
An Old Proverb.
I'outlnir, my rinrllnir. twcntno It rains,

And (linen droop and tho rnln la ralllngr,
And ilroi nro Hiirrlnif tlio window panes

And iimnnnlnif wind through tho lano 11

rnlllnur
Crrlnif and wishing tho ky was clear.

And nmonnpnln on thnhittlcotwlnlngr
Ah, wHI, roiiu mtor, my foolish dear,

"'Tlspnsytolumrli when tho run la shin-In-!- "

When thn world la bright and fair and gay,
And glad blnlanlng In tho fair Juno wrath'

er.
And dimmer la gathering, night and day,

Her nihh n dialler nf swirls together;
When oluo rena answer tho aky abovo.

And Wight Mars follow tho daj's declin-
ing.

Why, tlun, 'tis no merit lo sinllo, my loves
" 'TIs easy to IiuikIi when tho aun Is etiln-Ingl- "

Hut thin la tho tlmo Iho henrt to test.
When winter la near and atnrma aro howl-

ing,
And tho earth from under her frozen rest

Iiooka up at tho aky mill" and seowllng;
The liralo llttlo spirit should ilso to meet

'I ho season's gloom ami tho day's repining;
And this Is tho time to ln glad, for, sweet,

" "Tin easy to laugh when tho sun la shin-
ing!"

- Wldo Awako.

TllK LOST LKTTEK.

In a lOiioly hollow, down in tho wood
that skirted Lyndermero Lodge, Sylvia
Dovino luul wandered, and was now
standing lost in ouo of lier fanciful
roverics.

Not a winsonio spot was this to most
people, at any timo, and least of all
now in tills November twilight.

Yet Sylvia stood there, in "tho
sllenco that could bo felt," with that
dreamy far-oi- l' look In her largo eyes
that might so often bo scon tlioru of
late.

Sho stood there, not, porhaps, "feel-
ing; tho spell of tho pi sco and tho lato
hour," but tho spoil of a past hour
that had been lcplcto with sweetness.

"Hero wu sat together, only a fow
short months ago, sho soliloquised;
"and it seems as though years had
passed since then. Whoro oh, whero
is ho nowP"

It was this question that had been
reiterating itself through her mind over
slnco tho sudden departure of Valen-
tino Ilolcamp.

Ho had meant nothing when ho had
pretonded so much during thoso linger-
ing summer rambles?

Syhia sometimes dreamed, it is true,
of this man whoso companionship had
been so agreeable, but sho had not
pined away into a shadow of her for-
mer self; sho had not so far lost her
heart as to cither feel or appear
crushed. Sho was a real pleasure-love- r,

was little Sylvia, and hoarded up liko
a miser tho fow enjoyments that had
penetrated her secluded life. Always
:i dreamer, why should sho not now
dream of last summer and last bum-
mer's visitor?

Yet, in tho very midst of her tender
reminiscence, tho spirited eyebrows
would go up, tho little straight nose
becomo tilted, and tho curved lip

tho sauciest in tho world. Then
sho would almost dance with glee that
sho had never been so weak as to wear
her heart on her sleevo while her ab-
sent cavalier had bestowed upon her
his gallantries.

"Let him come or stay as ho listcth,"
sho would conclude, and homeward
wend her way, warbling some gay
little song.

To-da- with tho crinT baro old trees
around her, the grcj glimpse of sky
overhead, sho is silent and almost as
pensivo us tne departing day.

As she bteps lightly along this
gloomy yet favorite liaunt others, sho
hears a sudden bound over her head,
and looking up sho sees an urchin of
about siv years crouched on tho broad
limb of a tree, and making prodigious
efforts for ouo so young, to hold a rillo
and aim at tho samu time at some
small game which he had espied.

Failing in this, it had been his utter-anc- o

of disappointment that had at-
tracted Sylvia's attention.

"Bothering gun!"
And the fidgeting littlo linger sslipped

at last, the tired unaccustomed muscles
yielded, nnd tho "bothering gun" came
rattling to tho earth, while tho child
made a grand scramblo to regain his
balance.

Had the article been anything other
than a pieco of fire-arm- all had been
well. As it chanced, however, in fall-
ing, the weapon struck heavily against
a lower jutting limb of the tree, and
discharged as it fell.

Sylvia had sprung aside, yet not in
time to escape tho shot. The contents
of tho rillc lodged in her right shoulder,
and she fell to the ground with a moan.

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

Tho boy, trembling with torror at
thi9 result of his daring escapade,
sprang to tho side of tho prostrate
form. Though such a baby in years, it
had been manly courage that'had led
tho littlo fellow Into such a venture.

Ho had a spirited handsome face,
and as ho laid a tiny hand upon Sylvia's
pale brow, a soft light of tenderness
grow in tho dark eyes, and with a quick
childish gesture ho stooped and
smoothed her cheek with his own.

Then he sprang to his feet again,
nnd ran swiftly away in the direction
of Lyndermero Lodge.

For ten years Lyndermero Lodge had
been occupied by Air. Arthur Powell.
an old man whose book-lov- e seemed to
supply tho place of every other attach-
ment, for, save for tho occasional nres-euc- o

of two domestics, ho had lived
there qtiito alone.

The domestics lived also by them-selv-

in a separato habitation.
louring tho past year tho hermitage

had been entirely desorted, for, much
to tho astonishment of interested neigh-
bors, Mr. Powell had suddenly left and
gono abroad.

