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Hexry Jaxes, the novelist, looks
like the Prince of Wales and is proud
of it

J. Beaver Wess, the English yacht
designer, will built a cotlage at Bar
Harbor, Me.

Tae charming daughters of Col.
Bob Ingersoll are even stronger athe-
ists than their father.

Mgrs. Mary A. JUDKINS, & native of
Maine, d'ed at Portland recently aged
117 years, 7 months.

THE ex-Queen of Naples, who lives
in France, bas a Iarge stable of horses
and devotes her time to racing.

QueeN VICTORIA travels as the
“Countess Balmoral,” but her bag-
gage is marked ‘Queen of England.”

Mye. Carxor Is said to look not
more “than 25."" The Empress of
Austria “cannot be over 85, say im-
partial observers.

‘araer  RivinaTroN, a familiar
figure in the ultra-ritualistic circles of
Oxford a dozen years ago, bas just
been received into the Catholic Church.

George W. SwmaLLEY denies that
Mme. Diss Debars ever produced any
spook pictures for hm. The *daughter
of a king" is having a hard time of it

A neCENT lIowa wedding was a de-
cided symphony in color. Ivory
White was married to Miss Olive
Green, Rev. Mr. Black performing
the ceremony.

JuvGE GrESmAM'S greatest happi-
noss is found in overlooking his farm
uear Indianapolis. He is an espec-
ially good judge of the points of fine
porkers.

Gex. Boorn anunounces that the
Sulvation Army conducts 9,100 pro-
cessions every woek through the
streets of the United Kingdom, or an
average of 1,300 daily.

Miss Carrie MAy, who was at one
time engaged to be married to Mr.
James Gordon Bennett, is now Mrs.
Willinm Wright, and pronounced *the
most boautiful woman in New York
to-day.""

A Syracuse burglar had been all
through the house, and then sat down
to rest a bit before going off with the
swng. There was a carpet tack in the
chair, and the yell he uttered awoke
the people and he had to clear oul.

How. LeoroLp Marsm, representing
the Back Bay District of Boston, had
the honor of wearing the first spring
snit on the floor of the House of Re-
presenlatives at Washington this year.
Mr. Morse has :rade a fortune out of
ready made clothing.

Jonx A. LoGAN, son of the Iate John
A. Logan, ownes four thoroughbred
race-horses now stationed at the Lex-
ington (Ky,) track, This is Mr. Lo-
gan's first venture as a sporting man,
and he has the good will, it is said, of all
the trainers at Lexington.

Sax Wan, a New York Chinese
laundryman, blew a cloud of op um
smoke into a lady costomer's faco.
She fuintod,. and a neighbor lady only
bronght her to lher senses by
vigorously sticking pins and needies in-
to her. Sam wus arrested.

Lapy Raxporrn CHURCHILL con-
templates n visit to the land of her
nativity this sammer in company with
her husband. They will probably go
to Newport, where Lord Randolph will
hear many reminiscences of his brother,
the Duke of Marlborough.

Manarasan Horxkar, the Indian
potentate, whon year ago took the part
. of Rukbmabia, who was married by her
parents at the age of 10 to a man who
turned out a scoundrel has disappoint-
ed the oppounents of child marriage, by
himself espousing a girl aged only 14.

“Faraer” CUsTER, as the farmer
father of the late General Custer, is fa-
miliarly called at Monroe, Mich., near
which town he Jives, can be found at
the Methodist church in that place
every Sunday, no matter how stovmy
the weather or how muddy the road.
Ho is 82 years old, hale and hearty.

Hexry GEORGE'S name has been
stricken from the roll of the Anti-Pov-
erty society,and is always bissed when
mentioned at the meetings. He is even
restrained by the courts from starting
another society. Dr. McGlynn thus
proves to be a most perfectly-organiz-
ed anti-poverty trust all in himself.

Mgs. Mary E. Coxr, aged 50, was
married last week in New York to her
uncle, Edward Weston, aged 69. Legal
advice was taken before the ceremony,
as to the validity of such a union, and
nothing was found in secular law or
the provisions of any Protestant church
prohibiting marriage of uncle and
nieoe.

I¥ Madame Diss Debars, special
manufacturer of spirt portraits for
millionare Marsh of New York, would
only cause the spirit of Holbein to exe-
cute a correct portrait of the next Presi-
dent, she would afford a great amount
of relief to the overtaxed nerves of a
large number of aspirants for the chief
magistraoy.

WaeN Gen. Longstreet was a ca-
det at West Point, Prol. Kendrick ask-
ed him how the carbonic acid of com-
merce was made. Longstrect, who
never loooked at his chemistry, repli-
ed: “By burning diamonds in oxygen
gas,” *Yes,'' said the professor,
*‘that will do it; but don’t you think it
woul d be a lectle expensive?"

SpeAaxiNG of the income of Gen.
Grant's widow, Joe Howard says:
*‘She has received about $450,000 from
Grant's book, and has a pension of 3, -
000 from the Nation, the interest of
£100,000. She also has the income
from the $250,000 raised by Georgo
Jones from Jay Gould, Jumes Gor-
don Bennett and others. She also has
the income from $100,000 raised b
George W. Childs, In other words
she has the incomie of not far from
“mmn

A Soldier’s Love,

“I will tell you a little love story,"
said the kind, old Pastor Neuville, as I
sat at his hospitable board.

