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DOCTOR MACBRIDE. 
[George Augustas Sala in Bow Bells.] 

J?r. JEneas Macbride was strong in com* 
parative anatomy, and dessicated everything 
that came in his way.; His. .dissecting-room, 
was in the courtyard of the Palazzo Garmin-
«.li, Rome.' But it was up stairs in his library 
and alone that WH Scozres" carried out his 
choicest manipulations, and.: made the more 
delicate of lis ''preparations" of human 
muscles, arteries, veins and nerves, which, 
when completed, were displayed under glass 
shades on a large table in the center .of the 
apartment It was at this table, having just 
finished the dessication of a very small hand 
—never mind to what kind of a creature, the 
hand, while it was a living.one, had belonged 
—that he was sitting one evening in July, 
1775, when it suddenly occurred to him that 
he had exhausted his supply of cochineal with 
which to tinge the melted wax, which he pro
posed to inject on the morrow morning into 
the venous system of his "preparation." 

Dr. ^Eneas Macbride proceeded to the 
well-known druggist's shop kept by Sig. Pan-
ciaroto, at the corner of the Via de Condotti. 
It was one of the largest and handsomest 
shops in Rome. He made his purchase and 
placed the packet of cochineal in a side 
pocket. 

"Stay!" he suddenly exclaimed, pausing on 
the threshold; "I had forgotten something. 
You must make me up, if you please, that 
admirably efficacious sleeping draught with 
the secret of the formula of which only you 
and I are cognizant, and which has given 
ease to so many of my patients. Will you 
prepare it for me at once? I must take it 
with me." 

"With pleasure, illustrissimo ed excellent-
issimo cfotiore,*' said the apothecary, as he 
bustled fvom jar to jar and bottle to bottle, 
pouring various ingredients into a glass vial. 
" 'Tis a wonderful sleeping draught to be 
sure. I have tried it on my wife, who, poor 
soul, endures agonies from the toothache, and 
it never fails in producing slumber. To be 
sure, had you not positively told me that the 
potion was quite harmless I should have been 
afraid to use it; for the sleep which it brings 
about is so deep and so long as to be really 
.like the sleep of death." 

t£t> had soon completed his task, and Dr. 
Macbride, placing the vial in his side-pocket 
with the ojehineal, left the farmacia. He 
crossed the Piazza de Spagna, in the direc
tion of the college of the Propaganda; when, 
just as he reached the spot where now is the 
monument, his path was crossed by a tall 
man, who was wraped in a long bla<5!f cloak, 
and wore his broad flapped hat slouched over 
his eyes. 

"It's all very well for ftffl to slouch your 
hat over your eyes, my frifeftd," s&id Bi*, 
Macbride to himself; "but I knOW that hat 
and cloak very well, or I am grievotifcly mis
taken. They belong to the harmless itian 
who lodges in one of the garrets of tlW 
Palazzo Carminali. I once nursed you 
through a fever, my friend, and gave you 
money to get your cloak out of pawn. I 
don't think that you would do me any harm, 
although folks say that you are a spadacino 
—a hired assassin!" 

Scarcely had he thus mentally expressed 
himself when he heard, in a low voice behind 
him, the single word. "Eccolo!" "Here he is!" 
And immediately he was seized from behind 
by strong arm*, a heavy cloak was thrown 
over J»s head, and he was lifted from the 
ground and carried yards. Then he 
was thrust forward on to #hat seemed to be 
Some kind of bench or seat; the firtfis which 
had seized him had relaxed their' gfrttsp, a 
door was slammed and he becatife' Awar6'tha6 
he was in a rapidly moving wheeled! vehicle. 

Dr. JEneas Macbride had in verity beeW 
kidnapped by two men, forcibly carrfsd' b  ̂
them to a coach, one of the doors of wfebh1 

was standing wide, huddled into the vehicle* 
and rapidly driven away. The whole pro" 
ceeding, indeed, had been watched with in
terest by an individual who was clad in a 
long, brown cloak, and who—there is now no 
indiscretion in saying it—was the nameless 
man who lived in erne of the garrets of the 
Palazzo Carminali and whose profession was 
conjectured to be that of an assassin for 
hire. As hie watched the carriage rapidly re
treating into the shadows, the nameless man 
was jingling some golden coins in his pocket 
and chuckling merrily. 

"Ten ducats," he reflected—"ten ducats 
only for pointing out the Signor Dottore to 
them. And they have sworn not to do him 
any harm. Of course if they had wanted to 
harm h<ni they would have come to me; but 
I wotffl hot have stabbed the Signor Dottore; 
no, not lot 100 ducats. Let us go and drink 
* bottle of Cfcitarti." 