A fow weeks provious to tho opening
of our story, news came of tne old
man's death, and only the day before
tho occurence we have described, the
now owner, a nephew o( Mr. Powell's,
had arrived and taken possession. It
was he who now hastened to the assist-
ance of Sylvia Dovine.

Ho blanched and shuddered at tho
sight beforo him. His step faltered,
and ho almost fell to tho ground beside
tho wounded girl as ho stooped to raise
her in his arms.

"Run, Jom run as fast as your legs
can take you, to tho nearest physi-
cian!"

Jem needed no second bidding. Ho
was off liko tho wind, for In his guard-
ian's eyes he saw an expression ho had
never beforo seen there.

Would sho, thon, die? Had he been
thq means of killing tho most beautiful
lady ho bad over looked upon in his
short life?

To Jom sho had scorned liko a fairy,
as through tho Interstices of the

ho had caught that brief
glimpse of tho small riante face and
curling, close-cu- t llaxou hair.

Meanwhile Sylvia was borno by tho
stranger Into tho warm firelight of the
cosv library of Lyndermero Lodge.

Sho opened hor oyos beforo tho arrl-v-al

of the doctor, but she appeared be-

wildered and hardly conscious.
When tho surgeon bad examined the

wound, bo said nothing could bo done
further until the vounirlauv was taken

to nor homo and plncou in boa.
Sho rovivod under tho restoratives

ndtuinlstorod, but was In such pain as
to tako no notlco of her surroundings.

Togothor thoy boro her to a cnrtlago
and convoyed her home.

Once there, tho stranger romalned
until tho shot had been oxtracted and
sho was pronounced out of immediate
danger.

S) Ivla's homo was n vory simple one.
Sho nnd her mother had always lived
by themselves in a small cottage since
the death of Mr. Dovino.

It was two days boforo Syh la was
ablo to speak of tho accident, and her
mother had brietly informed her that
tho lad whoso gun had worked such
mischief was tho nephew of tho gentle-
man owning Lyndermero Lodge.

Hut as tho days passed, and Sylvia,
becoming convalescent, received bask-
ets of fruit and Honors, and numerous
books, always emanating from thu
Lodge, and having nlwavs for their
convoyor tho culprit Jem, sho grew In-

terested to learn tho linmo of Jem's
uncle.

"Kcally I cannot tell you," replied
her mother. "You know, 1 was in such
a frenzy over von tho night thoy
brought you home that 1 really forgot
to enquire, and ho has only sent these
tilings since with enquiries for your
stato of health, without having called
himsolf."

"Ho Is most kind, and has ovldcntly
been very anxious, feeling, 1 suppose
responsible for tho accident. Mother,
you must ask him to call."

So a noto was dispatched to tho
Lodge, and Sylvia, in graceful invalid's
toilet, sat awaiting their visitor that
evening.

"Tho servant tells mo his name is
Mr. Ilolcamp," said the mother, enter-
ing.

Mrs. Dovino had been absent during
tho timo of young Holcatup's stay in
tho town of the previous summer, nnd
her daughter, through a fooling of shy-
ness, had not mentioned tho episode
which had ontercd luto her Ufa during
tho period of her absence; nor had Val-

entino Ilolcamp stopped at tho Lodge,
or even montioucd his connection with
his uncle, consequently Sylvia grew
suddenly palo at tho mention of tho
namo so familiar to her, and Mrs. Dc-vi-

was entirely unprepared for tho
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, Valentino
Ilolcamp appeared before her sho found
herself trembling from head to foot. In
a normal stato of health this would
not havo been tho case. But tho sur-
prise had been too much for her in her
weakened condition.

In her effort to appear controlled sho
received him in a manner soemingly
cold.

Tho intcrviow was very brief and
formal, though her mother's cordiality
mado up for it in part.

Without urging a second visit from
the occupant of Lyndermero Lodge,
Sylvia asked him to send Jem. who,
she said, was in no manner to blame,
as he had not seen her when ho took
his position in the tree.

Jem camo once, twice. At the
second visit to say good-by- Thoy
wero going away again, lie salu; ills
undo was to join some, friends on a
trip of travel in Europe; he, Jem,
mcanwhilo to bo sent to school.

Six months havo passed away.
Sylvia, in mourning garb, stands

alone in the house that for so many
years has smiled upon her in pcaco and
pleasantness.

Her mother is dead.
tho furniture and books,

which they have together used and pe-

rused, aro to bo stored and packed
away, and Sylvia will seek her abode
among distant relatives in a faraway
city.

Ciently she lifts one and anothor of
souvenir albums and pretty gifts one
had bestowed upon tho other at differ-
ent birthdays and holidays.

Sho is looking at a book of poems
sho had been reading aloud to her
mother during the summer evenings
preceding the arrival of Valentino Hoi-cam- p.

When her mother left homo to make
her visit, tho book had remained whero
she had left it, upon tho sitting-roo-

table; for after her departure Sylvia
had dipped into another poem, which
absorbed her for the timo quite beyond
anv she had over read.

Now sho lifted it tenderly tears
rushed to her eyes. This was linked
with a lovo that would never die tho
sweet lidelity of a mother's love. How
tho other poem had died, shrivelled in-

to bitter dregs. '
Tho one sho wept over; the other she

thought of with a cold sneer.
Slowly, softly, sho turns tho leaves.

A book-mar- k falls into her lap, then a
thin soft envelope, a delicato ilowcr
doubtless pressed within it it wa9 a
habit of her mother's to press her

blooms thus but no, this is a
directed note, and moreover, one di-

rected to herself.
The paper is llattened and somewhat

yellowed it has evidently lain there
jong.

