PAPA'S LETTEK.

| wassitting in my study,
Writing letters, when | heard,

' Please, dear mamma. Mary told me
Mamma mustn't be “isturbed.

Hat T'se tired of the kitty,
Want some ozzea fing to do,
"Writing letters, is ‘ou, mamma
Taa't 1 write a ietter, too ™"

“ Mot pow, derling. mnama’s busy
Hun snd play with kitty now."””

' Ko, B0, mamma, me wite letter—

Tan if "ou will show me how."'—

1 would paint my duling;:crurluil
_ &% his sweet eyes pearched my face--
Ear of gold and eyes ol azure,
Forn of ehil . witeh i g grace.

¥, 1 the eager face was clonded,
As 1 slowly shook my head,

T 11 said, * I'll make & letter
¥ you, darling boy, instead."

=i 1 parted back the tresses
r1um his forehead high and white,

And a stamp in sport | pasted
'Mid jts vtrueu slmgo&m light.

Then I said, ** Now, little letter.
s0 away.an | bear good news ;"

Aond [ smilel ss down the s:aircase
attered loud the little 8 soes.

Leaving me, the darling hurried
DLown to Mary in bis glee,

- Mamma's witing lots of letters;
I'se & letter, Mary—see 1"

No one heard the little prattler,
As once more he climbed the stair,
Rasched his little cap and tippet,
standing on the entry stair.

No one heard the front door open,
No one saw the golden hair,

At 1t toated o'er his soonlders
Im the crisp Uctober mir.

Irown the street the baby hastened,
T.ll be reached the officadoor,

' 'sem letter, Mr, Postman;
i¢ there reom for any wors 7

‘Lanee dis letter's doin to papa ;
1apa iives with God 'ou know,

Munma s.0t me for a Jette-,
Does "ou fink "at | tan gu ™"

But the clerk in wonder answered,
* Not to-day, my little man."”

* Den I'll fod anoxzer office,
*Cause [ wust go if I tao.”

¥Fur the clerk would have detained bim,
But the ing face was gone,

Awnd the little feet were hastening—
£y the busy crowd swept on.

suddenly the crowd was parted,
People fled from left to right,

As 3 pair of maqdened horses,
Al the moment dashed in sight.

Mo oue saw the baby figu:e—
No ene saw the n huir,

Titl & voion of tened sweelDew
Kang out on the autumn air.

the beauteous vision there,
Then the little tace lay lifeless,
Jovered o'er with hair.
Reverently they raised my darling,
away the curls of gold,
=sw the stamp upon the forebend,
Lirowing now so icy cold.
Kot mark (he lace gured,
Shuwing where s hood had trod ;
Hot the little lile was ended—
i 'a letter” was with God.
= Liverpoal Weakly Mercury.

A MYOE

He was a spare man, and, physically,
an ill-conditiened man, but at first
glance scarcely a scedy man. The in-
«dictions of reduced circumstances in the
male of the better class are, I fancy, first
-visible in the boots and shirts, the boots
offeusively exhibiting a degree of polish
inconsistent with their delapidated con-
dition, and the shirt showing an extent
of ostentatious surface that is invariably
fatal to the threadbare waistcoat that it
partially covers. He was a pale man,
and I farcied still paler from his black
<lothes.

He handed me a note.

It was from & certain physician ; a man
who had devoted the greater part of his
active life to the alleviation of sorrow
and suffering; a man who bad lived up
1o the noble vows of & noble profession;
2 man who locked in his honorable breast
the secreta of a hundred families, whose
face was as kindly, whese touch was as
- geatle in the wards ef.the great public
hospitals as it was beside the lace cur-

*T'was too late—a moment only
Sood

tains of the dying Narciss; & man who, | jpg

through long contact with suffering, had
scquired a universal tenderness and
bresdth of kindly philosopby; a man
who, day and night, was at the beck and
«<all of anguish ; & man who never saked
the creed. belief, moral or worldly stand-
ing of the sufferer, or even his ability to
pay the few coins that enabled him (the
physician) to exist and practice his call-
ing; in brief, s man who so nearly lived
up to the example of the Great Master
that it seems strange I am writing of
him as a doctor of medicine and not of
divinity.

The note was in pencil, characteristi-
<ally brief, and ran thus:

“Here is the man I spoke of. He
ought to be good material for you.”

