T e s g g — =

- THE GLOBE REPUBLIC. SUNDAY MORNING, MARCH 22 1885

Befure the Battle,

oumun’w-m: silent. Away o'er the

T lundds.

In t‘h:e !-h:u':l ihe distance enme marching
foe

Follow-ripe nre the s, and blood-red is the

Hush! ihe tread of the Southron ewells faint
from boelow,

Are we reads? Stand fast!  Have yo death in
v muskols?

1= IL vebie ) e your guns?  Have ye heart
for the Bplu® :

If ye win on this day victurs' pence i your

Lht L
14 lf::!u-;_l’ trinmph G pity the right.

Are we rendy? Srund fost! Trust your souls
to your Maker,
Loose the steel nt| your belts, feel your
womgsters Gf wad—
Hush ! the chant of destruction anon shall be
wling,
And the top-mouthed choristers mourning
thiedr demil,

Arewe l'!"iﬁ_t?h Stand fzst] Keepthe thought
3 i L

That the grip of 1 for holds the hammer of

Thet S e T this battle piehed bore ta

the gntowar,
Here the keystone of unlon, the keystone of
WAr.
- - - - -
Was I rendy ! Falnt heart. DBut the sorne
wns inspiring
Therv. the -i'r:md poanorama the painter had

wraaihi,
And my goddess of war there so proud in bher

Iwmnty—
Shmv\:!. curpet kuieht  sultor, for defeat

have you fought?
Then 1 charged once again at the heart of my

Indy,
Ax we 2100 on the Bill for the battle that
dny

0! m;:{-?ut war, beforn the battle T won
And i;'.,. humble wond “Yes!” was the truce
to the fray.
—Wilkiam Hudson Harper, in the Current.
L ——

AN AMBITIOUS BOY.
BY FRANK H. STAUFFER.

The main line had concluded to build
a branch road to E—.  Between the
former aud the latter were two small
towns, Barneston and Shenstone, both
of which made strenuous efforts to have
the branch lice pass through their
place. Sheastone was the larger and
wealthier of the two; the business men
subseribed liberally to the stock, and
were in great glee when the surveyors
made their appearance in the town.

The inhabil]unr of Bmha‘;rl::d were

ndingly disappointed, gave
up the fight. But, much to theiramaze-
ment, their village was finally seleeted
and Shenstone left in the lurch; snd
they were =till ﬁi.lﬂhl:; :a“m bru::-!hn
they learned toat it t
lt:l,;lt by a bov to whom they had nev-
er given much eredit cither for shrewd-
nBess or tenaeity.

His name was Frod Sedgwick, and he
was not more than 14 yearsold.  He
was an observant fellow, however, and
generally arrived at correct coneiu-
siont.  An idea had seized him, in con-
nection with the rivalry between the
two towns; it was a L}rae!iul idea, and
be determined to make the most of it

A gentlemnn stopped at the only ho-
tel in the place, one hot summer after-
noon. His name was h, and he
was the chief engineer the survey-
ing party. When Fred heard of his ar-
ril'n] he concluded to “call upon him,
and found him seated upon oue of the
porches of the hotel.

*:1 wish to talk to you about the pro-

railroad, sir,” Fred said, remov-
ing his hat, his tone and sttitude re-
epectiul, !

The surveyor was a ial man, and
was espocially  partial to boys. He
glanced imto Fred's bonest face, and
suid, with an encouraging 2

]t is to be an interview, eh?  Well,
consider me at yvour leisure.”

“] befieve it has boen decided to run
the road through Shenstone,” remark-
ed Fred, without any preliminary skir-
mishing.

“Yes,” replied Mr. Lynch. “The

le have to take €75000
worth of stock, and have offered to pre-
seut us with a lot of ground for a sta-
tion.  They have even promised to fur-
nish the stone to build Barneston's
a sleepy oid place, you see.”

“Well may be it is," tandily assent-

ed Fred.  ~That isall the more reason

it onght to be wakened up. Won't
mtagiut deal to take th‘:ma.dto
Shenstone? In the way of deep cuts
and trestic-work, I mean?”’

“A great deal, my boy," replied the
surveyor,

*More than it wounld to bringit
slong thut ridge, yonder?" asked Fred,
pointing.

“«Considerably more, sir.”

“More than the $75,000 subscribed

the le of Sh + PN W

Fred.

At least as much,” was the answer
he received.

He was silent for a minute, an in-
tensely thouginful look upon his face.
Mr. Lyuch watched him, im
with his appearance and his direct way
of geiting at a thing.

“There will be a water station?* ask-
ed Fred

“Ob, yes: we must have water. We
can get it from the mill pond.™

“By forcing it up the hill?™

Yes,"

*That will cost a great deal, won't
e

“The plant wilL"

“The plant?" replied Fred, a trifle
puzzled.

“The machinery, my boy. The
uu‘li'.s, stationary engine, pumps and so
on

*There must be a man to run the en-
gioe,” suggested Fred.

A-"’m“

+Sn there was a sprin
the hiifl‘P;::der?" Fred asked re
ing his excitement. *Su the wa-
ter eonld be bronght here by pipes; ina
natural flow, and no *plant’ necessary?
Would that be worth considering?"”

“Enh?" exclaimed Mr. Lynch, sud-
denly interested, and surprised at the
boy's brizghtuess.  “Is there such a

ring?

