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A BUMMER MEMORY.,

ning from the ahrded porah,
ore, like an Inverted toral,
winie tho trampot. lower, the path,
orloin with the aftermath
Of the onrl K summor dnyn,
Lands un on to plonsant ways,

Through the gardon's porfumed spac
Whern the lﬂ;r'a lll&ll‘ﬂ Hrnoo i
liings In all the fair und pore

hitenoss of lta garmonkuro,

And the purplo panales nod

Just above the olroling sod.

Yolvet lonvens of orumbling hue,

Sparkling with nlght's honeyad dow,
orming radinnt envecns wiers

Gnuze-wingod mites make fragrant Inie,

Bhow the porfest, cilin repose

Of that regal bloom, tho rose.

$ Iling of the early spring
oleia to tholr swnstnoss
By a "‘"““'i opaned bud
Crimson with higl summer's blood,
And tho sliver Inrches fret

Over beds of mignonotte,

Whero the lithe and rustling mass |
Of the mondow's ripening gross
Clings abont the garden'sa vdye,

4re we soo, along tho hedge,
Cronmy chalices this hold
Juast s apook of yellow gold.

oling

Then the clover blossoms toss
Wheara tho pathway winds noross
Loeval swoepy, wliore rise and sink
¥lating of the babolink,

And the thrushes loudly eall
Juet beyond the tombling wall.

Heavy with Ita boarded atore,

By the river's winding alioro

Bends tho whoeat, that roady stands
For tho reaper's brawny hands,
Murmuring o melodlous song

When the BEummer wind grows strong.

Up Inst the mollow aklos)
Grndunl-slopinie hills nrlse,
Wooded by groat treed, that seroen
With thelr whispering robes of green
Winding ronds, where shadows seem
Lllko the vistos of n dream.
Hero, nlong the nolsy brooks,
Lip the Lldden, sunlit nooks,
Whera the starred anomone
Woon tha kissoas of the bon
Blooming just within tho uilndo
¥ 8 massive onk-troe mado,

Hero the houra are cool nnd fleet,
And wi move with lingering fook
Down tho slope, nnd sio the sun,
Wihen the meadow paths are won,
Finming Just above the orest
Of & mountain In tha west,

— Thomas 8, Collier, in Travelers' Record,

HE HAD IT OFF.

‘Why An Honest Workman Parted
with His Arm.

In tho St. James' Hospital the man's
surgical wards nre at the top of the
building, That is where the accidents
are brought in, Any moment of the
day or night n whistle through the tube
may announce that o fresh case in com-
ing up. Fossibly it may prove a mat-
ter of n sprained ankle, possibly of in-
juries only just short of death. Out-
siders imagine life in the surgieal ward
to be a constant succession of shooks to
the nerves. But all who enter there
leave nerves behind, or, to speak more
correetly, the neryes are kept tense,
gunrded, ready for all surprises and all
demands.  Btill, T have heard Nurse
Wilmot confess to a strange sensation,
though more of excitoment than of
dread, when she sces the form of the
foremost of the two policemon bearing
the strotcher appear around the corner
of the door. ‘The questions must rise
anb'ddon—What poor soul is this
brouﬁht here for its appointed mensure
of pain? and what destiny is this day's
work to consnummate? Is it death, or
da it life weighted with some crippling
1n%u|?'? I5 it moral salvation or moral
ruin? The drift of a life, or, perhaps,
many lives, may be determined this
hour.

But one can only imagine such re-
flections ocoupying the mind as the
nurse watches the new pationt earried
1o & bed under some one else's charge.
If ho is to be under her own care there
i8 mo margin left for thom, all her
power must be summoned to the front
and absorbed in the duty of the
moment. His hurts have been attended
#o down stairs, drossed and bound, but
there is still much for the nurse to do
which requires prompt attention and a
steady hand. She must fly hithor and
thither, alert yet composad. If itisa
case of fracture a specinl bpd must be

repared. If the vital heat is lowored
by the shock hot bottles must be at once
procured. Then the patient must be
made nd clean and comfortable as his
condition permits, and if he is neither
ansensible nor too ill he must, during the

rocess, be cheered and soothed by
Ejndly spesch.

Nurse Wilmot has told me many
stories of patients that have come under
her care, and one of thom I will set
down here asnearly as I can remember
as she told it to mo:

At about half-pnst six o'clock one
winter afternoon the well-known sound
came up the tube, and Sister Janet
divected that one of my beds should re-
oclye tho new-comer. It was o youny
man, a strapping fellow. Of his m’i
conld see little, for it was bound up for
injuries to the head nnd jaw, and one of
his arms wns broken, I expectod to
hear that he had fullen from a seaffold,
or had been run over in the street, but
the policeman said they had brought

" him from his own home, whore thoy

X

hnd been told he had fallen down stairs.
‘The story could have only one meaning,
1 feaved. The mnjority of the cases
come to us through drink, and the
policeman as he told it made a sign
which was suiliclently satisfactory, if
any explanation were needed.

“'There was an old woman mixed up
in it, his, mother, and I take it they'd
been sonking together," said he,

The naw patient took no part in these
explanations. Though he had not ut-
tered o groan I'coukl soe he was in groat
distreas and he counld speak only with
difficulty. :

i “I'm glad, at any rate,” said I, *‘that
you uprum' to hayve no wifo and family
to be pinched whilo you'ra out of work.
You're bettor off than o great many that
come here."

; He nodded his heat and lookod at me,

“and I saw at once that he had been mis-

udged—he not been drinking.