*I had & favorite pupil once, named
Pierre Lavelle, the betrothed of one of
tbe lovelist girls in the parish. I had
looked forward to making them man
and wfo some day, when the news
resched us that Pierre had been
drafted into the army for a term of five
years.

**Ah, it was a sad day when he
marched away, leaving his poor moth-
er and beloved Marguerte sobbing in
each other's arms. She saw him again
alter two years' time, but it was only
for a few days. She was proud of
him in W's uniform. He was true as
steel, and they renewed their vows of
constancy in each other's arms.

“Afier that news reached us often of
t"erce. He had won his epaulettes—he
was now an officer. How proud we all
were, One day came the terrible news.
He had been killed.”' The good pastor
pansed to wipe atear out of his eye.
“He had d'ed with his face to the foe.
I had learned from a soldier who had
returned.  Died with the iron cross on
lis breast. As time passed I could not
help but notice that the pathetic grief
an Margucrite's face, instead of injur-
ing her beanty, only made it the more
str.king. And so thought one Jules
Dermont—a rich farmer and s good
friend of mine, but a man twice Mar-
guerite's age.

“A year went slowly by, and then
one duy Marguerite came to me for ad-
vee, Her father was old and poor,
snd growing ecach day more feeble,
and now he asked her for a sacaifice;
that she would Insure the comfort of
his declining yeaas land her own wel-
fere when be should be gone, by ac-
copting and marrying the wealthy,res-
pectod  farmer, Jules Dermot. I
thought long and earnestly, then I
said:

** My child, how do you, yourself,
feol about it?

A resolute light filled her pretty
eyes.

** I have thought," she sald, sadly,
‘that it might be wrong for me to re-
fuse to obey my father's wishes. I
have been taught by you that a child’s
lirst duty is to her parents, and my
father has not long to live. A girl's
passionate love I can never give to
Jules Dermot, and so 1 have told him;
but as his wife I can serve and obey
himw fuithfully and truly, and he says
lie will be more than content to have
me even thos’

“What could I say bat what I did?
—to follow the impulses of her own
pure heart; they could not lead her
wrong. So they were married, and
the old father left his hnmble cottage
and lived the following year (which
proved his last) in his daughter's new
home. Then came a little Maguerite
to Jules Dermont and his wife—a tiny
copy of her mother. Like a pure
white duisy she lay, just beginning her
young life, while, alas! the mother—be-
loved of all—was dying. There was
no hope.

A tremulous sigh—a long look up-
ward—and then a beautiful, inani-
mate form was all that there was left
to us. Jules Dermot sorrowed faith-
fully and keenly; then after a time an
irresistible craving for change came to
h'm. Ie had money and he would
travel. So he brought the little
Marguerite to me and left ber in my
care.

*One summer evening my pet and I
were in the garden when I saw a
man's figure coming up the road with
slow and weary steps. He paused at
the gate and looked at us.

“Come io, sir, and rest yourself,” 1
said; and lifting the latch he came
toward me.

“As my gaze fell on the tall, at-
tonuated form and the wan, face,
which looked blanched and worn under
the moon's clear beams, I started and
a cold thrll passed through me.

“Have you forgolten Pierre?' he
said

“Then I knew him—that it was in-
deed P erre Lavelie! With trembling
hands I droew him into the house.

* *OlL!" he exclaimed, sinking into a
chair, *how good it 18 to be at home! I
doubted if my strength would keep me
until I saw ils blessed scenes again.
But God is kind—I am here at lsst, I
came first to my dear old friend, to
wear off this intense fatigue; but in a
little while I must go to my mother
and my betrothed. How are they—
are they well?' ™

“I evaded the answer as I pressed
bim to partake of bread aud wine

“Suddenly the little one, whose very
existence I had for the time forgotten,
came into the room and to Pierre's
side, look ng up at him with her tender
blue eyes. He drew her to him—Pierre
was ever fond of children.

“‘What is your name? he asked.

* ‘Marguerite,” she answered; and

then won to confidence by his friendly
wmanner she added: ‘I live here, but
my papa is awsy and my mamma is
dead.’
“Pierre's ganze fell upon my face,
which was working convulsively in
spite of all my efforts at control, and a
vague fear seemed to spring into his
mind. Rsing hurriedly, he put her
from him.

** ‘I must go now—I feel stronger,’
ho said—though h's looks belied his
words—*I must not stay longer from
the side of my loved owes.’

“*‘Ob, Pierre, stay—do not go!' I
cried.

“His eyes dilated with an expression
of terror.

* Tell me truly,’ he exclaimed,
‘how is it with my Marguerite?

“I could not answer. He read the
trath in my face. With a cry he sank
back and covered his face with his
hands. Then, quickly as I could I told
bim everything that had happened—
withholding nothing—for it was best

*As 1 spoke the little one, awed
by the strange scene, had again drawn
near. With a convulsive motion he
caught her to him and bowed his head
npon .her shining hair. ‘And this is
ber child. Marguerite's child!'

*It wns a piteons sight, and I will
not dilate upon it longer. Pierre stay-
ed at the parsonage, and after a while
—I let him take his own time—he told
me how he had recovered conscious-
ness Lo find himsell a prisoner in the
enemy's hands; how he had been con-
fined ever since, until at last eseaping,
be journoved on fool over mounta'ns
and through forests, buoyed up by the

there regalning his strength and pass.
ing in happiness the rest of his life.