For s mement I sat looking from the
note to the man, and sounding the “dim
perilons depths™ of my memory for the
meaning of this mysterious communica-
tion. The “good materisl,” however,
-s00n relieved my embarrassment, by put-
ting his hand on his waiscoat, coming to-
ward me, and raying, “It’s just here;
you can feel it.”

It was not necomsary for me to doso. In
a flash I remembered that my medical
friend had told me of & ‘certain poor
patient, once a soldier, who, among his
otger trialsand uncertainties, was afflicted
with aneurism caused by the buckle of his
knapeack pressing upon the arch of the

* gorta. Itwasliable to burst atany shock
or any moment. ‘The poor fellow’s yoke
bad indeed been too heavy.

In the of such a tremendous
possibility I think foran instant I felt anx-

iousenly about myself. What I should
do; how dispose of the body; how ex-
plain the circumstance of his taking off;
how evade ubiquitous reporter and the
coroner's inquest ; how a suspicion might
arise that I had in some way, through
neglicence, or for some dark purpose, un-
known to the jury, precipated the catas-
trophe, all flashed before me. Even the
note—with its darkly suggestive offer
of * good material " for me—looked lia-
bolicallysignificant. What might not an
intelligent lawyer make of it.

1 tore it up instantly, and with feverish
courtesy begged him to be seated.

“ You don't care to feel it 2" he asked
a little anxiously.

i NO."

“Nor see it 2"

“ No‘"

He sighed, a trifle sadly, a+ if I had re-
jected the only favor he could bestow. I
saw at once that he had been under fre-
quent exhibition to the doctors, and
that he was, perhaps, s trifle vain of this
sttention. This perception was corrobor-
ated & moment later by his producing &
copy of a medical magazine, with the re-
mark that on the sixth page I would
find a full statement of his case.

Could I serve him in any way, I asked.

It appeared that I could. If I could
help him to any light employment, some-
thing that did net require any great
physical exertion or mental excitement,
he would be thankful. But he wanted
me tounderstand that he was not, strictly
speaking, & poor man; that some years
before the discovery of his fatal com-
plaint he had taken out a life *incurance
policy for $5,000 and that he had raked
and scraped enough togezher to pay it
up, and that he would not leave his wife
and four children destitute. * Yousee,”
be added, “if I could find some sort of
light work to do, and kinder sled along
you know—until—"

He stopped, awkwardly.

1 have heard several noted actorsthrill
their audiences with a single phiaze. I
think I never was as honestly moved by
any spoken word as that “ until” or the
pause that followed it. He was evidently
quite unconscious of its effect, foras I
took a seat beside him on the sofa, and
looked more closely in his waxen face, I
could see that he was evidently embar-
raseed, and would have explained himuelf
further, if I had not stopped him.
Pomibly it was the dramatic ides, or
possibly chance, but & few days afterward,
meeting a certain kind-hearted theatrical
manager, | asked him if he had any light
employment fcr & man who was an inva-
lid. “Can he walk?’ “ Yes.” “Stand
up for fifteen minutes!” “ Yes.” “ Then
I'll take him. He'll do for the last
scene in the * Destruction of Sennacherib”
—it'sa tremendous thing, you know;
we'll have two thousand people on the
stage.” I was a trifle alarmed at the
title and ventured to suggest (without
betraying my poor friend's secret) that
he could not actively engage in the “ De-
struction ef Sennacherib,” and that even
the spectacle of it might be too much
forhim. “ Needn't see it atall,” said
my managerisl friend, “put bim in
front, nothing to do but march in and
march out, and dodge curtain.”

He was engaged. I admit I was at
times haunted by grave doubts as to
whether I should not have informed the

of his physical condition, and
the possibility that he might some even-
te a real tragedy on the
mimic stage, but on the first performance
of “The Destruction of Bennacherib,”
which I conscientiously attemded, I was
somewhat relieved. I had oftem been
amused with the placic way in whichthe
chorus in the opera invariably received
the most astounding information, and
witnessed the most appalling tragedies
by poison or the block without anything
moare than a vocal protest or command al-
ways delivered to the audience, and
pever to the sctors, but I think my
poor friend's utter impremivenes to
the wild carnage and the terrible ex-
hibitions of incendiarism that were
going on around him transcended even
that. Dressed in & costume that
seemed to be the very soul of ana-
chronism, he stood a little outside the
proscenium, holding a spear, the other
hand pressed apparently upun the secret
within his breast, calmly surveying, with
his waxen face, the gay suditorium. I
could not help thinking that there was a
certain pride visible even in his placid
Seatures, as of one who will conacious that
st any moment be might change this
simulsted catastrophe into real terror. 1
could not help saying this to the doctor,
who was with me. “ Yes,” he mid, with

exactitude, when it happens
be'll throw his arms up above his head,
utter an ej and fall forward on

his face—it's & singular thing, they al-
ways fall forward on their face—and
they’ll pick up the man as dead as Julius
Caesar.”