'he look was too direct and intelligent,
and so expressive of manly enduranon
that my sympathy went out to him at
once. We have sympathies us tender s
other women, we nurses, I hope, though
sometimes we joke and laugh when
other women would cry,

“You are not a drinking manp" I

He shook his head,

*The doctors will tell you to-morrow
morning that's in your favor."

Hicks, the stout cabman in the next
bed, overhenrd the remark. *Now,
nurse, come, we ain't no neod to be
tolil that, We aln't under no delusion
ns Lo the voos in this 'ere place, and if
wo wns 'ero’s Thomson nt 'and to ex-
B:und 'om to us hany hour of the day

F night”
| This speech was intended as a ohal-

lenge to ‘Thomson, the palo-faoed shoss
makor in the next bod, who acoopted it
as such, and a disoussion followed which
wns much relished b
valids round ns could
I did not hear an

such of the in-
ear it,
more of the dis-
oussion, nor which hmd the bost of it in
the ond. My attention beeamoe com-
I:luloly tuken up with my patient, who
nd sunle into o very low stato now that
he was quictly in bed. I had done all I
could for him and was oceupled In an-
other part of the ward, whon I saw Sis-
tor Junet bringing & woman up to his
bedside. T was sorey to aee ho [I,mr! suoh
belongﬂng's. for he seemed to be n ro-
spoctablo, degent young fellow. This
woman was the most disreputablo-look-
ing object you ean imagine. Her but-
tered bonnet kept slipping back off hor
head, In #pite of her almless clutchos,
and hor ragged shawl was of a dirtiness
unspenkable.  Anderson, my patient,
was g0 111 that when Sister Janet movod
awny I eame forward to keep an eye on
things. Ho sat propped up with pillows
on aceount of the inry to his jaw, and
he conld not reply to his mother's re-
marks, except by feeblo signs. But this
did not seem to matter much. She wns
vory voluble, nnd nddressed herself to
me and to Hicks in the neighboring bed.
Sho said all in a brenth what a pity it
wns when a fine young man liko her
son, and the only support of his wid-
owed mother, took to drink, and how
ghe'd begged and prayed of Lhim to leave
it off, as sure she was that no good
would come of It, and now her words
had coma true, for ho had fallen down
the height of a flight of stairs on to the
atones, along of the railings giv-
ing way, when she was a-getting
him up as drunk as any thing, and now
there he was, nnd she without a far-
thing, and would I kindly lend her n
trifle; and she ended with a burst of
tears, Of course I could see what Sis-
ter Janet, being vathor inexperiencad,
and charity self. had not noticed—
that the woman was herself under the
influenco of drink and must be got away
ns quickly as possible, which I procoed-
ed to do.  Of course the scene was wit-
nessod by all the patients near at hand,
I fancied Hicks lookoed somowhat
abashed, though he wus rending his
paper with great diligenes. I suppose
he expeoted Thomson to improve the
oceasion for teetotalism, but Thomson
with, I thought, some delicacy, left the
incident to point ita own moral.

It must have been an hour after the
departure of the mother when Sister
Janct beckoned me across the ward.

“Here is another person asking for
No. 0,'"" she said. ““They should not
have Flvnu another pnss to-night. 1
can't lot hor in.  She enmo just aftor
the other woman was zone, and she has
been standing outside for above an
hour. Try and see if you can persuade
her to go."™

I went out. What a contrast from
No. 9's last visitor! A small, slim givl,
pale as death, but quite collected. Sho
clasped her hands.

“Al, it madasme would permit me
within! It is his mother that wus
come. That she has made harm, it is
wossible, yes. But I would not make
iim harm, me. I would regard only.
and is it that madnme thinks it wonld
E;n.!ffa him harm? Ah, non, impossi-

al

#Aro you his wife?"’

The pale face flushed, **Ah, non; to-
morrow, madanie, we marry ourselves."

Poor things! 1 felt for them. But I
told her it was better for him to kee
quiet, and that sha could come and sit
with him to-morrow, being visiting aft-
ernoon.

“But, madame, if he die! Tt is noe-
essaire that 1 speuk to him; ah, itis
necessnire!"

I told her that he was not dangerous-
ly hurt; that being o strong, sobor
young man, there was every chance of
n specdy recovery, and that as his jaw
was hurt he could not speak to her if
she went to him,

“I will expect, madame, allthe night,
it it is necessaires I will expect till he
sleap, if I may then rogard him,"’

I counld resist the pleading no longer,
and I suspected Sister Janot of sending
me to the task beeause she was unable to
doso. I went back to her. No, it
would not do; she could not go back
from her word. Howover; she finally
gave way so far as to consentto the

irl's coming inside and looking at An-
derson from where he could not see
her. Then she went away somewhaut
pacified. I offered to give any messago
she liked.

**Ah, non, Madame," she said; *yon
are 8o ﬁood. I thank you from my
heart. ut madame understands the
words must come from moe to him. Tell
him that I come—that 15 all.”

