
of crutches. He seempd in a delirium 
of delight, but it was not over pleasant 
to watch his antics. The Doctor waited 
until he had locked the door behind him 
and we wore once more upon the stair
way, and then said:

“That man is shod with rubber be
cause ho has an unpleasant habit Of 
kicking people. He killed his father-in 
law in a fit of frenzy and has been here 
ever sinc e.”

As we continued our journey each 
succeeding ease presented features of 
more and more violent mania. It was 
getting decidedly uncomfortable and it 
needed the Doctor’s cool, unconcerned 
demeanor and the presence of orderlies 
to keep the spirits from sinking. The 
lunatics crowded around me with an 
eagerness and interest that was abso
lutely oppressive in its strain upon my 
nerves. 1 shall never forget the terri
ble glare of their restless, glittering 
eyes. One man fastened his eyes upon 
me the moment I entered and never 
took them off while I remained in the 
ward. He followed me everywhere, 
and I could feel his eyes, almost, even 
when my back was turned to him. Be
fore we left this ward the Doctor went 
into a workshop in an alcove of the cor
ridor and displayed rugs, mats and 
brooms. The workmanship was very 
good, indeed.

“ The lunatics make all these them
selves,” said he. “ It gives them relief 
to have occupation. The rugs are 
made from bits of their own old clothes. 
'They use knives to cut the brooms with. 
We allow them knives to work with.”

I breathed easier when the door was 
locked on the lunatics.

By the timo we had been through 
seven or eight wards I had seen all of 
the insanity I wanted to see. The re
membrance of it will last for years. I 
begged to be excused from further 
sightseeing,

“ You have not seen the really vio
lent cases,” said the Doctor quietly. 
“ In one of the upper wards we have to 
go along the wall sideways and keep 
our eyes upon the lunatics, lest they 
should steal up behind us unawares and 
strike us. It is a life of constant 
watchfulness on our part. The patients 
sometimes secrete the spoons they are 
given to eat with. Then they grind the 
handle down to a fine edge when they 
get into the cells. A spoon becomes a 
very ugly dagger after this operation. 
We can never tell when a patient will 
be seized with a homicidal mania. 
Three physicians were killed here with
in a year. The physicians never carry 
arms. We ail carry whistles and blow 
them when attacked. The orderlies 
come to our aid at the alarm. No one 
is ever allowed to use violence toward 
the patients. Some months ago a pa
tient seized my hand with his teeth and 
tried to bite it off. I only saved myself 
from severe injury by pressing his head 
back and holding my hand against his 
teeth until the orderly came to my as
sistance.”

When I had got back once more to 
the office the Doctor said:

“ We are receiving more and more 
patients here every week. As civiliza
tion advances it is found that insanity 
increases. Some of the queerest things 
the mind of man ever could conceive of

get into the twisted brains of these un- 
app^ people. They are truly to be

I  loi ked out at that moment upon the 
rather pleasing prospect that forms a 
picture which the lunatics may watch 
from the corridor windows. Twenty or 
thirty men were busy with picks, 
shovels and wheelbarrows laying a new 
pathway along the greensward 

“ We let them work a«
tinued the Doctor.

as you see,” con 
“These men are all

inmates, but they are the quieter pa
tients.”

Afterward I saw the types I had left
behind all duplicated in the Emigrant 
Asylum on another part of the Island. 
In one part female lunatics were con
fined. To get to the asylum I had to 

ass the lunatics at work on the walk, 
made the journey in time which I felt 

would do credit to a professional pedes- 
trienne. I  didn't stop to view the 
scenery.

