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WAITING.

T wait,
Till from my veiled brows shall fall
This baffling oloud, this wearying theall,
Which holds me now from knowing all;
Until my spirit sight shall seo
Into all Being's mystery,
Bea what it really is to be !

T wait,
While robhing days in moekery fling
Buch cruel loss athwark my spring,
And life fings on with broken wing;
Belioving that a kindlier fate
The patient sonl will compensate
For all it loses, ere too late.

T wnit!
The snmmer of the soul is long,
The harvests yot shall ronnd me throng,
Its perfeot pomp of sun and song.
In stormless mornings, yet to be,
T'll plack, from lifo's full-fruited tres,
Thoe joy to-day denied to ma.
—Mary Clemmer.

LIKE A MAN.

—_—

There is something sublime in a
Niagara of troubls that roars and
crashes through the world with a
herofe fuss thit one can brag about—
but this constant drizzle of petty an-
noyanees, drip, drip, drip!

0 begin with, I am a long, youug
person, with big bones, and plenty of
them, and 1 don’t care a button if my
hair is red!

I have good reason to know that I
am not considered beautiful; that my
noge, for instance—lmt there's really
no need for such distressing details.

My futher, Peter Rrown, the best
farmer in ull Fairfax, be the dead one
who he may, is the unfortunate posses-
sor of thirteen chiliren, every single
ong of them girls—and the married
ones, too, for that mutter,

OF eourse, girls are all very well as
far as they go, but ope gets too much
of & good thing sometimes, and 5o wlen

joor pa takes o notion toupbraid Fate

eause all his boys turned out girls, 1
must say I rebel against the decree
that condemns me to slavish frocks
and frizzes,

Most good folks sing out that they
want to earry harps and be angels, hut
I—if only | wers Peter Brown, junior,
and had a farm like pa!

I don't blame ma, of course, but I
really do think the even dozen ought
to have entented her—and, what's
more, 1 say s5, when paand I be-
Yorl the subduing influpnce of her eye
—for there's nothing tritling abont
ma's eye !

When v and wa's love was young,
and the  future o rose-colored rose—
there | 1've heard pa say it a dozen
times, but when a girl happen's to be
shackled with & memory like a boy's
pocket upside down, and the middle
nowhere, and gets that. memory from
her muy, I suppose there's to be allow-
ances—anyhovw, the lirst giris got the
benefit of itall in the way of mugs,
and corils, and nnmes as fine as fiddles;
then there came such a disastrous lull
in pa's enthusinsm that masays, when
he pantel up from the lields one hot
noon and found our dear old twins
waiting, indead of his dinner, it set
him 50 frantic that he threatened 1o
bunch the whole family tcgether like
i string of fish and do o dark and
desperate dogd,

Jiut ma just kept on having her own
wiy—whici meant girls—until by the
time she wound up the home circle
with me—at your service—she had so
worn her intellect down al the heels
thinking up double-bareeled names for
the othor dozen, that she handed my
christening over to pa, anld pa ever-
listingly aisgraced himself, in my es-
timation, by heartlossly calling me
Sls—absolutely nothing bnt Sis.

It T had been a boy this indignity,
at Jeast—but Lhere are some wrongs s
great that the only thing vne can con-
voniently do is forgive them.

But, though pa has been cheated of
his bhishops and senators and things
(Poar dear, he never deeniny that sons
of his might have turned out farmers
like himself, only not hall so good)
the girls have certainly made up his
loss in husbands,  Tndeed, pa seems to
have more sons-in-lnw than he quite
knows what to do with—and as to
grandsons!

. “If one could only Yead them like
chickens " sighs poor ma, plaintively,

“If one eould only kil them like
chickens, you mean,” 1 retort, vindio-
tively,

After that little business talk pa and
I had hehind the barn, I've settled in
my mind that the Browns have got to
economize—and I mean to start with
the grandehildren, by way of a noble
beginning.

* Now, look here, ma," I say to the
dear old soul who is already staring al
me with big, anxious cyes, like a hen
with her feathers ruffled, **this thing
has gone on Jong enough, and I just
mean to hitch old Calico to the cart
and dump every scrap of grandchild
at his own lawful door—1 do! It's

downright mean In the girls to impose
on us in this everlasting way—as If
there wasn't work enough of our
own—"'

“There, there, sis,” intrrupts ma,
path::uul!y. “ they only mean to please

" And a nice way they take to doit !
Pa’s an old man now, and after pinch-
ing and slaving all his life for us army
of girls, what right have they to ke:p
him pinching and 8'aving to the last?
Oh, you needn't look at me like that, ma,
dear ; children, like good wanners,
ought to be found at home—hi, you
Tom, Dick, Harry, ete, ete " aad
when at Inst I have packed them in
vhe wheezy ol cart, and we go laugh-
ing, seratohing and uallingﬁzn the
road, I feel like the ncd per of Ham-
lein, only there's po hill with wide,
greedy jaws waiting at the end of tie
trip—more's the pity !