The girl was very winning,

Asthe hours passed, Anderson, dis-
tressing though his condition wns, utter-
ed noword of compluint, und once
when I adjusted his pillows and got a
spoonful of milk between his lips with
groat effort he lummgull to suy: “I feel
ever so much better."' And the night
nurse told me next morning that he had
been just as patient durinﬁ his sleepless
night. The little French girl came
that afternoon at the earliest moment
of visitors' time and stayed till the lat-
est. She sat by the bedside and held his
hand, as quiot ns a little mouse, She
did not appear to say much, but I sup-
pose they had a language of their own.
She came every week. His mother also
came, but not so regunlarly. The girl
never yiclded her plice to the elder
woman, but sat still by the bedside,
looking at her all the time with un ex-
traordinarily fierce expression. The
woman seemed to me cowed by ity and
never stayed long. I was so interestad
in the two young people that I used to
wateh them as I sat at my needlework
at the end of the ward.” I wondered
what was going on below the surfaco.
It was evident that the elder woman
and the younger were not friendly to
each other. T nyounF man, I thought,
batween the two, might have a difticult
position. He wenton fairly well for
some time, and by degrees grew able to
spenk and eat with comfort, but his prm
did not progress as it should. It was o
very bad cuse of what the doctors call
compound comminated fracture, How
the necldent huppened remnined a mys-
tery. I had my suspicions, but conld
mniu uollninF out of Anderson, who
was extremely reserved.  When I asked
him how he came to tumble down
stalra like a baby, he answored that he
supposed 1t was along of clumsiness,
und that in their place the stairs ware
dark and roften. But I ecould not be-
lieve he had follen without cause, and
na I folt sure the esuse had mnot beon
drink, I could not help suspeoting there
had been some foul play.

Ho had been in hospital a month or
or five weeks when the doctors began
to look very grave over tho arm, snd at
last one morning they broks it to him
that it would have lo be amputated. 1
did not hear how he took it at fivst, for
I went into the ward kitchen on pre-
tence of fetching something for the Soo-
tors, and oried. Buch a fine, good
young fellow, just going to bo married,
and by trwde n enrponter! 1 said to my-
solf that he would hear it like n man,

Bugt when 1 got buck, to my surprise I

found the doctor much out of patience.
Anderson had flatly refased to have it
takon off? “‘Hore, nurse'’ coried the
dootor, “'yon come and talk to him and
persuade the silly fellow not to throw
away his life,"" and lie loft me to the
task. Wo nurses are usoed to bringin
a bright faco and firm voice to auch
tnska ns these, even whon our hearts are
sore, as mine was then. But it was of
no use.  Anderson, poor fellow, seomod
na it turned to stone; all the Life hd
gono out of his face. He was hard and
silont and repiled to mo only by curt re-
fuanls. 'I‘ha.« state of things wont on
for some days. Every morning the
dootors tried again, but I loft off argu-
ing, for I saw it wns of no nse, How-
ever, I looked to visitors’ duy to chango
his mind, and only wished it had been
nonrer, for his arm wadin a torrible
state,  And yet I dreadgd it too, think-
ing of tho slioek the naws would be to
the poor little French swoethoart who
lind been hoping so soon to be his wife.
Would she have norve enough to set
aside her own foclings nnd try to recon-
oile him to the loss of his aem and the
altored 1ife before him?

The afternoon arrived, and I saw poor
Anderson with a face that made my henrt
swell with pity watching the door. But
she was not ns punetual as usual, The
aftornoon wore on, the visitors left the
war(d and she had not come. The moth-
or eame nnd stayed afew momoents only,
looking seared, 1 thought. I did not
hear any thing that passed between
them. She looked to me somewhat the
worse for drink. I do not know when
I have been more tuken in than by that
f;h‘l's not appearing. 1 had connted on
t with such certainty., I could searcely
beliove the time was gone, even while 1
lookaed at the clock. As for the poor
}'ﬂ{low. I could only guess at what he

elt.

“Do yon know why your friand las
not come to seo you to-day?' T nsked
him as enrolessly as if-:mh{ He whas go
shy of tulking abont himsolf that I was
afrnid of searing him. He only said:
“No, I don't; not for eortain,” but he
looked at me a3 if he half wanted to tell
me mory, nand I thought it wonld come.
And so it did that night when I gave
him his medicine. Ho said, just as 1
was leaving him.

“I say, nurse, I want to send a let-
mr'ﬂ

“Do you?"' I said; T will write it for
you with pleasure. Who is it to be sent
to?"” though of conrse I know.

#It's to my girl," and he grew red
and very bashiul,

*1 suppose you want to tell her about
your arm?"

*She knows that. There was a man
woent out yesterday that lives in our
yord, and he told my mother and she
told her,"

So this was the end of the little
French girl's devotion! Now thatthere
was no chanee of his being able to keep
her she wonld not even eoma to sce
him. As I could not say what I felt I
held my tongue. Anderson went on:
“Will yon say in the letter that she
needn't be afraid of me wanting to
keep her at her word?  Tell hor I ain’t
going to have my arm off.  I'll take my
chance, 1 don't want any thing from
her, but just to come once to sce me
for the sake of old times. Don't forget
to put that in, nurse—for the sake of
old times.  Perhaps she is in the right
to keep away, but I'd rathor she'd
come just for once, do you geo?"

1 wrote the lotter and posted it, 1
should like to have addel a fow words
of my own to the young laly, but 1
thought I had better not meddle. Would
you believe it? No answer came from
that heartless girl. The arm wus gotting
worse, nnd the doetors sald that noth-
ing but amputation could save his life,
But Anderson couldn’t be moved from
his resolve, He suid that if die he
must, why he would die like a man, but
that he'd known a fellow that kept his
leg for twenty yoars after the doctors
wanted it cut off. But he was so low
and looked so hopeless that I feared he
did not care much which way it wont,
and that was terribly agiinst him.  He
neaded something to give him heart
enough to face life afresh as a eripple,
and to bring himself to beg for such
work as & eripple can do—he who hadl
been s s.l::illmlP art'san, un avistoerat of
labor. A womun who loved him nmughtdo
it, Ithought, but yisiting day came round,
and acain the mother came, bal no
swochourt, and there could be no longer
any doubt of her faithlessness. I begged
Anderson to take it like & man, give up
thinking of her, and have his arm off
next morning, I told him it was pride
that stood in the way, but that he would
show o far better kind of pride in sub-
mitting to the will of God and making
the bist of hLis misfortunes like n brave
man. He listened to me with attention,
and though he did not answer Isaw [
bad made an impression; though; 1
am sure ns I spoke, and thought of
his ruined life, I felt how different a
thing practice and precept are. By and
by he said:

“‘Nurse, perhaps I didn’t ought to say
it, but I ean't trust to what my mother
says: I can't get to the bottom of what
she told me this afternoon. She's a
spite against my girl on account of my
tuking to her. Yon go out of doors,
don't yon, nursa?"’

