\

THE

BI

SMARCE WEEKLY

TR e T w AT

DOCTOR MACBRIDE.

[George Augustus 8al= in Bow Bells.]

. Xneas 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 Garm
ali, Rome. But it was up stairs in his library
and alone that “Il Scozzes” : carried out his
choicest man , .‘and made the more
delicate of his “preparations” of human
muscles, arteries, veins and nerves, which,
when completed, were displayed under glase
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 Felonged
—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. Aneas 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 tho 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 8o many of my patients. Will you
prepare it for me at once? I must take it
with me.”

“With P‘e&!lp, illustrissimo ed excellent-
issimo dottore,” said the apothecary, as he
bustled from jar to jar and bottle to bottle,
pouring various ingredients into a glass vial.
“"Pjg a wonderful sleeping draught to be
sure. Ihave tried it on my wife, who, poor
soul, endures agonies from the toothache, and
it never fails in prcducing 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.”

$ic had soon completed his task. and Dr.
Macbride, placing the vial in his side-pocket
with the cdchineal, left the farmacia. He
crossed the Piazia 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 blackt cloak,
and wore his broad flapped hat slouched over
his eyes.

“It's all very well for you to sloiic your
hat ower your eyes, my friend,” said Dr,
Macbride to himself; “but I know that hat
and cloak very well, or I am grievotisly mis-
taken. They belong to the harmlesd man
who lodges in one of the garrets of the
Palazzo Carminali. I once nursed you
through a fever, my friend, and gave you
money to get your cloakoutof 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 metitally expressed
himself when he heard, in a low voice beliind
him, the le word. “Eccolo!” “Here he is{”
And imi tely he was seized from behind
by strong arms, & héavy cloak was thrown
over his head, and he was lifted from the
ground and carried s6in¢ yards, Then he
was thrust forward on t0 What seemed to be
some kind of bench or seat{ the a&rms which
had seized him had relaxed their grasp, a
door was slammed and he becanie' Awars thaé
he was in & rapidly moving wheeled vehicle:

Dr. Zneas Macbride had in verity beén
Iddnapped by two men, forcibly carried' by
them to & coach, one of the doors of whick
was standing wide, huddled into the vehicle
and raptdly driven away. The whole pro-
ceeding, indeed, had been watched with in-
terest by an individual who was clad ina
long, brown cloak, and who—there is now no
indiscretion in saying it—was the nameless
man who lived in one of the garrets of the
Palazzo Carminali and whose profession was
conjectured to be that of an assassin for
hire. As he 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
barm him they would have come to me; but
I would not have stabbed the Signor Dottore;
10, not for 100 ducats, Letus go and drink
‘a bottle of Chisrtd.” 5 )

_ While the natséless man was thii# congratu-
lating himself on $hé successful result of hiy
‘exceptionally b ' night's work, unse&i
hands had relieved Dr: Zneas Macbride of
the heavy cloak in which'Ne'’had been muffléd;
-and in which he had been &' but suffocatad.
He wet up to find himself fhdeed in'the in-
terior of what was evidently &' carriage be-
{onging to some person of rank.. The blinds
Were dlosely drawn down, but’ & small
laimp banging from the roof give suf-
ht light for him _to see thdt  the
té seat was oecupfed by two gétitle-
men Veiy richly dressed, but whose couiits-
nances Were wholly concealed by masks of
black silk, baving deep fringes of the sam¢’
material. Owe of the gentlemen hastened to’
inform him tat he must submit to have his
eyes bandaged, as the person into whose pres-
ence they were about to conduct him was a
lady of rank whoee 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 armed, and should the doctor at this or
any other stage of the proceedings, offer the
the slightest resistance to any request which
was proffered to him, he would be immedi-
ately stabbed to death. Upon this admoni-
tion Dr. Zneas Macbridedetermined, 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, poseibly
with the view to prevent his forming any ac-
curate idea as to the part of thé 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 & 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
son the table and one of the gentlemen filled a
‘large bumper of Venetian glass and offered
/it to Dr. Macbride. .