“As you may bhave surmisel, the!
poor fellow did not live long to bear
his great disappointment. In the vil-
lage cemetery—not far from tle rest
ing place of ber he loved—s a grave
conspicuous from any other by the
stately granite pillar which his towus-
people have erected to the memory of
Pierra the Hero, their countrymes,
who by his courage twice, saved the
day of France.

*“Those are his medals,
managed to conceal and preserve
through all his wandering. He left
them in my charge, for the child of
Marguerite.”

which be

How to Make a Speech.

Few men make speeches without
carefully preparing them beforehand. It
is rather amusing that so man;
speakers try to produce the impression
that they speak without bhaving
made ready. Sometimes it is by be-
ginning  with the  const tutional
statement that the call upon them is
unexpected or that they have been ab-
sorbed with other demands upon their
time. Sometimes in the opening or
close, which has been so carefully fix-
ed in the memory that the speaker is
secure of it, he injects a word or refer-
ence caught from the pending occasion,
thus giving the impression that the
whole thing is a present inspiration.
Then, too,not to put too fine a point on
the matter,there are some who on th's
subject do, with the most unconscion-
able abandonment, verify the Serip-
ture, that all men are liars. I remem-
ber a most distinguished man telling
me that a long speech of his at a public
meeting was extemporaneous, when I
heard it read the evening before set up
in cold type for the forthcoming morn-
ing paper.

Some of the best stump speakers
very wisely repeat the same speech al-
most in totidem verbis as they go
from place to place, ns you will learn
when you go with them. Some of them
frankly acknowledge this method;
others will so emphatically assure that
they never speak twice alike that you
are bound to credit them with an
honest delusion. You rarely listen to
an after-dinner speech, however glibly
it rolls, that has not been wrought ad
unguem.

1 should say, therefore, do not hesi-
tate to make the most thorough prep-
aration, or to let it be known if need
be, that you do so. It is a good thing,
too, to mix in something of humor,
never coarse, but of a fine sort, giving
flavor as a mite of red pepper flavors
asalad. Helpful also is a touch of pa-
thos or sentiment, of which in a rea-
sonable degree, donot be afraid. W.th-
out humor or sentiment no speech goes
very close to the heart of an andience.
I have often found that some little in-
cident, scene, or reminiscence or bit of
landscape has given a source from
which to derive a speech. Sitting
down to write it the theme cxpands,
not forward. but in a circle. Some
leading thought controls, and around
that argument, illustration, applica
tion group themselves. The very pro-
cess of writing, especially a second
copying, will develop new trains of
thought and illustration or reference.
A word as you write it becomes a sug-
gestion and your pen creates almost as
if it were independent of your mind.
A vocabulary is, of course, a vital re-
source for a speaker, though some
seem to have been born to a full one.
The great aid to this is reading and
also committing good authors, a disci-
pline doubly valuable because it fur-
nishes a stock of facts and a stock of
words.

I think the great thing in a speech is
earnestness of purpose and especially
of delivery. I would not advise the
slightest attention to gesticulation, for
that will take care of itself with an
earnest speaker, and some of the most
earnest and effective seem to dispense
with it altogether. The manner is
everything in public speaking. You
may hear two speakers, one stirring
you to the depths, the other drowned
in your own yawning, and yet had you
read them in your evening newspaper
they would have been equally as good,
or equally as commonplace.

A good speech consists of a sound,
wholesome array of facts, thought, or
argument, relieved in the treatment by
a picture, a touch of humor, or a play
of fancy or sentiment, not afraid of
the embellishing of a reasonable fringe
of rhetorical flonrish, clearly enunci-
ated in the speaking, and delivered
with all the force, feeling, earnestness
and approval that yon would put into
a struggle for your life.—John D. Long,
wm March Writer.

—_—— -
Why Religious News is not Re-
ported.

How comes it that base ball and
horse racing news is reported with
great care and fullness, while the lead-
ing religious events are either ignored
altogether or indiffersntly reported?
Is it not because newspaper editors
have learned that persons who belong
to the theatrical or sporting or the
mercantile public buy their papers ac-
cording as they find in them full,
prompt and sympathetic treatment of
theatrical, sporting and market news;
whereas religious people, as such, do
not discriminate in their patronage of
newspapers with a corresponding ex-
actness? In other words, do religious
people feel as keen an interest in re-
ligious news asthe base ball public
feels in base ball news or as the
horse racing public feels in the news
of a horse race? Do religious people,
to any donsiderable degree, choose one
paper rather than another because one
paper gives more prominence to re-
ligious news than another, or treats it
with a more sympathetic apprehen-
sion? You can go up one bench and
down another at a base ball game and
every man in the crowd will tell you
what papers of the next morning will
have a glowing account of the match
then in progress and which will dis-
miss it in a few cold lines, and very
many of them will make their pur-
chase of a paper on the following
morning on the basis of choice. Now
apply that mode of reasoning to re-
ligious people. Out of an audience as-
sembled in a city for some notable re-
ligious oceasion, how many will be
able to predict the relative prominence
that will be given to that meeting by
the newspapers? And how many
will go to the newspaper stand the
following day and buy a paper confi-
dent, without looking it through, that
it gives a good account of the event?
In short, is it not, after all, a question

‘hpo of ronching s native village and

of supply snd deniandP—Forum,

| the republic for their use.— Washingten

| for the red-headed girl." —Journal of

PITH AND POINT.

Brown: “I bave alwars understood,
Dumnley, that Lumley was a friend of
yours?’ Dumles: *Friend, naw! He
is a relative.”” —Epoch.