“There is,”" declared Fred. *“And
the water ean be brought here by its
own sravitation"

“What you say is indeed worth tak-
ing into consideration,” Mr. Lynch
said, ns he stured diml]! in front of
bim.  ~That, and the less expensive
vharacter of the route, would morethan
oflset what the Shoostone people have
to ulfer.”

“Suppose we subscribed 250,000 here
at Barneston?” Fred asked, his eyes
sparkling. *That onght to bring us
the road, don't vou think?™

It wonid ut least reopen the hear-
ing,” admitted Mr. Lynch.

He lnughed softly over the pronouns
we and us which Fred had used. It
was a declaration of citizenship; an in-
timation that he was bound to be iden-
titiedd with the progress of the twwn.

*Can the spring be bought?" thé
surveyor asked.

«] am afraid pot,” m!:-lied Fred. “It
can be lensed, however.™

“For 990 vears?™

*1s that the way it"s done?

*“Yea.”

“Why don’t they make it the even
thousund -

“It wouldn't do to seem too grasp-
inz,™ replied Mr. Lynch, laughing.
“Now, my boy, as you have presented
an idea that luoks eminently practical,
1 do not purpose ic gllow an v to
denrive vou of the eredicof ji I it

g on

be here one week irom to-day, when
can

,“".ll‘ba lmmg'mm undertakin

confused Fred. He hadn’t thought o

earrying the beavy end of it

«What am I expected to do between
now and then?' be asked.

“You are toscoure n lease of the
spring and raise the £50,000."

- fl right,” cried Fred.  *I'll do it
I am much obliged to you for giving
me vour sttention,™

¢ lifted his hat and started ofll

“That’s more than anordinary boy,”
was the surveyor’'s mental ecomment.
“He's got grit enough to do all that
he's st out 1o do.™

Two days later the survevor exam-
ed the spring and its possis ilities. It
was a strong spring, and  high enough
sbove the town to carry the water
thither without any outlay beyond the
placing of the pipes.

“I've Iﬂﬂﬁ,’dlﬂ!e spring,” Fred said,
as he issued from s clump of boshes
“It's down in black and white. Mr.
Benson couldn’t write very well, and so
I drew it up myself. It may be worded
.lk:-i:"tlu stragglingly, but I guess it will

“*Allow me to look at the ‘.-;per."

Fred produced it. A smile came to
the surveyor's lips as he readit. It
was signed and witnessed, and
read as follows:

*I hereby agree to lease to Frederick
Sedgwick, or any person or persons, or
co ion, represented l:_\;dhi::. the

ng upon my the use
:‘?lheg f:m l.hepr::mirtha term of
999 years, for the consideration of 100
a year. This use is not to be exclusive,
and not to work injury to me or to my
property, or my own need of the wa-

It is an aszent,” decided Mr. Lynch.
“Though not in strict form, it can be
made binding. We would be willing
to pay Mr. Benson 200 a year. and so
it is not likely be'll recede. Did youn
tell him your pmi[m?"

*No." replied Fred. *He thonght it
a funny ition to come from me,
I knew, ﬁt he saw that I was in earn-
est. 1 he had a notion some one
sent me. You see, I have no money,
nor has father.”

“The contract isn't walid,” Mr
Lyneh said.

“Why not? asked Fred with a

“Because you are not of age,' re-
plied Mr. Lyneh, a quizzical look in his
eyes.

uel-‘ red gave vent to a prolonged whis-

“I never once thought of that,” he
said. “Idon’t believe it crossed Beo-
son’s mind, either. What's to be done?
You will have to see him yourself.”

“No,"” replied Mr. Lynch. “Youn
must do vourself, for I want the
eredit to be entirely yours.  Oh, we'll
give Barnestds something to  talk
about.”

He laughed gleefully, and thrust the
lease into his pocket.

*Master ick,the lease willdo,"
he said. **Mr. Benson will regard itas
a big thing for him.”

“Sir, how did you learn my name?"
Fred asked, looking & little mystified.

**Ah, now, that in't sharp in you,"
rejoined Mr. Lynch with a grin. “Isu't
it in the lease?"

“So it i8,”" admitted Fred.

“‘How about the £50,0007"

“I'll raise that!” cried Fred.

He was as good as his word, Hedid
not expose any of his plans, but was so
sanguine and- enthusiustic that he in-
spired the leading men with the same
spirit.

The directors of the road met a com-
mittee of the citizens. Mr. Lynch pre-
sented the case, and Barneston secured
the road, and it never was called a
sleepy old town after that.

1 Eu citizens were profuse in their
thanks to Mr. Lynch.

“I don't deserve any ecredit,” he
said. “Here's the boy who brought
the railrosd to Barneston,”

Fred became the hero of the day.
Suddenly eserybody seemed to remem-
ber that be always had been a pushing
quick-witted fellow.

Mr. Lynch appreciated him enough
to place kim on his corps.  Fred rose

idly to distinction, and is now not
only chief engineer of the branch
road to E——, but of the main line and
all its subsidiaries.—JInterior.

Beauty Behind the Tea-Pot.