After that, T used to go night after

mgmammmm

but, while it will be remembered the
“ Destructien of Sennacherib ™ had a tre-
mendous run, it will also be remembered
that not a single life was really lost dur-
ing its representation.

{t wasonly a few weeks after this mod.
est first appearance on the boards of
“The man with an Aneurism ' that,
happening to be at a dinner party of
practical business men, I sought to in-
terest them with the details of the above
story, delivered with such skill and
pathos as I conld command. T regret to
say that, as a pathetie story, it for a mo-
ment seemed to be a dead failure. At
last & prominent banker sitting mext to
me turned to me with the awful ques-
tion: * Why don't your friend try to
realize on his life insurance?’ I begged
his pardon; I didn't quite understand.
(), discount, sell out. Look here--
(after a pause.) Let him assign hia policy
to me—it’s not much of a risk, on your
statement. Well—T'll give him his five
thousand dollars clear.”

And he did. Under the advice of this
cool-headed--1I think I may add warm-
hearted—banker, “The man with an
Aneurism’’ invested his money in the
name of and for the benefit of his wife
in certain securities that raid him a
small but regular stipend. But he still
eontinued upon the boardsof the theater.
By reason ot some husiness engage-
ments that called me away from the city,
I1did not see my friend the physician
for three months afterward. When I
did I asked tidings of The Man with the
Aneurism. The doctor’s kind face grew
sad. “I'm afraid—that is, I don't ex-
actly know whether I've good news or
bad. Did yen ever see his wite 2"
I never had.

“Well, she was youug@r than he, and
rather attractive. One of these doll-faced
women. You remember, he settled that
life insurance policy on her and the
children; she might have waited. She
didn't. The other day she eloped with
some fellow, 1 don’s remember his name,

with the children and the five thousand
dollars.”

“And the shock killed him,” I said,
with poetic promptitude.

“No—that is—not yet; I saw him
yestardsy,” eaid the doctor, with con-
scientious profesional precision, looking
over his list of calls.

% Well, where is the poor fellow now ?"*

“ He's still l%th! theater. James, if
these powders are called for, you'll find
them here in this envelope. Tell Mm.
Blank I'll be there at seven ; and she can
give the baby this until I come. Say
there's ne danger. These women are an
awful bother! Yes, he's £t the thgl.ter
yet. Which way are you going? Down
town? Why can’t you step into my
carriage, and TI'll give you s lift, and
we'll talk on the way down? Well, he's
at the theater yet. And—and-edo you
remember the destruction of Sennach-
erib? No? Yesyoudo. You remem-
ber that woman in pink, who pireuetted
in the famous ballet scene! You don't?
Why, yea youdo! Well,I imagine, of
course I don't kmow; it's only a sum-
mary disgnosis; but I imagine that our
friend with the aneurism has attached
himself to her.”

“ Doctor, you herrify me.”

# There are more things, Mr. Poet, in
heaven and earth than are dreamed of
in your philesopby. Listen. My diag-
nosis may be wrong, but that weman
called the other day at my office to ask
sbout him, his health, and gene:al con-
dition. I told her the truth—and she
fainted. It was about as dead a faint as
1 ever saw; I was mearly an hour in
bringing her out of it. Of course it was
the heat of the room, her exertions the
preceding week, and 1 prescribed for ber,
Queer, wasn't it? Now, if I were a
writer, and had your [faculty, I'd make
something out of that.”

“ But how in his general health 7"

« O, about the same. He can’t evade
what will come, you know, at any mo-
ment. He was up here the other day.
Why, the pulsation was as plain—why,
the entire arch of the sorta—What, you
get out here. Good-bye.”

Of course no moralist, no man writing
for a sensitive and strictly virtuous pub-
lic could further interest himself in this
man. So I dismissed him at once from
my mind, and returned to the literary
contemplation of virtue that was clearly
and positively defined, and of sin, that
invarisbly commenced with a capital
letter. That this man, in his awful cen-
dition hovering on the verge of eternity,
should allow himself to be attracted by —
but it was horrible to contemplate.

