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An Old Proverb,

Pomt Anrling, bronuse it raing,
lm‘l‘ﬁ\mﬂ n'mt:E'nml the rain s falling,

And deops nee Dinrring the window panes
And n monning  wind

through the lane 18
mlllnlﬂ
T nnd wishing the sky was oloar,
il roses ngalh on the lattice twining?
A, wall, pemeinber, my foollsh dear,
ST eany to lough whon the sun is shin-
ng!

Whon the world is bright and falr and gay,
And gind Birds slng in the fair June weath-
(Ll

.
And summer s pathering, night and day,
for goldin ohalioe of awoeis together|
Whon hiis sens answer the sky sbove,
And Vright siars foilow the Jday's decline

Ing,
Why, then, “tin no merit to smile, my liwes
L 'hlmuj' to lnugh whon the sun Is shin
ing!"

Put this Is the time the heart 1o tost,
When winter I8 near anild storms aro howlk
I

L
And the enrth from undor her fromon rest
Lok aipe ook Aher sy mmanter ol seowling;
The beavo Hrtle spleiv should vise 1o meet

e sepsion's geloomm wod the diny's ropining
Al this s the thme to e glad, for, swout,
S0 oy to latigh when the sun I8 shia-

ings
—~Wide Awnke.
e ——

THE LOST LETTER.

In a lonely hollow, down in the wood
that skivted Lyndermere Lodge, Sylvia
Devine had wandered, and was now
standing lost in one of her fanciful
roverios,

Not a winsome spol was this to most
people, at any time, and least of all
now in this November twilight.

Yet Sylvin stood there, in  *the
silenco that could be felt," with that
dreamy far-off look in her large eycs
that might so often be seen there of
late.

She stood there, not, perhaps, *“feel-
ing the spell of the place amd the late
hour," but the spell of & past hour
that had been replete with sweetnoss,

“Iote we sat together, only o few
short months ngo,” she soliloguised;
“wnd it seoms as though years had
passed sinee then. Where—oh, where
18 he powi"

It was this question that had been
reiternting itself through her mind ever
sineo tho sudden departure of Valens
tine Holeamp.

He had moeant nothing when he had
sretendod 20 mouch during those linger-
Ing summer rambles?

Sylvia sometimes dreamed, it is true,
of this mun whose companiouship had
been =0 agreenble, but she had not
pined wway into a shudow of her for-
meor self; she had not so far lost her
heart as to cither foel or appear
crushed. She was o rveal pleasure-lover,
was little Sylvia, and hoarded up like
n wmisor the fow un]jn_\':un-nts thut hud
ponetratid her secluded life.  Always
u drenmer, why should she not now
dredsm of last summer and last sum-
muer's visitor?

Yor, in the very midst of her tonder
reminiscence, the .-pirnuu.l u:.'ul)rmh
would go up, the little straight nose
become tilted, and the eurved lip be-
come the sauciest in the world,  Then
she would alimost dance with glee that
she had never been so wenk as to wear
hor heart on her sleeve while her ab-
sent eavalior hud bestowed upon her
his raliantries.

“Lat him come or stay as he listeth,”
whe would conclude, and homeward
wend her way, warbling some gay
littlo song.

Toedduy, with the grin? bare old trees
around her, the groy glimpse of sky
overbemd, she is silent and almost ns
pensive us the departing day.

As she steps lightly along  this
gloomy yvet I’u\.'ur]u-,i::nunl of hers, she
hears w suddon sound over her head,
and looking up she sees an urchin of
nbout six years crouched on the broad
limb of @ tree, and making prodigious
efforts for one so young, to hold o rifle
nod nim at the same time at some
small game which he lisd espiod.

Fuiling in this, it had been his utter-
ance of disappointment that had at
tractod Sylvin's attention,

“Biothering gun!™

And the fidgeting little inger salipped
at last, the tired unnccustomed museles
vielided, woil the “bothering gun' came

rattling to the earth, while the child
made a grand seramble to reguin his
bnlance.

Huad the article been anything other
than a piece of fire-arms, all hw! been
woll.  As it ehanceed, however, in fail.

ing, the weapon struck heavily against
a lower jutting limb of the tree, and
discharged as it foll

Svlvia had sprung nside, yet not in
time to BECIUPE the shot. The contents
of the rifle lodged in her right shoulder,
and she fell to the ground with a moan.

She lay there white and insensible,
the blood from the wound oozing
through her gown over the fair neck.

The boy, trembling with terror at
this result of his daring eseapade,
sprang to the side of the prostrate
form. Though such a baby in years, it
had been manly courage thut had led
the little fellow into sueh & venture.

He had s spirited handsome face,
and as e lnid a tiny hand upon Sylvia's
pale brow, nsoft light of tenderness
graw in the dark eyes, and witha guick
ehildish  gesture  he stooped  and
smoothed her cheek with his own.

Then he sprang to his feet again.
and ran swiftly away in the direction
of Lyndermere Lodge.

For ten years Lyndermere Lodge lind
been oecupied by Mr. Arthur Powell,
an old man whose book-love seemed to
#upply the place of every othor attach-
ment, for, save for the occasional pres-
ence of two domestics, he had lived
there quite alone.

The domesties lived also by them-
selves in a separate habitation.

During the past year the bermitage
had been entirely deserted, for, much
Lo the astonishment of interested neigh-
bors, Mr. Fowell bad suddenly left and
Eone abroand,

A few weeks previous to the openin
of our story, news came of the ol
man's death, and only the day before
the oceurence we have described, the
new owner, a nephew of Mr. Powell's,
had arrived and taken ssion. It
was he who now hastened to the assist-
ance of Sylvia Dovine.