He usked thisso wistfully that I has-
tened to assure him I would go any-
where he liked for him in my ofl-duty
time. Bo it was settled I should go to
the house where his mother and the girl
both lodged. and seo if all was right.
Hum':il.y. I had leave of absence that
evening after tea.  “You see my mother
is overtaken with the drink now and
again," he snid, in a shamefaced under-
tone, ‘nnd she has a terrible grudge
agninst Marie, on account of its being
along of her that she was put out witﬁ
me; and you sce, Marvie don't make
no allowance for her baing in the drink
that evening, Aund she don't know
what fear is, that girl, She'll up and
suy any thing to the old woman.” In
his excitement he never saw that ho was
letting out his secret. I held my peace
and marveled at the absence of bitter-
ness toward the mother who hod been
the canse of his misfortunes,

I had no dificulty in finding the court
to which Anderson directed me. It was
sich o plnee as none but the London
poor are doomed to live in. I should
not have relished going into 1t after
dark but for my nurse's garb, in which
we nre sufe nnywhere. And if I had
been timid I need only have addressed
myself to o policeman and he would
haye walked with me anywhere, So
many of the force have been nursed by
us that they are nlways pleased to show
us attention,

i had made up my mind to seo the
girl hersalf, if possible; but when Imade
my inquiry for her of the grimy person
who lived, with many others, no doubt,
on the ground floor, I found that she
had left’ the house! Did they know
whore she was gonef No, tlmﬂdld not,
nor did they know whether Mrs. An-

derson was in, I'm htgaufl and soe
if 1 liked, npon which the dmgsaurmi
into the gloom. I thought 1 hal bat-
tor tr ':ﬁnlng up,'’ and it was
well d so, for I met a
tidy-looking woman coming

tlown
who not only could tell me thut she had

seon Mra. Anderson go ont, but that
she knew where the. young womnn had
gonn to, but would not fell me anloess 1
wantad it “for her good.'" 8o [ got the
address and went to find the place,
thongh 1 half ropented mo of the er-
rand, for this changing lodgings se-
orotly, as if to out oft all appoal,
seomod to me tho most heartless thing
the young woman had done. *Threo
palr” back'' being the diroction I re-
celyed at the front door, I groped my
way np stairs as pitch dark ns they
usually are In snch hounses, and in
nnswer fo my tap, Marie horself ap-
pearad at the door.  The room wns as
nent as pessible and quite pretty in ite
poor way, and sho horsoll drossed in o
tefm dirk dress with snowy French eap
and apron. But It was only in the mo-
ment that passed before ahe recognized
mo that I had the heart to observe all
this. Poor child, how she erled! [am
afrnid I began by being harsh to hor,
boing so full of her supposed heartless-
ness,

+'Ah, madame, is it that ho thinks me
faithless?  Madame, since I could not
go to-day I write to him even now,
voyez-vous,' And I saw that she hnd
been detting with pen and pnper bofore
her, Al le pauvre garcon! T eould
not go, non; I am blanchisseusa at the
French lsundry and the prineipal
change itself; nnd she know not
me and permit me not to go at
the righ hour, and last week I
go plus tard, and they say no, it is
pnst the hour, and then I write a word
and give it to the commissiongirve to give
to my Jean.  And is it that he had the
heart to forget it? mais oui, it must be
s0. And is it possible that mon pauvre
Jean think me faithless? &h, madam,"’
and the poor Firl gobbed and eried so
bitterly that I put my arm around her
and made her lean on my shoulder.
She was so nbsorbed in the piteous idea
of Jean's suffering throngh doubts of
her love thdt shoe scemed hardly to take
in the idea of his losing his arm. *‘His
mother say she tell me? Ah, non, she
nevara tell me, madame, and the letter,
I have not received it, non. Icome
away hecause that his mother is so
mechante, so bad. She hate me for
that Jean love me. Madame knows
that she made to fall my Jean becanse
we marry ourselves mnoxt day, and that
he work for me then. Ah, he is too
good to her, bul then, voyez-vous, she is
always his mothor, yes,"

«She might forget her anger now
that he is able to work for neither of
you," said L.

Marie ceased erying, and drew herself
away from his arm, looking at me with
a pale, fixed face, ns on the first ocen
sion T had seon her.

“Ah, lo pauvre ange, his arm, I for-
got! Madame says he will lose it. Tell
me.,’

I told herall about it, and of his re-
fusnl to submit to the operation.

“Mnis comment, my Jean is not
coward!" and her eyes flashed.  <He is
desole that he can not work, say you?
But T can work—mo! Iwork wall: I get
the good wages; and if I will not work!
And s you say, madame, in your so
kind way, one can do much with one
arm, If one ean not be enrpentare.  Ah,
liow that God i3 good, for it is the left
atm, n'est ce pns, that he will lose!"

