NYE ON HIS TRAVELS.

He Describes a Hostriry Called
Fifth Avenus Hotel
1 mm writing this & an umitation hotel
where the roads fork 1 will call it the
Fifth Avenue botel because the hotel st &
rwilromad is groerally called the Fifth
Avenpe, or the Gem Uity house, or the Palur
~hotel. I stopped ot an fnn some venrs sl o
called the Paluce, and | can truly say s if
is bad ever bovn & palace It was very wuch
run down when 1 visited it
Just ms the fond parent of & whiteousd,
twolegged freak of uature loves 10 vatoe
his mentally diluted som Napeleon, mml for
the wanw remson that a promiment hors
ownar in lilinos last year socked my naoe
on & tall, buckskin<oloredl colt that did not
resemble me, intellectually or physically, »
colt that did not know enough to go around
a barbed wire fence, bat smight 1o sift him.
mif through i ioto an untimely grave, so
this man has named his sway backod wigwam
the Fifth Avenue hotel
It is different from the Fifth Avenie in
many ways In the first place there is oot =
much travel and business in s oelghbor
bood As | smid before, this s whore two
mailroads fork. In fact that is the leading
dustry bore. The growth of the towun w
matarally slow, hot it i a hewlthy growth
There is nothing in the nuture of dungerom
or wildeat spoculation in the sdvancvient of
this place, sud while there bas teen o e
tiommbls or rapid sdvanos in the princgal
business, there has been no falling off st all,
and thee roads are furking as muen toslay
s they did before the war, while the sune
thres men who were preswt for the first

the

giasd moment are still here o witues (|

operation i
Somwtimes a train i dorailel, as the papers

call it, and two or three peaple bave to
main over, as we did all night It & at such
& time that the Fifth Avenoe hotel is the sovbe
of great excitement. A lurge codtish, with n
broad and sunny smile and bis bosn full of
rock malt, s tied in the creek to frelien aml
Bt bimsel! foo the ible prowition of floor
 mapnger of the codfish ball
“ A pale chambermabd, wearing a black jor-
with large porss in it through which she
now goes joyously up
stairs to make the Litth postoffioe lock-
box rooms look et times worse than they
over did bofore. Sie warbls n low rofram
mn whe mbobly knocks looss the venemlie
" dumt of centuries and sets it afloat thronzh-
out the rooma.  All is bustle atsout the ouse.
Bapecially the chambmrmail. We were put
in the guest's chamler bere. It hus an
atrophied bed made up of pains and counter

hl‘ﬂ:{;uﬂrl N
y: last remark convews to the ronder the
b of a light, jovous feeling which &
wholly sssumed on my part.
ﬁ‘mdwmkt::l: hn;m
” wrvtched o ]
mw? Last night I could immgine
Shat | was in the act of meeting, persousliy,

waitaon the table while not engagwd in agi

the overworked muttresss and puny
. upstaira.  In this way she Unparts the
_ odor of fried pork to the plllow cases asid

;hlmu

an she was forty years ngo, when
aged mother that she would
wlope with any one,

¢
l
1

THE TALE OF LIFE.
Man 1o day what man was yesterdar — |
Wl be to-morrow . ket him curse or peay,
Dirink or bo dull, be learns not por shall lesrs
The lesson that wil laugh the world away

The worad as gray or just as gulden shines,
The wite us swert or Just as Litter Bows,

Fur you as me | and you, 1l me, cay flnd
Perfume or cankor in the roddest ross

The tale of life » bard to understaml

Bt whiks the cuip waiis resd e to sonir hand
Driok ated deslans (e sammer roses blvw

As v i Lowdion as in Samarcand

Lips ane a sweet 1o Kies and eyes as bright
As erer Hattersd Omar with delight i
Englial or Persban, wihiilke thes tmouth i faly
What cau it matter bow it says gisd night?
Justin A, McCsnthy

EASY LESSONS 1N ART,

Brish Work Should e Stodied While |
Heady Misved Paint Is Cheap, |

Next to thunyping & piano and being able |
s wak twont v ane dUTereat wondsim Freoch, |

every young buly shoukd koow bow o Jdraw
wnd pent,  Notipng sk @ o tonik uore
Lomwelike than L vlegnnt ol paintings hung
on the walls  While the art of jainting fur-
tldys  pwe or less mtiecanent, i€ can be
turwed G m sonroe of profil al sos time, The
Pem Mtowvs widl slvwoave pay 8 oa hmwlosd for |
works of merit, ond bading citlseus sre ever
redy Lo enteh up wovtldig which s solil by
tho vyl at o barguin

It s o todee o anpeeose that one must be
e gty artest. AL thiat (s sl to draw n
g pcture = o bed pencil amd room at the
kitelen talie to work.  You don't oven have

. to pives it with a
\-J. bt flutiron  wbens
-)H- completed Wa?

bereby  nppend o

samjile of etobing

prodiesl by a

young lsdy who

had taken bt fostyeight lowemis. 1L is en
titheed = A Sowne fn the Algs,” and has reewived
the unstinted prmee of wwpes of erities.  The

iden of bogoming an etohist was siggestnd to

¢ the young laaly bv ber other, who realiosd

thant whe miight marey a mwan sarning §s or
10 m week and woukl s the peal of those
things

It is Just as vasy 1o paint ss 2o draw or etoh.
Brusties can bee bl for from five cents up to
§1, amd ready
nilxad paint is oaly
$2 a gallv, T
phetmre s entithal,
A stormy ul New "
and wasidrnwn .m-ll [0
patuted by & gl
only 2% vears okl Her teacher, who has been
Biving ber st for the last sevetitesn Veans,
wmiys that she is o natural artist.  The pleture

o

| was painted i thres ferent coloms—green,

black and carmime—and the oot was grod.

| Wi the fight of & kerswne lamp is Guog

et it at just the right angle it would be
takas for o Hulwns

In painting o pictury care shoald bo taken
nob o fmerile the Gt on the canvas.  In
ot this ks dhotse 11 will Lave to pass for one
thing alone, 17 the tithe is Wft off 1t can rep
reseentt o ooy JiTervnt things

The rigge Lor plague aid plate painting still
continmes. e ciu by a st of white china
Ainper glates on Monday nod luve them sl
moauly Tor the tabie by Weslieslay, if disired,
The flrst thing s to give them o couple of
cw'saof sky bioe or
birighit vl paint for
grouncl, amd  then
drvorate them with
gate, binds or fish
This  photure of &
golden eagle s the work of 8 young mbs of
M osnmaners, who tool; up painting num]-ly to
wmitgse berse 10, whihs Ler mutbeer was splitting
the wool amd dodng the washing, Sbhe was
offarel 530 vach Do the plistes when itisbed,
bat indiguantiy spaaroed the offer.