ﬁm I have impartially divided
their howling household gods ln tween

4 sisters who live so uncom-

4 noar, the sun s sinking be

hind the trees in a blaze of glorious
yellow, There is a long roal with
many lealy turnings, that Calivo
knows as well as I, and while she
dawdles along it with a languid ele-
gance that suits us both, I sit, tailor-
fashion, in the bottom of the cart,
thinkingz, thinking, heedless of whip
or rein.

I read a story once of a devil-fish
erawling over the roof of a pretty cot-
tage by some southern sea. 1 don’t
suppose thers wasa word of truth in
it; bat, some way, ever since pa made
@ clean brenst of his troubles, I can’t
got that shiny black monster out of
my thoughts night and day. Ishould
say, indeed, that a mortgage like ours
was a trifle the worst of the two, be-
ecause there's only one weapon to fight
it, and where in the world is pa to get
the first red (eat of that terrible
§5,000.

Echo answers—whera ?

1f pa had only told me in time, per-
haps I might have done something
heroie with my poultry—a flock of
gray geeso did grand things for his-
tory onee on a titne—but no, he kept
a4 dumb a8 (heops, until I found it all
out for myself, and no thanks to ary-
body.,

The way of it was ma startel me
down to the meadow one evening last
week Lo see what pa meant by keaping
supper waiting, and when I found himn
leaning against the barn there as quiet
and gray s the shadows, I think the
One who doeth all things well must
live put fv into my heart to wake
him up and tell mo the matter.

There isno woman in all this big,
glorious  worll 8o weak as Samson
with his head shaved, and so he told
me between sols—1 don't ever want
to sée my father ery again—how the
lig family had gobbled up the small
earnings, how at last there was noth-
ing to do lint to borrow money on the
dear, shabhy, old place, and now a vil-
I!n.inml:s bill of some sort was coming
[V LT L

# Never mind, dad,” I sald, * come
along to supper; 1'll get you out of
your fix."

I don't think pa realized at the min-
nte—and Lam sure 1 did not—that 1
hivl never scen so much a8 & hundred
dollars in all wy life together, for he
fullowed mo home contentudly, put
his head undes the spout while 1
pumped, and then, with his hand on
iy shoulder, went into the house and
eat supper encugh for two,

The nextday pa was out of his head
with a fever, and now to see him
prodding about the furm with n stick
i his hand and a pidn in his back—
poor, dear pa! OF course, the [rst
thing that suggested it=elf at his bed-
side was blood, and plenty of it—and
Idid saddle Calico and race off to
murder the mortgage man—but |
might have saved myself the trouble,
for the vile ereaturg wasn't at home ;
then 1 turned the old mare's hewd
toward the family sovsin-law, but
there wasn't a husband among them
who had the cash to spare—they don’t
stem to spare anything quite so con-
veniently as children ! T even devidel
Li—

*Say, young woman !"

I am not a cowaril, but the ereature
whe has brought the eart and my
thoughts tosuch & sudden halt looks
su like some great famished wolf,
stunding there at Calleo's head, that 1
shiver from heiad to foot, and liosees it,
“You needn't be afeard,” ho gasps,
in w rusping sort of whisper, “1
haven't the strength to harm you if
my will wis sodd for muriler—look at
this!"

ITis eyes turn toward his breast—
his right arm les stify across it elottid
with something that must be blowd,
andl the fingers look like the flesh of a
el man,

I think he understands that I am
surry for hiny, for before my heart can
jump back Lo its right place agiin he
drops the relns and touches s mangey
cup.

“I've been skulkin' in these 'ere
woods, mis, nigh onro o week, and
what with starvin® a1d the pain o
this, I'm most about dead pliyed ont,”

“1f you will cut across the felds to
that house over there,” 1 say, kindly, 1
wm sure—for God knows 1 pity him
from the bottom of 1y heart—* 1 will
see that you got a gowl supper.”

“1 couldn't crawl there, much less
walk, and my tine for suppers is over
for this world. I reckon.”