He blanched and shuddered at the
sight before him. His step faltered,
and he almost foll to the ground beside
the wounded girl as be stooped Lo raise
her in his arma.

*“Run, Jem-—run as fast as your le
can fake you, to the nearest physi-
clan!”

Jem needed no second bidding. He
was off like the wind, for in his guard-
lan's eyes he saw an expression he had
never bofore seen there.

Would she, then, die? Had he been
the means of killing the most beautiful
Indy be bad ever looked upon in his
short life?

To Jew sho bad scemed like & fairy,
as through the interstices of the tree-
branches he had caught that brief
glimpse of the small riante face und
curling, close-out Baxen hair,

Mennwhile Bylvia was borne by the

stranger into the warm ﬁmli'gl:t of the
brary of Lyndermere Lodge.
ogb:nad her eyes before the arri-

val of the doctor, but she appeared be-

wildered and hardly couscious.

When the surgeon bhad examined the
wound, be said notbing eould be done
furthar until the voung laav wes tsken

%0 her home and placed in bed,

Bhe revived under the restoratives
administerod, but was in such pain s
to take no notice of hor snrroundings.

Together they bore hor to & enrvinge
and conveyed her home.

Onoe there, the stranger remsined
until the shot had been extracted aml
shie was pronounced out of immediate
dangor.

Sylvia's home was a very simple one,
She and her mother had always livod
by thomselves in a small cottage since
the donth of Mre. Dovine

It waus two days before Sylvin was
able to speak of the necident, and  her
mother had brietly informed her that
the lnd whose gun hml worked such
mischicf was the nephew of the gentle-
man owning Lyndermore Lodge.

But ns the duys passed, and Sylvin,
beeoming convalescent, received bask-
ots of fruit and lowers, and numerous
books, always emanating from the
Lodge, and having always for their
conveyot the culprit Jom, she grew in-
terested to learn the name of Jem's
unele.

“Really | eannot tell vou,” replied
hor mother. *You know, 1 was in such
n frenzy over you the night they
brought you home that 1 really forgot
to enquire, and he has only sent these
things since with enquiries for your
state of health, without having ealled
himself."

+He is most kind, and has evidently
been very anxious, feeling, 1 suppose,
responsible for the necident.  Mother,
vou must ask him to call.”

S0 a note was dispatched to the
Lodge, and Sylvia, in graceful invalid's
toilet, sat awaiting their visitor that
avening,

“The sérvant tells moe his name is
Mr, Holeamp," said the mothor, enter-
ing.

%Ir.q. Devine had been absent during
the time of young Holeamp's stay in
the town of the previous summer, and
her daughter, through a feeling of shy-
ness, had not mentioned the e yisode
which had entered into her life Jurin
the period of her absence; nor had Val-
entine Holeamp stopped at the Lodge,
of even mentioned his connection with
his unele, consequently Sylvia fruw
suddenly pale at the mention of the
name so familiar to her, and Mrs. De-
vine was entirely unprepared for the
startling change in her daughter at
this period.

“What is it, child—why did you
start?"

“Oh—nothing," murmured Sylvia,
looking away quickly,

But when, shortly after, Valentine
Holeamp appeared before her she found
hierself trl.'lu;ding from head to foot, In
a normal state of health this would
not have been the case.  But the sur-
prise had been too much for her in hor
weakened condition.

In her effort to appear controlled she
received him in s manper seemingly
cold.

The interview was very brief and
formasl, though her mother's cordiality
made up for it in part.

Without urging » second visit from
the ocoupant of Lyndermere Lodge,
Sylvia ne_iLml him to send Jem, who,
she said, was io no manoer to blume,
ns he had not secn ber when he took
his position in the tree,

Jem  cnme—once, twice. At the
second  visit to say good-bye. They
were going away again, he saidy bis
uncle was to join some friends on n
trip of travel in Europe; he, Jem,
meanwhile to be sent to school.

L] L] L] L] L]

Six months have passed away.

Sylvia, in mourning garb, stands
alone in the house that for so mnny
years has smiled upon her in peace and
plensantnoss.

Her mother Is dead.

To-morrow the furniture and books,
which they have together used and  pe-
rused, are to be stored and packed
awuy, and Sylvin will seek her abode
among distant relatives in & faraway
city.

(iently she lifts one and another of
sotventr wlhums and pretty gifts one
hiad bestowed upon the other at ditfer-
ent birthdays and holidays.

She is looking at a book of poems
she had been reading aloud to her
mother during the summer evenings
preceding the arrival of Valentine ![(IS-‘
eamp.

When her mother left home to make
her visit, the book had remained where
she had left it, upon the sitting-room
table; for after her departure Sylvia
had dipped ioto another poem, which
absorbed her for the time quite beyond
any she hnd ever read,

Now she lifted it tenderly—toars
rushed to her eyes.e« This was linked
with a love that would pever die—the
sweet fidelity of & mother's love. How
the other poemn had died, shrivelled in-
to bitter dregs. "

The one she wept over; the other she
thought of with a cold sneer.

Slowly, softly, she turns the leaves.
A book-mark fulls into her lap, then a
thin soft envelope, a delicate flower
doubtless pressed within it—it was o
habit of her mother's to press her fa-
vorite bloows thus—but no, this is »
directed note, and moreover, one di-
reoted to herself.

The paper is flattened and somewhat
]&'el!o\lfud-—it has evidently lain there

nng.

It is sealed—has never been opened.