While the nfiM&lessman was thu8c©agfatu-
laJting himself on successful result of his 
'exceptionally bloodfefes night's wo^k, Unse&i 
hands had relieved Dr.- iEneas Macbrideo# 

iHfcTjad the heavy cloak in which'WjTjad been muffletfy 
and &t which he had been aitt' but suffocafecft 
He set up to find himself dideed in the in-
teriofr of what was evidently # carriage be
longing to some person of rank. The blinds 
were cfoeely drawn down, but' 4 small 
laittjj hanging from the roof gSVe suf-
ifieight tight for him to see theft" the 
opposite seat was occupied by two g&£etle-
men Vtery richly dressed, but whose counte
nances VreTe wholly concealed by masks <5f 
black silk, having deep fringes of the samfr* 
material thto of the gentlemen hastened to' 
inform hint tfnfc he must submit to have his 
eyes bandaged* as the person into whoee pres
ence they were about to conduct him was a 
lady of rank whose name and place of abode 
it was imperatively necessary to conceal. As 
he pulled the bandage out of his pocket and 
proceeded very adroitly to adjust it to the* 
doctor's eyes his companion took occasion to 
remark that he and the other gentleman were 
fully aimed, and should the doctor at this or 
any other stage of the proceedings, offer the 
the slightest resistance to any request which 
was prqffered to him, he would fee immedi
ately stabbed to death. Upon this; admoni
tion Dr. JEneas Macbride determined  ̂like the 
canny Scotch he was, to hold his tongue and 
see—when he was permitted to use his eye
sight again—what came of it. 

It seemed to him that the carriage was 
continually turning and was being driven 
through a great variety of streets, possibly 
with the view to prevent his forming any ac
curate idea as to the part of the city to which 
he was being conducted. The coach at 
length stopped and the door was opened for 
him His two companions took him each un
der one arm, assisted him to alight and con
ducted him up a narrow staircase into a 
room, where, after a moment's pause, the 
•bandage was removed from his eyes. He 
; found himself in a small drawing-room or 
boudoir, dimly lighted by wax tapers 
and richly furnished, although sheets 
iand pieces of tapestry had been 
thrown over some of the chairs or 

; placed in front of the picture-frames, as 
^though for the purpose of preventing a 
• stranger from too closely identifying the con
tents of the room. There was a flask of wine 

t0n the table and one of the gentlemen filled a 
large bumper of Venetian glass and offered 

' it to Dr. Macbride. 
' ' "I want no wine," he said coolly; "it may 

 ̂ $7 - 'be poison for aught I know." 
, The gentleman who had offered nim the 

 ̂wine and who was very tall and clad in a suit 
 ̂ 7 of dark blue padausoy, richly laced with gold, 

Jp-jp far a reply put the goblet to his lips and 
-^tosaed off the contents at a draught. Then 
amb mmjwmlnn, wh6 was shorter and stouter 

1^4 „ 11; \ 

—neither had removed his mask • and who 
wore a green doublet and. coat laced with 
•ilver, filled another glass with wine and of
fered it to the doctor, saying, "You had bet
ter drink it Remember what I told you in 
the carriage. We allow no trifling in this 
house; and, besides, you have need to nerve 
yourself for what you have to do!" 

"I don't lite' Dutch courage," replied Dr. 
Macbride. "and am not used to dram-
drinking to nerve me for my work. 
However, as I have not the slightest 
wish to have . my •'throat cut, and .you 
appear to be prepared to cut it"—both 
gentlemen nodded their heads significantly— 
at a moment's notice, if things do not go as 
you wish them to go, I will drink. And now," 
he resumed, after a very moderate flotation, 
"what is it that you desire me to do?" 

"To perform a surgical operation." 
"When?" 
"This instant" i 
"Where?" 
"You shall see." 
As the taller of the two masked men made 

this reply, he took the doctor by the arm and 
led him forward. The shorter gentleman 
lifted a heavy velvet curtain, veiling an open 
portal, and the three passed into a vast bed
chamber. Here everything in the way of 
furniture, and even the ceiling and the cur
tains and counterpane of a huge four-post 
bed in the center of the room, had been 
shrouded in white sheeting. At the foot of 
the bed there sat, or rather there was half-
reclining in a large chair covered with 
crimson velvet, a young lady—she could be 
scarcely more than 19—exceeding beautiful 
and with golden hair that rippled over her 
shoulders. Her hands were tightly clasped 
and she w as deathly pale. She was clad in a 
long, loosely-flowing undress robe of some 
white, silky material, and Dr. Macbride could 
see that her little feet were bare. 

"You see this woman—this most guilty and 
unhappy woman?" said in a harsh voice the 
taller of the two gentlemen. "She has dis
graced the noble family to which she belongs, 
pud it is necessary that she should be deprived 
of life. Here is a case of lancets and you will 
instantly proceed to bleed her to death." 

"She is prepared to submit to her fate," 
added the shorter gentleman in green and 
silver, "and you will make the greater 
possible expedition. I need scarcely say that 
you wiil be amply recompensed for your 
pains." 

"I will do no such horrible and unmanly 
thing, "cried Dr. ^Eneas Macbride. "Do you 
think that TI, a physician, whose bounden 
duty it is to do everything that he possibly 
can to save human life—be it that of the 
new-born infant or of the dotard of 90— 
would consent to put to a cruel death a poor 
lady who should be enjoying all the happi
ness that earth can give? Do your butcherly 
work yourself; IU have no hand in it." 

"It is precisely," replied the latter gentle
man, "because we are desirous that this indis-
pensable work should not be done in butcherly 
mnniwf thdt we have brought you here. You 
are known to be the skillf ulest surgeon in 
Rome, and yon will perform the operation at 
once by opening the veins in her ankles. If 
you refuse, I swear, that I and my bro"—he 
checked himself before he could wholly pro
nounce the word "brother"—"my companion 
will fall on you With our poniards and hack 
you to death." 