The tea-pot simmers in scoree of
Washington houses every afternoon
and tea-drinking is now the popular
mania and dissipation. In some houses
one member of the family is generally
kept busy occupied all afternoon in
making and pouring tea. A pretty
woman never looks better than when
seated behind a lea-ublgi .3_: with shin-
in i and rows inty cu
Es'gll: mm tea is the lul:{magl‘;
leal mow, and as many of the fuir
brewers say, there is more pleasure in
making than in drinking that herb-
flavored stufl. In general the tea is
steeped in & small silver pot and made
of triple strength, so that each cup has
to be filled up with boiling water from
the silver or brass tea-pot thacis al-
ways steaming over an alechol lamp in
the middle of thle tahle. Somel:alnke
each separately, the tea leaves

put 1o & perforated silver bal
pendunt from a long chain. The ball
15 dro in the cup, boiling water
in and the tea ball is stirred
about until the decoctiou assumes the
right color and stren This is quite
the prettiest way of making tea, and
the girls who appreciale the chance for
coquetries and tableaux that the rite
affords are enamored with the tea ball
providing always that there is some

t man about to handle the burn-
ng silver when it is necessary to empty
and refill the ball.

—— ——— .

For upward of thirty years a man
koown as the *old leather man” has
appeared in various localities in West-
ern Conneeticut.  He wears an entire
suit of leather, inciuding a hat made
apparently from old boot-tops. He
presents a dilapidated and remarkable
appearance, but never molests or an-
noys anyone. He seldom solicits aid,
yet oceasionally asks for food from cer-
tain farm houses on bis route.  He will
not be drawn into conversation. He
chooses the houses at which he accepts
food, and manifests a greal aversion to
all else mortal. He is believed to be
some disuberited Feench Count, or at
any rate a dignitury of some note, ex-
iled from bis putive Jand and isolated
from all creation.

A noise was heard in an empty
drawerat Williams' drug store in Thom-
aston Ly one of the clerks at a late
hour one night last week. As it sound-
ed like turbulent rats fighting no
notice was tuken of it. The next morn-
ing, on opening the drawer, the clerk

: foand a fresh rat skin turned complete-
i Iy inside out as neatly as could have

been done by a taxidermist.  The skin
was perfect, but ull the other parts of
the physical economy of the rat where
Zone except the tail. It was evident
that this was the work of a weasel
which had been seen prowling about
the premises of late.— Waterbury Ameri-
ean.
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CLOSE CORPORATIONS,

How the HRallroads Watch Their Men—
. Danger of “Knocking Down™— Pho.
tographing Employes,

~I)id ye get that job, Mae?™

“No, curse it! The boss told me
1 was black-listed by the Southern Pa-
cifie.”

The speakers, writesan El Paso, Tex.,
correspondent to the San Francisco
Chromele, were two of a group of -
rosd men seated round a tablein a beer
saloon cn El Paso streot.  In their im-
mediate \‘iviuit." your [‘()Th‘h]ltrh!!l'll’
sipped the weak and insipid  lager ol
the establishment, which had at least
the merit of being wet,— by the way,
1 merit not to despise in the heat of the
day, for the days here are hot already,

of the group. who was evidently
with but not one of them, ventured to
inquire:

“What do vyou mean, Mae, by be-
ing black-listed by the Southern Pa-
citie?"

“Well, boys, to begin at the besin-
ning, yon all know that as a machinist
I'm about as good as they make them,
and can hold my end up aguinst the
best of them. About a year ago Hheard
1 could get a  job in the Southern Pa-
cific repair-shop at Deming, so 1 sent
in my application, with testimonials,
ete., to quarters, snd in due
time T received a favorable reply, with
a request to send on my photograph.
Wm I dressed up in my best apd went
down to Parker’s gallery, and had it
taken cabinet size—worse juck! 1 did
not think anything about it at the time.
Supposed that the company had a pho-
loHrl.pll gallery of its employes, like a
militia company [ was onece in, and
wanted to m. it ecomplete. Well,
after I had been working for some
time, changed about from here tothere, !
IThad a few words from one of the!
bosses, and was lired. When 1 ealled
to look after that job to-day the master
mechanic looks at me queer lke, and
asked me to sit down in the office fora
few minutes.

*In about five minutes he eame back
an’ he says: “Ain't your name Mac

' ‘qu.' said L. "Well,” said he,
*ver black listed by the Southern P'a-
cifie, an' we ean't give you no work on
our line." “It's all & mistake,” said 1.
‘thers are more Mae s than one in
the world, an’ I never did anything to
be black listed.” *There's no mistake
at all,’ he said; *ain’t that your photo-
g‘l‘lph" and he showed a copy of the
photograph I had taken in Parker's,
Of course, that settled it, but if 1
thonght I had myself taken for a
rogues’ gallery I'd have seen them an’
their job in —— first.™

= n find out anything more
about it?"! inquired the first speaker.

*Yes; every fellow whose photograph
they want—an' that's nenrly cvery one
above a section hand—must send o
copy, and then they strike off about five
bundred and send them all over the
lines with which they are in corres-
pondence. Then, if the Southern V-
cifie fires him, none of the other Taes
will take him on. T eall it an inferaal
piece of tyranny!” and the speaker
struck the table until the beer-zlasses
danced to the wusic of their own  jin-

“That's what it is,”" was the univer-
sal indorsement, and the indignant
machinist baviog **set them up again”
resumed: “Just look at the way they're
putting the erews into uniforms, from
the conductor down.  Why, thirty
years ago they wouldn't get a [ree man
in the country that would stand it
Now times are hard, and the bovs have
to sink therr independence. Here, in
El Paso, whether on duty or oll. 4 muy
musn’t enter a saloon for a glase of
beer, or he may be fired.  That's worse
than they treat & policeman in Sun
Francisco. It's only when he's on da-
ty that he can’t have a pleasant lime
with his friends."” )

*Yeus,"" brokein another of the groun,
a brakeman on a freight train, ook
tiow all the lines treat conductors oud
how they treat engineers. The con-
duetor has to be responsible for every-
thing under the sun; has to make ot
reports, remember oraers, an’ bas the
lives of men, women, an’children in his
hands as much as an engincer, while
an engineer gets a third more pay.
How's that?