She wonderingly teurs it open and
roads:

“DEAr Friexp, —Can yon forglve my
departing thus suddenly without a word of
explanation? I am oblleed to leave in des.

rate haste, If we never meet again, be-
ieve me, it {s bust for you that it should be
Bt If we do meet in the future (and 1 still
falntly hope it Is {nnr wlih as well as my
own that we should), may 1 hope, slso, you
will meet me with the swlle of our présent
friendship.—Yours, in regret, and yet In
fond faith,

"VaLEsTINE HoLcAMP."

She looked st the date.

It had been written the day before
his departure the previous summer.

The note had come, and their attend-
ant, & strange girl, had forgotten to
tell her of its arrival,

And io all that time she had done
him this injustioe in her thoughts. And
when at last they had met, she had not
recoived him with a smile of friendship,
and he had left her again without the
answer he had hoped for,

The day waned, and once more Byl-
via Devioe secks the haunt now doubly
endeared to her—the woodland near
Lyndermere Lodge.

With the letter she had found erushed
tight against her heart, she gazes to-
wards the lovely hermitage, wonder-
ing, with a pewly-awakened sweet
interest, where its owner Is now wan-
dering, and povders for the first time
with feelings unmingled with bitterness
what was the mystery of his life that
he had withheld from hber.

The loneliness of her life—its crushed
prospects—erowd upon ber, and over-
whelm her. She bursts into tears.

In the midat of her grief she hears a
horse galloping down the road.

Bhe ean see from where she stands
that it is & man riding bim, and the
equestrian turns into the drive at Lyo-
dermere Lod

For & moment she marvels at this,

for the pluce has been silent for
“h“p again been ok

AR A0 EAROA, ARG §OOS LIZNTE DIDKING
out from the windows, Smoke, Loo,
floats up from the chimney.

Is it possible?

But  ho daves hardly harbor the
thonght.

She takes courage presently, how-
ever, nnd with a decidod step nnd boats
ing hoeart she turns and walks into the
direction of Lyndermere Lodge.

She stops not ll she reaches the
door.

She knocks,

Then for the first time her cournge
fails, and a feeling of utter fuintness
overeomes her,

She sees a glow of light —a face stern
and pale, yet familise  withal—and
then she seos no more.

For the second time in his life, Val.
ontine Holoamp holds within his arms
the form of tho woman he has loved,
yet failed to win for his own.

He had taken tho crushed lotter from
her hand, and is seanning the envelope,
when at last her eyes open upon him
again.

“I never saw it until half an hour
ngo,'' she murmurs. ‘Forgive me,
and tell me what it all means. Why
did you go nway that summer? Why
did you never say your uncle lived
here?"!

But he, too, is slow to comprehend
why sho has come to him thus of her
own free will.  He cannot belleve that
it 1s all real.

“Tell me, Sylvin, dear one—tell me
only once that you came here to me for
no other roason than the wish to ronew
the old tie—tell me this, and 1 will
mako the past clear to you.''

“l am mlone,’" she murmurs, as
though in extenuation of this act of
buldness, My mothor ia gone.”’

Tears filled her oyes, the color dyes
her checks, and Valontine knows at
Iast shat Syivia Devine is all his own.

“'Hofore ask you to become my
wife, Sylvia, 1 must tell yon of my past.
Yet lot me bo brief, for the shadow hus
hung over me for so long [ would fain
bid it flee for ever.

*My father was reputed to be a
wealthy man at one time. About the
time of my graduation at college, how-
ever, he had made somo heavy invest-
wents. They failed, and at the time it
became known that he had not only
dishonorably swamped much money
entrusted to his care, but had forged to
an immense extent. He fled the coun-
try. My brother & widower with one
child (Jem), lost all he was worth
through his dishonest transactions, 1
had not yet taken up a profession, nor
had I s prospect of business. With this
brand upon my father's reputation,
there was small chance for me. 1 was
secking business here in your town
when we met, knew my mother's
brothoer lived here, and hoped for nssist-
ance from him. In this 1 was disap-
pointed. He was a proud recluse, who
disdained recognition from a member
of my father's house.

“At this time 1 soddenly received
news of my brother's death, loaving
the boy to my care. 1 had no timo for
delay if I would reach him in time to
nttend to his funeral arrangements,

*1 had hoped to succeed to his posi-
tion in business, but I lost it. I strug-
gled along, scarcely able to live at all,
havin me to provide for as woll as
mysell, when news came of the death
of my uncle. He had evidently re-
pented, at last, of selfish indifference
to us, and left his estate ip the city—
which has slways been rented—and
this here—to my brother and myself.
It all, of course, now adverted to my-
self. 1 believe it was a feeling of dia-
race which sent my uncle abroad, and

there he doubtless heard the details of
my brother's and my own situation.
In my poverty, Sylvia, and in my dis-
grace, thouqh you had grown so dear
to me, I could not tell you of my love.
Now, darling, i you think you can
overlook the stigms upon my——""'

But Sylvia stays the speech with her
dninlf fingers.

“Would 1 be worthy of your love if 1
ave one thought to that? You have
woen so manly and noble that you de-

serve to be rewarded by love more
faithful than mine has been. But Valen-
tine, I—love you now —as never before,
and 1 will make up for the past if you
will try me—"'

My wife—my own!"

And such throughseveral happy years
she has remained. For tender memor
of Valentine's sad youth has made Syl-
via's love for her husband tenfold the
careless love of youth she would have
tendered without his knowled

Jem, the culprit, the mischievous,
brave, manly lsd, whose stolen joys
once so nearly ended in destroying for
ever this glorious crown of his uncle's
life, lives with them still, though he is
fast becoming a handsome young man.