A rablit i 5 favorite pocture for divorating

| dinner wts princpaliy teenose the average

| bothered to thal s

famiiyx has mbiut
for dinner «wiw in
about fiflamn years
Many mnateurs cre

good engraving of
the cunuing litth

' animal, and  w,
therefore  ajgend
o, He b osuge |

abe is sociable st times and convenss |
at table, as she leans over wy |

me

sboulder, pensively brushing the crumbs it

a geooral utility towel, which

B e ber in ber various rambles

the house, and she asks which we
would rather have—“ten or eges ™

This afternoon we will pay our bill, in s

eordance with a life-long castom of ours, sl

b away to peruvnte the busy hannts of men.

wrill be mad to tear curselves away from the

Awenue botel at this place, still, there

losa without some smnll gain, ani

botel we may not have to chop

avl bring it upstairs whes

wewant to rest. The landlord of & hotel

who goss away o a politionl meesting anl

} guests o chop thedr own wissl, wel

& them full price for the rent of »

. and tempest-tossed berd, will never

posmd 0 be pmen
Loling on the Soven, atd in translerring bim
to s dhinnor plute great cure shoukd Le taken
ot to chauge his poation, which is every-
thing in a raldbit.  The wme pictare, if ooe
fesives to KUE two bards with one stone, ean
o turned npside down aod called ~The Dying
Sladiator.” A, Raphael o Dotroit Free
FPrvse,

Burdette and the BRoy, |
There was a boy 6t my former boarding
house. e was & type of a Loy T most fu-
rinusle dishike, and L wem tols the type of a

wmian b hatis, for we deelarsl ---,r!h-'lihhiay |
we met.  Hr o was an imspadent, logd voiood,
sdangy cub, with & besd of post laxurinnt
Jomiz Dwdey banir, that iy flugers wers alwnys
nchitg to got tnto. My rootn wis on the thet
Boor, and be usd 10 make faces in st me
window.  One day Lo thirust his hend in, but
I was laying for iz and as o opened lis

| mouth to ¥ell somwethiing oifensdve, T shuokesd

sndear bimsell 0 thoss with whom be s |

» in sontact
v Jeave at 2:350 this afternoon, hoping that
two railroads may continge to Lork bees

Just the same as though we had remained —
Bill Nye in Boston Globe.

An Easy Solutlen of the Cuestion
When the Wisconsin Central rosd was

dist church. The Methodists grumblel, bhat
ook no definite action in the matter until o
sank was built so close to the church ws to
keep the light from the windows. Then they
drew up & petition setting forth the damnge
that bad been dove, and requesting £40 with

which to remove the charch.  The presidest |

of the road was Riimwlf o Baptist, but be
was sorry for the Methodists, und when be

®  peceived the petition be thought be woubl s

# be conld do something for them,  In con-
seguence be forwarded the petition to F. N
Finney, with the request that be ook it
the matter and see what comld be done A
few days later bo was startied by baving the
I tokim with the Tollowing
indorsed upon the back: “They
had butter sell vut to the Baptists, and they
«~onn v our tank. " —Chicago Mail

% _Am Evident Lack of Canfldence.

| "L Gentleman—There you are, Unele Hasus,

You just band thet order to Mr. Swmith and

be will pay you the money.

Uncle Hastus (scanting the order) — Am iy
» verbal order, sabi?

Gentleman—No. If | gave you a verbal
order be wonkin't pay it

Uncle Rastus frelieved) —Yas, dat's ‘zactly
wot Mistowr Smif myed  He sayed of 1
hrought a verbal order dat be wudden't pay
it I reckon be bain't got much contidence
n yo', sabh —Grip,

Pald tv the Actors
Before Henry E. Abbey went back te

w he gave these figures from his
to indicate to what extent Ameri- |

ean people have pald to see celebirnted
setors under his management - Bernbardt,
In 1880-1, §304,247; Booth, in 's1-2 §2) .
000; Pattl, '8$1-2, &6 500, Nilsaon,
‘82-3 4208800, Langtry, "82-3, #2353 3N,
Iﬂ'l%m-l, $05.630;  Irving "ML,
v Mary Anderson, 85-06, 154 -
; tolal In six sensons, §2 52554 Of
eourse Patti and Nilsson sang compara-
tively few t'mes, und the season of Hern
bardt, Booth, Langtry, and Irving were
abort. Even allowing the usual leeway
—most managers’ estimate require jt—
2- total fs significant. —New York
-

| Heavy '—New York Sun,

it full of sawdust.  Then
prisals ou his part, which
Yo with by enunsmating
to exterisinate Luw, My sole dosiro now was
to catels Bim b the doark and swalj bine  Bat
be was wary, and nover went in the dark
alotie. | was just beezinging ter dbespenir, whiess,
oo oveuing, I beard bim pessing my wipcdow
whore Tlay in mbasle 1 pevesd oat, and in
the dien, misiy starlight 1 just discsrned v
enemy's fizure pasing out of roach, | theviw
my body far oot over the wisdow sill, and,
stretching oy arm, canght a basdful of that
hsted bandr,