"Do their bidding," said in a low, fault 
voice, the young lady in the armchair. 

"Do I hear right?" said thief doctor. 
"You do," asumed the lady." D® their bid-

riingf or you will incur a fate as &eadful as 
my owtfc" 

Doctor iEneaS Macbride appeared to 
hesitate fo? a moment, then he said, "1 will 
do your will $ and may heaven forgive me 
for yielding to' you! But 1 must have a ves 
sel, a large vessel df warm water." 

"That shall at one#be procured,", replied the 
toiler of the masked itfen, leaving the room. 
You will remember that Dr. ^Eneas' Mac
bride was also tall of stature. He bent over 
the reclining lady and whispered something 
to her. 

"I have told her," he said, drawing himself 
up to hfe full height, "that I will sot hurt her 
much." 

Presently two female attendants,- each 
closely masked, entered the room, carrying 
between them a large silver tub full of warm 
water. This vessel they placed before the 
young lady, who, without a word, immersed 
her feet in the water. Then Dr. Macbride, once 
more bending over the victim, smoothing the 
hair on her forehead, and feeling her pulse, 
knelt, lancet in hand, by the side of the sil
ver foot-bath. He arose, looked in the vic
tim's face, chose a fresh lancet, and knelt 
again by the side of the foot-bath. The water 
was now deeply discolored. Ere long it was 
completely crimson. 

"Bring another bath—a tub—a bucket— 
wbat frolijyilH" said the doctor; "and more 
waflfr waterP Then he continued hastily, 
hold&tt hfe'sWrists afouud the ankles of the 
patient the first foot-bath was taken 
away and dftWtiter' substituted for it "ThU 
will finish th^A^orfc " 

"How she bledtiri^stfid the tall inaii, Who, 
with folded arms, watching the scene. 
The young lady and MMn; back in her chair, 
her anus hanging loosely/ , 

"She is Insensible!" said CTO'sb6rter of the 
m a s k e d  a a e a .  . , .  

"She is-dead!" said Dr. Mafebrtde, 
solemnly: 

"How sh$£4ed!" repeated the shoiteb'of the 
two marked'ossn. 

"She will'bfewi no more," said Dr. 
brlfle.- "And now let me ask you what 
int&ditb'dO'Wftfr the evidence of your, an$ I 
may'aflmost say'itt-y guilt? How do you in* 
tend tbdispftse'of tfo corpse?" 

"Put-ii'intp' at aack full of stones and sink 
it in th& Tiber," nMltitered the taller gentle-

thing else was the body, rolled up in many 
thicknesses of white linen, of the lady who 
had been bled to death! The carriage.made 
a route as circuitous as before to the Piazza 
de Spagna, but it was then, at Dr. Macbridg's 
request, driven round to the entrance of the 
narrow lane behind the Palazzo Carm nali. 
Then the burden, wrapped in white linen, 
was carried by the doctor and the taller of 
the masked men by the. back door into the 
dissecting-room, and laid like a stone on the 
table. The doctor noticed that his fellow-
bearer was trembling violently, and he had 
evidently had enough of horrors for that 
night. 

Three months afterward Dr. tineas Mao-
bride returned to Edinburg, bringing with 
him his wife, a young and extremely hand
some Italian lady of a noble Roman family. 
Pope Benedict XTV, the enlightened and 
humane Lambretini, had had much to do 
with bringing about the union of the hand
some young lady with "II Dottore Enea Mac-
bribe Scozzese." He had informed the young 
lady's brothers, Don Rafaelle and Don An
tonio Cordiscoglio, counts of that ilk, that il 
they did not consent to the match and pay 
over a large fine to the Apostolic chamber 
they would be prosecuted with the utmost 
rigor of the law for having basely attempted 
to murder their sister by causing her, as they 
thought, to have the veins of her ankles 
opened. Dr. Macbride, while pretending to 
execute the dreadful behests of Don Rafaelle 
and Don Antonio Cordiscoglio, had first 
administered her a potion which speedily 
reduced her to complete insensibility, 
and had next skillfully mingled with the 
warm water in which the feet of the patient 
were immersed the contents of the packet of 
cochineal which he had purchased at the 
farmacia Panciarrotto. The poor girl's only 
offense had been that she had imprudently, 
and in mere girlish folly, encouraged for a 
short time the addresses of a young man 
much her inferior in rank; but by hex 
haughty and vindictive brothers this tran 
sient flirtation was deemed a crime which her 
death alone could expiate. How fortunate 
it was that Dr. iEneas Macbride was so much 
addicted to making anatomical "prepara 
tions," necessitating the use of cochineal 
for their perfection. I fancy, however, that 
after his marriage he ceased to dissect small 
dead hands, and consoled himself with 
covering small live ones with kisses. 

KING OF WALL STREET 

k. Long Race %q Ctot Even' with th* 
Game. wT" J v : 

m«» Experience wlilelt Bccdlci the 
Inqnlattlon'a Tort area—Victory 

at Last—A Gllmptfe After 
Four 1Tears> Time. 

"At the ri&kkrf tme'fflMk rotting, the weights 
becoming disengaged f won the body and of 
the corpse floating; or oft being washed on 
shore and the features- recognized." 