The American hog, however well
dressed, is not allowed the freedom of
German society. It's different in this
country.— Pasadena Union.

Dola Sayers is the name of a Wichita
girl who eloped with her coachman.
She is reforred to by her former friends
as the “gone Dola.""—Ollawa News.

It is said the cowboys of the western
plains bave appealed to Mrs. Julia
Ward Howe to write a cattle hymn of

Critic.

Bob Ingersoll is so irreverent that if
he should see death coming on a pale
horse he would look around right away

Education.

The poet’s power isn't altogether
gone. “Hail, gentle spring,” he wrote
in a soulful sonnet; apdit not only
hailed before night, but it sleeted and
snowed. —Somvrville Journal.

He: “How do you tind the oysters,
Miss Smith? ' She: *They are simply
delicious, and I am awfully hungry,
too,”” He (lo waiter): “Bring another
plate of crackers.” —Epoch.

Philanthropist (sternl,): *Why did
you throw that banana peel on the
sidewalk?"' Misanthrope (defiantly):
*Because yesterday the banana peel
threw me on the sidewalk.'’— Burdelle.

“A genteel carver,"” says a book on
etiquette *always sils when he carves."’
Carvers who get on the table and havo
a wrestling-match with the chicken
are known by some other name.
— Rochester Ezxpress. 1

Tramp: *Here's a pie Istole off yer
windy, mum. I want to bring it back.”
Housekeeper: *‘Well I'm glad you've
got some conscience.” Tramp:
“Yes'm. I'm tough, but I don't care
to eat a strange mince pie.”"—Judge.

“French novels are scarcely the
cheese,’’ tersely remarked Mr. Strait-
lace, as he took the book from his
daughter’s hand. *Then you can't
mean that gorgon Zola?" snappishly
said Miss Straitlace, as she took back
the book and went on reading. —Puck

The latest fad is that of *‘posing"
to acquire grace and flexibility in
movement. More pos.ng at the wash-
tub and kitchen table and less “uncon-
scious elegance’ is what the modern
American girl needs in this stage of
our American progress.— Pillsburgh
Dispatch.

Collector (some years hence):
“Twenty-tive dollars, please.” Widow:
“Why, what forP”” *“Was not your
husband struck by lightning last
week?' *Yes he was." *I am col-
lector for the American electric trust
Twenty-five dollars, please.” —Omaha
World.

Indignant physician: *“Man what
have you done? You sent my patient
the wrong prescription, and it killed
him?" Druggist, a calm man, accus-
tomed to abuse: *Vhell, what vas der
madder mit you? Last week Isend your
odder patient der righd berseription,
und dot killed him. How can some-
body blease sooch a man?''—Brookiyn
Eagle.

Our Servant Girl.
We hired her, but she counld not cook;
8he knew not Low to make a bed;
And I will swear upon the book
8be could not make a Joaf of bread.

8be Into corners swept the dust;
A dustpan she bad never scen:
The range took on a coat of rust;
Pots, pans, and kettles were unclean.

Till it was black she bolled the tea;
The pan in which she bolled the fish
Bhbe used unclean for fricassee;
At every weal she broke a dish,

Although of splendid bealth and strong
Of work she seemed to be afrald;

8he never cleaned the Jamps as long
As she could see without their aid,

About her rights she lhsd no doubt,
And did not fear of them to speak;
Ble wanted every Sundayout,
And three nights also every week
My wife to ber becom!ng cool,
Bbe left us, sulky, black as ink.
Bbe's now lastructress in a school
For tralning servant girls, I think.

Dangers of Insufficient Ventila-
tion.

One of the great evils of civilization,
says a wriler in the Scienliflc Ameri-
can, lies in the crowling together of
large numbers of persons in confined
spaces. This is especially the case
with schools and with factories, but is
not limited to those instances. It has
alwayvs been known that such crowding
was unhealthy, but the exact amount
of evil résulting is necessarily difficult
o estimate.

Very recently Brown-Sequard has
proved by actual chemical analysis that
the air expired by a bhealthy person
contains a poison, not a microbe, but a
distinct ehem:eal po son.

In factories, as usually arranged,
there must inevitably be much evil
done by the breathing of other peo-
ple's breaths all day long, six days in
the week. DBrown-Sequard considers
it a principal cause of consumption.

The only remedy lies in effectual
ventilation, and there can be no doubt
that in factories, schools, and all other
places in which many persons live and
work or study in confined space, the
ventilat'on should be much better than
itis. In some faclories the air is so
bad that persons unaccustomed to it
are rendered faint. \What, then, must
be the eflfect on those who live in itP

I would wsh, therefore, to appesl
urgently to those who have the direo-
tion of schools and factories to intro-
duce really effective ventilation. They
have the health, even the lives, of
large numbers in their charge, and
cannot escape this great responsibil-
ity.

The Adventures of a Horse. .,

Among the incidents of the storm in
Boston, the Electric Revicw relates how
the entanglement of n horse attached to
one of L. G. Burnham's coal delivery
teams was caught by the wires. It was
in the evening. The horse got en-
tangled and the wire threw him
down. Some of the snarl of wires
proved to be those of electric lights
The kicking and the struggles of the
horse brought the wires in contaet, and
in the words of Lhe teamster, “Every
time he kicked it would lighten, and
every time it lightned he would kiok!
I thought to myself, ‘He is bewitched
with lightening.” I tried to unbutton
him, and every time I unbuttoned ona
place he was struck with. lightuing in
another.” The poor horse was finally
releascd from his perl by somelody
who understood the cause of the
\rouble.