My fagers chserd ot the ks of my foo
like the grip of an octigas, amwl | ;.::;rp n
yank that woubd bave pulled up s pioe tre,
The shrwks that split the air of the silent |
uight fnirly mmde iy heart stand still, wod 1
shruik back within the gloom of iy poom
Berenm after sorean), sbariming I!IIlnf'i;. rrasl-
mg windlows, told the bots was alarmed
and wibl with cacitenrent. 1 must go out; it
wodd ot o to remiain conovaded. 1 sk
the clinging lovks from wmy guilty fingurs.
Shnll vudoes were valiing my name, Hirrors]
Lwas suspectod, then! Some oue bad seen
ot The boy had recoguios] my toucht [
went oot bito the ball What was the
mutter! Well uight 1 ask, they sakl, sitting
there i1 my neun, porig over my ook,
while miander was lwing done A ;;1_;;1111.—
teanp, they tald o, Lidden under the trves,
bad caught my sister by te hair and nearly
broken ber vk, and thon ran nway, )

Lo guing to slay that boy with iy naked
hands ¢ 1 bave to wait tll the next war to
ot & chanoe st bine —Bunditte in Brooklyn
Engle i
Not Admitted te the Lime Kiln Club.

The chairiwn of the cnouniltee on mnem
bership of the Linke Kiin elub megested that
his comnittes was olligel e eport against
the following candidates for the cuines e
with aprpeanded :

Profesor Dngitalis, of Alalanin, for sod-
denly appearing among his  friends with
abiout forty burd shot Bubesddisd in Lis bk, ‘
and for being unable to explain their pres-
eticr by a satisfactory manner, He ciainned
to bave bevir run over by andee wagon, but
this commillee Lever saw an joe wagnn
koaderd with that Kind of smniunition

The Hon Cadtigation Pomfret, of Rich- I
motl, Va., was found in 4 smokehouse be- |
kmging to a citizsen of the snlarbs, aurli

J

*san a series of e
1 will not wesry
Finally 1 resolves]

clatinnd 1o be studving architecture.  While
ths commities weks to encourage nll pro-
fe=miones, 1t Ieeliowes dn the oternal ftoeses of |
things No burglar should go about doing
brusiness by daylight, and no architect should
take mildnight to post limself on the internal
arrangements of a hambouse,—Dotroit Froee
Pres |
Heep Her Down,

Wife—Johs, dear, shall we get n light or |
beary tomtstone W place on mother's grave!

Husband  iwith emplinds)

~ i 5
e Y A I P T T T

DEATH.
O Pwath, the Consecrator
Nothing w0 sanctifies & pame
As 1o e written —doad
Nobbng <o wins a life from hiams
50 covers (1 from wrath and shatue
As Joes Lhe burial bHed

O Deatlh, the Revelator!
Our dewpest passhons never move
Till thon host bid them wake;
We ks ot hal! how much we love
Tili wll tedoow pod all mbaive
T shirsvinledd foor oner sake

0 Ivath the gread Peaormaker®
I etapdy bumves cosime bt e

Theire s nitight ke Death to beal it;
And of we Jove— O privebess pain,
U hitterswvwt whwn bove bs vain
There s uanight like Death to seal I

Child Lore.

All the workl, it is said, loves s lover, bat
1t is 0o less trus that all the world loves chil-
dren: and wh'ie we may tire of tales of fove,
bowever ardeat and sentumental they nond we
may be, we are always ready to sile over

| stortes of the vaguries of childliossl  Thers

are glimpmes of the awakening of the powers
of the mind in these nicdotes of children, of

P whleh every parent bas oro or fes o teldl,

amd we perbape pandon the woaknes of van
Ity more readiy in this direction thas in sy
other

The whimscally distorted shapes  into
which the thoughts and theores of ehler peo-
ple aro trandormed in passing through
chilif’s brmin are often suggestive as well as
onlertaining

“The mind,” n little fellow says, “is some-
thing that turns round and round in your
bl and makes up stories.”

Awmd, upeon the whole, one s inclined to
conment that metaphysicians Jdo not oot
wiuch pearer to any clear detinition of the in
tellectunl faculties The drollwss of chbil
dren’s remarks  oftemest  cousists in ther
borokang st vhings wleal or tntelisctual froma
strictly material basi.  They measune prob-
abilities by their experience, avd have not
¥t learmesd to cvnstruct a world of theory
beyoiul chnt apparent to the sehmes,

“The vhomls,” observiedl n little 4-year-ald
girl, “must be solul, or the angels would
tuimbde through.”™

“Uih, they can iy like the birds!™ her
brother, 2 vears alder, assuresd bor.

=UHy 10" she ropliad, valling to mind the
fart thut she hnd swn the il Teathers of
vl b cliggest te keep tem from Aying,
~of course thoy can’t, for they baven’t any
tayls"

i another oceasion this same child ob.

servest to her mother, in the most matter of |

fact tone: 1 wish | wis as high as the uxon
and the stars, sl then I'd take 8 great lad-
dher mud go up and ook on Giod's msnte] jlecs
aml s i1 coubl fiel any peppermints
there ™ )

Children amgs and bewiller alike by
their logie aod tleir woant of it

“Ivir Aunt Sasan,” little Bob says, in the
Tuliwss of his admirntion for his sunt, “when
I grow up 1 hope | shall be just such & woman
s vou are”

Sonmtines  the dofinitions of children are
st amugsimg. A ltthe fellow of 3 years ro-
placvsd the exprossion “sets my teeth on mdge™
by the ot original ancd striking phrase, 1t
tmakes any teeth itch.”