“Why, just this—we conduetors ain't
organized,” explained a third. “while
there isn’t in the United States to-day
s0 strong an organization as the Broth-
erhood of Locomotive Engincers. U
there are any men driving engines in
the United States that don’t belong to
the brotherhood, 1'd like to know
where they are, and so would the
brotherhood.  Our organization of con-
ductors is ouly a rope of =and compar-
ed to theirs—no one fears it."”

“Perhaps,” suggested the non-rail-
ronder, *conductors are expected to
knot'sk down the diflerence in the gular-
ies.’

“Much show we get to knock dowr
now! Of course, there is alwuays more
or less of it. but he'd be a elever fellow
now who eould knock down = third of
hissalary. What with spotters, rail-
road detectives, and sure men, he'd zot
fired so quick "twould make his head
swim.”

*What is a sure man?"

“Well, a sure man is one whom the
company knows never knocks down.
He zets from $12) 1o #150 a month s«nd
only makes half a dozen runs or so over
any one division. This is how it is:
When a conductor has failed to be
caught by spotters or detectives knock-
ing down, and yet den’t turn in as
much as the company thinks he oueht
to, he is Inid off and a sure man makes
half a dozen or a dozen runs on his Ji-
vision. If the receipts fall, or remuin
about the average, the conductor wots
back his train; if they go above hLe is
fired.™

“Don't freight conductors make
something out of carryving passengers?
queried the non-rallroader.

“No. There are severn! reasons
why they can’t.  The people who work
the freight trains are mechanics out of
employment and peaple of that kind
who have very little stuff, and whe
think if they give #2 to be carried over
adivision they are paying away up,
while those who work the passonzer
are atle to pay full fare, but don’t
wiant to. Then again, whether the
brakeman or a conduetor is braced on
a freight, the whole erew stands iy,
leaving hardly enough for any one man
to pay for the drinks. The passenger
conductor has the soft snap, IJm takos
bigzer risks. He'd be caught oftener
if it wasn't for the passengers.”

“How is that "

“Why you see at the end of a divis-
ion is where the spotters are in foree. |
They count eversone who buys a tick-
et, and then just before the ear starge
they go through the train and count
noses. Then they report the number,
and the conduetor’s report is supposed
to taily with theirs. Now there are
thousands of travelers who never pay
full fare and who watch the sputters as |
sharp as any conductor ou the road. |
They always go to a ticket office and
buy a ticket for one or two statious
beyond the station they sturt from, and

CUrutomers, © ne uousuma, a0 8
ool deal of beating with the new-fan-
glod Lix-mils ticket. It is sometimes
convearent for a conduector to forget to
puneh them, and so the 1,000 miles
ofivn become nearer 2,000, OF eourse,
the cmaployer pever suts the wdvantage
of this sweoping reduction in rates"

“For my part,” exclaimed the brake-
wan, on whomn frequent draunchts  of
the litel on lager had begun to tell
slightiv, “1'd beat the COMPANY every
time U'd pet a chanee. Muny W time ab
night I go along them  box-ears an’
report aill right, thoneh 1 vould see no
waxnar ball o dozen tramps cowerin'
down among a2 lot of goods boxes,
makin® & prv 1to hide an' knowin'
well Twas lookin® st them all the time.
The company wouldn't thank me for
tarnin’ them out, an’ ye may et ver
life whun, some dark nizht, T fall be-
Iween Lie cars, i the lile ain't erushed
out of me, s little thev'll deeam  of
giving me a pension. No, boys, there
sre men inthis town, a5 all of ye know,
bumming around vu  crutehes and on
wooden logs, whose companies wonldn't
give them no pass over their lines, al-
though they get bunowl up in their
service.  Now, when my day comes, as
it comes to so many, perhnps some one
of the poor devils 1've hullmi over the
road may give me a lift.  They may be
up when U'm down, an’ it woulda't be
hard for them to rise to the level of a
poor devil of a brakeman on a freight
train,  Why, darn their mean souls,
they've takin' now to paying us by the
trip!™

fere somoone requested an adjourn-
ment, and the whole party filed out.
“Evidently men not in love with their
masters,"” thonght your correspondent,
as he rose and followed in their wake.

- -t w—
Some Poct's Horses.