«T want no wine,” he said coolly; “it may

who had offered him the

‘be poison for aught I know.”
The

; ‘wlne'n‘nd.wbo ‘was very tall and clad in a suit
ddlrkbhn padausoy, richly laced with gold,

‘for a ‘reply put  the' goblet to his lips and
“tossed Off the contents at a draught. Then

; " #4is campanion, who was shorter and stoutes

—neither had removed his mask—and who
wore a green doublet and coat laced with
silver, filled another glass with wine and. of-
fered it to the doctor, saying, “You had bet-
ter drink it. Remember what I told yon in
the carriage. We allow no trifling in this
kouse: and, besides, you have need to nerve
If for what you have to do!”

] don’t like' 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 bave 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 potation,
“what is it that you desire me to do?”

“To perform a surgical operation.”

“When?”

“This instant.”

“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 vélvet 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 was deathly pale. She was clad ina
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,
and 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

ible expedition. I need scarcely say that
you will be amply recompensed for your
1 ”

“I will do nosuch horrible aiid unmanly
thing, “cried Dr. Xneas Macbride. “Do you
think that!I, a physician, whose bounden
duty itis 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; I'll have no hand in it.”

“It is precisely,” replied the lattor gentle-
man, “because we are desirousthat this indis-
pensable*work should not be done in butcherly
manner thdé we have brought you here. You
are known to be the skillfulest surgeon in
Rome, and you 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, faint
voice, the young lady in the armchair.

“Do I hear right?” said the doctor.

“You do,” asumed the lady.” De their bid-
ding, or you will incur a fate as dreadful as
my owid” 3

Doctor Zneas Macbride ap to
hesitate fof a momenlt, then he said, “I will
do your will; and may heaven forgive me
for yielding to you! But I must have a ves
sel, a large vessel of warm water.”

“That shall at oncsbe procured,”, replied the
taller of the masked mien, leaving the room.
You will remember tbat Dr. Eneas Mac-
bride was also tall of statare. He bent over
the reclining lady and whispered something
to her.

“] have told her,” he said, drawing himself
up to his full height, ‘“‘that I will ot 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 feetin 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, logked 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 dnother bath—a tub—a bucket—
what yon":_ill”l" said the doctor; ‘“and more
warts water]” Then he continued hastily,
hold{#g his wrists dfound the ankles of the
patient While the first foot-bath was taken
away and Shother mbst.ituted for it. “This
will finish the work.”

“How she blectk" adid tho tall mai, Who,
with folded arms, Wd¢' watching the scere.
The young lady and #4i¢n" back in' her chair,
her arms hanging loosely.” , .

“She i insensible!” said thé’shorter of the
masked men, =3

“She isdead!” said Dr. Zrhédd Macbride,
solemnly.. )

“How she bled " repeated the shotte¥ of the
two marked: nven.

“She willi bleed no more,” said Dr. Maé-

brifte.: “And.mow let me ask you what' you
intehdito'do- wjth the evidence of your, and}

may dlinost say my guilt? How do you in>

tend to disposs: of tiis corpse?” .

“Put'it’inty’ & sack full of stones and sink
it in the:Tiber,” muttered the taller gentle-
man.

“At the riskof the swek rotting, the weights
becoming disttigaged. fream the body and of
the corpse floating: orof being washed on
shore and the features recogized.”

“Bury it in the: garden)” suggested the
shorter man.

“It is still dangerotis,” resunved the doctor.
“The bodies of buried- people timt have been
murdered have been disinterrad over'and
over again. One was, you know, last year
in that vineyard close to'the Appian Way,
and the assassin was brought te justice,”

“That is true.”

“When you planned yowr littler scheme,
gentlemen,” the doctor wenton: almust ban-
teringly, “you should 'have planned the last
act of your tragedy as well as the' i
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 in this
abominable business, I will go yet further
and help you to conceal this corpee. 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 wili |!

remain of your deceased relative—if relative’
she is.”