1 amso sprry for the poor, misery-
ridden creature standing there In the
summer twilight, with the fragraut
woods all aroumd him, and the birds
chirping sleepily in the trees—so very
sorry, and I tell liim so
He totters ns T say if, and I am just
making up my mind that Calico and I
hitve & disagreeable job before us when
ha Jays one miserable hasd on  the
wheel, and, ‘rawing his face near
enough for me to see the ghistly seams
that want has scared there, cries im-
ploringly:

* There's them that's hunting me to
my death; for God's siake, won't you
help mo?"
Il my lite I hinve wanted to bea
man, and now the time hus come to
act like one, Iam rubbing Calicodown
in her stall —paand 1 being the only
men—I mean ps heing the only man
about the place, we do this sort of
thing onrselves—when the dear old fel-
low hobbles down the pathway and
puts his head in the door,
“Nis," Le beging with wide, excited
ayes, *did you meet o big fellow down
the road—a dark chap with lots of
bumps and black, frizzled whiskers #"
1 had not and 1 said so.
“Well, he came by here huntini up
some scamp who rovbed a bank in
Richmand and got down to these parls
with the money in his pocket and a
bullet in his flesh. T started him down
the main rond. I wonder you didn't
so0 him."
“[ drove round by the milL,” I au.
swer. quietly enough, considering
cateh bis mr to-night, dad.”
Think not? Whyt"

™ )
bmnra.ema I've got him snug in the

“Goodness, graclous! then 11
jtm_l!

Ife Is making his \\'n{ to warn jus
tice a3 fast as his weak legs will let
hm, when I steady him against the
stable door and take away his cane,

“Dad,” T cry, savagely, “I adore
you, but if you take another step to
harm that man, why—you've only got
a dozen dangliters to go through the
rest of your life."”

“You " gasps pa—and I wonder
the wisp of straw he has heen chew-
ing does not strangle him black on the
gpot—** &  hild of mine help a thiel—"

“Exactly ! and sho mesns to make
you an accessory after the act, Now,
see hore, pa, I don't set up to he a
cherub, but when & fellow-creature,
starved and bleeding, asks me to help
him in the name of tiod, why 1 mean
to help him if I break every law in
Virginia to atoms —so there "

P’a looks stunned a_ hit—as I knew
he would —wavers & bit, and then luy-
ing one big brown paw on my head, as
I likewise expected, knowing pa's
ways as I do, cries stoutly:

“sSpoken like a man, Sis; and now
let's have a look at your villain.,” .

When we stand at Iast before the
poor fellow, he looks 8o pitifully help-
less stretehed out there on the friendly
straw, that pa's loving heart gets the
hest of his law-abiding principles, and
he bathes the hurt arm as tenderly as
if it hadd never been raised in crime,

When pa first notices the jug of
water I have brought from the spring
anil the earriage-robe rolled up for a
pillow with the rough ¢ide in, lie looks
ab me wonderingly for a second, and
then ejacnlates with most contented
happincss:

“Thank God, Sis, you are only a
woman after all I

Tsuppose pa means well, bod, it does
nol sound encouraging considering I've
been teying to do myduty Ike a man.
Even fathers are human.

“It's no use," moans the poor éres-
ture, when pa has done his best with
the wonnd, “I'm o goin' fast, boss,
but she sald they should not—touch
me—"

“Don't worry, my Lul," eries pa,
cheerily. “Right or wrong, here you
stay until—"

“It won't bo—long—I feal it comin’
fast—and hard—TI would have died out
there on the black roadside except for
her, God bless herl If you—don't
mind"—and Lere he looks at me liko
some gaunt, faithful dog, that T lean
over him by pa to eatch his dying
words— *if you don’t mind—will yon
take this bag from-—around my neek ?
It chokes me it chokes—"

“There, there,'" says pa, benderly;
#and now, my lud, hefore you go to
—sleep, tell ve, does this money belong
to the bank ?"

“Yes, yes," cries the dying man,
with an imploring glance at pa while
he tries to touch my hand with his own
poor, feebla fingers ; “take it back,
tows, and tell them—tell them —that
the —reward-— belongs to—her "

5 * * L] » »

Yes, that is the true and simple
story of my fortune, no matter what
the papers saiil,  For a long time pa
would not et we toneh & penny of
thiat live thousimil dollars, but the
peaple at the hunk insisted that Dusi-
ness was business, 1 had earned the
money and there it was,

Preparing Rice for the Market.

The following is an acesunt of tho
method of milling riee, or prepuring it
for market: The rough grain isnot un-
likew grain of wheat, with this excep-
tion, that the husk is tough, (its more
closely, and is nob delached by the
thrishing process,  On its arrival at
the mill it 18 * backed in™ by negroes
and thrown into & hopper from which
it Is elevated to one of the upper
stories and stowod away to await its
due conrse of milling, When this time
nrrives «the grain is fed on to the
stones,  These consist of two horizon-
tal stoned, the upper one stationary,
the Ibwer one beng run with great ve-
losity, causing the grain to end np,
when it Is caught between the “ upper
and nether millstones,” and the husk
splitol.  Ascan be casily seen the
selting of these stones is a matter
of great nice y, for il they are set
too elose  the grain woull  be
crushed ; on the contrary, il too far
apart, the rough kemel would slip
through unhulled.  The chaft is then
blown off and the grain conveyed to
the mortars, These aré fron pots, egg-
shaped, through the hottom of which
the rod of the munted pestle is oper-
ated up and down, The friction of
the pestle, and of the rice on itself, in
i few minutes wears away the inner
' skin, after which it is screcned in
oviler to cleanse it from the meal,
The grain then passes into the final
act of dressing, to wit, through the
polisher, This i3 a round, horizontal
serven, inside of which Is a closely-
fitting drum covered with basil skins,
which is rapidly revolved and gives to
tha grain the glossy polish peculiar to
Amerdean tice, From this the grain
goes ovar the screen, which separates
the broken kernels, while the whale
comes forth bright and beauntiful,
“pleasant to the eye and for
food."” ad

Searing the Wolyes.