“Come back with me now," 1 said,
“and persnade him to have it done to-
morrow morning’ (L did not like tosay
“shefore it is too Inte'). “Iwill get you
in, and we must hurry, for my timo is
nearly up."

“If I will coma!" said Marie, and she
was ready in o moment.

I left hor waiting down stairs while I
went to Sister Janet, who was only too
glad to obtain admittance for her, and
she was soon by the bedside of her
sJean.'  Of course Idid not hear what
passed between them.  When she went
awny Mavie threw her arms around me
and kissed me, and smiled with the tears
runping down her cheoks. The smilo
was one of pride and thankfulness, and
the tears woere for poor Jean's arm that
wus goine to bo taken off next morning.
Anderson’s faco when I went to him did
ma good to see, for hope und life had
come baek into it,

“I've changed my mind, novse,'” said
he, *and I know you'll be glad to hear
it;" and then he whisperod: +1 don't
want any medieine; my givl has been

enoungh medicing for wme!'—Lelsure
Hours,
e
ATTAR OF ROSES.

Sweet Perfume Which Is Sold at One Hun-
dred Dollars Per Ounce.

“Do you have much call for attar
of roses?'" asked u reporter of n prom-
inent chemist and dealer in drugs in
this eity.

*Oh yes,"’ said the dealer. “*bnt there
is very little of the genuine article sold
in New York; it is too expensive. The

snuine attar of roses, which is made in

ndia and  Australin, costs one
hundred dollars an ounce at the
places of distillation. It takes fifty

thousand roses to make an ounnce of
attar. The roses which are used are the
common roses, of which variety there
are large yields in California, where the
distillation of attar could be made very
profitable. I have been through that
part of the country and have seen hedge-
rows near Sonoma. in that State, so
dense with these roses that the odor
from them caused a feeling of faintness
and oppression on the passer-by. In
Indin the roses are, however, regularly
cultivated. They are planted in rows
in the fields and are particularly hardy."

*Do you know any thing of the pro.
cess used in distilling the attar?”

“I'he work is done by women and
childrsd. who regardit merely asu pleas-
ure. As soon as the roses begin to
bloom they are picked. The leaves are
then separated and distilled in twice
their weight of water, which is after-
ward drawn offf into open vessels.
Theso stand over night, being covered,
to keep out dirt and” inscets, which are
attracted by the odor of the roses, 1In
the morning the water Is coated with a
thin oily film. This is the rare attar of
voses. it s skimmed off with o fine
fonther and put into vials, which are
hermetically sealed. So it may woll be
imagined that anf essonce oroil that re-
quired the distilling of fifty thousand
roses to fill an ounce vial is worth nva;;

it of the price nsked for it."—N. ¥,
usl and Lxpress.

A Rsmlrknbl}r&narl Man.

“Say, Milus, whoen air yer gwine ter
name yer new boy?' s nogro upoa
meeting an acquaintance, asked.

“Done named him,"'

“Dat sof"

“Yes, sah,"

"l-loPui yor gin him er big name."

“pdid, Napmed him arter er big Con.

ressman. !

*What dogs yer call him#"

*Oloomargarine Bill,"

“Dut's right. Namo him arter do
statesmen an’ do folks kain' say dathe's
or slouch, Dat gonerman what yer
named him arter hil' dv whole Congress
fur a laung time, an' o' cose mus' ho g
wmart man"'—drkansaw Lravelor,

A WARM DAY,

The Worrldly Torrld or Torridly Horrld
sfummer ClV-ate of San Diego, Cal.

I take a plece of dried ink whittled
down in my hand fo inform you that
the equator has slipped several notehes
or two and got direetly over us, say ten
fect above us, with warmer indications
by the corn barometor, and making one
think he is in Wiltshire, sure. It istor-
ridly horeld, or horridly torrid, wo
don't know which, or both, but wn
rather think so. The Impression is that
we have dried and gone there, for we
never saw so much woeather with the
oold jerked completely out of it. The
baauty of it 1a that we do not allow any-
body to mention it only when he is by
himself. 1f n Hottentot were here to-
day he would bocome hottentotter. A
brick wall doesn’t give any shade be-
cause the sun just knocks the mortar
out betweon the bricks nnd shines
throngh. It 1 the hottest day ever seen
in this country, and you couldn't ex-
pect to find a hotter one in a tuture
country.

Nothing will cast a shadow. The
sin ghines in the windows of all four
sides of the house. You walk around
without a shadow—which is n great
rolief to some of the citizens, as even
the police ecan't shadow you. If
you ever had n shadow on your roputn-
tion there is none there now. It is use-
less for your neighbors 1o try to lay
yon in the shade.  You do not need any
wood in the #toves to cook with, a8 the
stoves are already red hot.

All kindg of businesss transactions
are red hot, and people get their lingers
burned, and it is impeossible for people
to treat their enemics with the unsual
cool indifference. The mercury is at
the extreme Fahrenheit of its career,
andnothing buthot wordsnow pass eur-
rent betwecn neighbors. Water, whon it
gets to such a consistency that you ean
roll it up in your hands and make a
base ball out of it, is cortainly a won-
dorful thing. You perspire untd you
are dry, and it looks as if they would
have to sonk us uwoek to bring us
bick to life and soften us up a little un-
til we are more pliable. Even the
shades of departed heroes are few and
far batween.

The usually cool, ealenlating man is
not here now, nor the neighbor who can

ive vou the cold shoulder. A cake of
ice out in the sun spon is done brown,
a well-baked erust being formed on the
surface of it. Boarders are not eom-
plaining about the landlady’'s cold
vietuals at meals, for they are all hot.
If you want to bake bread just put it in-
to a rofrizerator and it will soon be
done. Iec-cream signs areall taken in,
and the young men cease to be taken in,
as ine-cream coan notendure this weather
and survive.