“ You were foolish to be frightened,” 
said Mr. Peck, the Superintendent. 
“ By exhibiting fear or uneasiness you 
give a lunatic an immense advantage ' 
over you. If you look them straight in 
the eye and show by your bearing that 
you mean to have no nongeuso, you can 
control them. They are really very 
cowardly,”

Yes,” said another official, “in an 
outbreak of massed men I would rather 
face the lunatics here than the men over 
there at the Penitentiary. The lunaties 
lack concentration of purpose. If one 
becomes violent and attacks a keeper, it 
Is a hundred to one that the others Will 
fall to and help the keeper,” While the 
keeper was talking I heard that ft quiet, 
inoffensive, melancholic patient had 
nearly cut his head off with an old 
razor he found in a heap of rags in a 
cellar. I waited for no more, but st art
ed for the Commissioners’ boat. The 
last view of lunacy I got was the spec
tacle of a grinning man, who shouted 
good-by to mo over the wide expanse 
of a huge necktie, on which he had 
fastened the brass cover of a square 
inkstand which had an agate set in its 
center.

As I got in the elevated cars, home
ward bound, two white-haired sages 
with very intellectual faces sat down 
opposite me, and by a singular coinci
dence began to discuss the proposition 
that the white human race is com
posed simply of the victims of hallu
cination. ,

“ Why.” said one to the other, “ there 
are philosophers who assert that people 
who think they live are deluded. 'The 
idea that there is liny such thing as life 
is simply a Wild flight of the imagina
tion.”

“ Yes,”  remarked Mr. Diogeucs, 
when ho joined me at supper and 1 told 
him what the man said, “that philoso
pher is more or less correct. We are all 
crazy on some things. I Jiave seen a 
man who saw three Kings get mad. It 
is notorious that plumbers’ bills drive 
people crazy. Careful students have 
also found that women are crazy on the 
subject of dress. But we’ll not discuss 
that, for the lodge meets to-night and 1 
must go at once.”

That is the kind of lunacy I have to 
put up with seven days in the week. 
Oh, yes, if it really requires brains to 
make a man a bona-fide loon, nature 
has saved Mr. Diogenes all danger of 
ever becoming the inmate of an asylum. 
—“ Mrs. Diogenes," i»N . ¥. Sun.

A Chapter on the Newly Married.

After the honeymoon is over, in which 
each lives in the seventh heaven of 
bliss, and is blind to all outward sur
roundings, there comes a day when the 
mere matter-of-faet duties begin, and 
they settle down to the realities of life. 
The habits, the manners and the tem
pers are things that neither knows any
thing about in the other, and that which 
was long ooncealed in an engagement 
for months is quickly revealed in the 
close relationship of married life. Some 
little habit that the bachelor or maiden 
has formed rasps to rawness the nerves 
of the other, and the determinations on 
either side to break the other of the 
fault only chafes and frets both without 
attaining the object. He thinks that 
home life should fill their every thought. 
She thinks a little society and gayety 
would 1 e preferable. He is tired when 
he comes home at night, tired of seeing 
people, tired of talking to them; he has 
been in a whirl all day. She has moped 
by herself through the same long hours 
in the “ love of a cottage” that seemed 
so poetical to talk about, or has spent a 
dreary timo, solitary and alone, through 
a cheerless winter day in lier room at 
their hoarding house, and is only kept 
from downright rebellion by the thought 
that when “ Charlie ” comes home they 
will go to the theater, or to see “ ma.” 
Then there is disappointment on both 
sides. She thinks he is “ real m ean” 
because he does not indorse her plans, 
and he thinks she is downright silly to 
wish to leave such a cozy fireside and 
such a comfortable little home place for 
any other spot on earth.

She has always found her “ I wills” 
and “ I won’ts ” the law and the gospel, 
and ten chances to one Charlie yields to 
her imperial highness, and is forever 
after a hen-pecked husband. But if 
that same Charlie is wise, and can con
vince his “ little wife” without wound
ing her, he has forever won, not only 
her heart, but her judgment; and she 
looks up to and respects him for his 
firmness.

It is very seldom the case that the 
first months of married life are the hap
piest, and it takes a big stock of love 
and good sense to launch a couple over 
the breakers into r smooth, open, mat
rimonial sea. The faults that are dis
covered, the weaknesses that ate shown, 
the foibles that are betrayed, can only 
be met with forbearance, ft a pair hope 
for a blissful future; then every after 
year confirms their oneness of heart, of 
sympathy and of purpose, and any 
couple of this kind long married will 
tell you they are happier after all those 
years than they were the day they were 
married.—Detroit Post and tribune.