Valentine has seen his father twice
since his marria has urged him to
end his days in their home, but he has
learned to find his only respite in the
complete isolation of a stranger among
strangers.

He I)I-dn't- DIO.

Moses Rabbenstein had gone to Eu-
rope on business, and, of course, held
areturn-trip ticket. When in London
he was taken dangerously ill, and for s
while it looked as if Moses was going
to meet his namesake.

] dond vand to tie here,” he moan-
ed, *'1 vaut to go pack home.”

“Do you want to die there?'’ asked
the heartless purse.

“No, I dond vand to tie dare neider,
ud eef I baf to tie, 1 vant to tie at
ome," groaned the careful Moses,

“What difference does it make?
Thia country is ieuod enough, I think,
You had better preparing to meet
your maker."

“Dot ish all right, mine frent. 1
dond dink 1 am afrait, pud I voult feel
so mooch petter eef I vas nd home.”

“*Are you ready to die?"’ ’

“No, unt 1 vont pe undill 1 kets
home. Mine frent, ven I dells you dot
eff I tie in Englunt [ lose vot I pait vor
dot redurn teeget, you vill untersthant
vy lvuul:;i‘a s0 mooch happier in ter
poosom . my family," — Merohund
Traveler, ¢ y

Patt's Parrots.

There is dear Charlie; another is
called after the great American coleb-
rity, Ben Butler; then there In one
called Jumbo, not on account of its
slender walst, but for other ‘particular
reasons. But, clever as they all ave,
Polly beats them hollow. Siie never
makes & mistake i» her answers, and
whatever you call hr she says in repl
what she means you to know. Knoo
at the door nud she'll ery, “Entr-r-r-
rez!" You ask her, *How are youp"
she will answer in French, *'Pas mal;
ot yous?' Only onoce I tried her in
English hard, and got my reward. 1
cl.ispud my fingers in water and sprink-
led u fow drops over her; she looked at

me, lifting up & little black paw, and
unctuously sad solemnly v "“You
pig." ssini, who used to (ake

souff not always in the cleanest fnsh-
lon said once to Polly, “I'll give you a
biscuit if you llll#ulomﬂlllll‘." Poll

stratohed out a friendly claw and uki
*J'ui du bon tabuc dans ma tabatiere

= tlerre—tlerrel” — Temple Bar.

BILL NYRE ON DRUNKARDS,

Ho Makes to the Publlec s Falr Proposle
tion,

In the matter of temperance, writes
Bill Nyo to the 8an Francisco Ingleside,
1 may say that no one would pick mo
out as a radiesl on cither sido of the
question. It is my doetrine that the
evil of intemperance will work its own
destruction when the proper time
comes. We may got prelty woary
walting for the day of our emanoipa-
tion, but it is cortainly unwise to make
the enuse of temporance obnoxious by
feeding it to the people day times, and
then waking thom npin the night to
ask thom if they have violated their
solomn obligation, You may convince
A reasoning human being, but you can
not teach him a groat truth by paintin
it on any board fenco in the clvilize
world, and then running him into those
board fences till you have smashed his
nose several times, and taught him to
desplse both you and the cause you rep-
resont,

The above solemn chunk of philoso-
phy was written for me by a warm,

rsonal friend, who told me that when

got tired of writing more froth and
foam and foolishness for the amuse-
meont of a sorrowing world, and wished
to put together a fow sentences of senso
to surprise the publio with, he would be
tickled to death to come waround after
office hours and write me a few without
charge.

But it was not on the subject of tem-
perance itself that I started outto
spenk. 1 dosirod to propound to the
readers of the Ingleside & conundrum
or query. It Is this: Why is it that
when a man becomes boeastly drunk,
idiotically inebrinted, and hilariously
full, he will start out at oveo with what
remaining strength he wmay have to
hunt me up and converse with me till
hiy lower jaw gots loose and fall off on
tho ground with a sickening thod?

Is it because [ am good-natured, and
show unusual convorsational powers,
or is it because the idea of hunting me
up and associating with me does not
ovcur to & man until he is very, very
drunk?

However this may be, it is indeed a
chilly day when I do not spend an hour
or two in social converse with a man
who is uproariously drunk, ilmtry
drunk, confidentislly drunk, tearfully
drunk, affectionately drunk, maudlin
drunk, musically drunk, incoherently
drunk, sorrowfully drunk, sbusively
drunk, politically drunk, oratorically
drunk, _admirably drunk, eritically
drunk, disorderly drunk, ornamentally
drunk, or just simply drunk.

He may be in = neighboring state
when the wild, ungovernable desire
cumes over him to E"‘“ something in his
mouth which will ultimately steal awny
his brains, uunless he has taken the pro-
caution to have them concealed about
his person, bat in the first stage of his
inobrioty hoe gets a ticket to where I
am, and then he goes on with the de-
bauch. He generally finds me at last,
and he sails up to whore I am and be-

ins to converse. It scerns to mo now
that a great denal of my time is takon
up conversing with parties who moot
me on the street or at stations or in
hotels, and then talk with me several
hours at a time while under the influ-
ence of intoxicating liquor.

I presume fifteen hundred men have
held me by the hand and sworn that
everything they had was at my service.
Money, clothes, houses, jewelry, or
anything else thoy had was none too
good for me. Then they would wring
my hand aguin and start to go away,
put they would always return and talk
some more, and when I would swoon
and fall over thoy would reluctantly go
away. When I ventured to remind
them the next day of their kind offer to
supply me with funds they most gener-
ally fail to call it to mind, Sometimes
thoy msk me in an injured tone of voice
if I expected to hold & man responsivle
for all the promises he makes to the in-
numerable common fools he meets
while drunk.