“Bobby Shafto.”

ANNABEL DWIGHT.
It is a bright and delicions June
morning. The sea beyond the gray
eliff line is flashing a million jewels be-

Fu-lh the rays of the sun. From my

seat at the piano I can see a dozen
snowy sails dotting the blue surface.
My canary in the bay window is going
crazy over his own musio; and I drum
out on the ivory kevs a nonsensteal air
of my own composition, ard sing loud-
ly the cqually nonsensical verses of
nursery fame:

*“Boby Shatto’s gone to ses,

With silver buckles on his knee.

He'll come back and marry me—

Pretty Bobby Shafto!”

The front door is wide open, also the
door from hall to sitting room, and a
masculin voice, expressive of much
amusement, says:

“Lucky Bobby Shafto!"

I wheel about on the stool, and there
stands a young man dressed in a dark
flanpel suit, bat in hand, laoghing at
me.

“T havn't the honor of your acquain-
tance,” I say, rather flippantly.

He steps over the threshold and
mnkes me & low bow, as he replies:

“Bobby Shafto at your service.”

“Nonsense!'’ says I, laughing alittle
in spite of myself.

“At any rate,”” he pursues, quite ser-
fously, “my name is Robert Shafter,
and that, you will admit, is very like
Bobby Shafto. I called to ascertain if
I could procure lodging here for the
season. The hotel clerk thought that
Imight. There is not one comfortable
room left at the Eyrie."

I have ascertained by this time that
Lo is rather nice looking. His hair is
light an carly; his nose is large, but he
has very pleasant, dark blue eyes, a
long, ourling moustache, and a square
ohin, cleft in the center.

“Please be seated,” Isay, remember-
ing my manners of a sudden. *I will
speak to Aunt Jane,”

You must know that Aunt Jane came
to take care of me, a tiny girl, when
my mother died. She has been with
us ever since, and her word is law with
father and me, Father, busy with his
manusoripts all the time (for he is a
newspaper correspondent) is only too
glad to let the reigus of government
slip into such capable hands as those
of my worthy Aunt. She Is a spin-
ster, tall and gaunt of figure, with
keen gray eyes behind a pair of steel
bowed spectacles, and she wears her
inevitable high white cap and choco-
lato colored gown when I bring her in
and introduce her to Mr. Shafter.

He flusked unaccountably and seems
about to speak, but Aunt Jane says
diroctly In her moist business-like
manner:

“My niece, Adelaide tells me that
you desire lodging.”"

“Yes, madame,” replied the young
man, “I belong to the band which is to
make the season here at Bluff Point,
and--"'

- Ob, then you are one of those band
men!" interrupts Aunt Jane, rather
disparagingly.

“I have the misfortune so to be,”
Mr, Shafter replies, quite meekly, but
there is a quiver of his lip and a laugh-
ing twinkle in his eye. *I play one of
the coronets.”"

Now if there is anything on earth
that Aunt Jane abhors it is a wind in-
strument.

She hesitates.

I, being rather in favor of having
him come, suggest that he may bLe
willing to do his practicing away from
the house.

*Ob, certainly,"” responds he, cheer-
fully. *If you will be good enough to
take me you shall not be annoyed by
the sound of my coronet.”’

“Very well,” Aunt Jane decides,
“you may have the southwest cham-
ber, which is the pleasantest room in
he house, for three dollars a week."

“Thank you, very much,” says Mr.
Shafter, promptly. *I will send my
trunk over this afternoon.™

With that he bows himself out, leav-
ing me much elated at the prospect of
80 pleasant an addition to our family,

In a week's time Mr. Shafter and I
are the best possible friends.

Father, to speak figuratively, has
taken him to his bosom—indeed these
two seem to have some pleasant un-
derstanding between them which I do
not comprehend.

Even Aunt Jane unbends in the
magic of his frank speech and laugh-
ing voice.

We are very good friends, but I am
perfectly thunderstruck, when at the
end of a month's acquaintance our
lodger makes me an offer of marriage.

I am nineteen years old, and have
never had a lover; but I have very ro-
mantic ideas of what a lover should be,
and Robert Shafter falls very far short
of my ideal.

So I reply decidedly in the negative,
and endeavor to explain to him what
manner of & man I intend to honor
with my heart and hand.

He does not seem as despairing as a
rejected lover should.

Indeed, I think he is very much
‘amused at what 1 say, for he shrugs
his shoulders and walks away, laugh-
in

%m provoked and disgusted with
his levity, and treat him with much
dignity and coolness for aday or two;
but this seems foolish in the face of his
frank, jolly manners, and soon we
drift back into the old pleasant com-
radeship.

1 can see the band-stand from our
piazza, but, being rather near-sighted,
1 cannot distinguish Mr. Shafter from
the other musicians.

I never go over to the hotel when
the band is playing; I prefer to listen
to the music swinging luxuriously in
my bammock.

There is a cornet sololst—Reede—
whose playing I greatly admire; and I
implore our lodger to bring him over
to the house some day; but he will not
promise. I decide in my own mind
that be is jealous and and afraid that I
will fall in love with Reede. 1 have
unbounded self-conceii, and do not con-
sider that the great musician has prob-
ably scores of admiring friends and
lovers.

One never-to-be-forgotten day I take
one of my girl friends for a row along
the shore in my little boal. Lizzie isa
quiet, solid, unpretentious girl, who
loves me and believes in me in spite of
my arrogance and vanity. We row
slong where the bathers from the hotel
are disporting themselves in the water.