De. Burt G, Wilider, the well-known natur
alisty relates that, his purcats being Grabam-
itew, his earlivst  years were passs] in ignor.
ance of the fuet thot people usesd el for
fod, By somne chunge of opinion, boweyver,
they ommme ta nore ondinary custoims, and one
day s roastesd chichen was serviel for dinber.
The fiyearodd lad gass] i bewilderment at
this mysterious dish for swoo woments, the
Tight of & great disoovery dawning upon him,
and ar kength be bunst out tn omviction and
astondshment, =1 let that's & doad ben!"—a
comcitishon there was no guinsaying

The st trinmipbsnt momwent of a boy's

| life, evervihing tetng taken into account, is

wilin bee first discands petiiconts for tronsem,
Tt s to e suppesesd that the feminine mind is
deprived of the eostatic thrill of this delicions
wanent, for the st trained dress does not
come gatil long after the child is old enough
o know that bittor i mingled with the swest
of every cup, =o that it s pupossible to give
bersell up to enjovment with the sune abas-
donment of the wee man who gets his fint
genwinely mascaline ganvents. A Hetle (ol
low af 3 to wham had cotie this sapirvime
period of his existgnnw, drew  himelf up
prowdly before bis sbster of 35 and  procoeeded

bl g upon ber Lis troe greatiss

“Kittie,” he olsmerved, “vou can’t never
wenr panta” A pause, in which he olservied
the effect of his wonds
never have o mustache ™ A svotnd rhetocienl
paus, durtng which the litthe sister looked up
with plouding eves: and then the climax, de
livered in o tone of the most cominisrating
voutempt, “Kittis, you can't never be a man
nobow, ™

The accumulation of wooe was too much for
poor Kitthe, who burst into a piteous howl at
the perspective negation of ber abass] state,
whils ber brother guesd jeoudly upon ber dis-
trves with the air of a oomueron

Small Robin showed himselt under similar
cirewmstanoes wore of o gentleman. Arrayed
in hbs pew suit, he was ot first speechios with
sheer delight,  Then at length bis joy found
tongue, amd he Larst out: =0h, mamma,
pants make me feel so graud!  Didn't it make
you feel grand whon™——

But an awful conscimisness canw over him
that this hitss bl never lwen shared by bis
mother, and be lakl bis wee, chubby band
pityingly against her chevk, saying, pathetic
ally: ~Poor g
Bates i Harger's Monthly,

Almaost Hran New.

Oid Gentleman. —And how old are yom,
my littie man®™

Little Freddie.—1'm not old at all, sir; P'm
nearly new

The Joke on Sam Callyer.

In the days when the Rev. Rolert Collyer
oceupied the puljdt at Unity church his soc
Sam was, of cours, a regular attendant at
the services. H. (;. Withrow, s son of Thomas
F. Withirow, the lawyer, ussd to pass the col-
loction box—*cosn popper,” he calld it

chance to perpetrate one on Sam.  Sam had
bevn quite attentive to a voung lady, and had
at last mustersd up sufflewnt cournge to bring
her to church,.  When the collection plate

caine arouted be reached in bis pocket, pulbed |

out & nickel, apd, with consilerable eclat,
droppes] it in the box  Hal drew beck the
piate, fished out the nickel, and, banding it
back, whispersd:

“1 can’t make the change to-day, Sam. You
shoukl see to that yoursell before coming to
church, " —Chicago Mail o

How she Cornered Him.

Young Sumllweed dooking over the pheto-
graphsi—Who is this bomely hoking baby,
Miss Dnshawny? ,

Miss [).—Ob, that ks & picture of myself at
the age of 2 years

“Kittie, you can't |

P _—Arko |

Hal |
was forud of a Joke, and one Sunday be saw s |

i A AR

-

T [WO VISIONS,

iHe's S0 hundsome,”’ siched Mutilila
Lyoeh, a8 she rubbed the coanrse dish
towel over the heavy battersd cups and
suucers, “‘just for all the world like a
Spanlsh brigand. ™

Just where Matilda acyuirad ber eal
of u Spunish brigaoad It would be difficul
to explaln, sinve her experiences in life
bl been circumscritedd by the varrow
Lisits of the fith rate boanling house
whiere she had washd dishes for s living
ever since her varliost recudleetions

Being of tender susceptibilities, Ms
tilda hasd boen in love almost as Tuany
tirees ax Mrs. Byroes had taken s new
busrder: being frecklod aml red hained,
te vnie had reciprocatsd her attachment,
or il so, had sllowed votcenhiment Lo prey
upon his feelings recklessly

STilly ! endled out Mrs. Bymnes, ok
what you're sat, child, or yuia'll smash
them migs.  And algs is algs, nowndays,
I cun tell yun™

1 was only lookin® at Mr, Jack," sald
Tilly, sulleuly

AW LD ' sl bier fat, goos] natorisd mis
tress, “don't vy el sture by tho
young men, Tilly. When tie right one

LT

comes  along  you'll Koow  Cim quick
enongh **
“Yes,"" replisdd Tilly, “but will he

know me—that's what | want to Know

Mrs Brernes slvsok with langhter.  She
wis natvrally gosl temperisl, and she
hud prospecead in the boandingg bonse and
could afford to lnugh even at poor Tilly's
pointless jokes  As she adjusted her din
mond ear vings and fostensd her sealskin
sack to step across the strect o the gro
tors Lo purchase mackerel o onions for
dinner, she gave Tilly same parting s
monitions to grind the coffee and take
out the lnst bollerful of clothes lefore she
gt bie k.

Not for worlds would Mrs. Byrnes have
set her foot upon the street without the
dinmonts aod =enbikin

Villages, ns well as conrts, may have
their social code that divides patrician
and plebeinn, and Silver Gulch drew the
line at a seslskin eloak amd dlinmonds,

Meanwhile Jack Mohr, Tilly's  ideal
Spanish  brigand, anconscions of  the
frecklvd foee, prossed longingly  agninst
the speckled panel of Mrs. Byrmes’ pantry
window. went up the hill st » swinging
pare, conscions of bat twa well-defined
wleas that formedd a backgroand for nil his
minor mental processs—Felicla Dewey
| and the Fuchire mine
| In puint of importanee to Jark they oe-
" enpied relatively the position here given,
| it i podnt of segaence this order should
be reversed, since it was only on the sac
cess of his mine that Juek could predicats
any hope of winning Felicia

From the day of Jack Mobr's first ap-
pearnnce &t Silver Gulch the miners, who
took their menls with Mrs. Byroes, al
lounged around the bar of the nelghibor-
fng saloon at evening, were disposad to
| treat him with due respect
\ It was felt instinctively that
| be the sort of w man that was troublesome
| in n fight. mud so he went and came un
|

he wonld

questioned.