Itis a very enrions fuct that poets
see nothing of the natural animal in
the horse.  As o beast, a quadruped,
they absolately ignore it. 1t is only in
its artificial varieties that they recog-
uize it at all, and even then so seldom
45 to surprise the student of these
pazes,  About the horse particular, in-
dividual steeds of fame, 4 volume might
casily be gathered from our poets. But
of the ereature in nature they say noth-
ing. The beast has beecome so thor-
oughly relative that it hins lost all indi-
viduality. It is vither the other half of
# cavalier, a warrior, a war chariot, a
plow, a cosch, or a cart, or something
else, that it cannot be contemplated
apart from its rider, its accountre-
ments, or the vehiele it draws.  All
other animals have eliaracters of their
own.  The horse has none. It varies
enly according to the kivd of man on
its back or the kind of thing behind it
Attach a plow to it and it becomes st
onee “heavy™ and *«dull]" set a soldier
upon it and i is *fiery” and *“proud.”
When ladies ride their horshs turn to
“milk-white palfrovs;” the hero of a
pocm, whether knight or kighwayman,
bestrides, as a  tule, a *“‘courser.™
There are also*swilt-heeled Arabinns,"
and “barks,’" and “jennets;” but these
are not meant for real horses, There
is, of course, nothing surprising in the
fact that poets have bat little in sym-
pathy with stuble boys or bookmakers.
When they do speak of grooms they
rate them as second-glass horses, and
the “horsy” gentleman  as an inferior
amatenr groom.  This is probably as
it should be: but, on the other hand,
when we remember that nearly all his-
tory has been made on horseback, and
thut it is to the charaeter of that animal
that man is indebied  {or the molety of
his achievements, it strikes strangely to
tind the poets soconsistently disregard-
ing the strongly marked individuality
of the horsse. Jts F_.ll:p.ttll_" with hu-
man beings—as is the ca=e with the
ets” dows niso— has, doubtless, much to
do with the doubling-up of the animal
with its master.  Whatever nature it
may show, it is always in accordance
with that of its rider.  It's temper al-
wiuys matches its trappings, is strietly
in keeping with its harness.—The Gen-
Uercan's Maguzine.
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The Parrot and the Monkey Story.

A well-worn American anecdote de-
seribes the result of owning both a par-
rot and a monkey. When the owner of
the bird and the beast comes home one
day he finds the monkey decked with
red and green feathers, but he does not
fiml the parrot fora long while. At last
the bird appears from un obseure cor-
ner piucked bure save a single tail
feather; he bops upon his perch with
such dignity as e can muster and
suys, with infinite pathos: *Ob, we
buve had a hell of a time!" At first
vothing eonld seem mwore American
than this, but my friend Mr. Austin
Dobson has recently drawn m ¥ allen-
tion to a story essentinlly the same in
Walpole's letters.  Yet another parrot
story popiilar in New York, where a
well-known wit happens to be a noto
tious stutterer, is as little American as
this of Walpole's. The stutterer is
supposed 1o ssk the man who offers
the parrot for sale if it c-c-c-can t-t-t-
talk.  «If it could not talk better than
you I'd wring its neck,” isthe vender's
idiznant answer. 1 found this only
the other duy in Bueklaod's «Curiosi-
ties of Natural History,” first published
nearly a quarter of a4 contary ago; in
all probabaiity 1t is vet more ancient.—
Longran's Magazine,

- -—

The Significance of Gesture.

In liis essay on the philosophy of style
Herbert Speacer indicates az 1o writing
the same theory that Me. Irving reduces
to proetice in seting,  <How traly.”
says Spencer, “languaze must be pe-
aurded as o hindrance o thousht,
thotugh the pecessary inst*oment of it
we shall elearly perecive on remember-
ing the comparative  foree with which
simple cortmunicated by
signs. To sny “Leave the room’ is leds
expressive than to point to the dour.
A beek of the lund §s better than
‘Come here.” No phirase ean survey the
iddes of surprise so vividly as opening
the eyes and raising the evebrows, A
shrug of the shoulders would lose moch
by translation into words. mnin it
iy be remuarked that wien oral lan-
guage is emploved the stroncest effeets
fre rru-!uc-.-‘l by interjections, which
condense entire  sentences into  syle
lables.”

- -

Maria Soltera, in “A Ladies Ride
Across Spanish Homduras,”  publistied
by Bizckwoods in Loodon, savs that
one of ber fellow-travelers thourht the
beanty of the Mexican ladies over-
praised.  “One American  girl,” he
said, *is worth a bhundred of them."
Whereupon another of the party re-
nurked:  <The Americans  certainly
have their pretty women like other
nations; but, goud Lord! they have
volees like peacocks.  That excellent
thing in woman, ‘the soft, low voiee,”
is utterly unkoown in America. The
children in the schools are taught to
pitch their volees in a high key. It is
a part of their education.  One can for-
give a little of the peacock in a pretty
woman, but, when it comes to the

How the Porter Returned the Joke,

It happened in a sleeping-car, but
when or where doth not, fuor obvious
Teasons, transpire here. A lady who
was traveling with her little daughter
had oecasion o eall the porter fur some
needed serviee by moans of the electrie
bell, with which convei®nee the ear
was furnished.  The child saw bow it
was done, and presently she slyly
pressed the button, cansing the porter
to appear with a respectful query as to
what was wanted.

“1 didn’t ring.’ said the woman, *it
was my little Lizaie.”

The porter withdrow, but it was not
long before he was agsin summoned
and again received the explanation that
**Little Lizzio" bad rung the bell. This

the woman thought it o fine joke, but
| the porter begun to look tired. At lnst
| the motber wished something  and
pressed the bell-button. No porter
came.  Again, and with more foree,
| she pressed the knob, but there was no
response, and she was finally obliged
1o ro in search of the man and give hor
| orders herself. By the time the porter
| had bronght the nesded article she had
grown very indignant, and proceeded
to reprove him with severity.

“Why did you not come when I rang
the bell?" she demanded.

“Did you ring the hell, ma’am?”