Nevertheless, a month afterward I was
returning from a festivity with my inti-
mate friend Smith, my distinguished
triend Jobling, my most repectable
friend Robinson and my wittiest friend
Jones. It was a clear, starlit morning,

and we seemed to held the broad, beau-
tiful avenue to ourselves, and I fear we

acted as if it were so. As we hilariously
passed the corner of Eighteenth street, a
couple passed by, and I suddenly heard
my name called from its gloomy depths.

“ [ beg your pardon,” said the doctor,
as the driver drew up on the sidewalk,
# but I've some news for you. I've just
been to see our poor friend —. Of
course I was too late, He was gone in a

flash.”

“What, dead "

#“As Pharaoh. In an instant, just as I
said. You see the rupture took place in
the descending arch of—"

¢ But doctor ?"

“Jt'sa queer story. Am I keeping you
from your friends? No! Well, you see
she, that woman I spoke of, had writtena
note to him based on what I had told her.
He got it, and dropped in his dressing-
room, dead as a herring.”

“ How could she have been so cruel,
knowing his condition; she might with
a woman's tact have rejected him less
abruptly.”

“Yes, but you're all wrong. By Jove
she accepted him! was willing to marry
him!”

“What 7"

“ Yes, don't you see! it was joy that
killed him. Gad, we never thought of
that! Queer, ain’t it. See here, don’t
yto:‘ think you might make a story out of
1t 2

“ But, Doctor, it hasn't any moral.”

“Humph! That'sso. Good morning.
Drive on, John."— Bret Harte in the New
York Sun.

HEAVY 5AL.2 RiES.

The New York correspondent of a
weatern paper savs: Take a walk with
me any day in the centers of the finan-
cial, insurance, commercial and manu-
facturing interests, and I could point out
a score or two of men whose salaries are
over £50,000, many more who receive
$25,000 per vear, and hundreds whose
mcome from salary alone runs from $5,-
000 to $20,000. Notby any means does
the remuneration depend upon educa-
tional advantages. On the contrary,
gome of the highest priced efficials are
self-made men, with good common, “ cart
horse sense.”” Away up town is the su-
perintendent of a refinery who gets $50,-
000 per year. Many years ago ae¢ came
here a poor German sugar refiner, and
worked for day wages. He was fertile
in genius, experimented a great deal,
and made valuable discoveries in the re-
finery process. Hewasrapidly promoted
in salary and position, and, when he re-
ceived and was about to accept a salary
of $25,000 from a rival refinery, he was
offered $50,000 to remain. In the brew-
ery interests I recall persons whose sala-
ries run away up into the thousands.
Two managers of large breweries in this
city and neighborhood are paid $25,000
each, five are paid £15,000 each, and
seven receive $10,000 per year. Many
of our railroad officials receive princely
malaries, Jewett, receiver of the Erie,
gets $50,000; Toucey, superintendent of
the New York Centraland Hudson River
railroad, it is said, rcceives®$20,000; the
general manager of the Pennsylvania
railroad is credited with receiving #75,-
000; the “head man” of the New York
and Boston is paid $35,000, while few
geveral managers of leading eastern
roads receive less than $20,000. The
I :nk presidents receive enormous sums.
At least mix receive £30,000 per year
each; nine range from $25,000 to £30,000,
and & number get from $10,000 to $15,-
000. The same is true of the steamship
interesta—sa large number of the higher
officials pocketing all the way from $10,-
000 to $30,000 per year for their services
to the corporations which they represent.
Life and fire insurance furnishes a field
for great expectations on the part of
those who aspire to become presidents
and secretaries of companies. The com-
panies have always been shy of exposing
the sums paid to their chief officials.
Forlunately our legislature took the
matter into consideration, and foreed the
leading companies to give the inferma-
tion desired. Eighteen companies re-
sponded very reluctantly. Three presi-
dents received $30,000 or over per year,
three $15,000 or over, three $12,000, and
the balance ran from $3,000 to $11,876-
Mr. Hyde, of the Equitable Life, has
had a “rich placer” since 1859, when be
began at $1,000. In the past eighteen
years he has received $485.905.