When Licutenant Schwartkastarted
on his aretic expadition he took s lot
of the Coston night signals of various
colors, such as are used by vessels on
our Northern lakes. One night, while
the men were sleeping in their snow
houses on the fey coast of Lalrador, an
immense pack of wolves surrounded
them and threatened to destroy the
whole party. Knowing the uselessness
of trying to kill them with the rifles,
| they lit one of the lights and threw it
out. The glare was so blinding that

1| the wolves were dumbfounded. The

feal like n toruado; " but he won't | growling stopped. and in less than two
minutes not one of the pack was lo

HELPING HIS PA TO MOVE.

THE BAD BOY MAKES HIMSELF EX-
CEEDINGLY USEFUL.

Alding His Paternal Progenitor te Dsguise
Himeell Witk Blacking thut Wounldn't
Wanh OF in Lows Than i Week,

** 8o here, you coon, get out of here,”
8aild the grovery man Lo the Ll boy,
a8 he cine in the store with his face
Llack ind shining, *1 don't want uny
colored boys arounid here.  White boys
breale me up bad enough.”

O, philopene,” sakl the bad boy,

a8 heput his hinds on his knees and |

lnughed so the candy jars rattled on
the shelves,  * You dida’ know me, 1
am the sume boy tha! comed in here
and talks your i ong” and the hoy

opened tho cheese box and cut off |

piece of choese s natural that the gro-
cery man had no diffienlty in recoguiz-
ing him.

“What in the name of the seven
sleeping sisters lave you got on your
hands and faee,” suiil the grocery man,
as he took the boy by the ear amd
turned him around. “What you gotup
in such anoutlindish rig for?”

*Well, I'll tell you, if you will keep
walch at the door,  If you see u bild-
headed eolore I man coming along the
street with a club, you whistle, and |
will fall down collur. T'he bald-healed
colored man will be pu.  You see, we
moved yesterdiy, i told mo to get o
vacation {rom the lvery stubly, and we
would have fun moving,  But I don't
want any more fun, I know when I
have got enough fun, s earrled all
the light things, and when it came to
lifting, Lo had w eriek in the back,
Goshy, I never was o tired a8 T was
last night, and I hope we have got
setblad, ouly some of the goods haven't
turnud up yet. A draymian took one
load vver on the west side and deliv-
erad them to o houwse that seemed to
e expocting a lond of householil furni-
ture, 1Me thought it was all right, if
everybody thint was moving gob 4
londd of goods.  Well, after we got
moved pa sadld we wust make garden,
andl he said we woulll go out awl <pale
up the ground and 8w peas and rul-
ishes and beets.  Thoere wis  some
neighbors lived in tho next house to
our new one, thnt woas all windien,
and pa didn’t like to have theme think
lie hadl to work, so he suid it woualil be
i good joke to disguise ourselves as
tramps, amd the nelglibors would think
wi had hired some tramps to dig in
the garden, I tolil pa of abossseheme
to fool them.  Tsuggested that we take
some of this shoe blicking that is put
on with asponge, and black our faces,
and the neighbors waulil think welwl
hired an old eolored mwan and his Loy
to worlk tn the garden,  Paosaid it was
fmrense, aed ho told me to go und
Black upe and 00 it worged he would
Plack his:elf, 5o 1 went and put Lhis
burnt cork an wy face, "cause it wonlil
wash off, and pa Looke L at me and sail
it was a whack, and fur (e to fix him
uptoo, So 1 gt the shoe blacking
and padnted pacso he looked ke o eonl
heaver,  Actually, when ma saw him
shie ordered Wim off the premises, anl
when he Lffed ab Ler and acted Sassy,
she was  going to  throw  hiling
water on pa, but T told her the sehene
and she leb up on pi. Oh, yon'd adide
to see us ont in the garden, 1'%
looked like Unele Tom, aon L looked
like Topsy, only | ain’t that kind of a
eolired person.  We worked il a boy
throwed some tomato cans over the
alley fence and hit e, and T piled
over the fence after him, and et pa
It was my chum, aml when 1 luul
caught him we put up a job to get pa
to chide uy,  We throwed sonie more
eans, and pa come out and my el
started and I after him, and  pa alter
both of us, e chased us two Dlocks
and then we gol bebind @ policeman,
and my chim toll the policeman it
was & erazy oll colored man thut
wantal to Kidowp us; and the police-
man touk pi by the neck aad wus go-
ing toclub him, but pa sald he wonkl
go home nml behave, 1o was offul
mad, and he went home and we looked
through the alley fence and siw pi
trying to wish off the blacking. You
see thut Dlacking won't wash off, Yon
hwve to wear it off,  Pa woulid wash
his faee with soapswds, and then
look in the glass, and hewas blacker
every time he washed, and when mi
laffed at him ho said the offulest words,
something likesweet spirit hear my
prayer,” then he wishoed himsell aguin,
I am going to leave my  burnt
cork on, cawse  if 1 washal it
off pa woull know there had been
gonne smouging somewhere. I uskel