Presently I catch sight of Robert
Shafter swimming toward us.

Es ls Iaughing and blowing the water

from his mouth at a great rate, and I
a spirit of mischief, I begin to pull
away from him,

“Why, that is Reede, the cornetist,”
says Lizzio in some excitement.

“Ob, no," I reply, very decidedly,
“it's our lodger. Mr. Shafter,

We have no time for discussion, for
immediately Robert Shafter throws up
his arms with a cry of pain and goos
under.

I know, of course that he is attacked
by a swimmer's cramp, and my heart
leaps to my throat. I put my oar into
Lizzie's hand and go over board after
him. This feat requires no heriosm
on my part, as about one third of my
life has been spent either in or on the
water. When he comes to the surface
I clench my fingers in his curly hair
and draw his head up to the level of
the boat's gunwale, an with the Lelp
of Lizz'e, who is strong and robust. got
him into the boat.

In the meantime another boat has
been sent out from the shore which
follows us as we row swiftly back to
the little wooden pier at the foot of our
garden.

The boat contains two men, who
carry Mr. Shafter up to the house.

I leave Lizzie to fasten my boat, and
hasten into the house and up to my
chamber to take off my wet clothing

Iam trembling from hLead to foot
with a strange, new excitement.

Robert Shafter, in danger of his life,
seems suddenly dear to me.

When, at last, I regain some com-
mand of myself, I slowly descend to
the sitting-room. They have put
Shafter into the little bed-room, open-
ing from the sitting-room. and have

4

“Run Along, Now!”

The evening was bitter cold. Two
children—a boy with a mauly face and
an expression of matured concern, as
though some one had ever been de-
pendent on him, and a pale-faced little
girl—wandered around the streets of a
Western city. They had been left by
an immigrant train, having fallen
asieep in (he barn-like waiting-room,
and ow ing to the hurry incident upon
the departure, no one thought of them.
They begged the stalion keeper to al-
low them to remain by the fire, but he
discredited their story—declared that
they had not been left by a train; that
they had been in ‘the city, and were
“hanging around" to steal something.
Everybody burried along. No one had
a kind look for the waifs. They went
into the warm corridor of a hotel, but
a man said:

* Run along, now. You don't want
1o be stopping here.”

“We are nearly frozen,” the boy re-
plied, “‘and we want to get warm."

* Children ought to be at home such
wenther as this. Your mother ought
to know better than to send you out.™

“Our mother is dead, sir. She died
two weeks ago, and we came away
with people that are going south where
it's warm, but the train has left us, and
the man won't let us stay in the
depot.”

“Very good story, young fellow, but
run along home. Parents that would
send tuneir children out to beg such
weather as this should be punished.”

“We are not begging.”

“Run aloug with you,” and he op-
ened the door and they passed out into
the cutting wind. The fierce blast

brought him back to co

There is a very handsome young
lady sitting by the bed.

He holds her hand in his, and they
are talking very earnestly together.

I am terribly jealous right away;
and grow more so when the young
lady comes out to me and introduces
herself as Miss Bradford, and thanks
me warmly for what she calls my
brave conduct.

“Mr. Reede is my very dear friend,”
she says, gracefully, *and there are
others who will be proud to make the
acquaintance of the noble girl who has
saved his Jife.”

*'Twas nothing,” I return, bluntly,
almost rudely. “Did I understand you
to say that the gentleman's name is
Reede?"”

Bhe laughs softly.

“Yes, vour lodger is Robert Shafter
Reede, the cornetist. He desires me to
say that he will explain the little de-
ception sbout Lis name sattsfactorily.”

She bids me good-day and goes
AWAY,

I glanced indignantly into the bed-
room, but Mr. Robert Shafter Reede
is either nsleep or doesn’'t wantto see
me, for his face is turned to the wall,
and he lies quite still.

It would seem that In saving his life
I had built a great barrier between
us, for our pleasant friondship is at an
end.

True, he thanks me with apparent
feeling for the service I have render
ed him.

He explains that he attempted to
give his full name to Aunt Jane; that
be did eventually tell father, but beg-
ged him to keep the secret for a while,
it was so novel and pleasant to be just
Robert Shafter with no particlar ac-
complishment.

1t is very evident to me that he has
been courted half to death and is con-
ceited in proportion.

In the meantime, he and M ss Brad-
ford seem to be getting on finely.

They walk, and ride and sail to-
gether; true, they sometimes invite me
to accompany them, but I am too
proud and too miserable to accept.

At last the long, bright summer end-
ed. City guests pack their trunks
and turn homoward. Miss Bradford
goes with the first party. Mr.
Reede is gracious enough to inform
me that she returns early in order to
make arrangements for her wed-
ding, which is to take place early in
October.

I do not know what he reads in my
face. I fight hard enough for compos-
ure and indifference, but he flushes
deeply and looks at me in a curious,
half-laughing, half tender way that
makes me have a very unladylike de-
sire to box his ears.

Ido not think I ever met with so
impudent a man as Robert Shafter
Reede.

When, at last, he comes to me one
evening in September,and says that he
is going home to morrow. I reply with
a careless laugh which I flatter mysell
is perfectly natural:

“To make arrangements for your
wedding I presume?”’

He does not answer directly; there is
only the faint “swish'’ of the incoming
tide as we lean over the piazza railing
in the white moonlight.