Ix February last the commissioner
of internal revenue applied for troops to
assist in raiding the illicit distillery dis-
tricts of North and Bouth Carolins,
Georgia, Alasbama and Tennessee. The
president indorsed the application, and,
directed the general of the army to or-
der the necessary troops. Congress, at
the last session, appropriated forty thou-
sand dollars for the employment of ex-
tra deputy-collectors to perform this
pervice. Orders bave been imsued, in
accordance with the policy of non-inter-

ference of the military, and the troope
are withdrawn,

RELAXING AUSTERITY OF TOE
EHAKERS.

The Shakers, though unquestionablya
very earnest people, are not so gustere in
their conversation and manners as many
suppose. (n the contrary, they seemed
to us to be quite as fond of banter and
by-play of a genial, innocent kind, as
people generally, They are ready to
laugh at a joke. When our lady com-
panion possessed herself of the quaint
Shakeress cap and confined her curls un-
der it, they seemed as gleeful as we were
over her sudden demureness. Aas the
Shakars are no’ so austere in their man-
ners, neither are they =o ascetic in their
life as many might imagine, Without
being luxurious, they live very comfort-
ably. Their members travel occasionally,
and in summer little parties of them
sometimes go a distance of fifty miles to
recreate on the sea-shore.

The Shakers have not given so much
attention to regulating their diet as have
some communities, but still they may be
said to be quite fairly hygienic. Graham
and Indian breadsare constantly on their
tables, and they eat some fruit and but
little meat. If we might be allowed to
make a suggestion to them in regard to
their table, we shouid perhaps say that
they ate too much pie. May be they
don’t know that some foreigner has said
that “all Americans die of pie,” We
could not help wishing further that they
would let the Turkish bLath into the
noble new building into which steam has
pushed its way; but, doubtless, they
will open their doors to it some time,
“ Cleanliness next to godliness.”

As we were walking between the
various buildings, over the neat stone
walks, we stopped with a sudden starton
perceiving that we were about to put
our foot down on what appeared to be a
grave, There in the walk was a plain flat
stone, bearing the age and other rude
memorials of a departed soul.

“Why!" we exclaimed with sudden
awe, * some one seems to be buried here.”

Our Shaker companions explained that
in remodeling their cemetery they re-
moved all the cld stones and put marble
slabs in their places. The stones had been
used for repairing their walks, and we
soon got quite accustomed to them. We
afterward visited the Shaker cemetery.
It was situated on a high and pleasant
knoll and was surrounded with a low
and open iron fence, the heavy pesis of
which were sunk into a stone foundation.
The marble tombstones were sll of the
same size, and were placed in straight
rows, giving an appearance of perfect

an nteresting place to visit, on account
of the uniformly great age to which its
memorials bear witness. They prove the
truth of Nordhof"s assertion that ‘: Com-
munists are long-lived.”

THE BASTINADO,

“T, H.” writes: “I am boiling over
with indignation while reading the ac-
count of the fearful bastinadoing of the
unfortunate Ali Nasmi, narrated in your
Pera carrespondence. A few days ago I
was reading an account of this punish-
ment inflicted many years since on an
unfortunate Englishman. As many of
your resders may not be fully aware of
the horrible nature of this punishment,
1 give the account in the victim’s own
words. I am led to ask how it is possi-
ble in our day such barbarous cruelty
can be perpetrated for so small an offense
as the poor student was guilty of, and
which he s0 maguanimously owned?
The writer say: °‘The victim was
thrown flat on his face and his leg bent
up,s0 that the soles of his feet were
horizontal ; the feet were held in this
position by a long staff and chain. At
first the blows were moderately dealt,
then they were lsid on more roughly,
and every stroke felt like the applica*ion
a red-hot poker. At first the pain was
excruciating, but the feelings in time
became numb, aad it was like beating a
bag of wool. It was six weeks before he
could walk, even with crutches, and for
more than three years his feet and ankles
were very much swollen, and, though
twenty yeara had elapsed when he puh-
lished this mccount, he still suffered.’
He mentions instances of the bascinado
having been applied for three days suc-
cessively, and, if the person survived,
the feet were rendered useless for life;
but in general, he obeerves, when be-
tween five and six hundred strokes were
inflicted death was the consequence.”—
London Times.

.. The Tichborne claimant is still at
ordinary work ai Dartmoor prison, and
is likelv to remain there for the next
geven years. His general health has
been tetter since he was cured of the
boils by which he was troubled mx

months ago, but he is neither allowed to
receive nor reply to all letters that are
sent 0 him,

uniformity. A Shaker burying-ground is .