“He's fit company for any camp,” Old
Stms declaved contidentially one evening
to & circle of cholee spirits in Mike's
place, as they stood up o the bar for a
drink all round, He's deopped his man,
and anylxaly with that record s ol

| enough for any crowd, aud don't you for-
get i*

| “Where it that happen®’  asked

| Shorty, the sandy haired bariender, fHick-

ing off a hop blossom from  his spotlessly

white shirt sleeves,

He did not say, “How do yon know?*
although that wotthl have heen the proper
form of Interrogatory for whae be desired
to learn,

Such a guestion might have been con.
strued into a donht of Old Sims' vrath-
fulness, and thus have led to unpleasant
CONSeqUenCes,
| We always guanl our weakest point,

and Ol Sims was tenaclous on this peint
L af truthfulness, i

“Where did it happen'" repeated the
old man. “Lord! how do I Know* There
are some things a man can tell without
knowing how he does it, and one of them
isto tell a man who has taken human
life when yon see him. It's a sort of free
musonry, [suppose.’ Ol Slms had once
killed & man In s tight, sod was disposed |
to tuke on airs in consequenee, a superi-
ority none of thein felt inelined to gques-
tion, for obwious reasons, least of all
Shorty.

As for Jack Mobr, the fact that his
language and monners were such as be-
longed to a gentleman might have made |
him unpapnlar with Mrs. Hyrnes' hoand
l ers bat for one aceldential circumstance,

This was n lucky game of euchre that

[ e hml played with Col. Dewey, proprie
tor of the Euchre mine, a mild man-

| nered, white haired ol man, whose style

] of playing elicited Old Sims’ warmest ad- |
m ration

“A prettier gnme | never see, nor any
uther man,”” he explained in a mptore of
delight to his croudes ot the bar,

“Thar was the ol’ mans, carm an’ eool,
playin’ his cards lke—like a parson,

‘ blamed if he didn't.  *It's your deal, Mr

Mohr," says he, n bowin' like a chestnut

fleld," and Old Sims made & grotesque
| bend in his effort to imitate Col. Dewer's
| courtly grace of mannoer, ““an’ what d've
spose that ere boy dune? Scooped the
boand, every trip.™

“And what were the stukes*' asked
Shorty, his round, shaven head rising
pink and bare above his full white shirt
sleeves, that suggested a whimsical com-
parison to a cherub’s wings, ns portrayed
i medineval art

“The o' man put up half the Euchre
mine, snd Jaek boeked agin® ‘em with
that ol® wmle o'his"n, and blaned if Jack
didn't hold the joker 'n the right and
left bower three hand's runnin’.”

“No!" exclaimed Shorty in transports
at this graphic description; “an’ what'd
the ol” man say'’ |

Ol Sims rose in his seat and bowed, in
imitation of Col Dewey—his contorsaons |
ns bie did so n spectacle for gods and men,

**Mr, Mohr,” says he, "you are a Jucky
man, sir. 1 am glwl to weloome you,®
savs he, ‘to a hall ownermship in the |
Euchre mine; as a lucky man you'll
Liring success to the enferprise.’ "

“Very handsome of the old eolonel,”
murmured Shoarty sdmiringly.

“Handsome!"  pepeated O] Sims,
it was a picter, A picter, gentlemen,
| high art and religion combined; that's

what it was.™ |

Whether this lncky termination to the
game was luck, pure amd simple, or
whether it wus broughkt about by a clever
nunipulation of the canls, no one in Sil-
ver Guleh ventured to bazan? an opinlon

And whether it was luck or goed man
agement, from the day that Jeack Mohr
became a partner in the Enchee, It begnn
to “pan out™ beyond the mnst sanguine
expectations of that most sanguine of
men, Caol. Dewey,

“It’s hounid to be the best poving mine
| in the gulch!” he said, becoming almost
boisterous, and chucking his duughter
Felicin nonder her pretty, dimpled chin;
“*beats the Lasgt “hance entirely,"

The Last Chance was a rival mine on
the opposite side of the guleh, owned by
|a New York company and managed by
| Jack Deering. a thin, pale voung man, of

nunexceptionable antecedents, who had so
! well manipulated stocks in Wall street
[that the higher powers, known as
“heavy operstors,” bl plived him o
command of the Last Chance, with nn-
limited funds with which to operate,

| During this time all went well with
| Jack Maobr, in his wooing at the shrine
| of the fuir Felivia.

She wus pretty, with a certain dashing

Young Suallwesd—Ah! Well, you kaow, | coquettishness, a  daring andacity of

the homely babics always grow to be pretty,
and vice versa
Miss I).—Yes; but that photograph Is not
at all like me. [ was a very pretty child
(And then what can Le say fi—Life.

= -t * .
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dress and manner that was even more |
fascinating than her laughing gray eyes
and saucy smile.

The praductive (ssues of our country,
joined to wonderful mechanical inven-
tious. have hesn the soupee of nﬂllt-‘

§

| dividual tortines, suddenly

| pretty Mrs, Deering motioned her French
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A elass of women has been dew
fromi these conditions, whose exrasagant
Inxuriousness of taste rivals that of the
fainous empress who demnk dissolved
pearls

Felicla Dewey was one of these. Born
auid reared in poverty, with this new
prospect of riches before ber no fabric
wiw rivh enongh, no jewels costly enough
tir satisfy her taste

As the prospects of the Euchre began
to “renlize,”" she Indulged In many secret
schictnes that fllled ber thoughts by day
and night, sebemes thmt woud have
startled even the two reckless specalators
who controlled its products.

She fairly overwhelmed Mrs. Byroes,
one day. by & deseription of some of the
splendors of n wedding troussean that
she was plunning.

“taul laud’” Mrs. Byrnes' generous
amplitude of person sesmed  sctually to
swell with astonishment, as she listened.
‘) don't see, for my part, how you sver
knew there were such things '

Felicla laughed, showing her Uttle
white teeth, whose Iirregularity gave
piquancy to her smile.