If you put reds on your house to pro-
vent the heat from striking it your la.
bor will be in vain, for the sun-bolts will
strike down through the roof and catch
you, even if you are under u fouther-

rad,

The man who ventures onl with a cool
gsogked brick in his hat, thinking to
knock the heat off with it, will soon go
to ground struck either by the heat or
the brick. Lawyers to-day are actually
sweating in their efforts to make other
people sweat.  Old grudges seem to be
softening and running away, and old
snilors say that there is certainly o clear
Ronsﬁn.gn to the North Pole and it would
he a good time to start out for it now if
you were well equipped with linen
dusters and have a gool assortment
of fans, Fans do no good hore, as
they merely blow the heat against yvour
face and singe your beard off.  If one
were o Shadrach, Mesuch or nn Abed-
nego he might go through this fiery
ordeal without a singo, but I do not
think any of us are eligible for the posi-
tion. Yet if you start out with a buggy
you will be avtto think that you ure
an Elijah making the trip in o fiery
chariot—thougzh without  eclearance
mpers. Money in you pockets gets
}mtu'r than ever and burns holes in
them a great deal quicker.

It is such a fierce hotness that we are
griovously depressed beeause we ean
not run around and poay other ‘}mnplu
what we owe them—so are said other
people.  The umbrelln handle actually
Ll[ntera your hand when you start out
with it, while yon feel that von are a
sort of a walyking conflagration, and
yearn for some one to put you out.
"The fiery effusions of the poet can notbe
quenched even by the cold water which
t\m humane editor throws on them.,
Figures of specch are inadeguate to
express the figures of heat.  The carth
i& heated so far down that wo will have
hot winters for some time. But we ean
safely state that book agonts, insurance
men, fleas, flies and other insects are
standing this hot spell wondorfully
well.—d. W. Bellaw, in Delroil Free
Preis,

NOSES REMODELED.

A Berlin Burgeon Who Repulrs and Re-
mukes Noses of Every Description.

There are some people in this world
who should carry their noses in a seab-
bard, if for no other reason than tohide
them from the publie gaze. New
Orleans is full of such people. Many
of them have knotty, lumpy, flat,
twisted and eurly noses, whichare a
positive humiliation to the owners and
a source of much mortitication to the
rest of mankind. But the ugly nosed
men and women need no longer suller.
The hour of their deliverance from un-
gainly beaks has come, and Iif they do
not haul out the artillery and firea
salute it is their own fault.

A Berlin surgeon has discovered the
art of ropairing and remodeling noses
of all sizes and ages. He can take a
nose shaped like an artichoke and b
his pecular method turn it into g benuti-
ful and really clnssic snout. He bars
nothing. The fact of the matter is he
inyites the hideous and pays apremium
for it. The man with o noss twisted
like a gourd handle or a ram’s horn is
his plessure. The man with no nose at
all is his delight and joy.

This Berlin surgeon, when he gets
hold of n bad nose, puts chloroform un-
der it and then grasps it with a pair of
bone forcops and snashes, outs and
knocks it into & pulp, and then he goes
quietly to work, and, with the nasal
bone for u foundation, builds & nose
that makes the gods weep with envy,

and which is & real luxury to wipe and |}

to blow.

This diseovery Is going to be n bloss-
ing to the human race, for the reason
that he Is willing to impart to his broth-
er professionals the knowledge he has
q ned coneerning noges, and to mako
them the benefioiuries of his art. This

erosity on his part leads us to be-
ovo that n good desl of uglinpss now
exiating In the human family will be de-
stroyed. For instance, the society givl
with & l:ug nose tilted up at the end,
und which causes hor to look na if she
wuro constantly smelling o boneyard or
# gurbage barvel, esn have It trans-
foimed lnto p probosels ws delicuts and

as captivating as that worn by the hand-
gome girl whose likeness s Imprinted
on onr ailver dollar. The peraon with
n short noso can have it properly and
artistically elongnted; the long nose ean
be judiclously curtailed, and the fat and
warty noke treated in such a manner as
to make it appoar thin mmd muscnlar.

The greatest benefit to be derived from
the discovery, however, 18 the fact that
it will make the men of to-day braver
and readier than they nre to battle for
their porsonal rights, for the roason that
If they get into a fight and their noses
are mashed, they can off and put
them in dock and have them repaired at
small cost. A broken nosc will not
amount to much more than o broken
walking-stick, and the dudes careful of
their good looks will bo happy.

It is the one ambltion of the Berlin
surgeon's life to secure the {::h of put-
ting a decent nose on the Duke of Cum-
berland,  The Duke was born without
u nose, and n serub doctor, who pre-
tended to know all about such things,
made him a nagal organ out of flesh cut
from his aristocratic arm.  Unfor-
tunately, however, for the Duke, his
nose looka like a huge red tumor,
which wabbles from one side to the oth-
or whon lie walks, and trembles and
oscillates in the wind ns if it were o
clump of jelly. The Berlin noge-maker
gays that he can remove the one-horse
affair from the face of the Duke and
build him a royal emeller that will
stand up against a forty-mile gale ns
atiff as the bowsprit of a Dutch iron-
clad. He will guarantee it not to flop,
shake or to become loose In its fnsten-
ings, and, therefore, we advise the
Duke to take advantage of the aEpnr-
tunity and get a beak with some back-
bone to itt—N O States.

THE PECULIAR MAN.