S0 [ desire to give notice in this pub-
lic way that on and after this date I
shall not hold any more open-air come
munications with common drunkards,
and, as I want to be perfectly fair and
just toward all, 1 am willing to bind
myself in o gimilar way not to ry to
converse with sober people while I may
be drunk. Now, if there be anything
nnfair or unreasonable about this prop-
osition I am willing to alter it, so that
no one can find fault with it. I want
to do exactly what is right, and I do
not require anything whatever of oth-
ers that I am not perfectly willing my-
self to submit to.

—— - —
He Got It.

**Boss," he whispered, ss he leaned
over the counter, *‘de ole woman wants
some tea mighty bad, an’ I hasn't got
any money."

“Can’t belp that, sir,"' was the re-
ply* "I'm giving awsy more than I
oan afford to without taking on any
new applications."

I"‘ actly, boss—I
ease give me your
: "Joh'ni Y. I!In,nk."

*An' dat of yer pardnerp"

“His name ls William J.
What do you want of our names?"

“Wall, I didn't get de tea, but you
used me like 8 gem'len, an' bein' as
we has got twins in our family I'ze
gwine ter name 'em arter you an’ your
parduer!"

“*Oh! you said tes, eh? Why, yes.
I'll be hné-py to put you up half &
lmuud. reen or Japan? Twins, oh?

{ope the mother is doing well. Say,
if you want those boys to make smart
men give 'em smart names. If I were
ou I'd call 'em Washington and Jeh
erson!"
—— N A

An Unique Easter Entertaloment,

The most unique and charming Eas-
ter entertainment I ever witnessed was
ot a friend's house in Germany. Al-
though gotten up for the benefit of the
children, we oldor folks enjoyed it as
much, I can assure you. had
ust been served, when in came two
oolmen bearing s huge golden egg
garlanded with lol’aﬂ. which they
posited upon an artificial bank 1o the
center of the sasl. No sooner had they
done 50 than opeo flew the egg and us
popped a hare, in whose blue eyes an
roguish smile was immediately recog-
nized, despito his masquerading su
the little 8-year old son of our hostess,
who exclaimed:

“I kept real still, didn't I, mamma?'"*

Then being helped, amid considers-
ble mpplause and laughter out of his

re‘t.:ly nest, he trotted around the room
In Imtinzdtrum s cooning  moss

F“mwmo 80, Boss,

Il name."

Jones.

basket s dainty Easter egg to esch of
his little friends. —New York Mail and
Ezpress,

--—

*Culipary French'' is an extraordi-
nary lan o and it may be studied
to advan at public dinners, and on

menus of clubs and restaurants,
The other day I saw on s club bill of
fare, *'Boft roes de bloator sur tosst."
The author of this wust have been s
man, to wl}:.m“n.o lunguage bad terror.
— ari -

e B - ———

My Interview With the President,

1 thought that I was well enough
known in this town not to be misrep-
tesented just bocause 1 called in a
friendly mannor on President Cleve-
Iand. 1'm gotting tived of having my
fricnds meet me on every street corner
and say, “Well, did you get it?"" “How
did yqu como on with the Presidont?'
“Think you'll gt the Walkerville Con-
sulnte?"" and that sort of talk.

Now, the interview, or rather tho
two intorviows, with the President 1
have looked on as entirely private and
of no political significance whatover,
nnd yot the roporters persist in think-
ing that beonuso 1 nm roticient that,
therefore, 1 was rofused some office.
This boing the oase 1 feel it due to my-
selt and my friond Grover to state
Just  what happened during my recent
visit to Washington, When 1 got to
the White Houso I was usherod into
tho presenco by tho official usher, I
found Mr. Manning standing beslde the
Prosident, while Mr. Lamont, the Pri-
vate Seerotury, wis fondling a club on
tho other side.

“How de do?" 1 said.

*‘Wo are all in very robust health,”
snld Mr. Manning, although 1 had not
addressed mysolf especially to him,

*So that's the Private 'umlnliy. is
it? It's rather funny; [ saw it piayed
in Detroit just before I loft."*

**Thoso that have seon Lamont  play
with that club don't regard the drama
as funny,” said Manning soverely.

I will admit that I found my rece
tion most freozing., The attitude of the
Executive was frigid, and very much
below zero.

*I never thought," 1 remarked, at-
tempting onco more to broak the ice,
“that Washington waa so cold."

“Some fools wure finding
enough,"’ put in Lamont.

“Well, Presidont,"
*wo've got 'em."

*It certainly looks as if yon had,"
sald Mannmg. I begin to think Man-
ning u most objectionable person and
my patent joke about Manning the
ship of State remains unsaid.

“Can we do anything for you?" ask-
ed the President for the first time.

"Nothlnq. excopt say good-by."

Tho President sank back in h{n chair,
Manning dropped into another, and
the olub fell clattering on the floor from
the nerveless hands of Lamont.

Thus I left them, but had not gone
far when Lamont came running after
me barcheaded.

*“Didn't you want to file an applica-
tion?"' ho said.

I wantod to file nothing.
s file with me."

He wrung my hand and cordially in-
vited me back. Tho next interview
with the President left nothing to be
desired and [ found Manning a first-
rute fellow. That night the Cabinet
and myself had s great time of it around
the city, und 1 may say that my pres-
ent relations with the President and
his advisers are most cordial,—Luke
Sharp.
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His Aunt's Teeth.