“It's m genius fur spending money,
Mrs. Byrues: it's like m gift for music or
msthiematies. 1 am oot gifted in other
directions, but 1 love beautiful things—
Just wait a little and you shall see.. ™

One night Jack came to take her out
for a walk, that they might enjoy to-
gether a little of that privacy so dear to
fovers, denied  them by the narrow lmd
tations of the Byrnes establishment.

The night was dark, with but few stars
visible; the wind swept throngh the
hratches of the trees, rustling the dry
leaves that clung there, and sow mnd
then the lowd bark of & dog broke the
stiliness

Dull lights, seattersd up and down the
guleh, showed the location of the differ-
ent mining cnmps: everything about the
village, from  Its muddy, straggling
streets to its rough pinehoand shanties,
Jookead barren and desolate

The lovers strolled  slowly  along,
Felivia clinging to Juck's arm; their talk,
as usual, ahout the mine.

1 feel as if § had never lived my troe
life, Jack.” Felicin was saying. “Ever
since mry childbhowd T have a0 longed for
luxury, sl we have been so poor.  You
have heatd of the mirnge, Jack, well, It
in like that. Te see always hefore one's
eyes the loveliest lnce, filmy and soft ns
s vlond; Instrous, shimmering silks, with
n shieen lke reflected moonlight; jewels |
that glow and boarn ke stars, silken fur-
niture and perfumed light, and then be
ehainel to this”

She woved her haml in seornful gest-
ure, but Jack cuoght it, and pressd it to |
Tiis lipse |

1t shall be no mirage, dear; yon shall
have them sll, and as much more as you
like. We will go to Paris and astonish
those poverty stricken counts and shabby
milords with American idens of living.
Iu a month more the Enclire will be at
high water mark."’

“To Paris’’  Felicla gave a soft sigh
of rupture, *Oh, Juck! think of the bon- |
nets, the gowns, the lnces—"" |

=he stopped short.  In the dim light
of the dusk Jack saw her eyes, fixed in a |
dilated, wamlering stare, a momentary |
unconscivnsness that held her spellbound. |

“Felicia!™

He canght her by the arm and shook
her, altost roaghliy, in his excitement.
She stuiled, ns the look of returuing con- |
selonsness cnme into her face, |

*1've been there, Jack. "
like one awaking from a sleep.
now whiet it's like.™"

“Peen wheret " asked Jack, in his be-
wilderment {

..'I'“ l’ﬂl’l"- "

Jack put his arm seound her to as- |
sure himsolf of her enrthly embodiment,
and helid her close.

“You talk like that greasy Mexican
clairvoyant who located our mine, Fe-
licin. What s the matter®"

“1 don’t know any more than you do. |
But when your lips tomehed my hand, all
this—the village you, everything—foied |
awny, anidd [ was in Par's.  And oh, such
splendor, such magnificence, Jack:!"

He was determined to treat the affair |
as a joke, thonzh he had a healthy,
manlike horror of the snpernatural. He
stooped down nnil Kisaad her.

“You can’t frighten me out of kissing |
you in this fashion, Felicin. And its|
very good of you to come back when
there are so many fine things to be seen I
there. By the way, did yon see me there,
oo pud he lnughed at his own ques-
tiom.

She shnddered, a tremor of horror that
shook her from head 1o foot. aud clung to |
Jack desperately

“Don’t nsk me, Jack' Don’t—the hor-
ror of it will kill me! I—Take me home,
Jack!"

Mystified, but obedient to her slightest
wish, Jack turued about, and they re- |
teaein] thelr steps, separating at the door
of the HByrnes residence; Jack to return |
to his ldigings, Felicin to seck her cham- |
ber, had forget its shabby stinginess in
dreams of the Enchre mine.

Jack had predicted that one month |
rore would see the Euchre at highwater
murk.

But when the month rolled ronnd, a
revolution had overtaken the Euchire.

Just what clever Wall street maneu-
vers had wrought the change no one
could explain, but Euchre stock, which
hal been in demand st fabuous prices,
suddeny eclined.

The fAnancinl mensgerie had unloosed
its bulls and bears on the track of those
two innocent lambs, Col. Dewey and Jack
Mohr, and these .unsophistioated opera-
tors foumd themselves in a position where
they were glad to sell out for s paltry
thousand or two, to the Last Chance,
when the stock had depreciated to its
lowest paint.  The secret workings of
this deal were never exactly understood by
the uninitiated, but as soon as it passed
over to the manipulations of Juck Deer-
ing the steck went up again, shares were
sold at fabulows prices, snd in a few f
tonths Deering found himself s modern
Criesus, and a suitor for the smiles of the
pretty Felicia

The villa e was seandalized at the suc-
cess of his wooing, for though she had
not entirely broken off with Mohr, she en-
couragedl  Deering with  bher sweetest

smiles, aml nost eaptivating andacity of
manner  Jock was bewildered, almost
distracted, by the new turn of affairs;
ber father remmonstrated, but all in vain.

Mrs=, Bsrnes rbilled with indiguation;
she hadd added a heavy gold chain and &
pew dllamond ring to her clsims to con-
stderation, and felt that ber opinfons were
entitled to respect,

At Mike's pluce the discussion ran high.
SEhoaty leading a galiant minority in favor
of Deering and his clnims,

ST tell you,™ safd Old Sims excitedly, |
sahe's——"

“A trump,” said Shorty, doggedly,
“a regular trump cand, she i7"

“The little joker,' sald Sims, scorn-
fully; “bouud to take the best trick in
the game of life, especially where dia-
monds are fromps.”"

“Deering’s the rwight bower in that
game, certain,” said another, with a poor
attempt at a joke,

“And Jack Mohr's left at any rate,"
adided Shorty, humoring the joke, amid

She sapoke
“1 know |

rhmnm"‘tmg

impossible.
Madame
pld gray eves and white, irregular teeth,

once aod we will apply It to-night.

shonts of hilarfous laaghter.

After this Jack Mohr got the sobriguet |
of the “Left Bower," and instesd of re- |
senting it he welcomed it as an sdded
homilintion. l

He beeame reckless and wild, fond of
parnding his misfortunes, and growing
more desperate and careless of his per-
sounl  sppearance, fnally  disappeared
from the village, no one knew whither.