It is sealed has never been opened.
Sho wonderingly tears it open and

reads:
"Dbab Fiiiknd, Can you forgive, ray

departing thus suddenly without a word of
explanation? I am obliged to leave tn des-
perate hate. If we never meet attain, be-
lieve me, it Is best for you that It should be
so. If we do meet in the future (and X still
faintly lioie it Is your wish as well as my
own that we should), may I hope, also, you
will meet me with the smile of our present
friendship. Yours, In regret, and yet In
fond faith,

"VAI.K.NTJ.NK HOLCAsU."
She looked at the date.
It had been written the day before

his departure the previous summer.
The note had come, and their attend-

ant, a strange girl, had forgotten to
toll her of its arrival.

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

Tho day waned, ond once more Svl- -
via Devino seoks the haunt now doubly
endeared to her the woodland near
Lyndermero Lodge.

With the letter sho had found crushed
tight against her heart, sho gazes 'to-
wards tho lonely hermitage, wonder-
ing, with a newly-awakene- d sweet
interest, where its owner is now wan-
dering, and ponders for tho first timo
with feelings untnlngled with bitterness
what was tho mystery of his life that
ho had withheld from her.

The loneliness of herlifo its crushed
prospects crowd upon her, and over-
whelm her. Sho bursts into tears.

In tho midst of her grief sho bears a
horso galloping down tho road.

She can see from whero she stands
that it is a man riding him, and the
equestrian turns into the drivo at Lyn-
dermero Lodge,

For a moment sho marvels at this,
for the place has again boon silent for
an iaba
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As sho gnioi, mo soos iignts Dunging
out from tho windows. Smoke, too,
floats up from tho chlmnoy.

Is It possible?
Hut ho dares hardly harbor tho

thought.
Sho takes courago presently, how-ove- r,

and with a decided stop mid beat-
ing heart sho turns nnd walks into tho
direction of Lyndermero Lodgo.

Sho stops not till sho roaches tho
door.

.Sho knocks.
Then for tho first tlmo hor courago

falls, and a feeling of utter fniutness
overcomes ncr.

Sho sees a glow of light a faco storn
nnd pale, yet familiar withal and
then sho sees no more.

For tho second tlmo in his life, Val-
entino Ilolcamp holds within his arms
tho form of the woman ho has loved,
yet failed to win for his own.

Ho had taken tho crushed letter from
hor hand, nnd Is scanning tho envelope,
when at last her oyos open upon him
again.

"I never saw It until half an hour
ngo," sho murmurs. "Forglvo mo,
and tell mo what it all means. Why
did you go away that summor? Why
did you novcr say your undo lived
hero?"

But he, too, Is slow to comprehend
why sho has como to him thus of hor
own free will. Ho cannot bollovo that
it is all real.

"Toll me, Sylvia, dear ono tell rao
only onco that you camo horo to mo for
no othor reason than tho wish to ronew
tho old tlo toll mo this, and I will
make tho past clear to you."

"I am alono," she murmurs, as
though in extenuation of this act of
boldness. "My mother is cone."

Tears filled her eyes, tho color dyes
her checks, and Valoutino knows nt
last that Sylvia Dovino is all his own.

"Beforo I ask you to becomo my
wife, Sylvia, I must toll you of my past.
Yet let mo bo brief, for tho shadow has
hung over mo for so long I would fain
bid it lleo for over.

"My father was reputed to bo a
wealthy man at ono time. About tho
tlmo of my graduation nt college, how-
ever, he had mado somo heavy Invest-
ments. Thoy failed, and at tho timo it
bocamo known that ho had not only
dishonorably swamped much money
entrusted to his care, but had forged to
an immenso extent. Ho lied tho coun-
try. My brother a widower with ono
child (Jem), lost all ho was worth
through his dishonest transactions. I
had not yet taken up a profession, nor
had I a prospect of business. With this
brand upon my father's reputation,
there was small chanco for me. 1 was
scoking business hero in your town
whon wo met. I know my mother's
brothor lived here, and honed for assist-
ance from him. In this I was disap-
pointed. Ho was a proud recluse, who
disdained recognition from a member
of my father's house.

"At this timo I suddenly received
news of my brother's death, leaving
tho boy to my care. I had no tlmo for
delay if I would reach him in time to
attend to his funeral arrangements.

"I had hoped to succeed to his posi-
tion in business, but I lost it. I strug-
gled along, scarcely able to live at all,
having Jem to provido for as woll as
myself, when news camo of tho death
of my uncle. Ho had ovldcntly re-

pented, at last, of solflsh indifference
to us, nnd left his estate in the city
which has always been rented and
this here to my brother and myself.
It all, of course, now adverted to my-
self. I believe it was a feeling of dis-gra-

which sent my undo abroad, and
thero ho doubtless heard thn details of
my brother's and my own situation.
In my poverty, Sylvia, and in my dis-
grace, though you bad grown so dear
to me, I could not tell you of my love.
Now, darling, if you think' you can
overlook tho stigma upon my "

But Sylvia stays the speech with her
dainty lingors.

"V ould 1 bo worthy of your lovo if I
gavo one thought to that? You havo
been so manly and noble that you

to bo rowardod by lovo more
faithful than mine has been. But Valen-
tine, I lovo you now as nover before,
and I will mako up for tho past if you
will try me "

"My wile my own! '

And such through soveral happy years
sho has remained. For tender memory
of Valentino's sad youth has mado Syl-
via's lovo for her husband tenfold tho
careless lovo of youth sho would have
tendered wltnout bis knowledge

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

Valentino has seen his father twice
since bis marriage, has urged him to
end his days in their home, but ho has
learned to find his only respite in tho
complete isolation of a stranger among
strangers.