the shoe store man how long it would |

tuke the blaeking to wear off, and he
said 16 ought to wear off in a week, 1

ness pia won't go out doors muel, un-
ods it 18 in the night, Tam guing to
get him to let me go off inthe country
lishing, t 11 mine wewrs off, un | wlhien
I get out of town 1 will wash up, Say,
you don't think a little Wacking hurts
n man's complexion o you, and you
don’t think & man ought to get i
because it won't wash off, do you ¥

“*Oh, probihly itdon't hurt the com-
ploxion,” said the groeory man, as he
gprinkled some fresh water on the
wilted Iettoes, so it would look fresh
while the hired girl was buying some,
“and yet 0t is mighty unplessunt,
where a man has got an engageinent
to go to & card party, as L know your
pa has to-night. As to getting mad
about it, if [ was your pa 1 would take
a barrel stave and shatter your car-
caas.”

A Juvenile's Query,
On a Boston street ear the olher day
a half dozen happy fathers were mateh-
ing babies. To the ane dotes of prize
children a Hstener whose offspring had

grown Lo the age of talkativeéness con- |

tributed an account of his boy's ex-

perience in peeling an orange with his |
With great difficulty the rind |

thumb,
was taken off, but ty remove the inner
lining or film without breaking into the
pulp was still harder.  Finally, in
vexabion, the lttle fellow eried
out : “ Papa, what makes oranges wear
fannels P

Clay and Randolph,

A Washington letter says: Just bis
low the treasury, within gunshot of
| the White House, lives David Callan,
one of the olidest eitizens of the Districy
of Colwmbin, e has shaken hands
with seventeen residents of the
United States, and he saw the Mfames
burst from the White House when the
Biritish set fire to it during the war ot
1212, Ileis a sort of living record of
thie past, amd his personal recollections
include reminisoences of the great men
of the eountry, from Mudison down to
tosday, 1 hal o delightiul talk with
liim this afternoon,  Seventy-five years
of nge, his memory i3 a8 strong as that
of Blaine, and lie tulks as iluently as a
college Loy, Lulibling over with remiin.
istence and aneelote, A tall nwin
with a high forehead, alarge, thin face,
silky geay huir anl bushy rod eye
brows, ne smiles pleasantly while he
ehats, and when 1 omentionesd  Ten
Perley Poore's article on the *Capitol
at Washington,” he sald he hnd read
i, and commence I ab onee to talk,

“1 knvw Mr. Randolph,” said he,
“and often came in contact with him
while he wus here in Washington.
Bt ha was an austere man, eold and
uneompinionable, and he fraternized
but little with anyone, [lisstyle was
liarsh,

“ow do yon do, Mr, Randolph ?
Fam glad to see you. 1 passwd  your
lionse the other iy and ad a notion
to goin, bot 1 didnot,""

SOy o did st right,  Whenever
you come by, just keep right on; [
don't eare to have eallors,”

SOt was far different from that of
Clay, who wits one of the kindest men
who eyer came to Washington.  Cluy
Ll w good word fur everybody,  Toa
min he would say, putting his hamd
upon his shonlder in o fannhae way
Lo gladte ses you teday; 1 osaw
your good ludy ot church yesteriay.
How Is your family? ‘To a woman,
if he knew her, he would  stop and
shake bands with Her on the striet,
fml sk alter her hdsband ; and to o
young man he would put himself on
fonmiliar terms, and pdvise with him
44 Lo lis profession or plans for the
fibire, Uiy was s philanthropist,
Bandolph a misanthrope, and thie one
was loveld as moch psthe other was
fearedd ned Tusted,  The congressiien
were all atraid of Randolph.  They
feared his scuthing sarcasm., and were
very vareful not to trewd upon his toes. o
Major P'oore his muude o shght mistake
in the story about Randelph  aond
Alston.  Randolph bl made a very
sarcastic romark upon Alston in his
speceh betore the House, atd as they
wers going out the deor, Alston, in

revenge, struck one of  Ramldolpl’s
dogs,  Randolph imuediately cut him

over the fase with his riding-whip,
saying! *You strike one pup, 1 strike
another  For this ho was imdict d
and finel twenty dollars.”