- - - - -

“Fifine, I think 1 see a wrinkle;”" and

muid to draw aside the heavy silken cur-
tain that subdued the glare of the morn-
ing sunshine.

Witine hald vo hath hapds in token of

‘from Aucklsnd to San Francisco In
twenty-throe days and six hours reduces
the time of the trip around the world to
sixty-ning Jdays.
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“Maidame," she began, '‘that is qulh‘

fasbed a smile from her Hm-

“Nunseuse. Fifine! There {s no need

of any deception between us You know,
as well as
cooking and late hours the freshness of
my complexion is gone.”™’

I do, that between French

Driven to hay, as It were, Fiflne mdl-

mitted that there was 8 certain prepars
tlon compoundad with wax, sald Lo bave
been used by the Empress Eugenie, that

1 rare virtues for restoring the

complexion, that she could prepare. “Not

thot there is any peed.’' she stoutly as

nerted. “but if madame wishes——""

Madamwe interrupted her lying logusc
ity.
“I must keep it on my face twenty-four
bours, you say. Very well. prepare it at
I ean
be through with it in time for the Hus

sian prince’s ball. "™

At 12 o'cluck that night a man wearing
& black mask over his face stepped cau
tiously through the window of Mrs. Deer-
ing's boudolr from the little balcon y out-
slide.

“Let them catch me If they can,’ he
muttered, ns an awkward motion of his
fout nearly overturned s chair. Lot
them, 1 say. ['ve been In hard luck so
long, that it's neck or wothing with me
oow.'" |

He turned the light of the dark lantern
he carried inte the room sud  looked
aroupd. A low fire smoldersd In the
grate and cast o dall, red glow ever the
tiled bhearth and mossy carpet, rich with
the softened coluring of vriental dyes.

Low Egyptian couchws and chairs, with
ehony frames carved with Sphinxes’
hends and lotns leaves, and upholstersd
with satin damusk wrought in gold,
stowd mhout the room. [

A dressing gown of dull color, trimemed
with filmy yellow lace, hung over a chair,
beside a bed arched with a haondwrought,
silken ecanopy. Rings and bracelets lay
on the dressing table, sud in a wvelvet
case left cureltssly half open glittered a
dinmond necklace.

The burglar's eyes fastened on the jew-
els. He hml been bungry and cold for
many days, snd suimal wants are merct
less.

He reached out to grasp the necklace,
when his eyes happened to turn toward
the bedd.

“My Guod, Felicia, dend

She looked so white, so corpse like in
her transparent, waxen mask that Jack
Mohr turned awny the light of his lantern
a sirkening sense of suffoeation almost
overpowering him, for he was weak from
hunger and exposure.

A solt volee broke the silence.

“Juck, is it you®’

“Yes." in o half whisper. To save his
lifa he eould not have spoken lowml

“Good night, dear. [ can not open my |
eyes.  Fiflue has so covered my face with |
this cosmetic preparation. Don't try to
kiss me, 118 quite impossible. ™

There was a sound of sume one stirring
in the next room. Nevertheless Jack
Mohr lingered long enough to step for- |
ward, kneel by the bed, and touch his

bearded lips to the warm dimpled band |

lying on the counterpane.

“How sentimental you are, Jack; do
you know for one moment as your lips
touched my hund [ was back in that hor-
rid old mining village in Colurslo, [ saw
the gulch with the miners’ camps, the
rows of straggling shanties, and that
awkward Tillie with the freckled face,
who used to wait on our table: snd that
ridienlons Jack Mohr, who wns so fond of
me. 1 could even hear the rustie of the
dend leaves on the branches as the nicht
wind swept through the tres.  Odid,
wasn't it*"

The sweet voice died away in a drowsy
murmur.  Jack laid down the jewels and
softly stole from the room.

At the prince’s ball next night, Felicia
was greatly admired, and bad the honor
uf”u- dancing with Prince Versakopf him-

At a pause In the dance the prince
said: "That was asad story in today'a
Journal of the young American who shot
himself in front of your palace, last night,
madate.

Felicia stood in the full blaze of the
chandelier, and the nervous tremor that
shook her from head to foot broke the
rays of light from her diamonds into a
thousand rainbow colored fragments.

Prince Versakopf followed the direc-
tion of her eves toward an ¢pen doorway,
but saw nothing.

Bu: Felicia saw there as plainly as she
saw the haudsowe prince by her side, her
old lover, Jack Mohr.—Jnlia Mills Dunn
in Bostoun Traveller.

Cueer Wrinkles
NORE THAN HE COULD ATAND.
Polite Passenger (in street cart—Will you
take this sent, madam!
Maedam—Thank—

HAKD TO MAKE A LIVING.

“1 find it very hard, sir,” said the butcher,
as he weighed his left arm and a couple of
pounds of steak for a customer, “to make any
profit in iy husiness"™

“How's that "

“Because | have to keep so much dead
stock on hand *
WHAT SHE'LL MAKE OF HIM.

“Al, Mr« Tompkins, that'«a fine boy,” said
Flumiey, patting the landlady's son on the
bond “What do you intend making of
bim ™

“Well, I think of makings of
bim. He never can be found when be's
wanted.”

A TERRIBLE MISNOMER

“Pa,” maid a little east side; Harlem boy,
“why do they call the building we live in a
French flat/”

“Because, my boy,"” replied the ok! man, as
be stepped out into the street to take his over-
cont off, “because there is nothing like it in
all France.

SOME PRIDE LEFT.

“How's them peas” she asked.

“The peas are very nice, wadam,” repliad
the trmmp, with his mooth full; “bot I wish
you would give me a four-tined fork instesd
of this spoon to eat them with. I may bea
tramp now,” be added bitteriy, “but 1've ssen
better days.”

SOME GOOD ADYICE.
Tramp—Flease gimme ten cents, sir?
Gentleman—Why, 1 gave you ten cents an

hour ago.

Tramp—I'll bet you $5 you didn't.

Gentieman—I haven't got that much money
with me.

Tramp (with some disgusti—Well, don's
make statoments uuless you've got monsy to
back ‘em up.