The victim was.evident-ly stone dead. After |
a long eonsultation the masked men acceded. |

to the proposition of the doctor, who ap-
peared te 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, ard again he was conducted.

to the coach in waiting below; but something.

else accompanied the party, and was placed

on the seat beside the doctor. That some
°

thing else was the body, rolled up ininany
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 Carn 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
pvidenily had enough of horrors for that
night. =

Three months afterward Dr. Zneas Mac-
bride returned to Edinburg, bringing with
him his wife, a young and extremely hand-
some Italian lady of a noble Roman family.
Pope Benedict XIV, the enlightened and
humane Lambretini, had had much to do
with bringing about the union of the hand-
some young lady with “Il Dottore Enea Mac-
bribe Scozzese.” He had informed the young
lady’s brothers, Don Rafaelle and Don Aun-
tonio Cordiscoglio, counts of that ilk, that it
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 mext ekillfully 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 map
much her inferior in rank; but by her
haughty and vindictive brothers this tran
sient flirtation was deemed a crime which her
death alone could expiate. How fortunate
it was that Dr. ZEneas 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 witb
covering small live anes with kisses,

~~ ‘The Bet Still Undecided,
. [Chicago News,]

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

“] 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; éxctise me. You mean
‘dep-po,’ of course. Yes, jes; deppo. It is
pronounced ‘deppo.’”

“Look here,” yelled the St. Paul iuaii,
“whereé do you come fromi”

“Bostofi, sir."

“Well, thete can't no Boston man settle a
bet for,me on the English language. Come
on; let's\intervie® Carter Harrison.”

Rochefort’s AbséwisMindedness.
[Tinsley’s Magazitie.]

Personally he was amiable; generous to
prodigality to his companions; &nd absent-
minded. He was one of those Whbse brains
are winging in the clouds, while théir 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 toan invi-
tation todimner., 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: “Whatan ass [ am!
The appointment was for Saturday last,”

As Original Sharactss:

[Philadélphia Call] |

Young Authoress—My dear; I want a
heroine for my new novel: Bh# miust be
very talented and somewhat unconventiotial;
in fagt very original. Can't you give mean
idea?

Her Hisbaid-<Certainly, love. You want
ber to possess & combindtion of traits never
Before dreamiéd of; ¥ suppose?

: “Tnat's it, thé¢'s #. But it must be a com-
! Dination calculaté t6'makea man love her
! to"distraction.”
| “Isee. Well, in th¢'
bé literary.”

!\ 4Of courses” .
“The author of a book{” 12 ey
“Just the thing; but how shell'T miake her

entirply different from other literary, lailies?”
“HiVe'her look over her husband ’-m

robe’shd sew on the buttons before sfa

any neéWw novels.”

first place she should

They Grow Lerge In Beston.
[Boston Globe.]

The office boy of & Milk ‘stroet lawyer came
in Saturday night and said ke had just scena
fight in the back office between a rat and a
cockroach. ‘

“Which licked?”

“QOh, the cockroach beat himu @il holler, and
drove him into his hole.” '

“Did he follow him up?”

“Yes, he tried to, but the hole wis 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 Suh.]

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

“Say, mister,” he said, “does it.cost morue
to ride in them cool cars than them: shut. up
uns?”

“No, sir,” was the reply.

“Hold them hosses!” cried the countryman,

' shaking his hat at the driver.

How to Remove Spots.
[Texas Siftings.]

An Xustin youth whose income is not quite
ssextensive as that of Vanderbilt's got o
large ink spot on his coat. He asked a friend
tiow: the stain could be removed.