“Of course 1 did, over and over
again '

“Well, you see, mu'am,™ said the
darkey, duckimz his head, while a crin
spread slowly over his shiny  face,
;;sj']“:f little Lizzie done broke dat

A roar of langhter from neighborin
passengers let into the woman's minﬁ
a flood of light on the situation evi-
dently, for she subsided at once, while
the men in the car, delighted with the
darkey's wit in muflling the bell by de-
taching the wire o us to break the cir-
cuit, ga\m him a quarter a piece all
aroun

—_— —— . - —

Furbishing up the Detalls.

maost commonpluce detail—as when he

growth that fringed his lips,” or con-

paints the clown’s astonishment by this
detail, *the brawny spearman let his
cheeks bulge with the upswallowed
piece, and turning stared;" or thuns
characterizes a pun, “and took the
word, and play'd upon it, and made it
of two eolors.”™ This kind of ingenuity,
indeed, belongs rather to talent than to
genius; it is exercised in cold blood; but
talent may be a valuable auxiliary of
genius, perfecting skill in the technical
departments of art.  Yet such s gift is
not without danger to the possessor. It

much like a delieate mosaic of costly
stone, too hard and unblended, from
excessive elaboration of detail. One
may even prefer to art thus highly
wroight a more glowing and carcless
strain, that lifts us off our feet, and car-
ries us away a5 on a more rapid, if more
turbid, torrent of inspiration, such as
we find in Byron, Shelley, or Victor
Hugo. Here you are compelled to
pause at every step and admire the de-
sigm of the costly tessellated pavement
under your feet. Perhaps thereis a
jewsled glitter, a pre-Raphaelite or
Jupanese minuteness of finish, here and
there in Tennyson that takes away from
the feeling of acrial perspective and re-
mote distance, leaving little to the im-
ngination; not sugresting and whetting
the appetite, but rather satiating it; his
loving observation of minute particu-
lars is so faithful, his knowledge of
what others, even men of science, have
ohserved so acenrate, his faney so nim-
ble in the detection of similitudes. But
every master has his own manner, and
his reverent diseiples would be sorry if
he conld be without it. We love the
litile idiosynerasies of our friends.—
The Condewiporary Review,
L — o —

One Way of Making Money.

The Acting Treasurer of the United
States at Washington has received a
package of mutilated legai-tender notes
of the denominations of 10 and §20,
the appearance of which bears evidence
of an attempt to defraud the govern-
ment. The notes were presented at
the Sub-Treasury at New York for re-
demption, and as there was some ques-
tion as to their value they were for-
warded to Washington.  Only one-

uarter of each note is missing, and
therefore they will probably “be re-
deemed. at their full value, as the law

rovides for the redemption of notes in
¥all where less than two-fifths is miss-

ing.

fn this case it was with the missing
portions of the notes that the fraud was
perpetrated.  An examination shows
that the notes were torn in such a way
that the f ents from each of four
notes could be used in making an en-
tirely new and complete note. The
notes manufactured in this way were
put inte circulation and the notes from
which they had been made were sent
to the treasury for redemption. While
the patched notes would perhaps es-
cape detection by the general public
there are numercus ways of recoguniz-
ing the frand. It is impossible to se-
cure the right numbers on the made
notes, whits the silk thread running
through the paper, bein
colors and in different places, furnishes
unmistakable proof. One corner of a
patehed mote in circnlation was found
to belong, without doubt, to one of the
mittilated notes. A secret service offi-
cer has been detailed to look the mat-
ter up.— New York World.

——mml &

Representative Keed of Maine is
quoted by the San  Francisco Chromicle
as saying: I waus admitted to the bar
in California, and Judge Wallace ex-
amined me. I'll take my oath nobody
was ever admitted to the bar with as
simple an examination. When I went
up lor examination the great guestion
of the hour was the Legal-Tender act.
Everybody was diseussing its constitu-
tionality. Some said it was constitu-
tional, others said it was unconstitu-
tional. The tirst question Judge Wal-
lace asked me was, *Is the Legal-Ten-
der act constitutional orunconstitution-
a)? 1 dide’t hesitate a moment. I
said simply, It is constitutional.” *You
ean pass,’ said Judze Walluce. ‘We
always pass a man who can settle gml
eonstitutionsl questions off-hand.”™

Prof. Simon Newecomb, in reviewing
the performances of the “Georgia Won-
,[d--r Girl,” Miss Luin Hurst, in the ecur-
| tent number of the Science, says her
suceess affords o striking example of
the unrelinbility of human testimony re-
specting the  pbhenomena of foree and
faction.  He puint< out that  her mani-
| festations were purely phivsical and the
| result of toree being  exerted under fa-
| vorable vonditions.  Though ordin

observers were mystitied, yet the char-
acter of the poriormanecs, according to
| Prof. Neweomb, were absurdly simple,
and illustrates the eredulity of believers

of different

thiat enaldas thie Juctor to square | plain ones, it makes one shiver wheg- | in the movements of chairs, tables, and

[ SRS i

ever they open their mouths.”

pianos without human agency.