Presently he lays one smooth, strong,
hand over mine and says boldly:

“That is for you to say, Add.e."

“For me?"’

I try to laugh again, but fail most
miserably. Tears blind my eyes and
sob is in my throat.

“Dearest will you reject me a second
time? Cannot you care for me a lit-
tle?"’

“But Miss Bradford—" 1 stammer.

He laughs and draws me within the
circle of his arms.

*Miss Bradford is my half sister and
is to marry a Boston merchant. She
lent herself to my little conspiracy
against you; for I have a theory that
women are often won through jealousy,
and you have proved no exception, my
dm"

He kisses me with the most refresh-
ing coolness, and 1 am goose enough to
make no opposition.

So he really does prove to be, “My
true love, Bobby Shafto.— Yankee
Blake.

Mrs. Cleveland’s Example.

Daughter—The girls are getting up
a Frances Cleveland Club and they
want we to join.

Father—Well, join if you waut to.

“Why, I thought you were 50 oppos-
ed to Cleveland.”

“I am pot opposed to his wife, my
dear. Mrs, Cleveland is a noble wo-
man and I bope you will try to pattern
by her."

“You do?

“Yes, my dear. Mrs. Cleveland fits
ber own dresses and makes her own
bonnets.” — Omaia World. # ,

]
Motto of the sensible young man lu seared
of a wife: “Handsome is that handsome
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d to blow the darkness close up
to the lamp; the tired tears seemed to
blow chilling mists from their nostrils;
the heavy wagon wheels seemed to
sink deep into the darkness and pul.
verize the gloom. The children wont
into a drug store.

“Run along there."

“They went into a restaursnt.

“Run along there.”

They went into a saloon where mer-
ry revelers sang wild songs and where
the maudlin man dropped a tear in his
glass

* Run along there,” saii the barten-
der, *this is no place for children.”

“Let us warm ourselves,” implored
the boy, and le repeated his story.

“That's all very well, young man,
but havn't I seen you around the
streets begging muany o time?”

“No, sir.”

*I think I have. I'll bet you havn't
taken no less than $10 home to-day.
Run along."

Again they were in the freezing
gloom.

*Oh, whero will we wake in the
morning?”’ came from the saloon and
died on the air as the boy and his sis-
ter turned & corner.

“Don’t cry, my little pet.”

“I'm so cold.”

“Yes, but we may find some place.
Let us go back to the depot, and may
be we can get on a train.”

They wandered around in the blind
ing sivet.

“We are a long time getting there,"’
said the girl.

“I believe we are lost,” the brother
replied. *Let us turn in here,” and
they iuto a narrow alley and crouched
down by a wall.

Ab, Mr. Humanily, because you have
been a few times deceived; becausa you
have somelimes shown pity and after-
wurds found that it was ill-bestowed,
you have hardened your heart

Ab, Mr. Churchman, whose knees
press the soft velvet at the time of
prayer; you who see suffor ng with dry
eyes, and read with maisture, the *sim-
ple annals of the poor*' soratch from
vour Bibles the heart-warming sen-
tence, *“Suffer little children to come
unto me’—secratch it out or you are a
by poerit.

It I could smell the dog-wood blos-
soms by the porch, I wouldn't be so
cold,” said the little girl.

“It will be & long time before they
bloom again, my pet.”

*Will this cold weather kill the
tree?"

*No, but it will be a loeg time before
summer comes.”’

*Can people in heaven look down
and see the people on the earth?”

“Yes, I think so.”

*I wish they conldn't.”

“Whr, pet?”

“Because, if mamma looks down and
sees us, she won't be happy anymore."”

He drew her closer to him. The
neighbors’ lights went out one by ove.
The sleet seemed to be conguering
everything. ‘'Lhe dog that had barked
over on the hill wassilent

A cheerless, freezing morning broke.
In an alley sat two rigid forms. The
boy was in his shirt sleeves. He had
put his tattered jacket around h's little
sister, and both were dead.— Opie
Read, in Tezas Siftings.

How to Bathe Sick Persons.

Few items in the general care of the
sick are more neglected than bathing,
and the following directions by Eliza-
heth Robinson Scovil in Good House-
kee ing are worthy of the widest circn-
lation: A sick person, she says, should
be bathed every day, unless for some
special reason the doctor forbids it
The skin cannot properly perform its
function of carrying off the waste mat-
ter from the body uvless its pores are
kept open. In fever, sponging with
cold water is one of the recognized
means of lowering the temperature. It
is, therefore, important to know how
to give a bath to a person in bed as
easily, speedily and effectively as pos-
sible. Before beginning, everylhing
that will be required should be collect~
od st the side of the bed Two blan-
kets are needed, two towels, a basin
of water (if the bath is to be a warm
one, a pitcher of hot water to replen-
ish the basin), and a sponge. If the
bath is given every day, soap is unaec-
essary; when it is used, s cloth should
be substituted for the sponge, as soap
spoils the latter. If the nighl-dress
and sbeot are to be the - fresh
ones should be put to sir, and warm
st the fire. 7This precaution should
never be neglected, as damp linen
might give a fatal chill. X

Double the blankets end to end, move
the patient to one side of the bed, push
the bed-clothes toward him, keeping
him &overed, and on the cleared space,
lay the folded blanket. draw the bed-
covering over it, and under their shel-
ter move the .patient on it. Lay the
socond folded blanket over the spread,
and draw all the bed-clothes from be-
meath i, leaving the patient covered
®ith 10 nlose: Bemave tie nighy dress,
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drip, and bathe the face,neck and ears,
wiping them carefully afterwards.
Pass the hand holding the sponge un-"
der the blankef, and wash the arms,
drying eaeh as soon as dome; then
bathe the body aud wipe it dry; tura
the patient on the side, and bathe the
back, then the legs to the knoes; tura
again on the back and finish the logs
and feet. The points to be rememher-
ed are not to expose the patient to
cold by letting the blanket slip aside,
not to wet too large a surface at onoe,
and to wipe thoroughly dry. Replace
the night-dress and bed-clothes, draw
out the upper blanket, move the pa-
tient off the lower blanket, and pull it
out, Hang both the blankets to dry.
They will be damp, but not wet, if the
bath has been properly given.