“You.can get a chemical preparation” fox
25 cents:.. Just soak the spot wilh itand

it will.come out.”
] guess Lhad better soak the whule coa-
I can.get-$4-by. soaking the coat.”

| short at 103

KING OF
A Long lu;o to Get Even with the

g AT T .
An Experience which Recalled the
Inquisition’s Tortures—Victory
at Last—A Glimpse After
Four Years’ Time.

[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 idential campaign. The ticker had
struck off Ladd's time, 2:15 p. 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,
made me even with the Wall street game.
When- & 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 Isold out I
could leave Wall street even.

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
sellars would bring in the mwst delicate tid-
bits of gossip, indicating that Jay Gould was
going to put my short stock up higher than it
bad 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 to me
below their intrinsic value at 47, were
doomed to sink to 10 or thereabouts, tolead
a sickly toadstool existence, B o &

_ LIKE GRIM DEATY,

Kind 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. I
concluded that I was a member of a congress
of fools. Limp and sickly asI was, I felt
enough self-confidence to nesist 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 1 held on like grim death toa deceased
colored person. I wason duty by the tjcker
five hours a day, watching for the combina-
tion of figures that was to me high and
dry. Sometirges the " ng shock would con-
valesce, and then rela:ne again, while the
short stock seemed to ~ : 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 beé charmed into
continuance I would beswictor,

EVEN AT LAST.

The odds were against me. Nothing lasts
in Wall street like misfortune. A happy
thought struck me. It wasto change my
steeds and mount afresh. Overboard went
the long stock at 20—overboard went the
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 accountin
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
lfeen my constant eomp]gg_iq T six mopt:n.

SuCCess our o
mgg %’r your nm& ‘eomidem{lon ii:u aﬁ-
visingmeagninst my best interest, I thank

you the bottom of my heart. . I
alwa eavor to act against your advice,
and as 1 detéét by your glances your disap-

yval 8t my d [nﬁlﬁon to e pulling
mt tape, IW&O inform yoneeﬁt here-
after you will miss me from my usual haunts.
1f you will become my guests for a few mo-
inents we will drink to the weary visionaries
who continue to dip in the golden sea,” [Ap-

plause.)
CROWNED KING.
: The 6ld-time speculator, whose featd 9!
j ty yests 4go filled the newspapers, saia
Mat no man ever got rid of the fascination
of"Wall street speculation, and that for one
he Believed no mdn ever would. With a
gledih of humor in his eye, he took my state-
ment‘af account and folded it intoa crown.
Then ¥pinned the certified check upon it, so
that it dz like a white plume, and placing
the paper’¢oronet on my brow, he said: “I
mahéa‘ib&ot Wall street.”
| Just thén’ fhe broker came out with his
fallof slip eontaining memoranda of
,nlespnilpumm “What's the fun?” he

ere is a mAn who is'éven,” said the old-
'ume"sgowgqlagor, “and wé have crowned him
all stret.” -
ars ;have passad dnd  solvency
reigns in my bysiness. The othier day I went
down to look at, my hunting ground i the
last presidential cat n where 1 wore a
certified check as tiré white plume of victory.
I could scarcely believe I;H::m
The stocks which will ys seem dear to

me, because they made’ mie even with the
game, were down, one forty points and the
other nearly 100 points. They tbld me that
there had been a shrinkage on'the entire list
of over $1,400,000,000.

Xt Was ‘“Afireet.”
[“Tribes of the Soudan.”] = |
A few years ago an enterprising sh-
man, after great trouble and considerable exs
|pense, built a flour mill at Kassala, with’
iwhich he was able to grind dhurra for
‘sbout one-eighth the price the natives”
‘are accustomed to pay for it. How-
‘ever, popular superstition was too much for
himy.. they refused to have their dhurra
ground in his mill, as they said it was “af-
freet,” or pertaining to tiie devil. So, after
on for some time, he was obliged
to giveit up, and the deserted mill now re-
mains ‘as & to the ignorance of the
inhabitents.