A COMING PLEASURE
“Mr. Featherly,” said Bobby, ignoring his

mother's signal to keep still, “did you ever
bear pa whistle!”

“No, Bobby,” langhed Mr. Featherly, “I
never have hal that pleasure =

“Well, you will,” went an Bobby. “He told
ma that he lent you B last night, and that be
expectad to whistle for it™

A LITTLE TOO MUCH.

“The cellar is full of water,” said a lady
who was looking at an east side Harlem flat

“Yea" asented the » “but you
must bear in mind that at this time of day it
I flood tide.  We can't rent you seven ropms,
madumn,” he added, in an injured tone of
voice, “and at the same time guarantee to
control she Atlantic ocean for § a month.”

ON ITS WAT,
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THE LAY OF THE LOBSTER.

When Bolled with
HBeans.
G0 buttun vour boots with u tiger's tail,

Comb down your polden balr,
And Lve for & week upon bubbie aod equeak

Ut the stegm of & wisding stalr

Al whenever you feel lie & conger sal,
Or as hand as ao oid split pes,

Unfaiten the 1k as the bedprbog It
Then come sl listen 1o me

It Bappeosed when the wgu was Ligh,
And ths wind Ulew frush naud free,
When fhe batlenosed shale sec hoching om
sl
And washing it duwn with the sa

Avald  sardines

It wus close by the side of & luscly strenm
That fuammed on s desclaty strand;

A Ly falr wae sitting there,
And u box was o ber haosd

She ralad the bor, and she gave it 5 shals,
And abie srorilod when she foutul it was full;
Thets whe playisl i u fife with the edge of ®
kunife,
Ereping toe with o three Pt rule

At this was the sone that the ledy sang:
~Jusg open this box for ow;

T bivww sndines s hon ey re boiled with beaos,
And wized witl the sands of the s ™

-

e hevrd whot she'd got to svy,”

The motitnd oof et vobiw was wwest Lo Lrar,
And was maltel o'or piany a wave,

Till at Lva it 071 Dke o wiren spuell,
O thes besrt of & nerman teave

He lsden-d awbike, then snibsl o senile
AR b Boniloesd int hilimmeil in the glos

Then dress-] with speed in b phstor of wesd
And trrmsers of tanghe anl graee

Hie wenst Lo the place wbons the lady mang,
And Ixs heanl what she'd gt bo sy ;
She tobd him the dish was sandine fish,
But he boltal chean avay

For his beother o law was of ks to s ckate;
The shate wos of Eigh degree,

Aml #very ome knew it was perefectly Sme
Nandims meors e cousins of he

With & terribibe frown he dived straight down
To the dopths of the soean grocn:

His tromwers be Lore and k' ubter. ard swore
They woubd e agnin e =g

But the lady sani, as shio sang before:
“Just vpeen Ui box Tor e,
For | love mnlines when they're lofked with
[T
And miged with the samds of the ea ™

She sang this sme, bt as nobody came.
She thowght it as wrell to try,

Bo down on the rocks stie hasmmered the box,
And then s hegnn to cry

“Oh, I love saniines when they're boilod with
beans,
And mizel with the sands of the sy,
1 am dying For sune.  Will nolsly come

| Asvl wpwenn tlbe box for pae s

Now all alvaw, close ander n stone,
A bobstar was Ly ltng sakespy
At the wamd of hee
ories bhe rubbed
L
Ard pic ke himsel®
A up for s peep.
” r;; He couid open the
box withous
any Kiwwks,

8o he went aml ha
ofered hin
vimw

At the dght of the
benst her mis
* Ty ovaeed,

Al she asked for
A shake of his
.

He gave ber his claw
e the desolate

{1 .‘\;‘_

strnod,
But be pever would
ket her go
"My lady.” says he,
“youll come

willi me
To the reglons
S down below.™
“To the regrins down He took the lady
fowe, ™ sirmught away

To the depths of the ecean ldue,
And whatover becaie of that beantifol dame
There is nobwxly ever knew

There are some folks say on the st of May
St in sten with s glass in her hand,

And that ahe was sokl to the merman bold
Who came to the desolate strand.

But every night when the moon shinoes bright
Thee ghost of the lndy is wern,

All dresses] at her beed (0 2D ulster of weed,
And ber hair s 8 bright sea groen.

And the ghost of & great hig sardine box
Cotnes stalking along the shom,

And the ghost of a litthe sardine sk
Gows rollicking on before.

And the fishermen hiar the sound of knocks,

And, “Open this box for e,
Causee [ love sardines when they're bolled with

henns,
And miznd with the sanfls of the sea.™

MOMAL
Now, ladies all. hoth short and tall,
Who Jowe to vat santines,
If you ewer take any. don't et it be many,
Aml pever with sand and beans
~W_D. Seott-Mooeriefl in Harper's Magasine,

Young Wife—Won't Charley be
whmhntwowpwdtmmﬂ
have made for him out of my old Mother
Hubbard, There is nothing like knowing
bow to economize.—The Judge.

Domestic Views.

The small was regaling a visitor with
the family d::ym

SWho is this one!™ asked the victim, as he
began the photographie volume.

“Ob, that's gramp', an’ herw's gram’ rite
acrost the leal ™

=And this pretty lady

“That chromo’s Ant Suke: she's a terror.
An' that fel that louks ns ef he didn't know
beans is nunkey.™
“Who are the two taken together
“That’s pop an’ mam, only they aint Otin”
“And this sweet childr”
“That's me when I was a kid, An' that's

Customer (in restanrant)— Waiter, | onlered
soue ¢ heee,

Waiter— Yes, sir. It's coming, sir, coming,
~New York SBun.

&runw the World.
The passage of the stesmer Alameds

pop’s first wife what dide; aml that's another
punky. Say, be don't look like & bird, doss
be! Pop says he's o real old gallus bird; an®
this—00"

The entrance of the family prevented fur-
ther disclosures. — Detroit Free Press,

A candidste for & political office 1s too
by his —~¥Xi
often judged cligars. —Yonkers
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