*‘Please, sir, give me an emetio, and
quick, please.”

The up-town druggist pecred over his
countor at the customer and saw a
smgll 8-year-old boy and a big New-
foundland dog. The boy's face was
dirty and tear-stained; the dog's face
was weary und lugubrious,

**‘An emotic!"" eoxclaimed the drug-

ist, and then, wseecing that the boy's

and clutched his gastric region in
agony, he hastily compounded the
draught and handed it over the ceun-

ter.

Hastily thoiittle hands clutehed the
glass, snd lifted it, not to the mouth
associated with them, but to the dog's,
Too much surprised to interfere, the
dﬂisﬁlll bresthed a mental prayer and
watched the proceedings, The do
scented the nauscous stuff, touched
with the tipof his tongue, shook his
head in disgust, and squatted down on
his haunches.

**Ho won't take it," sobbed the boy,
bursting into tears, "and there's no
other way 1 can get them out of him."
g"'ﬂet what?” stammered the drug-

st

“Why, sir,"" was the agonized reply,
“*he has Eoue and swallowed Aunt Ju-
lin's teeth, and she's going round the
house like mad because she can't find
them, and I want to get them out of his
body before she finds out where they
are. Oh, sir, do help me, or I'll be
whipped to death If Aunt Julia finds it
out. Besides, she can't eat a mouthful
of dinner until she gets them."'

The druggist took pity on the child,
and, as Tom Hood would say, concill-
ated the dog into permitting his inter-
nal regions to be revolutionized, and in
ashort time s smile came over the
boy's face and he hurried home with
his deluded relative's dental apparatus
in hia roclal and the Newfoundland
following sadly at his heels.—Buffalo
ddvertiser,

A Obange in Neckwear.

There s a radical change this season
in gentlemen's neckwear. The per-

d flat scarf has almost entirely van-
Ished and with it have largely vanished
scarf-pins, A t many men still
wear tles and soarf-pins, but they
are not considered in good form. The
Lrlnclpnl scarf that has taken its place

the “‘four-in-hand," so named from
its shape to the ribbon reins of a coach
team. Although in England this scarf
is worn as broad as an ordinary enve-
lope, in this country the usual width is
about that of a paper cutter. It Ia tled
with an overlappiug slip-knot, the long-
er end pulling through the loop. Dur-
ing the Winter the popular four-in-
bands have been in  dark, rich colors
generally, with some marking, such as
s dot, s dismond or a leaf. Bprin
styles are in checks and stripes in ligh
colors, greys and slate effects being the
most popular and elegant. What is
known as *‘the shepherds' plaid," in
black and white, is all the rage in Lon-
don and will be very much worn. G
will be the elegant tlemen's color,
though dark bluo will find favor with
many. Red effects are all the goin
Now York. A good many ou::g col-

ng the

lego fellows are again wen old-
fashloned narrow tie, made in an ordie
pary bow in front.
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Now that Mr. Henry James has found
80 many capital subjects for burlesqua
among the people of Boston, it Is a
matter of wonder that some other nov-
el-writer does not deal In similar strain
with a one-time resident of that city
who was an eminent author. The lit-
erary geutleman in question lived in
Mount Vernon sireet one winter ro-
cently, and kept the whole neighbor-
bood in an uprosr with his “‘nerves.'
All the cats to be killed so that
his slumbers might not be broken by

their midnlfln. cries, the servants went |
[

aboul in list slippers and spoke with
bated breath, and evory bell in the
house rang with a muffied tongue,
Even to this day that season is named
*that terrible winter.” And the voice
of rumor whispers that the nervous
autoerat who thus made life not worth
living in his environment bore the
oame of Henry James
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PIERCING THE EARS,
An Hour With & Loulsville Auratotist.

At 4 o'clook Friday aftornoon a young
Indy, tnll and slonder and a blonde,
emerged from a Priuu room at a jow-
olry-store on Fonrth avonue. for
bright face was drawn with grimaces
llmfhnr mouth was down at the cor
ners, while her ripe-red lips woere quiv-
ering with pain. As sho came out of
the room with an elderly lady she oast
an indignant look in the direction of
¢hio hend salosmnn, who had loft the
#amo room but a moment before with a
sharp-pointed and slender steel instru-
mont in  his hand. A close obsorver
might have noticed s small erimson
spot on tho lobe of the young Indy's
loft ear.  This samo erimson spot, upon
furthor investigntion, would have boon
found to be n drop of blood. The
young lady wns nngry, however, and
smarting with pain, and sho didn't
lingor nny longor in  the jowolry-store
than it required to walk to the door,
which she slammeod spitefully after hor
ns sho stopped out on the stroot, with
another withering look over her shoul-
der at the head salesman.

“What's tho matter?"' asked n{'mn'-
nalist, who had just stoppod in to buy n
#4,000 dinmond pin lurlillu now spring
sonrl.

“I have beon pioreing the young
lady's ear,' answered the salesman
with & moan smile, "*and she didn't like
the operation. 1 succeeded In piercing
one enr and then sho got mad and left.
She'll bo back in a day or two, howey-
er, to have the other onc plerced.
l’c.lun,gI Indlos must wear earrings, you
know."

*Do you make n business of piercing
oarsP'" asked the nowspaper man.