The Judge: The briny deep—A flooded salt
mine,- Frightful crash—A printing office
towel.. A-“brave” deed—Making the squaw
do afl‘ the work. A still night—When the
moonshiners work,

-

WALL STREET| -

WHILE WE MAY. .

The hands are such dear hands; )
They are so full; they turn at our demands
%i:h‘mn{umel‘ otl‘::'ughtnm

gmyd!p@::hey{lot i
man; 'or me, for you-—

It %ﬁfwnhmhmz,
‘We may well bend, not break.

%m&&. y,nl:loveshllpl

O ey 00 slow or quick, such

Wamumb';formmyiu

D-yngcbrolwhantbommdlwonkmy
Held not as slow, or quick, or out of piace,
Bocr::dt:rﬁp-mpomhu_a

They are such dear, familiar feet that go
A R
Or nes o flo' .d{-t we would

Upon our breast, or bfuise some reed,
Or crush poor Hope until it bleed,
Not turning quiebly o impate
0
gamil b wrale |,
Ve such a 0 Wa,
{ue along

thhermhslitﬂzw the way,
e 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 {ou and 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 grﬂerentlyyin suns and showers.
Mistaken words to-night

May be so cherished by to-morrow’s light.
We may be patient; for we know
T‘ere‘s such a little way to go.

THE STORY OF “OLD FORTY.”

The Peculiarities of an 0ld Captain=
0dd Incidents,
[Boston Globe.] 4

His name was Capt. Ralph Devereux, but
everybody ¢alled him “Old Forty.” The rea,
son for this was that he was always usin
this numeral in describing any event thai
occurred. It was cold as “forty” and as hoj
as “forty,” there were “forty” boys came ouj
of the s¢hool-house and fired snowballs at hi§
old horsé, the wind blowed like “forty,” hiy
cowhide boots pinched like “forty,” and h)
bad “forfy” pains in his old rheumatic bacl
when he got up in the morning. Nobody
around Prospect called him anything else,
and at last all his animals, from a stuby
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 ag
evening party. The sum charged was §2,
and the boys went around to the countr}
stores and bought up all the old-fashioned
coppers they could find. They succeeded iy
getting 200 at last and sewed them up in bagy
of forty each and gave them to the old may
in payment. He took the money, but said he
wouldn’t let his horse again for “forty” years,
His friends tried to break him of his habit
and resorted to all sorts of devices, but they
had no effect. One night he attended the
distribution of presents from a Christmag
tree. The only token he received was an
illustrated copy of “Ali Baba and the Forty
Thioves.”

4] don't see what they wanted to give mq
that for,” mused he; “I've got as many ag
forty books at home now.”

He went to town meeting one rainy day
and caught a cold which terminated in pneus
monia. 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

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:

4Go 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 Girlk,
. [Chicago Herald.]

“Did you ever run over anybody?’ 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 bigload
on, and 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 & little girl
with a big bag on hep back, one of

these rag-pickers; . jumped out from be-
hind a-loaded tyuck just in tjme fo get
struck by mly rses. It was all done
in asecond, I couldp't stop ‘<5 any way,
and if I could I was that mudthatyld!dny’t
have the strength. Ifelt the car riseup

twice as the two wheels op ong side went over
her, nngitnu%n rié Iexhn you,
‘cause I've got a little girl like was my-

self. The officer stopped the car by grabbing
the horses and everybody in the car began
to holler. Inever dared look back at that
awful sight but just turning to another officer
that came running up I says: ‘Take me right
in. Idon’t want tostay here.’ ‘What for?
says he. ‘For killing the girl,’ says I. “Look
at her,” says he. I turned around slow, and
there she was a-picking up her bag of paper

Some Seasonable Hints for the
.Benefit of Heated Humanity.

edly by our cloth’ng, our food and drink, our:
babits, whether active or otherwise, and by
the temperature of the place in which we
may happen to be. The
one of the most important, yet
said of it for the reason that now this is prac-
tically our control. Excess of moisture
intheairis said to and doubtless does make
a high temperature more distressing, becamma
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

tle currents of cocl air are agreeable and re-
freshing, because they hasten the evapora-
tion from the surface.