"Bury it in the: garden ,̂" suggested the 
shorter man. 

"It is still dangerotte,"' resumed the doctor. 
"The bodies of buried- people that have been 
murdered have been disinterred over and 
over again. One was, you know, last year 
in that vineyard close to* the Appian Way, 
and the assassin was brought to'justice." 

"That is true." 
"When you planned yotu*' HfctTe- scheme, 

gentlemen," the doctor wentf on akmwtban-
teringly, "you should have planned the last 
act of,your tragedy as well as the' preceding 
ones. Let me tell you that a murdered dead 
body is, in a civilized city, one of the most 
difficult of imaginable things to get rid of. 
But since I have gone with you so far m this 
abominable business, I will go yet further 
and help you to conceal this corpse. Bring it 
back with me to my surgery in the Piazza de' 
Spagna—I am accustomed to have such; bur
dens brought to me at dead of night—and> I'll 
dissect her. By which I mean that in' less 
than twelve hours no recognizable trace will' 
remain of your deceased relative—if relative 
she i&." . 

The victim was evidently stone dead. After 
a long consultation the masked men acceded 
to the proposition of the doctor, who ap
peared to have become so completely their 
accomplice, and who accepted, with many 
protestations of thanks, a large purse of gold 
sequins. Again he submitted to have his 
eyes bandaged, and again he was conducted' 
to the coach in waiting below; but something, 
else accompanied the party, and was placed 
ontha seat besida the doctor. Thatsom» 

-v The Bet Still Undecided. 
„ [Chicago News.]  ̂

Two well-riisirtling ffien, one from St. Louis 
and the other froSl 8t. Paul, had an argu
ment in the Sherman house on the pronuncia
tion of the word depot. 

"I say it is 'dee-po!'" said the St. Paul man. 
"And I say it's 'day-po,'" answered the St. 

Louisian. 
In the course of time they put up $5 apiece 

and agreed to leave it to a tall, fine-looking 
man on the other side of the rotunda. 

Going up to him, the St Paul disputant 
said: "My friend and I have a small bet on 
the pronunciation of the word 'dee-po.' I 
say it is "dee-po,' and he says it is 'day-po.' 
Now who is right?" 

"Pardon me," replied the stranger, "but I 
never heard the word before. How do you 
spell it, and what does it mean?" 

The betting men looked at each other du
biously, and one said—"D-e-p-o-t, a railway 
station." . 

"Oh, yes, yes; exctise tn& You mean 
'dep-pS,' of course. Yes, yes) deppo; It is 
pronounced 'deppo.'" 

"Look here," yelled the St Paui inaii, 
"where do you come from?" 

"Boston, sir." 
"Well, the*'® cfitft no Boston man settle a 

bet forsme on tfee English language. Come 
on; let'sTinterview Carter Harrison." 

Rocliefort's Abt^it^Ttiadedneafc 
[Tinsley's Magazine.] 

Personally he was amia&W, generous to 
prodigality to his companions/ Sfld absent-
minded. He was one of those #hbse brains 
are winging in the clouds, while tbfeir boots 
may be gathering slush in the gutters. They 
say that he was so forgetful that he went to 
Brebant's one evening in response to an invi
tation to dinner. On arriving, the name of 
his host had quite escaped him. He explained 
his dilemma to the landlord. 

"There is but one way out of it," said the 
good-natured Brebant, "we must pass in re
view all the diners in the house; but as our 
visit might appear instructive, put a napkin 
over your arm and come with me as my 
head waiter." 

The notion suited Rochefort down to the 
ground, and they made an inspection of all 
the cabinets and all the tables in the dining-
room, but in vain. Rochefort did not find 
his Amphitryon. Suddenly he slapped his 
forehead and exclaimed: "What an ass I am! 
The appointment was for Saturday last" 

Ail Original ̂ Uaei^i 
[Philadelphia Call.] , 

Young Authoress—My dear,' I want a 
heroine for my new novel Sh«f must be 
very talented and somewhat unconveritioflaij 
in £g£t very originaL Can't you give me an 
idea? 

Her Stisbaiid- '̂Ctertainly, love. You want 
her to pos§e& $ combination of traits never 
before dreart^6f,' I suppose? 

"Tnat's it, tikes'But it must be a com
bination calculate td'make a man love her 

1 todistraction." . 
"I see. Well, in the'* artst place she should 

be litertay."" 
"Of course" 
"The author of a book?" .. , , 
"Jtist the thing; but how sha&Tmafefier 

entirely' different from otljer Uterai^l&dies?" 
"H^fte'herlook over her husband's' wgrd-

robe*«fad sew on the button* before s&ra&g 
any ndV novels," 

They* firow 1mrg» In Beaton. 
[Boston ©lobe.] 

The office boy of a Milk'sSraet lawyer came 
in Saturday night and said; be had just seen a 
fight in the back office between a rat and a 
cockroach. * 

"Which licked?" 
"Oh,-the cockroach beat himi all holler, and 

drove him into his hole." 
"Did he follow him up?" 
"Yes, he tried to, but the- holir was just big 

enough to let the rat through,, and' when the 
cockroach came to try it he got stuck and had 
to give it up." 