“You say Ulay wis very popular?”

“Yos, hewas one of the most popular
men of the past. . When he spuokie the
House was generally  erowideld, and
men eame fromm Baltimore, Philidelphia
and New York to hear him, e used
to live next door to me,  [le wis
very fond of horseback riding, and
neaely pvery morning he would exereise
in this way, When he did not vide he
wonld takea walk, and eirly one morn-
ing on walking down F street, before
most peaple were up, he was attackel
by @ gonb of desided butting propen-
sitivs, The godt and Clay fought for
i long thoe, 1t backed hinap against
a fenee, and Clay eaught holl of his
horns,  Sometimes Clay woulld prove
the stronger ; &t other times the goit
beenmoe the master, and Clay hd to go
to thie wall,  After @ lively tussly of
whont o quarter of an hour fricnds
cime o his relief, andd the griat ken-
tuckinn had & chanee te go home and
C¢hange his clothes, whieh had become
somewhat dirty during the fray.”

e —— —

Travers and the Terrier,

A good story is toll of William 1.
Travers, the stammering wit of Wall
street, New York, One day he met a
canine peddler, who offered to sell
Travers a beautiful terrler, Lt hred
g0 fine 88 o be o mere midget,  Trav-
ers asked:  *Wheaeat is he ggond
f-for?" e is asplendid ratter, Mr,
Travers," was the response, ** Weseil”
sl Travers, “yon bring him to my
h-house to-night and UL bbebuy hio,"”
In the evening man and dog were at
Travers' house, In the center of the
[library was & porcelain vase coversd
over with a cloth, and surrounding it
were a seore of personal  friends.
“P1pepeut yourd-dog in there" salld
Teavers.  The owner of the valuable
Ppurp did so, and awadted results.  In
i few moments an uncarthly shrick
came from the vise, and, looking down,
[ the company faw i tinely-bred terrier
being shook at will by an enragwl
rodent, The owner of the dog wis
dumbfounded, when Travers suld:

“H-e-how, memeneh, did yon  say
yor would t-t-t-ake for that dd-<d-og?”

“Fifty dollars s my priee, Mr
Travers,” was the feelile response,
| *Fffifty  dd<dollars  for  the
| dddog?  Why, I'll sssell you my
ter=r-it for bt-twenty-f f-f-ive.”

Amil 4 peal of boisterous laughter
man and dog disappearead,

Composition of a Dude,

Kate Fiell says: Take a strip of
something that, for the sake of con-
venience, we will call & man—which,
by the way, is & gross b1 on mun.
Around its neck plase a tight enllar,
enshrouded with a hideous scarf and
breastpin,  'ut upon it a silk hat and
| w outaway cont, Clothe its lower ex-
| tromitles with pants wherein calves
| were never moant to grow. In its
hand o cane and on its feet hoots that
creak at every step in | mping measur.,
Place a cigarette in its mouth, teach it
a brief voeabulary of alverhs and ad-
jectives commencing with “ immensely
clever," ani finishing with “see you
later, you know.,” And, in my humble
opinion, you obitain 4 fair conception
of the brains and capacity of the
American dude,

| et the rirst cup.

Mirogress, aml  they

MEN DRINKING 10T BLOOD,

A STRAN GE MORNING SCENE AT A
NEW YORK ABATTOIR, l

The Killing of the Bullocks, nnd the Enger-

WILLOW.

Oh, slender willow, thut beside
The meadow brooklet leanest herd,
8ad, in this joy-time of the year,
Dost enst gold eatkins on the tide,

ness of Ladies pod Gontlrmen (o Secure I As strips the widowed Hindoo bride

Mugs of Lot Blood.
A New York Jouwrnal reporter

Her jowsled nrins, with grief ausbore—
Oh, slender willow?

visited a large abuttoir in that city 0| o makest Sokle hesto to hide

witness the operation of slaughitering, |

and to glean some fuacts coneerning the
cannibalistic tastes of w eivilized people.

‘he pale young sunshine's ‘gifts, once

dear,
Ere beam more splendid <hall appear,

It was hardly 7 o’clock in the morning. | 7o elothe theée all in virdorous pride—

and a slight shower was fulling, A
coupe and two coaches walted outside,
and the reporter asked one of the
drivers whother purchiasers of Leeves
came thus early to lay in their stock,
to whieh he replied: * Idon't know |
Jothing "bout that. I brings a iwly,
an’ I don't think she buys much |
beet.”