was repeated o number of times, and |

| tHemsan, of course, passed for an up-

It hus been noted how cunningly |
Tennyson can %ild and furbish up the |
»

calls Arthur’s mustache *the knightly |

descends to glorify a pigeon pie, or &

| and all preparations made. Miss White

| ing him to eall at a certain time. When

may tempt him to make his work too | placed her.  He did not attempt a de- | 0 thae 1 i

|

J

| they are intended to be used. The grain

Jloved her and thought that his wife
| would never appear. The voung lady

A Boston Homanoce,

About eighteen months ago, & youn
gentleman living on L‘ummnnwultE
avenue was smitten with a violent pas-
sion for a vretty servant employed in
bis mother’s house. They were mar-
ried secretly; but the family early dis-
covered the state of affairs, and then
there was a terrible time. It was pro-
Im:‘l.'.d to the erringz son that his low-
orn. wife should be given a sum of
money and sent so far away that she
could never trouble him. It is pre-
sumed he regretted his hasty act, for
e aecepted the terms, and the giel was
sent away. The matter was confined
to members of the family, with the ex-
ception of an aunt of the young man,
who helped furnish the money to buy
the silence of the girl. not even the
maost intimate friends haviog an ideaof
the way things stood. The young gen-

murried man.
About s x months after the diup-{
pearnnee of his wife he mwet a beauti-
ful girl a1t Cambridge, with whom he
fell desperately in love.  She was love-
i¥s accomplished and his equal in birth
and fortune.  He paid ber marked at-
tention for several months, and finally
offered himself in marriage. The young
lady aceepted him, and the engage-
ment was announced.  Now, during
this time the aunt, who knew his se-
cref, had been taken violently insane,
and was put in the MeLean A<ylum for
treatment.  The Cambridge young
lady, whom we will call Miss White,
hasa sister in the same asylum who
was jpsane from melancholy. Miss
White frequently visited her sister, and
continued to do so after her engage-
ment, even speaking of her coming
happiness during one of her visits. One
day one of the keepers at the asylum
said to the melancholy patient: +Miss
White, vour sister is coming 1o see you
to-day.™ In the opposite gallery the
aunt of the young man was contined,
and she overheard the message. She
immedialely called out, 1 must see
your sister when she comes; 1 have a
secret to tell her.”” Accordingly, when
Miss White called, the aunt found
means to see her, and, after asking if
it was true she was engaged, told ber
the story of the young man’s marriage, I
and tiat he had pever been divoreed.
The young lady was almost stunned,
although, obtsining the news in such
# plaee, she conld not believe it. Re-
turning home she told her father what
st had heard, and npon investigation
he found it true. At this time the in-
vitations were out for the wedding

sent her betrothed husband a note ask-

he arrived she walked into the room
and in the presence of her parents ac-
eused him of his treachery and the ter- |
rible position in which he had nearly

nial, and ecould not find anything to
say in extenuation, except that he

sutered a serious illness, which sufficed
as a pretext for recalling the invita-
tions.  The kind of bonoer in a family
which could permit such a thing to

on and allow an innocent girl tui:
sacrificed, ought to be bound in a
separate edition of the blue book.—Hos-

fon Conrier.
— A —

The London Express Engineer,

No two engines ever resemble each
other, no matter how carefully they
may have been buiit from the same
plan, neither do any two drivers man-
age their engines precisely in the same
wuv. We have in this instanee an ex-
cellent opportunity of comparing two
different methods of driving. It is the
driver's principal objeet to got the re-
quired amonnt of work ont of his en-
gine with the smallest possible expen-
diture of eoal and water. To obtain
this result the steam must be worked
expansively, which is done by placing
the valve gearin such a position by
means of the lever that the supply of
steam to the cylinders is cut ollP before
the piston has accomplished its full
stroke. There are two ways of con-
trolling the speed of an engine worked,
as all locomotives are worked now,
expansively. You may keep the regu-
lator wide open, so that there is always
a full supply of steam on its way to
cylinders, in which case you increase
or diminish the speed by using the
steam more or less expansively through
the agency of the lever. Or you may
work with the same amount o an-
sion throughous the journey, and have
command of the engine by constantly
changing the position of the regulator.
There is no doubt that the men who
employ the latter method save some-
thing by it—although this would hard-
ly seem to be the opinion of the drivez
who is rapidly bringing us nearer to
London, J::I unlike the dri“;; whom we
accompanied on the daylight journey,
his ham not often on tlﬁe regulat:’:.'.
As we rush on past countless signuls,

unctual to the minute, vetalways hav-
ingampletime to slacken spoed before
we come to places where the color liﬁhu
cluster thickest, we are reminded how
much is required of an express engine-
man besides a thorough acquaintance
with the machinery he has to control
Traveling at night at a great speed, he
must know every inch of the road by
heart—where an inecline beging and
where it ends—and the exact spot at
which every signal along the line may
be first sighted. He must have com-
pletely mastered the working of the
traflic on both the up and down lines,
and, above all, must be ready to nct
with the utmost promptitude should
anything go wrong.—T%e Saturday
Review.

The Use of Iridium.

The chief application of iridosmine
in the arts has been the pointing of gold
pens, iridosmine beinz  the so-called
“dismond puint™ of the pen manufac-
tarers, which consists simply of a small
grain of iridosmine which has been se-
lected for the purpose and soldered to
the tip of the pen. These points are se-
lected by first removing from the ore,
by means of a magnet, the magnetie
oxide of iron  which always aceompa-
nies it, and then dissolving out, by
means of acids, the other impurities
which may be present; the oreis then
washed with water, dried, and sifted in
order to remove the fine dust, and the
sifted ore is then ready for the selection
of poiuts. This is done by an operator,
who rolls the grains of iridinm around
with & needle point, examiviog them
under a magnifying elass and selecting
those which are solid, com pact, and of
the proper size, color, and shape. These
points are usoaliy selected in three
grades, smali, medium, and large, de-
pending nwpon the size of pen for which

of iridinm havizg been soldered on the
ewl of the pen, it is suwed in two,
(which makes the two nibs of the pen,)
and ground up to the proper shape,—
The School of Mines Quarterly.
—_ .