A Public Nulannee Which s to be Found
Almont Everywhere.

The peculiar man is a public nuisance,
He obtrudes his peculiarity on all ocea-
sions with the same sort of pride that
eauses a Neapolitan beggar to glory in
the display of some ghastly deformity.

The peculiar man glories in his pe-
culiarity; he calls it individoality, and
avers very truthfully that nothing should
make a man saerifice his individuality.
He quotes: *The leopard ean notchange
his spots,” and so cmphasizes his pe-
culinritios.

The peculinr man invariably has the
most remarkable set of principles. True,
one should have prineiples, but it re-
mains the provinee of peculiarity to
foree its principles down the helpless
throat of its neighbor. Our peculiar
man accounts for all his unpleasant
traits by the stock remuark: *Oh, you
know I am a peculior man.” And =0
hie is—peenliarly disagrecable.

The lw:;::ml's spotsare born with nim;
the blemishes on the peculiar muan aro
usually the product r;ll eultivation, and
exaggerated to form an excuse for bad
temper, obstinacy or some nqunlly un-
pleasant trait, only permissible with-
out rn‘arnuf. behind the shelter of
peenlinrity,

What right has any man to elaim a
monopoly of triaits either good or bad?
A man goes about growling at every-
thing, n perfect bear, never a pleasant,
civil word for any one.  “*But then he
is a peenlinr man."” A man ecats at
outrageous hours, it is all right. He is
peculine. A man drinks every thing or
nothing, goes nowhero or everywhere,
has bad manners, bad habits, bad
clothes; but elnims peculiarity and feels
himself safoly hedged from eriticism
and entirely exempt from the duties
owed hy the eivilized, commonplaes
man to his fallows. This sketeh is not
funny, it isn’t intended to be funny—it
is moral.—N. ¥. Graphie.

5 I —

TWO NEAT REPLIES,

How Andrew Juckson Sllenced an Exceod-
ingly Bouastful Individual,

Andrew Jackson, it is related, was at
one time entertained at dinner by a gen-
tleman, and among those present was
one of those people who often find their
way into story books, ete., as the typo
of that offensive class of Americans who
are always trailing their nationality in
the dust in the effort to exhalt their in-
dividual independence. This particnlar
gentleman, over the wine and walnuts
ufter dinner, in order to emphasize his
own independence of disposition, of
which he was loudly boastful, remarked
with u rare exhibition of self-compla-
cence to General Jackson:

“[ nlways vote against yon, sir.”

The company was naturally rendered
speechless by this unexpected disclosnre,
und the scene actually looked squally;
but General Jackson put n stopper on
the boastful individual and avoided fur-
ther trouble by smilingly remarking:

“And I, sir, have nlways fought the
battles of my country that you might
enjoy that privilege."

Another instance of a happy response
is that of the old Seuthern judge—but
whether o judge in courtesy or in fact,
the writer can not state—who must
have had the faculty of quick and ap-
propriate reply preuty well developed,
if the story velated of him is true. He
had been a fierce Secessionist, and the
foet was not forgotten when, after the
wur, he rc-cnlcm‘a the politieal arena of
his native State, Speaking st a certain
place one evening in the interest of his
own cnndidncy for Congress some one
in the audience, who evidently had a
good memory, inguired:

“Didn't you speak here just before
the wor?'’

i ‘I'I did," promptly responded the
udge.

«And didn't you say we could whip
the Yankees with pop-gunsp"

“I did,” replied the unabashed judge,
*but, confound 'em, they wounldn't fight
that way!"'— Piltsburgh Dispalch.

——ee A e
Why He Bought a Revolver.

“Haourd
Gadsby?"'

*Yas, I spent the best part of ten days
sotting on a wet rock i holding a pole
over the water,''

“Catch any thing?"

“Naw. Miserabloluck! Would {ou
believe it, avery time 1L pulled my lino
out one afternoon my bait was gonep I
felt like asking the railroad und hotel
for my mone back. "

“Yes, I should think you would!
You \wove entitled to a ve-bait, any-

10w, "'

Gudsby has traded off his fishing out-
fit for o nickel-plated revolver,—Mer-
chant Traveler.

you've beon out fishing,

—A new sewing-machine, sald to do
excollent work, his been brought out in
Englund, and is meoting with an enor-
mous sale, It 18 the invention of »
Gormun, It makes o perfect lock-stitch,
is only eight inches wide, and once inch
in thickuoss, It contains no wheols,
and is fastenod to o table by means of a
thumb elsmp. Tt sells for two  dollurs
und sixty-two vonts. As it can be pucked
in o smaull box it can bo carvied In the

pockel,

PITH AND POINT.

~Boeanso good building Is slow work,
aniiln‘w worker is not necissarily a good
uier.

—No man wns ever so moan that he

could not give advice.—New Haven
News. Wn‘lﬁlﬁn on; what were yon goe
ing to say?— Washington Posl,

—From a Belgian newspaper: A young
man who proposes to marry wishes te
meot & man of diseretion and ex
perience who will digsuade him from tha
attempt, Address 7, Z., post-ofiice,

—'Do yon helieve in faith cures?
“No.'" <But I understand your mother-
in-law  wis cured of a long=standing
mm‘p]nlnlthrtmgl| this method.'' *Yes,
that's why I don’t believe in them.''—
Tiel-Bits.