Passing through a wide wagon-way,
paved with large colblestones, the |
tloor being 01 o slant, the reporter soon
came upon i small group, compused of
five women and eight men, Three of |
the former and one of the mwen had ar-
rived in goaches.  As this gronp stood
there in the early morning, each with
& glass, & mug or tin cup, looking
anxioualy toward she east in thedirece- |
tion of the slanghteériog pens, they
wore hungry for blooil,

Presently a (ine voung bullock was
brought into the pen and the gate was
closeldl Lehind him, Two men, Ly a
dexterous movement, slipped the nooss
of two ropes around the hullock's hind
legs, and in another instant he dangled
in  mid-nir, head downward, A
butcher, blood-begrimed from head to |
foot, wearing a huge hat and hoavy
boots, with his trousers tucked inside,
enteredd the pen armed with & knife,
the foot-long blade of which glistened
in the gas-light. 1le waited & moment
until the animal ceaspd to beat in the
air with his forelegs, and then hastily
eut down asmall partion of the skin |
at the neck and seversd the arterles, |
when i erimson tide lowed from the
[netsion.

At the sight of the lifa blood of the
now dying bullock the eyes of all
present ghistenal with an cagerness to
The Dblowl-suekers
(for that is what the butchers eall
Bhem) are not permittid inside the
pen, but boys working about  the
premises make it point 1o be on hand
every miorning when the Killing is in |
tuke the re-
eeptacles and Hold them onder the
fountuin of blood until full, returning
thet b their fespective owners,  (ng
gontleman awtter deining bis mug bl
i retiled and oered it tothe rep ieter,
who, after a litthe Dattle with himsell,
tustend the ald,  Tv was not b, sl
e drank the enties contents of the
mgg The taste was not much unlike
frest-milked Tneteal fodd  sweetened. |
In faet, it tastad so supesior to what
had Bean imagined that there need be |
ni suprise at the remarkabla growth ‘
of thw habit,

Afier the depurture of the custom.
ers the repotter asked the fopemin |
whetlier he baed many every morning, |

“Yes, Thatis a small lot.  Wihen
we don't have more than i dozen Blowl- |
thirsty ladies an | gentlemen here it is
aopoor iy, Sotie days there are as |
many a5 thirty."”

Do the sume persons come often "

SWell, s aoruly, they are patients |
who are sent here by their doctors,
Soe try it onee, geb disgu ted ol
never I.'Illll""g-'llll. Ohers enme o few
titnes and think they ar enred of con-
sumption or something olse an b stay
gway: but there are some who eome
regulardy every day or every second diy
for months at o timey and dlthongh
bhiero §s seomingly nothing the matter
with thew, te appetite for Blond has
so grown on them that théy eaon t
stay awny.”

o ot el blood ean: your oldest
eistomers deink at one thme "'

sGenerally they eonline themselves
to one glass or mug, but we have one
Ly who comes overy allernate day,
she insists on havieg thre: full bump- |
ors, while that old man yon saw  here
drinks two of his enpfuls every duy”

“ What are the complaints that are
troated by imbiting Dlood ¥

“The majorily who come heve are
consumptives, while there are o nin-
ber of theumatics cases of proteactod

evers leaving impoverishiment of the
blocd, and some extremely aged poo
ple, requiring an infusion of new life”

“ Do you charge them aiything for
the blood thes drink ¥

“Nary a rad. Weare only too glad
to give it to them, so long as they
don't annoy us or interfers in onr
work, The boys who get the blood
for them and wash (hoir mugs gens |
crally get & few exnts from Eho rich,
bt they are not. permitted to demund
anything."”

“Do many  wealthy persons seek
thi= kind of medicine ¥

#The greater portion of them are
witll-to=lo, and some days there are al |
least & dozen conveyances ontside |
walting until their occupants have had
their morning drink.”

e —
A Small Boy’s Compaosition,

A eyoung idea,” of this city, says it
hores lim awfully to write composi-
tiong, and he always writes them
short, We have oblained o copy of
his lust, which is no less distinguished
for wit than for brevity.

THE FLY AND TUE HORNET,

The Fly fs n domestic auimal, he |s
generally found near the molasses can,
the fy 1% a harmless animal, not being
furnished with as good weapons of de-
fonse as the Hornet. They that flys
drink., I have never seen flys that
were worse off for liquors, but [ have
seen lijuors worse off for flies. The
Hornet is a red-hot chill of natur
Ha is always reiudy for action at any
time of the day or night. My adviee
is to keep clear of the Hornet, as he ks
too sociuble.—Frankfort (Ky.) Yeo

LTI RN

A sign-board can't tell ev
It takes an advertisement to

thing
0 that

Oh, slender willow?
—C. . Sufton, in Atlantic Monthly.

P
HUMOR OF THE DAY,

An early spring —Jumping out of
bed at b0 AL M ST g s,

Should musie b sold by the chord ?
Drum musie might be sold by the
pound.

Any raw recruit can write about
fa e by preparing an esay on cheek.