—In the little village of Milton, less 
than a score of miles from Boston, 
stands the old house where, about 1800, 
Benjamin Crebore completed the first 
piano constructed in American.—Poston 
Post.

Rallruud Traveling in Europe.

The first thing that is likely to strike 
an American traveling for the first timo 
in Europe, as being specially peculiar, 
is the marked difference in the railroads 
and their managt moil!, as compared 
with ours at homo. Tno ears are much 
smaller than ouis, being but little 
larger than thoso used on our narrow- 
gauge roads. Each car is divided into 
four or five compartments sealing from 
four to eight passengers. Thoso com
partments are entered from the sides of 
the . cars, and are entirely separated 
from each other. After one gets used 
to the change, ft is quite a pleasant way 
to travel. Especially is this true if four 
or five friends are traveling together; 
they can usually have a section to them
selves, and this is decidedly ploasant, 
as we have already found. With a well- 
filled lunch basket a day’s travel in one 
of these rooms, with a couple of friends, 
is very enjoyable indeed. You have 
the same privacy and seclusion that you 
would enjoy in your own homo.

On the whole" traveling here is muoh 
cheaper than it is in America. First* 
class tickets are sold at about three 
cents per mile: second-class, two cents; 
third-class, ono and a quarter cents; 
fourth-class, at about throe -fourths of a 
cent. There is but little difference be
tween the-first and second-class com
partments, both being very nicely up
holstered, and quite comfortable. The 
third-class has comfortable seats, but 
they are not upholstered, and the fourth 
class is without seats. Tlio second and 
third-class ears are the more
patronized, very fow going 
have noticed many seemingly woll-to-

largoly 
w _ first-class. 1 

ny seemli _ 
do people go into the foiirtl“ class cars. 
Many who go fourth-class carry with 
them camp stooki, while others" stand 
up during the entire journey. T he oars 
run at al out the same rate of speed that 
we are used to at home, perhaps a trille 
slower, but there is not a noticeable dif
ference in this respect.

There are also sleeping-cars (Sonlaf- 
Woe gem as they Are called hore) at
tached to the night trains.

Great care and caution is used to pre
vent accidents; especially is this the 
ease in the country where tho public 
roads across tho railroad track. At 
every one of the crossings a guard is 
stationed, whose duty it is- to open the 
highway when any ono wishes to ride 
or diivo cross tho railroad. At] all 
other times it is kept closed, and is only 
opened when thero is no danger from 
an approaching train. 1’oopie in Ger
many aro not killed on railroad cross
ings.

The same care extends to every de
partment of the road. At tho depots, 
ropes are stretched along tho side of the 
platform to prevent any one from being 
thrown under an incoming train. No 
one is allowed to pass immediately in 
front of an engine when it Is standing 
at the depot. These and many other 
precautions are taken that it might be 
well for American railroads to import 
and adopt. -»Cor. Chicago Journal.

which, judiciously practised, 
answer the purpose. That it is

Convict Photographs«

Tho convictwho hasto nose for his por
trait is, of course, as well aware as the 
operators of tho purpose for which it is 
required. I t is one which, assuming 
that the rascal has no present intention 
to abandon the orooked patii ami walk 
in the straight, can be no other than 
inimical to his future welfare. His 
study, therefore, is to make it as little 
like him as possible. To manage this, 
he need not seek to disguise his natural 
expression of countenance by extrava
gant contortions. Woro he to resort to 
such flagrant device he would jeopard
ize his aeettmulated good conduct 
money, and after all bo compelled to do 
what was required of him. But it is 
easy to assume a joyous smile—the de
lightful prospect of speedy release suffi
ciently accounts for it—quite foreign to 
his visage, to project tho under jaw a 
little, or purse tho lips, or, as though 
lost in innocent wonderment as to what 
on earth they were taking his likeness 
for, the convict may. without exciting 
suspicion, so raise his eyebrows as for 
the timo to completely do away with 
the scowl that is his natural wear.