*“We do a great doal of it here for
sur customors, At least I do a groat
deal of It. 1don't think anybody elso
in Loulsville has over undertaken the
sameo sort of work. Within the last
ton years I suppose I have plerced the
ears of at lenst two thousand girls and
younf; lndies. Tho oporation s a very
simple one.  All I roquire is a sharp
steel point and a stout cork.  The lobe
of the ear is placed on the cork and the
stoel point js pushed through inn
twinkling. ‘Then either a bit of brass
is left In the opening, or the earrings
mrut in immodiately."

s the operation painful?"*

“As arule itis not. That degends
very much, however, upon the forma-
tion of the lobv. Sometimes the lo e
Is thin and tender. Somotimes it is fat
and flabiby, and often itis hard and
gristly. A lobe of the Iast mentioned
sort Ia the hardest to plerce, and in
such instances the greatest pain is
enused.  As a rule, however, the oper-
ation is nccompanied only by a twin
of pain, which is gone as soon as L
needle ls withdrawn."

‘Do the esars become inflamed after
the operationP

“Yes, but as a rulo very slightly.
Frequently they are made painfully sore
uir an uncontrollable desiro that little

rls bave to scralch, Grown young
leins. however, generally obey our in-
structions, and within s week all trace
of the Incision is gone."

©At what age the ear generally
pierced "’

**At from 4 to 14 years. 1t is seldom
that a girl getsa to be more than 14
years old without having worn ear-
rings."’

*There are oxceptions, however.
Only yesterday & married lady was in
the store, ndmiring a pair of earrings.
‘My husband would buy these for me,’
she said, ‘it 1 had only had my ears
plerced.’ 1tricd to persunde her to
submit to the operation immediately,
but she emphatically doclined, and al-
most fainted when I brought out my
steel point to show her bow easily and
Fninleuly the operation could be per-
ormed.’

“*Are you ever called to pierce the
same ears more than once?"

*Yes; quite frequently. Sometimes
the brass is taken out too soon and the
opening grows together again. This
ruquires u second Incision, which is al-
ways more painful thon the first. 1
know one lady whose cars have been
pierced four times, and she sent for me
the other day to have them pierced

ain. The trouble in her case lles in
the fact that her an.?u grow so flat to
her face that the setting of the earring
ean hardly be seen."”

“Do you do all the earring piercing
that is done in LouisvilleP'

“lshould say not. Many mothers
plerce their daughters' cars at home

r
(]

with an ordinary needle and k the
incision open ’I'{ inserting a bit of
broom-straw. is is a barbarous sort

of custom, however, and is nearly al-
w:‘yl accompanied by excruclating

n and inflammation. 1 have known
nstances whore the lobe of the car has
bloen'ontlmly lost by this rough opers-
tion."" *
“What do you cha for plercin
one palr of ugﬂ“ . z .
“Not scent. Wedo it ‘Entultoualy
for our customers with the hope, of
course, of selling n rdr of earrings."

*What Is the professional title of one
who pierces ears?*"’

**He is called ansuratotist." — Lowuis-
ville Commerciual,

INDIAN FIGHTING.

Reminlacences of the Halds of Bitting
Bull and His Paiated Warriors.

“Why do I keep that cartridge-box
hung over my desk? It's a relic of m
Iife on the plains, for around that lit
box cluster some of my greatest trinls.’
The spoaker, s middle-aged man, was
seated In his office on Court street.

*It first booame mine when I joined
the 22d regiment at Fort Grailot in
July, 1876, about the time brave Cus-
ter and his command had gone to
llanﬁ:ur. Troops were hurried into
the fleld. On the 7th of the month our
detschment started for Fort Lincoln.
We found the son there vory
small, all troops that could be spared
having been sent to the front. We
mare to Powder river, where we
met Indians in 1 numbers. Cus-
ter's command had left & lot of corn
on the right bank of the Yellowstone,
and when we came up the redskins
m ferrying it across to the other

“It was my first fight, and how nar-
row was my escape that little hole in
the box bears wi

A fow miles further on we reached
the Indian oamp, and there found the
arms of the tered command.
While there I op a rovolver 1
found in s tent and putit in my loner
cost-pocket, trusting I might some-
time need it. Continuing our march,
under the direction of Buﬁmo Bill, we
made for Glendive creek, and there
™ \PThe Lndinss hovered 1 large

2 ove num-
bors about the esmup. It was the uni-
vorsal bellef among the troops that go-
ing out of camp on scouting 5:1; meant
death. It was by nomuu&lunnl
news to me to be detailed to carry
the mnil between Glendive snd Fors
Buford, seventy-five miles away. I
was acoompanied by s balf-breed soout,

supcesstull

The triv was mada v. Aftar
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ters at Glendive crook.

A WAL nont with o
to the headquar-

“Three days afier we arrived In-
dinns purrounded us. Among the hills
were hundrods of sa in flerco war

int. The comman aq"omun maot

n councll, and about m

ordored to report.  The
‘'l want you to iake this dispatoh to
Fort Buford, Travol as fast as &ou
can, and deliver this in porson to Col.
Harzon; our ammunition and s‘mmlons
wro giving out.' Istarted. The night
was oloar and still,  The guard let mo
out through the pioket line, and, load-
ing my horwe, 1 stole off into the dark-
noss, revolver in hand.