“Nuw York Newy,

# | wouldn’t wind going up so high,”
sald the hotel guest, *if the bill was
not made put in the same wav,”

From the way in whith the bruisers
stick to their business, it is evident
that this is the musele-age.— Yonkors
tazett.,

Pugilists are geaerally consiilered
plueky fel ows, hut none of them get
throngh with o sparring matel with-
ont feinting. — £ oston Commercial,

Lat those who fish with patent flies

Tt winindl boy™s buiit of worus despise;

U Glunees iee s wen o ohe

Tue snuidl boy hies the gren est fun,
Lo t Bafon,

The mill owner who turnea the fire
hoe upon one of his disorderly em-
pluyes explaine | his conduct by say-
ing that he wa: oaly wa hing his
Lands,

Teaclier: *“Can you tell me which
is  the  olfactory  organ®’  Pupil
frankly answers: * No, sir.” Teacher:
“Correct.”"  Pupil goes off in & brown
-T.I\ll_-. Duoston Lyausor fj!f.

Mileahy says the statement that
Iopel's ship is the lirst iron vessel
Bantededd S Amerden 13 o mmistake, as
Mrs. Mulehay frequently Banehes iron
vessels ub b —Hoston Bulletin,

Mrs. Spieging was boasting of her
now house,  The windows, she said,
were stiinad,  *That's too bad; but

| won't turpentiae or benzine wash it

ol #" asked the good Mis: Oldboy.—
Duplingtow Hawke v,

No matter how glad

Min miny iy he s and

And aogey anl mad

When thie bone of the shnd

Midees e wish that he Lad

Credered liver, badad, —Purk.

*What can a boy do?"” asks an ex-
chiange,  We are just Yankee enongh
toanswer by asking snother: * What
via't a boy do? Parents who have
Lironizlit ap male offspring will at once
sue the force of the reply—Lowll
itézen.

A young lovir in Towa paid $40 for
¢ lovomot.ve th run him thirty-five
miles to see Lis girl, and when he got
Lavee the family Dalldog ran him two
nlles and dido’t ¢harge Lim a cent.
Corporations: have no: sow's.—h'nth
Iriun .,

Much of the tronble in married life
originates in disputing who shall earry
Ui packetoonk, A young Philadel-
phin ashand got around this trouble
by letting his wif earry the pocket-
boos whie Le Kept the wmoney.—
Chiromivle-Herald,

A young Lnwyer [appeared hofore a
Washingion judge with his umbrelln
under s aem and lis ot on, and in
hie agitation he forgot ty Ly either
asife whn he begm speaking.
Aot yon Lidter ralse your ume
brelfa " thie eourt kKindly snggested.—
RBaltimore News,

* Bjornstjerne Bjorngon, the Norouas
gian poct is soon bo S L London™
Bjorn terne conll have o goml deal of
fim now il he only knew it He could
liave his natme printed oo cacds and cde-
eulated through the steects of London,
Thefrightened inhabitants would think
it a Fenian vipher dispateh, and it
would create a panie.—Puck,

* Father,” sald Jolinnie, * this paper
suys that “many prominent citizens
are mow Al with preumonia and  kin-
dred disenses”  What is a kindred dis-
G, futher ¥ «Why, my son'" sa'd
smithly, “a kindretl disease fs—is—
why—yas yes! a Kindred discase is
one that runs throngh an entire family
—k ndreed, relatives, you know, Sur-
priced you didn't know that, Johnn'e."

Married According to Shakespeare,
A Tennessee liwyer, in a law book

| recently pubilished in that State, recom-

mends for solemnizing marriage the nse
of the form to be found in Shake-
speare’s * The Tempest,” and declares
it to be perfectly legal, The lines
Legin:

“ A contreact of trae vy we ce'ehmte:

.\In_l- sons find thie st will outstripall prafse,
And mnke it halt behind ber: and may yon
B youd all it of all else in the world
Forover love, peatso and hocor her.

Bhe, with n hoart as willing

As Bondnge o'er of freadon, gives her hand,
And yor wife, fn plain, holy innocenes

8o perfoct nod so poerloss—shnll not winh
Any companion in the world but you—

Nor in imagination for n shnpe

Besides yourself to like of. "

After this follows the benediction
bestowed upon Miranda by Prospero,

Influence of Plotures,

A room with pictures in it and a
room without pictures differ by nearly
a8 much as a room with windows and
a room without windows; for pictures
are loopholes of escape tothe soul lead-
ing it to otker scencs and spheres, where
the fancy for a moment may revel,
refreshed and delighted.  Pictures are
consolers of loneliness ; they are a
sweet flattery to the soul; they are a
relief to the jaded mind ; are
windows to the imprisoned thought ;
they are books, they are histories
and serons, which we can read withe
uln.l;l.tthe trouble of turning dver the

ves,
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