There are a dozen similar tricks, 
will

purpose. That it is an 
artiflee commonly, if not invariably re
sorted to, is notorious. From time to 
timo I huve had opportunities of nar
rowly comparing dozens of recently- 
cxeeuted convict photographs with the 
originals, and 1 can positively say that 
in no more than one instance in six is 
the resemblance so unmistakable as to 
leave no room for doubt. Indeed, It 
would seem that the prison authorities 
themselves are alive to the desirability 
of strengthening the photographic evi
dence of identity, for of late the con
vict’s right hand appears in the picture 
as conspicuously as h’s faoe. With fingers, 
spread, it is laid, knuckles outward, on 
the man’s breast, and, seen in that 
prominent position, any peculiarity that 
may characterize the limb is apparent 
at a glance. At first thought there 
may appear to be not much in this, but 
it is an ascertained fact that if a hun
dred bard-working right hands were 
closely examined, there would be found 
no two passably alike. Apart from 
such disfigurements as enlarged 
knuckles, the effect of rheumatism or 
accidental injury, or crooked fingers, or 
sears, there is almost certain to exist 
some distinguishing natural peculiarity 
—an unusually thick thumb or fingers, 
or an exceptionally broad or narrow 
palm. A man may alter the expression 
of his features, but his faithfully photo
graphed hand will bear witness' against 
him more reliably than even his hand
writing.—London Telegraph.

P ro m is e s .

One of tho provorbs of tho people, 
which is as old as the hills, and seems 
destined to survive for generations to 
come, says that “ promises, like pie 
crust, are made to be broken.” Such 
really seems to bo tho ease as the 
world now wags. If “hell is paved 
with good intentions," tho earth and 
sky might- be said to bo scrolled all over 
with broken promises. Men and 
women generally are a promising sot, 
and all sorts of ’promises are extorted 
with little effort. Promises commence 
with tho cradle and end witli the grave. 
In tho nursery children first begin to 
leal n faithlessness of humanity, by the 
promises which aro made and violated 
by ft ud parents. Tho promised roward 
for meritorious uonduot fails to come and 
the child grows indifforent as to future 
conduct Tho promised chastisement 
is not administered, and the youngster 
grows bolder in disregard of parental 
authority, and reaches out after new 
license in the paths of disobodience 
and folly. The youth is said to bo a 
“promising youngman” who recklessly 
runs in debt, and constantly meets his 
creditors with flimsy exon-os and prom
ises, which he does not expect to lullill. 
If the law of tho land holds contracts 
a# sacred, tho social law, which seeks 
the highest good of the community, 
should also eudcaior to enforoe the 
saeredness of promises. Good faith be
tween man and mnn can only be se
cured by solemnly and faithfully adher
ing to tho sanctity of promises.

i t  is true that some promises aro bet
ter broken than kept, but against such 
silly and meaningless promises, or 
wicked and unprincipled pledges, men 
and women should beware. The great
est interost of our political and social 
fabric call for thorough and sweeping 
reform In this direction, but while man
kind is so full of folly and foible, so 
prone to err, it looks as if it might be 
hoping against hope to expect that a  
universal era of good faith will oomo in 
our day. But wo arc progressive crea
tures, and improvements in manners 
and customs, if they come late, are bet
ter than those which come not at a!L 
People had better make no promises 
than to break those which should bo 
kept. The politician may further h's 
schemes by pledges known to be false, 
and men iff gCnCrAl may secure tem
porary gain by deceit find’fraud, but in 
the lone- run truth and candor will pay 
best. Many an efficient business man 
has been ruined by tho infldellty of 
thoso to whom he entrusted his Inter
ests. Many a heart lias boon broken 
and many ft life prospect darkened 
through treachery anil falsehood, i t  is 
not necessary to success and happiness 
that tho world should produce a rich 
crop of idle babblers, but it is poies- 
sary, whether man be a creature of 
many or few words, that lie bo faithful 
and lust in the matter of Ids promises. 
Good men often suffer in character and 
interest through the faithlessness of so- 
called friends. Words are never more 
fitly and wiselv spoken than when ut- 
terud in the "interests of l audor and 
truth.—Columbus ((/a.) Sun.