He Didn't Die.
Moses Rabbenstein had gone to Eu-

rope on business, and, of course, held
a return-tri- p ticket When in London
ho was taken dangerously ill, and for a
while it looked as if Moses was going
to meet his namesake.

"I dond vand to tie here," ho moan-
ed, "I vant to go pack home."

"Do you want to dlo there?" asked
the heartless nurse.

"No, I dond vand to tie dare nelder,
pud ccf I haf to tie, I vant to tie at
homo," groaned the careful Moses.

"What difference does it mako?
This country is good enough, I think.
You bad better bo preparing to meet
your maker."

"Dot ish all right, mine frent I
dond dink 1 am afrait, pud I voultfeel
so mooch potter ecf I vas ad home."

"Are you ready to die?"
"No, tint 1 vont po undlll I kets

homo. Mine frent, ven I dells you dot
eff I tie in Englant I lose vot I palt vor
dot redurn teogot, you vill untcrstliant
vy I voult tlo so mooch happier in tor
poosoru oof. my family." Merchant
Traveler.

Pstt'a Parrott.
There is dear Charlie; another is

called after the great American celeb-
rity, Ben Butler; thon there is one
called Jumbo, not on account of its
slender waist, but for other particular
reasons. But, clever as they all aro,
Polly beats them hollow. She novcr
makes a mistake t her answers, and
whatever you call br she says in reply
what sho means you to know. Knock
at tho door and she'll cry, "Entr-r-r-rez-

You ask hor, "How are you?"
she will answer in French, "Pas raal;
ct yous?" Only once I tried her in
English hard, and got my reward. I
dipped my fingers in water and sprink-
led a fow drops over her; she looked at
me, lifting up a little black paw, and
unctuously and solemnly said, "You
pig." Rossini, who used to take
snuff not always in the cleanest fash-
ion said once to Polly, "I'll give you a
biscuit if you sing something." Polly
stretched out a friendly claw and salu,
"J'al du bon tabao dans ma tabatlere

tlerre tlerrel" remote liar.

lllLTi NYU ON mtUNKAHDS.
lie Makes to tho 1'ulillo n I'alr I'ropont-tlo-

,

In tho mattor of temperance, writes
Bill Nyo to tho San Francisco Inylcsitlc,
1 may say that no one would pick mo
out as a radical on cither sido of the
question. It Is my doctrine that tho
ovll of intomporaiu'o will work Its own
destruction when tho proper tlmo
comos. Wo may get pretty weary
waiting for tho day of our emancipa-
tion, but It Is certainly iiuwlso to mnko
the causo of temperance obnoxious by
feeding It to tho people day times, and
thon waking them up In tho night to
ask them If thoy have violated their
solotun obligation. You may convinco
a reasoning Iiuriian boing, but you can
not teach him a great truth by painting
It on any board fence In tho civilized
world, nnd then running him into thoso
board fences till you havo smashed his
nose several times, nnd taught him to
dcsplso both you and tho causo you rep-
resent

Tho above solemn chunk of philoso-
phy wns writton for mo by a warm,

Fcrsonal friond, who told mo thnt when
of writing moro frotlt nnd

foam and foolishness for tho amuse-
ment of a sorrowing world, nnd wished
to put together a few sentences of souso
to surprise tho publlo with, ho would bo
tickled to donth to como around nftor
o 111 co hours and write mo a fow without
charge.

But It was not on the subject of
itsolf that I startod out to

speak. I doslrod to propound to tho
readers of tho Inglcsiac n conundrum
or query. It Is this: Why Is it that
whon a man becomos beastly drunk,
idiotically inebriated, and hilariously
full, ho will start out at onco with what
remaining strength ho may havo to
hunt mo up and convcrso with rao till
his lower jaw gots looso and fall off on
tho ground with a sickening thud?

Is It because I am good-naturo- and
show unusual conversational powers,
or Is it becauso tho Idea of hunting mo
up and associating with mo docs not
occur to a rann until ho is very, very
drunk?

However this may bo, it is Indeed a
chilly day whon I do not spend an hour
or two In social convcrso with n man
who Is uproariously drunk, sleepy
drunk, confidentially drunk, tearfully
drunk, affectionately drunk, maudlin
drunk, musically drunk, incoherently
drunk, sorrowfully drunk, abusively
drunk, politically drunk, oratorically
drunk, .admirably drunk, critically
drunk, disorderly drunk, ornamentally
drunk, or just simply drunk.

He may bo in a neighboring stato
whon tho wild, ungovernable desiro
comes over him to put something in his
mouth which will ultimately steal away
his brains, unless ho has taken tho pre-
caution to have them concealed about
his porson, bet In tho first stage of his
incbrioty ho gets a ticket to whero I
am, and then he goes on with tho de-
bauch. Ho generally finds me at last,
and he sails up to where I am and be-

gins to converse. It seems to mo now
that a groat deal of my time is taken
up conversing with parties who meet
me on tho street or at stations or in
hotels, and then talk with mo several
hours at a timo whllo under tho inllu-onc-e

of intoxicating liquor.
I presume fifteen hundred men have

held me by tho hand and sworn that
everything thoy had was at my sorvice.
Monoy, clothes, houses, jewelry, or
anything olso thoy had was none too
good for me. Then thoy would wring
my hand again and start to go away,
but thoy would always return and talk
somo more, and whon I would swoon
and fall over they would roluctantly go
away. When I ventured to remind
them the next day of their kind offer to
supply me with funds they most gener-
ally fall to call it to mind. Sometimes
thoy ask me in an injured tone of voice
if I expected to hold a man responsible
for all tho promises ho makes to tho In-

numerable common fools he moots
whllo drunk.