A solomn, gray-haired old man
came in town one day thls week and
gaid the fish in the Sioux river wercoul
on the banks fanning themsclves with
their taile. Nobody seemed to doubl
them, — Estelline Dall. )

—The girl who never screnms whes
she secs n snake isn't o safe girl te
murry. With her ealm, cool, collented,
unexcitable disposition, she wounld hil
where she aimed with the rolling-pin
every time.—N. Y. Indspendent,

—You know, whon we were boys and
girls, there used to be spiritual me
dinms? Well, there are none now.
They nre all **psychometrisis and clair-
voyant delinestors.”  But they still use
the same fearful and wonderful gram.
mar and spell separate with two ph
and three e's g8 of yore, —Burdotie,

—A Very Thoughttul Woman: A
man _went home the other night and
found his house locked up. After in-
finite trouble he managed to gain an
entrance through a back window, and
then discovered on the parlor table a
note from his wife, rending: “I have
gone out.  You will find the key on the
sitle of the step.”'—N. Y. Ledger.

—The sweet-pea is now [ashionable.
It has not the guudy, leonine beauty of
the sunflower, and it lacks the tawny,
titanie toggery of the tiger lily, whila
as & dollar-jorker to the Jacqueminot
rose the sweet-pen is nowhere, bat for
neat, unadulterated reminiscence of the
back yard and your first girl, with her
hair l.f()wll. her back in two braids, the
swoeet-pen sweeps the deck with a whola
royal sequence of the boyish past.—
Philadelphia Times,

—An Englisman, ealling at the White
House, wans deseanting 1o Mr. Lincoln
—who had never been abroad—about
the difference between Englishmen and
Americans.  “*Great difference in soma
respects,” he said, ‘sgreat difference.
You Americans do things that an En-
glish gentleman would never think of
doing. Now, for instance, nn  English
gumfnnmn would never think of bluck-
ing his own boots.” *“Ah, indeedl™
safd Mr, Lincoln, *‘whouse would he
black P —Argonant.

—Memory—

I wish that I could remember
Our minlster's Sunday texs;

MI\‘ memory I8 5o tn!nu?lr.'rnu.l\.
That I'mt often ren |y vexoed

Whien nskod about somo sermon
Which I know waus very fine,

It is dreadial mortitying
When 1 ean't rocall o line,

FIVE MINUTES TLATER

Did I noties Misa Jenking' honneti
Yes; whot o horrld shape !
And I noticed Miss Brown was wearing
Her ald list soason’s cape.
She wears n different trimming—
Lnst year, vou know, "‘twnas fur—
But [ remoember the garment
As well as 1 do her.
— . ———————

A DESPERATE MAN.

How an Editor Came Mighty Near Get-
ting Into n Fuss With Him.

Hostetter MeGinnis is an arrant cow-
ard, but at thesame time he is very boast-
ful. Meeting Gilhooly, he said:

*‘Bill Snort came mighty near getling
into a fuss this morning."’

“With whom?"’

+*With me. I tell you he had a pretty
cloge eall.™

“What was it all about?"

“Well, you see last week there was a
plece in Snort's paper about me having
stolen a hog in Cameron County. The
article went on "to say that a red-hot
stoye wouldn't be safe if I was around,
and it seemed to me that it was o sorter
reflection on my honesty."

*Yes, I read the article.
er personal.

“Jess so.  Well, I thonght 1'd eallon
the editor and nsk him what he meant,
if I could find him in." ’

*Did you find him in?"

“Yug, he wns in; so I asked him if he
mennt to impeach my honesty. What
do you suppose he said?"" *

“I've no idea.

*He suid 1 didn't have any honesty te
impeach, and with that he hit me in the
evo with his fist, I happened to notico
that there was a pistol on the desk and
as quick as lightning I grabbed it."

*Did you Sﬁnul him?

“Nu; I just zrabbed the pistol to keep
him from shooting me witE it. As soon
as 1 ot hold of it I darted out the door.
He took after me, but couldn’t overtake
me. Whoat do you suppose Snort has
done now? He ﬁaa come out in his pa-
per and charged me with stealing the
pistol, when I only took it to keep him
from shooting me with it. Snort is toa
darned veckless in what he says and
does, and some of these days he'll get
hurt.”

*Yes: he'll stump his toe sunning
after you."'—Zexas Siflings.

e ————

THE NOBLE RED MAN,

A Boston Mualden's Poelle View of the
Warrlors of the Plalns.

He was o Kansas man and he was in
Boston for the fivst time, where he was
introduced to Miss Dudine, who said to
him:

“Oh, Mr. Granger, have yon ever
seen any of those dear delightful In-
dinns in the West?"

“Injuns?  You bet; last fellow I sow
‘fare L left was a red-skinned Cherokea?'*

“How entrancing! And did he have
any soalps with him?"

**One, He wore it on his head—it
was his own."

“And was he in his war paint, and
did he have a name like Rolling Thun-
der or White Windp"

“No, I guess he hadn't any war paint
on himself, but he was layin' some on
the town, and his namo wasn't Rollin"
Thunder; we always called him Jim
Smith."

“But was he a real Indiand"

“Pure quill; guoess nono of 'om more

It was rathe.

8o,
“But he was surely on the war path,
wasn't ho? Mothinks 1 see him now,
standing on the brow of a mighty hill;
his eagle oye glancoes athwart the peace
ful valley below, where his fathers slum-
ber; and n strange, Herco sudness sweops
over his dusky faee, and he kneols down
and makes this fonsful vow: ‘Greut
Chiefinin, Maniton of the Cherokees,
hoar mo—'"'

“No, miss, Iyuu‘m away off. Jim
Smith wnsn't that kind of & mun; last 3
saw of him he wus hangin' nround John:
son’s drug stove, trylng to work them
for o snifter at the jug behind the pre
soription cnse,''—56 Louis Whips