“I startod my horse on a alow trot
and rode at that speed for about twen
ty milles until I rode directly into an
ﬁldlm eamp. The dogs snnounced
my arrival, and in & moment more tho
Indians wore In hot runult; but m
horse was ono to bo relled upon, and
soon loft most of my pursuers far be-
hind, There were two young buoks,
howover, who kept vlose after my trail
for hours. y horse was becoming
winded and I determined to fight.
Drawing my carbine I fired ono shot,
killing ono of my pursuers’ horsos,
which had some effoot, as the Indian
gave up the chuse, At 10 o'clock the
next day I was In Fort Buford, and two
hours Iater a Iarge body of oavalry,
with s wagon traln, started for the be-
si mr. When 1 started to re-
turn the train was about twonty miles
ahead of me. The wagon train miused
the right trall. I was unable to find
the command, and after hunting sever-
al hours in tho rain I determined to
start for the omw Glendive oreek.
My horse was in condition, and I
concluded I would camp for an hour
and make a littlo coffee. It was now
dark. Picketing my horse, I kindled a
fire, and throw ugcuhla all r:?’ arms
and taking off my belt I deternfined at
all hazards to e 8 reab.

“] was making myself comfortable
when 1 heard what seemed to be the
bark of a prairie wolf. 1 knew what it
mennt. ore were Indians about, and
tho bark was simply a signal It was
repeatod, and then I noticed two dus-
ky forms stealing slong the ground. My

londed rifle was within reach, and
Eloklng it up, I took & quick aim and

red. A c:l, of pain followed, and
without walting to heed the shouts of
rage I ran for m{ horse, and mounting
I started at break-neck s + not for
the fort, as I should have done, but in
the opposite direction. I found that
my arms were gone but one. I atill
had the revolver I had ploked up In the
camp where we had found the arms of
Custer's men.

I rode all that night, and on the fol-
lowing night ran successfully into
camp Glendive, without any trouble
aave a personal encounter with one In-
dian near the picket line. The next
day Col. Hazen arrived with re-en-
forcemonts, and Sitting Bull and his
bloodthirsty savages were folled. A
weok aftor 1 was sent with a force to
Fort Buford, and on the ground where
I had left it was my rifle, and near by
the ourtridge box.—Boston Globe.

A Great Tribunal.

A woll known Arknnsaw planter,
having become involved in a law suit
with u tenant, was summoned to ap-

ar before Flat-nose Phil, a negro
ustice of the peace, and show cause
why he should not pay the plaintiff
seventy-five dollars. The case was de-
oided st the planter. He arose
and said:

“Your honor, I propose Lo take an
appeal to a higher court.”

“*Whnr yer gwine ter find it?"" nsked
the justice, puiting his kidney-hoof on
the table,

*Oh, I'll find it. I'll appesl to the
circuit court."

The mlﬁ]ulnm laughed. W'y boss,
I'so got five appeals in my cou't dat
hab come up frum de circuit cou't be-
low. W‘s. sah, dis hoah cou't works
side by side wid de #'preme cou't, an’
sometimes, when ho road's bad, steps
in or head o' dat big instertushun.
W'y, sah, I'se got one nppeal frum de
s'prem cou't, an' scberal from de
chancery. Didn' know dis cou't wus
loaded, did yerp"

"E%t‘n here, judge, I was only joking

ou.

*(Glad ter hesh It, but dis ain't no
place fur jokes. It doan show
sense in de ter joke when de
butcher hab dun grabbed him by de
ho'on."

*I undorstand, ]udm It Is strange
to me that your wisdom has not en-
abled you to see through this case.
Here," he added in & whisper, *'1 know

our time is valuable, so just take this
ve dollar note and look at the case
n "

He took the money, and after a few
moments reflection, rubbing his wool
during the time, he sald:

“De cou't, thinkin’ dat dis wns er
little case, only looked atit wid one
eye an' rendered it's cision 'cordin’ Iyi
but suddenly on onexpectodly openin
bof eyes, de cou't sees dat de case wus
‘vided wraung in de fust place. Mr.
Defendant, de cou't changes de cur-
rent. Mr. Plaintiff, dis thing ls ergin
yer, an' de stato constertushun says
dat yer will hafier pay do costs. Puat

or han's on de gennerman’s nts,

r. Constable.''— drkansaw veler.

———— O P————n.
Oleveland a» a Masher.

“President Cleveland has perfect]
lovely eyes," remarked a Louisville so-
cioty bello yesterday, who Is just back
from Washington.

“Indeed "' sald her listener.

“Yeoa; and the prottiest testh yon
ever saw. Thoy glisten like poarls,
and he knows how to use them, for he
is always smiling in the most fascinat-
ing manner imaginable. His cheeks
are rosy, too, and ho has & bee-u-tiful
dimple in his chin, to suy nothing of a
superb moustache and n” hand as soft
and white aan woman's. All in all,
bels n v:? handsome man, snd just
the sort of a man to keep the women
at his feot. He knows his powers of
fascinations well, and he 1s as vain as a

acock. I don't mean that he Is vuin
n the ordinnr{ way. Just the op
site.  His vanity in of the uul.ouﬂm.-
diﬁnlﬂnd sort that is sometimes ealled
soll-respect, and it pleases rather than
offends."

“1a he easily improssed by women?"

“Not & bit of it. 1 tried him dosper-
::ei{l 8t tho ball, but he wouldn't flirt

**But if he ever should come to Louis-
ville," added this most charming young
lady, Jotto voce, ‘'we'll bring him
down."'— Lovisville Commercial,

It, as the social philosophers Insis
there In an lnllmru m:muon b:
tweon the price of wheat and the num-
ber of marriages in any given year,
surely the nest twolve months ought to
be more prolific of mntrimony than
any similar rcrlod for w long time, for
the crop of food grains has been large
beyond all precedent, nod unless unex-
pected circumstances intervene the

will be di =
amwrmpon ugly low, —84
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