So I desire to givo notice in this pub-
lic way that on nnd aftor this date I
shall not hold any moro open-ai- r com-
munications with common drunkards,
and, as I want to bo perfectly fair and
just toward all, I am willing to b'.nd
myself in a similar way not to try to
convcrso with sober peoplo while I may
bo drunk. Now, if thero bo anything
unfair 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 whispored, as he leaned

oyer tho counter, "do olo woman wants
somo tea mighty bad, an' I hasn't got
any money."

"Can't help that, sir," was tho ro-p- ly

"I'm giving away more than I
can afford to without taking on any
new applications."

" 'Zactly, boss I presume so. Boss,
please give mo your full name."

"John Y. Blank."
"An" dat of yer pardner?"
"His name Is William J. Jones.

What do you want of our names?"
"Wall, I didn't get de tea, but you

used mo like a gem'len, an' bein' as
we has got twins in our family I'ze
gwino ter namo 'em arter you an' your
parunerr

"Out you said tea, ch? Why, yes.
in do nappy to put you up naif a
pound. Green or Japan? Twins, oh?
Hopo tho mother is doinsr well. Sav.
If you want those boys to mako smart
men give 'em smart names. If I were
you lYd call 'cm Washington and

' i

An Unique Kaster Entertainment.
The most uniqno and charming Eas-

ter entertainment I ever witnessed was
at a friend's house in Germany, Al-
though gotten up for the benefit of the
children, we older folks enjoyed it as
much, I can assure you. Dessert had
just been served, whon In came two
footmen bearing a huge golden egg
garlanded with flowers, which they de-
posited upon an artificial bank in the
center of the saal. No sooner had they
done so than open flew tho egg and up
popped a hare, in whoso blue eyes ana
roguish smile was immediately recog-
nized, despite his masquerading suit,
tho littlo old son of our hostess,
who exclaimed:

"I kept roal still, didn't I, mamma?"
Thon being helped, amid considera-

ble applause and laughter out of his
pretty nest, he trotted around tho room
distributing from a cunning moss
basket a dainty Easter egg to each of
his little friends. AVw York Mail and
Express.

"Culinary French" Is an extraordi-
nary language, and It may be studied
to advantage at public dinners, and on
the menus of clubs and restaurants.
The other day I saw on a club bill of
fare, "Soft roes de bloator lur toast"
Tho author of this must have been a
man. if! Wlmm tin liinmiana l.o.l tow..." "B" "--Wo mru ""?
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My Interview With tho President.

I thought that I was well enough
known In this town not to bo misrep-
resented just becauso I called In a
friendly mnnnor on President Cleve-
land. I'm getting tired of having my
friends meet mo on every street corner
nnd say, "Well, did you got It?" "How
(lid you como on w ltd tho President?"
"Think you'll get tho Walkorvillo Con-

sulate?" and that sort of talk.
Now, tho Interview, or rathor tho

two Interviews, with the President 1

havo looked on ns entirely privato and
of no political significance whatover,
nnd yet tho reporters persist in think-
ing that becauso 1 am retlcient that,
therefore, I was refused somo olllco.
This being tho case 1 feel it duo to my-
self and my friond (Irovor to stato
just what happened during my rocont
visit to Washington. Whon I got to
tho Whito llouso I was ushered into
tiio presence by tho official usher. I
found Mr. Manning standing beside tho
Prosldont, whllo Mv. Lamont, tho Pri-

vato Secretary, was fondling a club on
tho other side.

"How do do?" I said.
"Wo nro all In very robust hoalth,"

said Mr. Manning, although I had not
addressed myself especially to him.

"So that's tho Privato Scorotary, Is
it? It's rather funny; I saw It played
In Dotrolt just boforo I left"

"Thoso that havo scon Lamont play
with that club don't regard tho drama
as funny," said Manning sovcroly.

I will admit that I found my recep-
tion most freezing. Tho attltudo of tho
Exocutlvo was frigid, and very much
below zero.

"I novcr thought," I romarkod, at-

tempting onco moro to break tho Ico,
"that Washington was so cold."

"Somo fools nro finding It hot
enough," put In Lamont

"Well, Prosldont," I continued,
"wo'vo got 'em."

"It certainly looks as if you had,"
said Manning. I begin to think Mnn-
ning a most objectlonnblo porson and
my patent joko about Manning tho
ship of Stato remains unsaid.

"Can wo do anything for you?" ask-o- d

tho President for tho first time.
"Nothing, except say good-by.- "

Tho President snrfk back In his chair,
Manning dropped Into another, and
tho club foil clattering on tho floor from
tho ncrvoloss hands of Lamont.

Thus I left them, but had not gono
far when Lamont camo running aftor
mo bareheaded.

"Didn't you want to filo an applica-
tion?" ho said.

"I wanted to filo nothing. I haven't
a filo with me."

Ho wrung tny hand and cordially in-

vited mo back. Tho next interview
with tho President left nothing to bo
desired and I found Manning a first-rat- o

fellow. That night tho Cabinet
and myself had n great timo of it around
tho city, and I may say that my pres-
ent relations witli tho President and
his advisers aro most cordial. Luke
Sharp.