He Took a Cool! Car,. 
[New York Suhi] 

A gentleman who got off a Third! avefflm 
open car at Fifty-seventh street yesterday 
was stopped on the corner by a countryman' 
with a wedge-shaped grip sack in his hand. 

"Say, mister," he said, "does it-cost more 
to ride in them cool cars than them> shut up 
uns?" 

"No, sir," was the reply. 
"Hold them bosses!" cried the countryman, 

shaking his hat at the driver. 

How lo Remove Spoil. 
[Texas Sittings.] 

Aff Xu3tin youth whose income is not quite 
as extensive as that of Vanderbilt's got a 
large ink spot on his coat. Ho a^ked a friend 
how the-stain could be removed. 

"You can get a chemical preparation fo» 
25 cunts;- Just soak the spot vviiii it-anti 
tt willcomeout." 
"I gupsts I-had better soak the whula coat 

I can-fiet i^-by. soaking the coat" 

[New York Sun.] 
The title of "King of Wall Street" was con

ferred upon me In the sumptuous outer office 
of a broker in the street at the close of the 
last presidential campaign. The ticker had 
struck off Ladd's time, 2:15 pi m., and the 
stock quotations which followed carried prices 
up to a point that, after a long summer's hard 
work, and repeated nightmares of utter ruin, 
mniift me even with the Wall street game. 
When-a certain stock touched a certain 
eighth, my elaborate calculations demon
strated that I would be just where I started 
in the previous May, and that if I sold out I 
could leave Wall street eyen. 

BETWEEN THE WHEELS. 

How I had longed for that moment no pen 
could tell. I was short of one stock that was 
sailing up like a balloon, and I was long of 
another that was dropping like lead. The 
genius that turned the Wheel of fortune 
seemed to be doing double duty, • and I was 
caught between the wheels, with my feet 
bound to one and my hands to the other. 
Every time the little wheel of tape went 
around I got an extra wrench. To add to 
the pleasures of existence, the .put-and-call 
sellers would bring in the most delicate tid
bits of gossip, indicating that Jay Gould was 
going to put my short stock up higher than it 
had ever been before, and that my long 
stock was going to the bow-wows, where-it 
would only have a speculative value. This 
meant that the stock I thought was selling 
too high at 90, Jay Gould thought cheap at 
105; and the coal shares, that seemed tome 
below their intrinsic value at 47, were 
doomed to sink to 10 or thereabouts, to lead 
a sickly toadstool existence. 

LIKE GRIM DIJATg. 
feind friends gathered around me one 

gloomy afternoon and advised me earnestly 
to close out just where I was, to lose all that 
I had put up as margins, and to give my note 
to the broker for half as much more, and 
come again some other day to try my luck. 1 
concluded that I was a member of a congress 
of fools. Limp and sickly as I was, I felt 
enough self-confidence tonesist acting upon 
the advice. I had seen one green navigator 
in these treacherous seas yield graciously to 
such advice, and had afterward noted how, 
when he got out and settled his losses, his 
stocks bettered and soon reached a point 
where he could have saved himself. Then I 
had heard the kind friends who had induced 
him to sponge off the slate, to try again some 
other day, cackle over his foolishness in run
ning away at the first sign of trouble. Had 
it not been for this experience I verily believe 
that I would have been mortgaged to-day to 
the Wall street broker. The kind friends 
meant no harm. In the excitement of specu
lation, advice in grave money matters is the 
cheapest thing in Wall street. It adds 
interest to the game and costs nothing. 

So ̂ Jield on like grim death to a deceased 
colored person. I was on duty by the tjeker 

for the comblna-five hours a day, watching 
tion of figures that was to land me high and 
dry. Sometimes the " ng shock would con
valesce, and then relapse again, while the 
short stock seemed to i the healthiest thing 
on the list. By and by the skies cleared, and 
I seemed to be on the homestretch. In the 
the crucible of Wall street speculation I had 
lost all appetite for gains, and my ruling 
passion was to get even. The long stock 
braced up, the short stock weakened, and if 
these happy conditions could be charmed into 
continuance I would bepnictor. 

EVEN AT LAST. 

The odds were against me. Nothing lasts 
in Wall street like misfortune. A happy 
thought struck me. It was to change my 
steeds and mount afresh. Overboard went 
the long stock at 20—overboard went the 
short at 103' I mounted Erie and U. P., and 
on Nov. 14,1880. I dashed under the wire. 
I was exactly even. Instantly I closed my 
account, and, with a certified check for my 
margin and my statement of account in 
hand, I called together the kind friends 
whose well-meant advice I had rejected when 
it involved ruin and addressed them as 
follows: 
"FELLOW SPECULATORS: I am about to 

say farewell to this street forever. You have 
been my constant companions for six months. 
J gw§ ®y success to-goifig against your judg
ment. F6r your umrorriTconsideration in ad
vising me against my best interest, I thank 
you from the bottom of my heart . I shall 
alwaygendeavor to act against your advice, 
and asl detect by your glances your disap
proval 6i my determination to ceage pulling 
that tape, I wish"to inform you that here
after you will "iig« me from my usual haunts. 
If you will become my guests for a few mo
ments we will drink to the weary visionaries 
*hd continue to dip in the golden sea," [Ap-

CfltjWNED KING. 