SC IEN C E AND IN D U S T R Y .

■The Baltimore & Ohio Railroad 
Company will build twelve acres of 
shops in Glenwood, five miles from 
Pittsburgh.— Pittsburgh Post.

—The vibrations of machinery on up- 
ler floors are said to be entirely stopped 
>y the Introduction of a piece ot rubber 
between the base of the machine and 
the floor.

Paper gas pipes are the pipes of the 
future. They are cheaper, more dura
ble, and being poor conductors of heat 
and cold the gas is far less likely to 
freeze.—N. ¥. Herald.

Herr Krupp, of Essen, has taken 
out a patent on a flat-headed artillery 
)reject ilc. It tapers slightly at the 
>utt, and not only pierces the plates 

more easily than the pointed kind, 
which are apt to deflect when striking 
iron at certain angles, but it is calcu
lated to hit the irun-clads below the wa
ter line.

It is thought that the earliest patent 
in tho United States was that <
the Commonwealth of Massachusetts to 
Samuel Winslow, who had a method of 
manufacturing salt. "Nono are to 
maku this article,” said the patent, “ex
cept in a manner different front his, pro- 

d  he sot up his works within a 
year."—Poston Transcript.

-The Scientific American describes 
the method by which the great cables of 
the Pittsburgh (Pa. ) Suspension Bridge 
was lately repaired. When a defective 
piece of wire was found it was cut out 
and a new piece of wire nicely spliced 
in so as to bear the strain ft ought to 
sustain ami no more. . When the wires 
were renewed the whole was ooated 
with linseed oil and then with white 
lead.

-In % paper road before the London 
Society of Arts Borne interesting particu
lars are given as to the savings effected 
by soienoe in various Industries. 
Amongst others it is related that where
as the outside and Inside husks of silk 
ocoons used to be oonsidered useless 

and thrown away, they are now consid
ered of great value, and In tho United 
States alone from 2,000 to 3,000 bales of 
“waste silk” are used up annually at a 
value of over 11,000,000.

-A book-binder und paper-ruler ot 
New London, Conn., has added one of

Mr. Brink’s Lunch Can.

Somebody got at Mr. Brick’s Itttich- 
can awhile ago and cooked onions in it, 
and as hu can’t endure that vegetable 
he got tho notion that hu never could 
get the taste out of the can, Bud so ho 
threw ft away. Mr. Brick is tho bag* 
gage-master on a train, and he had tho 
can made for him and his address put 
upon it  When he got back from work 
the day 'ho threw the can away, ho 
found that on# of tho neighbor's chil
dren had picked it up and returned it. 
Hu appreciated the kindnoss of tho 
child, but took the can and chucked It 
into another neighbor’« garden. In half 
an hour that neighbor sunt it home. 
Then ho determined to get rid of it any
how, and he took it to the depot next 
day ami threw it into tho freight-depot.

Thou he went into the depot for a 
minute, and on returning to his oaf 
found some ono had picked up the can 
and left ft for him. Quite exasperated, 
he chucked it into an empty car that 
was being hauled away toward Chicago 
and lie didn’t see it again until the next 
day, when- it arrived in an express 
package on which he had- to pay seven
ty-live cents. Then he tore around pro
digiously, and tied it to a dog’s tail and 
tho dog ran off with it, aud ibis was an 
unlucky move, for half an hour later the 
dog’s owner brought the oan back and 
tried to thrash Mr. Brick for abusing his 
dog, the result being arrest and lie 
Thun Brick was thoroughly aroused, 
and he took the can and sunk it off a 
dock. The next day whon he entered 
his car there stood something done up 
in paper that he knew to bo his can, and 
he kicked it sixty feet into the air, and 
had to pay thirty dollars for the valua
ble bird in the cage.