His Auiil'h Teeth.
"Please, sir, givo mo an omctic, and

quick, please."
Tho n druggist peered over his

countor nt tho customer and saw a
small boy and a big New-
foundland dog. Tho boy's faco was
dirty and tear-staine- tho dog's faco
was weary und lugubrious.

"An emotic!" exclaimed tho drug-
gist, and then, seeing that tho boy's
hand clutched his gastric region in
agony, ho hastily compounded the
draught and handed it over tho coun-
ter.

Hastily tho iittlo hands clutched tho
glass, and lifted it, not to tho mouth
associated with them, but to the dog's.
Too much surprised to interfere, the
druggist breathed a mental prayer and
watched tho proceedings. The dog
scented the nauseous stuff, touched it
with tho tip of his tonguo, shook his
head in disgust and squatted down on
his haunches.

"Ho won't tako it," sobbed tho boy,
bursting into tears, "and there's no
other way I can get them out of him."

"Get what?" stammered tho drug-
gist

"Why, sir," was tho agonized reply,
"ho bos gono and swallowed Aunt Ju-
lia's teeth, and she's going round tho
houso liko mad because sho can't find
them, and I want to get them out of his
body bofore she finds out whoro thoy
aro. Oh, sir, do help mo, or I'll bo
whipped to death if Aunt Julia finds it
out Bosldes, she can't cat a mouthful
of dinner until sho gets them."

Tho druggist took pity on the child,
and, as Tom Hood would say, concili-
ated the dog into permitting his inter-
nal regions to be revolutionized, and In
a short tlmo a smile came over the
boy's face and ho hurried home with
hi deluded relative's dental apparatus
in his pocket and tho Newfoundland
following sadly at his heels. Buffalo
Advertiser.
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A Change In Neckwear.

There Is a radical change this season
In gentlemen's neckwoar. The per-
fectly flat scarf has almost entirely van-
ished and with it have largely vanished
scarf-pin- s. A great many men still
wear fiat ties and scarf-pin- s, but they
aro not considered in good form. The
principal scarf that has taken its place
Is tho "four-Jn-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 envo-lop- o,

in this country tho usual width is
about that of a paper cutter. It Is tied
with an overlapping slip-kn- tho long-
er end pulling through tho loop. Dur-
ing the Winter tho popular

havo boon in dark, rich colors
generally, with some marking, such as
a dot, a diamond or a leaf. The Spring
styles are in checks and stripes in light
colors, greys and slate effects boing the
most popular and elegant What is
known as "tho shepherds' plaid," in
black and white, is all the rage in Lon-
don and will be very much worn. Grey
will be the elogant gentlemen's color,
though dark bluo will find favor with
many. Red effects aro all the go in
Now York. A good many young col-leg- o

fellows are again wearing the
narrow tie, made in an ordi-

nary bow in front.
MilNow that Mr. Honry James bos found

so many capital subjects for burlesque
among the peoplo of Boston, it is a
mattor of wonder that somo other novel-w-

riter does not deal In similar strain
with a one-tim- e resident of that city
who was an eminent author. Tho lit-
erary gentleman in question lived in
Mount Vernon street ono winter re-
cently, and kept tho wholo neighbor-
hood in an uproar with his "nerves."
All the cats had to bo killed so that
his slumbers might not be broken by
their mldniirht cries, thn mrvnniH wnnt
about in lis? slippers and spoke with'
uaieu. uream, ana every Don in tno
house rang with a mulllod tonguo.
Even to this day that season Is named
"that terrible winter." And the voico
of rumor whispers that the nervous
autocrat who thus mado life nut worth
living in his environment bore the
name of Henry Jmiuc.

1MKKCINU Till: 13AKH.

An Hour With n Lonlsvllls Anratotlat.

At 4 o'clock Friday afternoon a young
lady, trill and slundor nnd a blonde,
emerged from a privato room at a

on Fourth nvonuo. Her
bright faco was drawn with grimaces
nnd hor mouth was down nt tho cor-
ners, while hor ripe-ro- d lips wero quiv-
ering with pain. As sho camo out of
tho room with an elderly lady sho east
an Indignant look In tho direction of
lio hoau salesman, who had left tho

liimu room but a moment beforo with n
sharp-pointe- d and slender steol Instru-
ment In his hand. A close observor
might havo notlcod a small crimson
spot on tho lobo of tho young lady's
loft oar. This samo crimson spot, upon
further Investigation, would have been
found to bo n drop of blood. Tho
young lady wns angry, however, nnd
smarting with pain, nnd sho didn't
linger any longer In tho jowolry-stor- o

than It required to walk to the door,
which she slammod spitefully nftor hor
as sho stopped out on tho streot, with
another withering look over her shoul-
der nt tho head salosman.

"What's tho matter?" asked n jour-
nalist, who had just stepped in to buy a
94,000 diamond pin for his now spring
scarf.

"I havo boon piercing the young
lady's car," answered tho salesman
with a mean smile, "and sho didn't liko
tho operation. I succeeded tn piercing
ono oar nnd then sho got mad and left
Sho'll bo back In a day or two, howov-c- r,

to have tho othor ono pierced.
Young ladies must wear earrings, you
know?'

"Do you mako a business of piercing
cars?" asked tho nowspapor man.

"Wo do a great doal of it horo for
our customors. At least I do a groat
deal of It I don't think nnybody olso
in Loulsvlllo has over undortakon tho
samo sort of work. Within tho last
ton years I supposo I have pierced tho
ears of at least two thousand girls and
young ladies. Tho operation Is a vory
simple one. All I roqulro is a sharp
steel point nnd n stout cork. Tho lobo
of tho oar is placed on tho cork and tho
stool point is pushed through In a
twinkling. Then cither a bit of brass
Is left In tho opening, or tho earrings
are put in immediately."