Food. Beauty and Morality.

Prof. F. T. Miles, of the faculty of
the University of Maryland, delivered
a lecture to a large audience of young
men last evening on *Food and Diges-
tion." In the course of his lecture
Prof. Miles, in speaking of the effects
of an insufficient quantity of food said:
“The fat disappears first, then the
muscles waste away, and finally the
bones comes through the skin. The
brain, the spinal cord and the nerves
are nonrished to the last. Like a king
in & beleaguered city to whom his loyal
subjects give up their food, the nobler
organs are longest nourished. In star-
vation there is not simple hunger of
the stomach, but hunger of the whole
body. It is not strange that when hun-
ger presses on people they do strange
things. It produces insanity, and they
bave been driven to cating what has
been called ‘strange flesh’; that is, to
cannibalism. There are millions of peo-
ple who have not cnough to eat. It is
at the bottom of anarchy. The police
may g.ve them a loaf of bread, but the
whole body is ill-nourished, and a rest-
less feeling results. Not much can ba
done with the grown-up people of the
criminal classes, but the child criminal
comes first. The ceriminal classes are
called dirty, lazy and ugly. Of course
they are. They are dirty because they
have no spare heat to let go; lazy, be-
cause the muscles are weak and
nature tells them to keep still when
hungry. You would be astonished to
know how much of the beauty of the
fnirest women is made up of fat. The
criminal classeg are ugly because they
haye no fat. How could a child whose
muscles and nervous system have been
partly starved be expectod To~Rgys si\
the sympathies and instincts of a
er class of society? An every-day Sab-
bath school with a breakfast before the
lesson would be a capital thing for poor
children. Some say the poor them«
selves are to blame for their condition
by living too luxuriously. One of the
most intense cravings of the Greely
Arctic party was for sweetmeats. Tea
and coffee do more good than harm,
They stimulate not only the brain. but
notivities of the wholo body. There
will be s great mission to the poor
some day to see that they get enough
of good food."" — Baltimore Sun.

An Old Slave’s Notable Funeral

The attachment of the master to his
old slaves, and of the fidelity of the lat-
ter to their former master, even since
their emancipation, is well illustrated
in the case of an old family colored
servant of Judge Joseph H. Lofs of
Glasgow, Ky., one of the bravest of
Confederate Generals, and now one of
the judges of the court of appeals. Ove
of hig slaves before the war was a deaf
and dumb negro called “Black George, ™
but oftener by the simple appellation
of “Dummy.” Since his freedom he
has remained a servant in Gen. (now
Judge) Lewis' family, and no induce-"
ment could have made him leave them.
On tho other hand, the family have
been extremely kind to him, and he
manifested his appreciation of it by the
most faithful devotion to them. He
could never hear nor speak from his
birth, but all his other senses were
greatly quickened. Secarcely anything
ever happened in town that he did not
in some usnknown manner become
aware. of it, and if a death occured he
was one of the first to know of it and
go straight to the house of the deceas-
ed person.

“Dummy'’ was taken down with
pneumonia last week, and notwith-
standing he was given the best medical
attention and care, died Monday morn-
ing To a Northerner his foveral
vesterday would have doubtless caused
surprise. Three carriages next to the
hearse contained some of the first fami-
lica of the town, those of Gen. Lewis,
his sister's and son's, which were fol-
lowed by a long procession of colored'
people. This respect is often lhovm|
here by the white people to their old!
slaves. Many of the latter are to-day
subsisting upon the charity of tleir old
masters or their master's families.
They constantly seek them for advice
and belp, which is given them, and
when they die ate not only followed to
the grave by their white friends, but
the latter uncommonly defray their
burial expenses. The same white peo-
ple were nearly all of them *rebels"”
during the war.—ZLouisville Courier-
Journal.

Geese, But Intelligent All the
Bame,

Wild geese in this part of the coune
try were aware, scveral hours before
the cold wave sigual was displayed at
the Weather Bureau, that the blizzard

A flock of them flew slowly over Balti
more just about daylight Sundsy,
and their sell-satisfied honk-honk- honk,
as they traveled toward the north,
seemed to moan that spring wgs a8
hand. But in about two hours they
returned in wild confusion, their ranks
disordered, their cries discordant and
their only aim seeming to be that they
might find shelter in some of the many
nooks of the Chesapeake and its tribue
taries, where in safoty they might rida
out the storm.— Ballimore Sun.,

He Was from Boston.

A tramp recently had a plate of
hard jce-cream given him by a goods
natured lady, upon whom be ealled
for nssistance.

Ho handed back the spoon, with anl
spology.

“Oh, I don't suspect you of 3
to steal the spoon,” said the lady.

“Idon't for a moment suppose yom

wonld strike Baltimore last Sandly'*- .
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