Then be felt sure that he was rid of 
the thing, but a diver happened to find 
it and got t humped on the head for re
turning it. Then Brick took the can 
home, and at night filled ft with dynam
ite and exploded it. 'The people in tho 
neighborhood, who were violently hurled 
from their beds by the shock, were quite 
indignant, and when they found out 
what caused it they attempted to tar and 
feafther Brick, and he had to pay a heap 
for repairing the windows wrecked. 
And to udd to his horror he found ho 
had taken, instead of the can 
he detested, a new one, and be was 
about wild, and concluded that he never 
should get rid of the thing. But one day 
he induced some one to borrow it, and ha 
has never seen it since.—Germantown 
Telegraph.

tho most ingenious little pieces of labor- 
acnin 

ton
ig

motion at a lever forms a rectangular

saving machinery of recent invention 
to his very oomph
wire-stitching machine, which with one

staple, drives theond through the leaves 
to be bound, and clinches them on the 
under side. The wire is coiled upon a 
wooden bobbin with a spring tension, 
and is otherwise regulated, by an auto
matic movable arm whloh seizes tho re- 
jtiired length and feuds ft to the outturn 
with an accuracy and precision of move
ment that oan not be equaled by the 
most experienced craftsman.—Hartford 
Post.

FITH AND POINT.

Adam is said to be the only man 
who never tantalized his wife about 

tlie way his mother usod to uook.”
—A man confessed that he married 

his wife because she was a good carver. 
That’s tho kind of a help meat overy 
man want».—2Ac Household.

A miffi should never be ashamed to 
own he lias been In tho wrong, which 
is but saying, in other Words, that he is 
wiser to-day than he was yesterday.— 
Pope.

—An old bachelor says: “ It is all 
nonsense to pretend that love is blind. 
I never knew a man in love that did not 
see ten times as much in his sweetheart 
as I could.”

Why can’t somebody give ns "a list
of things which everybody thinks and 
nobody says, and another list of things 
that everybody

—The average in Texas is one hanv- 
I ing to thirty murders. —ChicagoHerald

—The first tra n stuck in the snow 
Ibis season was on the Burlington & 
Lamoile Railroad in Vermont.—Rutland 
Herald.

xiy says and nobody thinks. 
—Dr. U. W. Holmes.

A Western paper says “silk ker- 
chiefs knotted around the neck will be 
much worn this season.” The West is 

utting very nice about such matters, 
lot long since a rope was thought to 

bo good enough.—Philadelphia Civl.
—Another chair that came over in 

the Mai/fiower in 1620 has been discov
ered. This makes tho 246,784th. They 
must have considerably crowded the 
676,092cradles and the 401,831 spinning 
wheels that came over in the same ves
sel.— San Francisco Chronicle.

—Of the new Post-office building in 
Detroit, the Free Ptess says: “Some
ay that there will be a belfry with a 

bell in it, and that the bell will ring 
whenever there is a letter for anybody; 
but such statements are roorbacks sot 
afloat to influence the next election.”

If at any timo you desire the wind 
to ehange suddenly, take a pan of ashes,.. -  . — -* td, *- _gjjj

be win
- ,  - P1 

All who have ever tried this rule hi 
never found it to fail.— White Hall 
IN. F.) Times.

—One ot the latest bits of society news 
is that a Nob Hill family will be ta
booed in first circles this season, be
cause, at a recent dinnor given by the 
family, one of the items on the menu 
was boiled onions, printed in English. 
This is the most flagrant social offense 
that has been committed in San Fran
cisco since 1849.—San Francisco Post.

—Dumley was making an evening 
call, and the nice little boy of the fam
ily had been allowed to remain up a lit
tle later than usual. “Ma,” he said, 
during a lull in the conversation, “can 
whisky talk?” “Certainly not,” said 
ma. “What put that absurd notion in
to your heaa?” “Well,” he replied, 
“ I heard you say to pa that whisky 
was telling on Mr. Dumley, and I want
ed to know what ft said.”—Philadelphia 
Call.

go into tho back yard, and, facing the 
direction that you desire the wind to 
blow from, quickly empty your pan.