"Is tho operation painful?"
"As a rulo it Is not That dsyends

very much, however, upon tho forma-
tion of the lobe. Sometimes tho lo o
is thin and tender. Somotimes it Is fat
and llab'by, and often It Is hard and
gristly. A lobo of tho last mentioned
sort is the hardest to pierce, and in
such Instances tho greatest pain is
caused. As a rule, however, tho oper-
ation is accompanied only by a twingo
of pain, which Is gono as soon as tho
needle is withdrawn."

'Do tho cars becomo Inflamed after
tho operation?"

"Yes, but as a rulo vorv slightly.
Frequently thoy aro made painfully soro
by an uncontrollablo desiro that littlo
girls havo to scratch. Grown young
ladies, howovcr, generally obey our in-

structions, and within a week all traco
of tho Incision is gono."

"At what ago is tho car generally
pierced?"

"At from 4 to 14 years. It Is seldom
that a girl gets to bo moro than 14
years old without having worn ."

'Thero nro exceptions, howevor.
Only yesterday a married lady was in
tho store, admiring a pair of earrings.
'My husband would buy theso for mo,'
sho said, 'if I had only had my cars
pierced.' I tried to persuado her to
submit to tho operation immediately,
but sho emphatically doclinod, and al-

most fainted whon I brought out my
steel point to show her how easily and
painlessly tho operation could bo per-
formed.

"Aro you over called to plcrco the
samo ears more than onco?"

"Yes; qulto frequently. Sometimes
the brass is taken out too soon and tbo
opening grows together again. This
requires a second incision, which is al-

ways moro painful than the first I
know ono lady w hoso ears havo been
pierced four times, and sho sont for me
tho other day to havo them pierced
again. Tho troublo in her coso lies in
tbo fact that her oars grow so flat to
her faco that tho setting of tho earring
can hardly bo seen."

"Do you do all tho earring piercing
that is done in Loulsvlllo?"

"I should say not Many mothors
pierce their daughters' cars at homo
with an ordinary needle and keep the
Incision open by inserting a bit of
broom-stra- This is a barbarous sort
of custom, however, and is nearly al-

ways accompanied by excruciating
pain and inflammation. I have known
instances whero the lobo of the oar has
been entiroly lost by this rough opera-
tion."

"What do you charge for piercing
ono pair of oars?"

"Not a cent Wo do It gratuitously
for our customors with tno hope, of
course, of selling a pair of earrings."

"What is the professional title of one
who pierces cars?"

"He Is called anauratotlst" Louis-
ville Commercial.

INDIAN FIGHTING.
HemlnUccncM of the Balds of Sitting

Ball and Ills Pointed Warriors.

"Why do I keep that cartridge-bo- x

hung over my desk? It's a rolie of my
life on the plains, for around that littlo
box cluster some of my greatest trials."
The speaker, a middle-age- d man, was
seated In his office on Court streot

"It first became mine when I joined
the 22d regiment at Fort Gratiot in
July, 1876, about tho tlmo brave Cus-
ter and his command had gone to
slaughter. Troops were hurried Into
the field. On tho 7th of tho month our
detachment started for Fort Lincoln.
We found tbo garrison thero vory
small, all troops that could be spared
having boon sent to the front Wo
marched to Powder river, where we
met Indiana In large numbers. Cus-
ter's command had left a lot of corn
on the right bank of tho Yellowstone,
and when we came up the redskins
were ferrying it across to the other
bank,

"It was my first fight, and how nar-
row was my escape that littlo hole in
the box bears witness.

"A few miles further on we reached
the Indian camp, and thero found the
arras of the slaughtered command.
While there I took up a rovolver I
found in a tent and put it in my Inner
coat-pocke- t, trusting I might some-
time need it Continuing our march,
uudor the direction of Buffalo Bill, wo
made for Glendive creek, and there
went Into wlntor quarters.

"The Indians hovered in large num-
bers about the camp. It was the uni-
versal belief among the troops that go-
ing out of camp on scouting duty meant
death. It was by no means pleasant
now to me to be detailed to carry
the mall between Glendive and Fort
Buford, seventy-flv- o miles away, I
was accompanied by a half-bree- d scout
The trio was mad successfully. After

ws returned to oamp t was sent witn
detachment of soouts to tho hoadquar-ter-s

nt Glondlvo crook,
"Threo days aftor wo arrived In-

dians surrounded us. Among tho hills
wore hundreds of Ravages In llorco war
paint. Tho commanding olllcors mot
In council, and about midnight I was
ordorcd to report Tho colonel saldt
'I want you to tako this dlspatoh to
Fort Buford. Travel as fast as you
can, and deliver this In porson to Col.
Hazon; our ammunition and provisions
are ghlng out' I started, The night
was cloar and still. Tho guard let mo
out through tho plckot lino, nnd, load-
ing my horso, I stolo off into tho dark-nos- s,

revolver in haud.
"I started my horso on a slow trot

nnd rodo at that spood for about twen-
ty miles until I rodo directly into an
Indian camp. Tho dogs announced
my arrival, and in a moment moro tho
Indians wore in hot pursuit; but my
horso was ouo to bo rolled upon, and I
soon left most of my pursuers far be-

hind. There wero two young bucks,
howovor, who kopt close after my trail
for hours. My horso was becoming
wlndod and 1 dotormlnod to light.
Drawing ray carblno I tlrod ono snot,
killing ono of my pursuers' horses,
which had somo effect, as tho Indinn
gavo up tho chase. At 10 o'clock tho
noxt day I was In Fort Buford, nnd two
hours lator a largo body of cavalry,
with a wagon train, started for tho be-

sieged camp. When 1 started to ro-tu- rn

tho train was about twonty miles
ahead of me, Tho wagou train missed
tho right trail. I was unablo to find
tho command, and after hunting sovor-- al

hours In tho rain I dotormlnod to
start for the camp on Glondlvo crook.
My horso was in bad condition, and I
concluded I would camp for an hour
and mako a littlo coffee. It was now
dark. Picketing my horse, I kindled a
firo, and throwing asido all my arms
nnd taking off my bolt I dotormlnod at
all hazards to tako a test