The ©fd-time speculator, whose featri 
enty y&tfs filled the newspapers, saia 
,t no man gvei* got rid of the fascination 

of Wall street speculation, and that for one 
he Selievefl no man ever would. With a 
gleaiilk of humor in his eye, he took my state
ment'̂  account and folded it into a crown. 
Then 'tppinned the certified check upon it, so 
that it dSnced like a white plume, and placing 
the paper̂ ronet on my brow, he said: "I 
crown tb<^&»g of Wall street" 

Just ,$eir Ae broker came out with his 
band fflD of containing memoranda of 
Bales and purchased "What's the fun?" he 

*Mka&.'.v 
"Here is a alfln who is:£?en," said the old-

'time spfeculator, "and we' have crowned him 
king orT^all, street." 

Four j^ikve passed && solvency 
reigns in my bjisiness. The othefdSf I went 
down to look ati, ni  ̂hunting hither 
last presidential campaign where 1 Wofrer 8 
certified check as th&vftjite plume of victory: 
I could scarcely belief iny ears. 

The stocks which wifrafw&ys seem dear to 
me, because they made' ine even with the 
game, were down, one forty* points and the 
other nearly 100 points. They told me that 
there had been a shrinkage on'tfae entire list 
of over $1,400,000,000. 

It Wu "Am-eet." 
["Tribes of the Soudan."] t. ̂  

A few years ago an enterprising English 
n«i, after great trouble and considerable e 
pense, built a flour mill at Kassala, with' 
which he was able to grind dhurra for' 
dbout one-eighth the price the natives* 
jane accustomed to pay for it How
ever, popular superstition was too much for 
bimf they refused to have their dhurra 
ground in his mill, as they said it was "af-
freeV or pertaining to the devil. So, after 
struggling on for some time, he was obliged 
to give it up, and the deserted mill now re
mains as a memorial to the ignorance of the 
inhabitants. : 

The JAdge: The briny deep—A floofled salt 
mine.- Frightful crash—A printing office 
towel. A  ̂"brave" deed—Making the squaw 
do aO the work. A still night—When the 
moonshiners work. 

WHILES WE MAT. *7* 
— & , 

1 - [Independent] j(i> 

The hands are such dear hands; 
They are so full; they turn st our demands 

So often; they reach out, 
With trifles scarcely thought about* 

So many times; thev'do , . 
So many thinks for me, for you— 

If their fond wills mistake, > >h 
W e  m a y  w e l l  b e n d ,  n o t  b r e a k . , ,  n  .  

They are such fond, frail lips ̂  jv" 
That speak to us. Pray, if love strips , . • 

Them of discretion many times, -
Or if they speak too slow or quick, such 

• "crimes •  ̂ • 
We may pass by; for we may see 
Days not far off when those small words may 

be V 
Held not as slow, or quick, or out of place, 

but dear. 
Because the lips are no more here. , 

They are snch dear, familiar feet that go 
Alnng the path with ours—feet fast or slow, 
* —a —• A- 1 :M 41—— minfalrfl 

,t we would 
And trying to keep pace—if they i 
Or tread upon soipe flower thai 

Upon our breast, or bfuise some reed, 
Or crush poor Hope until it bleed, 

We may be mute, 
Not turning quickly to impute 
Grave fault; for they and we • 
Have such a little way to go—can be 

Together such a little while along the way, 
We will be patient while we may. 

So many little faults we find. 
We see them! for not blind , _ 

Is Love. We see them; but if you aiMi I 
Perhaps remember them some by-and-by, 

They will not be 
Faults then—grave faults—to yon and me, 
But just odds ways—mistakes, or even less-

Remembrances to bless. 
Days change so many things—yes, hours. 
We see so differently in suns and showers. 

Mistaken words to-night . 
May be so cherished by to-morrow s light 
We may be patient;"for we know 
There's such a little way to go. T^< 

THE STORY OF "OLD FORTY." 

rrj,„ 

HOW WE MAY KEEP COOL. %*,[ •? ^ 

The Peculiarities of an Old Captain-* 
Odd Incidents. 

tBoston Globe.] 
His name was CaDt. Ralph Devereux, but 

eveiybody called him "Old Forty." The rea? 
son for tins was that he was always using 
this numeral in describing any event tha| 
occurred. It was cold as "forty" and as ho j 
as "forty," there were "forty" boys came ouj 
of the s6nool-house and fired snowballs at hif 
dd hott#, the wind blowed like "forty," hi| 
cowhide boots pinched like "forty," and hj 
had "forty" pains in his old rheumatic baclj 
when he got up in the morning. Nobody 
around Prospect called him anything else, 
and at last all his animals, from a stub  ̂
tailed yellow dog to his ugly old horse with a 
watch eye received the same title. One day 
a few young lads hired this horse to go to aq 
evening party. The sum charged was $2, 
and the boys went around to the country 
stores and bought up all the old-fashionej 
coppers they could find. They succeeded iq 
getting 200 at last and sewed them up in bagf 
of forty each and gave them to the old mai| 
in payment. He took the money, but said ha 
wouldn't let his horse again for "forty" years, 
His friends tried to break him of Ids habit 
and resorted to all sorts of devices, but they 
had no effect One night he attended th« 
distribution "of presents from a Christmat 
tree. The only token he received was aq 
illustrated copy of "Ali Baba and the Forty 
Thieves." 