Newspaper paragtaphists sre ceas-
ing their squibs about Sara Bernharde's
attenuated proportions, the subject hav-

ing been worn thin.

Amaong the Michigan Pines.

Charles Ellis, in a series of instrue-
tive and entertaining articles in the
Current, on the life and social eondi-
tions of the hardy backwoodsmen in
the Michigan pines says: A bad fea-
ture of the social conditions here, and
one which should be condemned, is
that the girls marry too young. Mar-
ringe at sixteen and eightecn is quite
common, | am told, and it is said that
they are known to marry even as
young as fourteen. This is very bad
for good civilization—bad also for the
young women. as they are guite sure to
carn. I have seen young girls about
the country homes who were bright-
eved, full of promise, and sometimes
attractive, and school-children whose
red checks were pletures of health  If
only they WDIlllf put away this bad
habit of marrying, until nature has
done her work of ripening upon them,
I am sure another generation of wives
and mothers would show to decidedly
better advantage than the present
With these child-wives, the ecare of
children and the work and eare of
eountry homes, show them old at twen-
ty-tive, and the rest of life is an un-
eusy fret and whine. It is little wonder

that so many of their faces are blank

and unnatural. Then, too, the men
who have to bear with thesse worn-out
wives are not always the most thought-
ful and indolgent mortals on earth.
Oune still morning as I was passing one
of these primitive “places,” 1 wasa
witness to a bit of domestic felicity
that was quite touching. By the shan-
ty that served as a barn the man, hus-
band he was, worked loading his sleigh
with shingles. It had snowed two or
three inches in the night, was snowing
very quietly then, but the morning was
otherwise pleasant.  As I stood unseen
watching the man at work 1 saw com-
ing from the house one of these little,
thin, stoop-shouldered child-wives car-
ryving in one hand a tin pail and in the
other, stretched above her head to keep
the thing out of the snow. an old blank-
et. Presently the man saw her com-
ing.

*You got yer t'other shoes on? What
yer comin’ aout fur anywny?"

“I'm goin' t'milk 'n’ thought I'd
bring the blanket aout cos vou might
want it, Jim," said she, with a weak
little consumptive laugh.

“Hev ver got them there t'other
shoes on?"

He says this with an increasing hard-
ness of tone that indicates a jam in the

*N'no, "taint s bit!"
“Y'u're s — —— fool™
The little woman tries to laogh, but
whimpers and to the barn.  Man
goes on loading shingles and swearing
to bimself, as if soliloquizing on the
ezmbbomn] ?I: olh :ll:nrrmd‘ women in
general en he happens to see me,
d straigh spa:g’ho Ihm
and straightway out wi
tender voice n!ys lover:
“Yer orter put on {er t'other shoes
zlore'fer cum aout, ie, so yer ort,
m‘

. current of his feelin,

A Great Tour.

“1 see,” said a man, addressi
scquaintance with whom he was
ing along the street, “that
getting up another one of those
exeursions to Ever goon
of them?"

B e sy g

= ell, ves. My ¢ de-
sire to visit the oltf country robbed me
uhlonﬁ.n I thought that if I could just
Zo to Elmdandcuch up a handful
of the soil which the have
trod, T would be the happiest man in
the world. I met the excursion party
at New York. We were to be furnish-

m were.

wle said:
thatg:f:er out yonder
The town you have
g
L]
bridgn..l %ee l:ba.ht?g;p

a

167 bell’® Somenci
nobody were to ring it,
hear it Well, now
steam. Here we
left New York.’

thought. We were to visit

t places of historical
ml;lﬂﬁumguﬂum

S

ready to show us the sights. Put us
in hacks and had us hauled
“Yonder is the Tower of London,’ said
he. ‘Couple of youngsters murdered
there some time qin English news-
papers haven’t got hold the news
yet. Was published in
years ago. Ah, here's
Abbey. Lots of old fellows buried
there. Belon to the first families
of Vir, believe. Yonder's the
parliament house. Prett sized
shanty, you observe. let’s go
back to the hotel. You have seen Lon-
don, so to-morrow we start for France.”
That's the way it was during the en-
tire time, and when I returned home I
didn’t know as much about Europe as
1did before I started on the great
tour.”"—drkansaw Traveler.
i L

Blang: Its Unpleasant Properties.

Our fine mother tongue seems latel
to have lost, and to be still Iosing.mm:{
of its native dignity and music and
power. We scem to be entering upon
one eternal,universal carnival of slang.
It is impossible for any one who has
studied the essentially noble, devout,
sincere, and earnest English character
at i:’ ?ums;“;h?‘ in childhood has
heard the nguage spoken in
everyday life in all its sincerity, purity,
and vigor; who knows and has studied
the magnificent capabilities of this in-
strument of speech which our ancestors
have forged for us—it is impossible for
such an ons t&o view :.i:hont the bitter-
est pain and dismay parallel d
dation of English character and
glish which is rapidly taking
place.  For the dn{ndlﬁnn of the En-

lish tongue implies the correlative

egradation of the national character.
Out of the fulness of the heart the
motth speaketh. You know whata
great power this spirit of foolish banter
and slang is in London life. Nothing
is attempted in a truthful and earnest
manner, but up comes this evil mon-
ster and spews its blistering froth of
filthy familiarity over every fair and
reverent deed, and nothing is left that
is sacred, or mysterious, or even de-
cent.—I. A. Jones, in the English Ii-
lusiraled Magazine. .
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