"I was making myself comfortablo
whon I heard what seemed to be the
bark of a prairie wolf. I know what it
meant Thore wero Indians about, and
tho bark was simply a signal. It was
repeated, and thon I noticed two dus-
ky forms stealing along tho ground. My
loadod rifle was within reach, and,
picking it up, I took a quick aim and
fired. A cry of pain followed, and
without waiting to hoed tho shouts of
rago I ran for my horso, and mounting
I started at break-nec- k spoed, not for
tho fort, as I should havo done, but in
tho opposito direction. I found that
my arms wero gono but one. I still
had tho rovolver I had picked up In tho
camp where we had found the arms of
Custer's men.

I rodo all that night, and on the fol-
lowing night ran successfully into
camp Glendive, without any troublo
save a personal encountor with ono In-
dian noar tho picket lino. Tho noxt
day Col. Hazon arrived with

and Sitting Bull and his
bloodthirsty savages wero foiled. A
week after I was sent with a force to
Fort Buford, and on tho ground whore
I had left It was my rifle, and noar by
tho oartridgo box. Boston Ulobe.
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A Great Tribunal.
A woll known Arkansaw planter,

having become Involved in a law suit
with u tonant, wns summoned to ap-
pear beforo Flat-nos-o Phil, a negro
justico of tho ponce, and show cause
why ho should: not pay the plaintiff
soventy-fiv- o dollars. The coso was de-
cided against tho planter. Ho aroso
and salu:

"Your honor, I proposo to take an
appoal to a hlghor court"

"Wharycr gwino tor find It?" nsked
tho justice, putting his kidney-hoo- f on
tho table.

"Oh, I'll find It. I'll appeal to tho
circuit court."

Tho magistrate laughed. "W'y boss,
I'so got five appeals In my cou't dat
hab come up frum de circuit cou't bo-lo-

W'y, sah, dis hoah cou't works
sido by sido wid do s'prenio cou't, an'
sometimes, when ho road's bad, steps
in or head o' dat big instertushun.
W'y, sah, l'so got ono nppeal frum do
s'prora cou't, an' seberal from do
chnncory. Didn' know dis cou't wuz
loadod, did yor?"

"See here, judge, I was only Joking
you."

"Glad ter hcah it, but dis ain't no
placo fur jokes. It doan show good
sense in do calf ter joko when do
butcher hab dun grabbed him by do
ho'ns."

"I understand, judge. It is strange
to me that your wisdom has not en-
abled you to soe through this case.
Here," be addod in a whlspor, "I know
your time is valuable, so just tako this
five dollar note and look at tbo case
again."

Ho took tho monoy, and after a few
moments reflection, rubbing his wool
during the tlmo, he said:

"Do cou't, thinkin' dat dis wnz er
little case, only looked at It wid one
oyo an' rendered It's 'cision 'cordm'ly:
but suddenly on onoxpectedly openin'
bof eyes, do cou't sees dat de case wui
'elded wraung In de fust place. Mr.
Defendant, do cou't changes de cur-
rent Mr. Plaintiff, dis thing is ergin
yer, an' de stato constertushun says
dat yer will haf tor pay do costs. Put
yor ban's on do gennerman's garments,
Mr. Constable." Arkansaw Traveler.

Cleveland an a Masher.
"President Cleveland has perfectly

lovely eyes," remarked a Louisville so-
ciety hollo yesterday, who Is just back
from Washington.

"Indeed?" said hor listener.
"Yes; and tho prottlost teeth you

ovorsaw. Thoy gliston liko poarls,
and ho knows how to uso them, for he
is always smiling in tho most fascinat-
ing manner imaginable. His chcoks
aro rosy, too, and ho has a
dimplo in his chin, to say nothing of a
superb moustache and a hand as soft
and whlto as. a woman's. All in all,
be Is a very handsome man, and just
tho sort of a man to kcop the women
at bis feet Ho knows bis powers of
fascinations woll, and ho Is as vain as a
peacock. I don't mean that ho is vain
In the ordinary way. Just tho oppo-lt- e.

His vanity Is of tho autocratic,
dignified sort that is somotimes called

and It pleases rather than
offends."

"Is he easily Impressed by women?"
"Not a bit of It I tried him dospor-atol- y

at tho ball, but ho wouldn't flirt
t all."
,iVUl M ho ovor 8h"llcorao to Louis-

ville," addod this most charmlngyoung
lady, sotto voce, "we'll bring hlra
down." Louisville Commercial.

If, as tho social philosophers insist,
there is an intimate connection be-
tween the prico of whoat and tho num-
ber of marriages In any given year,
surely tho next twelve months ought to
bo more prolific of matrimony thanany similar period for a long time, forthe crop of food gralus has boon largo
beyond all precedent, ami unless unex-Deet-

cireunnttntir.,.,, in....,..... .,.
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