"I don't see what they wanted to give mft 
that for," mused he; "I've got as many a| 
forty books at home now." 

He went to town meeting one rainy day 
and caught a cold which terminated in pneu* 
mnm'a. For several days he lay delirious, 
tossing and moaning and calling for wates 
all the time. When his right lung had filled 
up solid, and but a small space was left in the 
other one, his fever abated a little and he 
recognized those around the bed. 

"Here, father, take this medicine," said his 
daughter, "the doctor has ordered it and I 
know it will do you good." 

Throwing his hand out on the bed with an 
impatient gesture, he looked up and said: 

"Go away, child, and don't bother me. 
Forty doctors couldn't help me now." 

He died that night and forty carriages fol
lowed him to the grave. 

Running Over a Little Girl* 
• [Chicago Herald.] 

"Did you ever run over anybody f asked a 
young man who was smoking a.cigarette of 
the driver of a North Clark street car. 

The driver turned round, looked at the 
youth a minute, hitched up his trousers, and 
replied: 

"Yes, I run'd over a girl once. I was just 
coming over the bridge, and the street was 
pretty thick with teams. I had a big load 
on, I was a-holding the brake tight com
ing down the grade. Pretty soon the police
man on the corner gave me a clear track, 
and I loosed the brake and let 'er 
slide. Just as she got to going a little girl 
with a big bag gn h^f back, one of 
these rag-picker  ̂ jumped out from be
hind a -loaded lyuck just in tpae Jo get 
struck by my horses. It was all done 
in a second, I coulgp't stop ea any way, 
and if I could I was that soared that I didn't 
have the strength. I felt the car rise up 
bi&ce A* thj}two.wheels.gn outside went ovei 
her, and it made m6 C&& toU you, 
'cause I've got a little girl like she was my
self. The officer stopped the car by grabbing 
the horses and everybody in the car began 
to holler. I never dared look back at that 
awful sight but just turning toanother officer 
that came running up I says: 'Take me right 
in. I don't want to stay here.' 'What for?1 

says he. 'For killing the girl,' says L 'Look 
at her,' says he. I turned around slow, and 
there she was a-picking up her bag of paper 
and rags. She wasn't hurt a bit The wheels 
struck the bag, and she slid through under 
the trucks somehow—because she was so thin, 
I guess. That's the only time I ever run'd 
over any one." 

Tl»e Boatonlan. 
[Cor. Philadelphia Times.] 

The very tone of a Bostonian's voice has a 
gentle, dog-eared curve, so to speak, that 
suggests frequent handling, a mellow turning 
of tones, a readiness to go on or turn back 
until the question is made quite clear to us. 
There Is a detailed touch in the voice that 
answers and questions us, that seems to fold 
about its words in a kind of patient, loving 
naturalness and to close about the spirit of 
the listener in a subtile encouragement to the 
ideal value he has somewhere placed 
upon himself. The Bostonian listens as well 
as he talks. His interrogation is perfectly 
sincere. He means you should bring your 
facts and theories to the front If he sounds 
the "personal note" in himself lie' rings youi 
own out with quite as beneficent impartiality. 

An Important Departnieiit. 
[Carl Pretzel's Weekly.] 

"Well, my son," said a dignified old gentle-
man to a young man, "I understand you are 
a journalist now. In what department, may 
I ask?" 

"In the literature department" 
"Ah, that is good. I suppose," continued'the 

old gentleman, "that you select the literature 
matter from the different exchanges." 

"No sir, there is some one else engaged for 
that, business. My duties are to clip oil' 
credits." 

. "Oh, ah'hum. 

h j  IllliS 

Good day, my son." 

Some Seasonable Uinta : ftor . Hi v.-/: 
-Benefit of Heated Humanity. 

-h,; [Philadelphia Times.] - 1 | 
The temperature of our bodies, which nop* . 

mally is about 98X degrees, is modified mark-
edly by our clotirng,1 our food and drink, our 
habits, whether active or otherwise, and by 
the temperature of the place in which wa 
may happen to be. The point jupt named II 
one of the most important, yet little need be 
said of it for the reason that now this is prac- h.; 
tically beyond our control. Excess of moisture 
In the air is said to doubtless does make .. 
a high temperature more distressing, becamn 
it causes / the water that exudes from our . >, < 
bodies In the form of sweat to remain upon , 
the surface of the body, a circumstance that  ̂
greatly retards the elimination of heat Gen*/-> 
tie currents of cool air are agreeable and re
freshing, because they hasten the evapora
tion from the surface. 

The influence of "lyamiiar activity on' the 
body temperature is well known, and though 
we can not all control our movements at all 
times, yet by experience all will find that "go 
slow" is a very good rule to go by in hot 
weather—that is, when the temperature of 
the air gets up among the nineties, previous -
to which none should complain. , 

The food and drink most suitable for sum* 
mer use can be quickly named. Use a mini- • 
mum amount of fat and heated food, but 
take care to use the most nutritious and di
gestible substances that can be commanded. 
Heated foods are best used at breakfast time.  ̂
Perfectly mature fruits used raw or fruit not * 
quite ripe cooked. Cold boiled ham, tongue 
or beef, good bread and butter and good cold 
miiir make suitable summer lunch.. The milk . 
may a$ timeg be substituted by cold lemon
ade. The two should, however, in no case he 
used together. The clothing best adapted ta 
hot weather wear is loose flawpents Qf ywW 
fabrics, notably flanneL *his for the reason 
that the material just named aids the evapoiv 
ation from surface Qt, the body before re-
fcrrelfe Wlglag the tt*,, h^d. «ndafnB, 
Witt .cloth wet water, 
drying these surfaces gently, is ax ̂  w 
gratefuL . 