The influence of muscular 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 inhot
weather—that is, when the temperature of
the air gets up among the nineties, previous
to which none should complain. .

Tite food and drink most suitable for sum-
mer use can be quickly named. Use & 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.

quite ripe cooked. Cold boiled ham, tongue
orboet,goodbm-dmdbumr;ndgoodcold
milk make suitable summer lunch. The milk
may at timeg be substituted by cold lemon-
ade. The two should, however, in no casa be

hot weather wear is laose 1ts of Woolext
fabrics, notably flannel, for the reason

that the material just named aids the evapor<
ation from surface of the body before re-

T
ﬁ"u‘.': :mm wet wath cold watet, followed by

drying these surfaces gently, is av o 1% yery
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 percer*. on
a very large estimate of our annual product,
which cannot exceed $10,000,000,000 in value,”
:mi:.“ made good the assertion, startling as
t R

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. Itis, 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 approximstely fire-
proof. ;

Thd 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 thatcase
a policy of life insurance would be a warrans
for the holder to go into the most unwhole-
some and dangerous course of life without
sciple, just as a policy of fire insurance too
often is a warrant for reckless building and
the lack of precautions against disaster. Of
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 1sed a little less than 2,000, there
being 22,573 in 1870 and 24,338 in 1880. The
capacity of the ney mills, however, averaged
large, o ‘the increase in capital invested
in plants was over $25,000,000, The number
of hands_employed was increased less than
1,000 Amﬂngmw_ dmgmg ip this re-
spect between roller and stone ,uweol:

Y feanwmnyemant i~ — - shods

85 the TEPIO wypere~.-- s s -,
The paid’in 1 swed an increase

of gbout $5,000,000 over 1870, or about 80
per cént. The value of grain used had in-
creasad to the exterit of about $55,000,000,
and the annual product shiowed an increased
value of $60,000,000,

mﬁol’p Paradise,
& [Bill Nye.] B
ollett—What is the meaning of the 1
“Fool's Paradisef” -
The fool's paradise is a place where the
(ool-klllgr buries his dead. As fools cannot

and rags. She wdsn't burt a bit. The wheel
struck the bag, and sheslid through under
the trucks somehow—because she was so thin,
Iguess. That's the only time Iever run'd
over any one.”

The Bostonian,
[Cor. Philadelphia Times.]

The very tone of a Bostonian’s voice has a
gentle, dog-eared curve, s0 tospeak, 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 isa 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 & subtile encouragement to the
ideal value he has somewhere placed
upon himself. The Bostonian listens as well
as he talks, His interrogation is perfectly
gincere. He means you should bring your
facts and theories to the front. If he sounds
the “personal note” in himself ke rings youx
9wn out with quite as beneficent impartiality.

An Important Deparinrent.
g [Carl Pretzel's Weekly.]

“Well, my son,” said a dignified old gentle-
miAii 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 off

be dered 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
tp specially for them, where they can ask
tdch other; “Is this cold enough for you?”
wtd &11 suc‘ little intellectual sparkle as that.
There s where those people go who breathe
in the barrels 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 tho
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.

Where the Currents Mingle.
[The Hour.]

Nothing is more democratic than the aver-
age American railway train, for it represents
wvery class and is norespecter 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 classesin 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
ageinst decadence and stagnation.

New York Star: It is time #or the law to
declare whether the emotional insanity, self
and voluntarily produced, is to be. a barrier:
to the calm and justice-dsireed sanity of the .
hangman. .

HOW WE MAY KEEP COOL. |

hia Times.] :
The temperature of our.  bodies, which nor~
mally is about 981¢ degrees, is modified mark-

greatly retards the elimination of heat. Gen-/"

&
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Perfectly mature fruits used raw or fruit not °

ping the face, hands and armi¥”_
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