The Fire Tax. 
[New York Times.] 

A correspondent of The American Archi
tect makes what at first sight seems the in
credible assertion that "the fire tax is now 
the heaviest tax imposed on this nation." If, 
however, he is accurate in adding that "loss 
by fire is $100,000,000 a year, or 1 percept, on 
a very large estimate of our annual product, 
which cannot exceed $10,000,000,000 in value," 
he has made good the assertion, startling as 
it is. . 

Many people have long been of the opinion 
that the business of fire insurance as it is con
ducted in this country, does more harm than 
good to the community. It is, we think, un
questionable that the standard of building in 
cities would be higher if owners were com
pelled to shoulder their own risks instead of 
shifting them. The mill-owners of Massachu
setts have done this, with the result of ex
pending a part only of the money they used 
to spend in premiums in perfecting a compar
atively cheap system of construction which is 
thoroughly sound and approx&B&tely fire
proof. 

fFhfe business of fire insurance is very much 
what the; business of life insurance would be 
if men were no more attached to their lives 
than they are to their buildings. In that case 
a policy of life insurance would be a warrant < 
for the holder to go into the most unwhole
some and dangerous course of life without 
scruple, just as a policy of fire insurance too 
often is a warrant for reckless building and 
t h e  l a c k  o f  p r e c a u t i o n s  a g a i n s t  d i s a s t e r .  O f '  
course this could be prevented by confining 
policies to selected buildings, as they are con
fined to healthy lives; but this safeguard is 
disregarded even by companies which would 
prefer to employ it, in the unscrupulous com-
petion of their rivals. 

Growth of the milling Industry. 
The Minneapolis Northwestern Miller, of a 

late date, presented an interesting exhibit of 
the growth of the milling industry in the 
United States from 1860 to 1880, as per census 
report. The record of the census in 1870 as 
compared with 1860 showed that the number 
of mills, the value of grain used annually 
and the capital invested had nearly doubled, 
the number of employes had more than 
doubled, and the value of the annual product 
had nearly doubled. 

The growth of this industry for the next 
ten years, from 1870 to 1880, was enormous, 
but the percentage of increase was lowered. 
During this decade the number of establish
ments increased a little less than 2,000, there 
being ̂ 57§ .in 1870 and 24,338_in 1880. The 
capacity of the ney mills, however, averaged 
large, so thal'the increase in capital invested 
in plants was over $25,000,000. Tfee number 
of bands employed was increased less than 
1,000 showing~{&e.great difference, re-, 
spebt between roller and stone mills, as well 
a a imnrnwrnan* ~ ~>*hodS of 

handling the grain and ii^nroductS. 
The wage8 pai(Tui 1800 sEowed an increase 

of %bout f5,000,000 over 1870, or about 80 
percent T&evalue ot grain used had in* 
creaSdd to the extent of about $55,000,000, 
and the annual product showed an increased 
value of $60,000,000. 

f£e Pool1* ParadlM< 
[Bill Nye.] i 

Follett—What is the meaning of the term 
"Fool's Paradise?" 

The fool's paradise is a place where the 
fool-killer buries his dead. As fools cannot 
b« considered as responsible for their acts 
they cannot be punished in purgatory, and 
yet they cannot be admitted into Heaven. 
They are therefore consigned to a place fitted 
bp socially for them, where they can ask 
&teh other, "Is this cold enough for you?" 
tttid All 9dcn little intellectual sparkle as that. 
There is where those people go who breathe 
in the ban-els of the shot-gun or light the 
kitchen fire with kerosene. 

People who enter this paradise enter it 
with great rapidity, and generally in frag
ments. The outer court is used mainly for 
the purpose of assorting and classifying the 
remains. 

This is also the home of the man who, dur
ing life, casually sat down on a buzz saw to 
think of a hard word. 

& 

t 
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Where the Currents mingle. 
[The Hour.] 

Nothing is more democratic than the aver
age American railway train, for it represents 
Bvery class and is no respecter of persons. The 
millionaire and the lowest member of the prol
etariat may possibly occupy contiguous seats. 
People who never by any circumstances are 
found together in the same room jostle against 
each other in the cars and show what thin 
partitions divide the various classes in this 
democratic country. If that water which is 
constantly in motion, and whose particles 
come frequently in diverse contact, is always 
the freshest and sweetest, why may we not 
carry out an analogy from it and say that the 
social current also which experiences such 
conditions is, in a similar way, made the bet
ter for it It should at least be a preservative 
against decadence and stagnation. 

New York Star: It islima-itir the law to 
declare whether the emotional Insanity, self 
and voluntarily produced, is to bo a barrier: 
to the calm anil justiee-dsc-'reed sanity of the 


