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l w Two Learned a Lesson. hWitr

- "avap

gity sighed. Now why she should tlingi

•ghed at this partic ular moment no sofa, I

o easrth could tell. And it was all she h

ore exasperating bet.cause John had "HI

-merously put into her little shapely have

a brand new .$10 bill. And here Tlhe

thetrouble. 
over

SWhat's the matter?" he s~aid, his face

at the faint souwl, and h11t mnuthl
together in what those.' whoi,

him but little called an "obstinate

" "N":w what is it?"

Ipty who just itgun to chanee the
into a merry little laugh rippling all

the corners of the red lips, stopped

ly, toweed her head and, with a

jk no way conciliating, sent out

words-
"You needn't insinuate, John, that I'm

troublesome !"

0I didn't insi
•
inatC

• - w h
lo's talking of

gating?" cried he, thoroughly in-

at the vtry idea, and backing

a few steps, he glared down from
tlemendous height in extreme irrita-

"It's yourself that's forever insin-

and all that, and then for you to

l on *.e-it's really abominable!"

fte votice was harsh, and the eyes

booked sewn into hers were not BIettI

to behold. and

,if you think, J( .hn Peabo'ly. that morn

land and have such things said to tried

you miss your guess-that's all!" whet

Betty, with two big red spots corn- upon

it her cheeks as she tried to draw arms

lttle erect figure up to its utmost that
one. "Forever insinuating! I And

you woulln't have said that before way,

you. Oh, now you can, of ofhe

1" abot

Didn't you say it first, I'd like to of sr

cried John, in great excitement, Ik

nearer to the small creature he reay

wife, who was ;rasing at him with "I

eyes of indignation; "I can't 'Oh,
will
can'

dow
Ovei
/ wen
time

a f- prce

troy
T

she

tI i

tEl

Betty, wholly beyond control nw,

by, then 'll give up," and she gave r
'i'tt tr lit tle t, I'da lLke toed her head

cried John. all
eore verythinged to ove and !"rote
"A if help each other more thruhan do,"life!

ow Betty, widolly beyond control nwhis h

y,d then 'II thve up,d" and son the e ce

h itter little au shh an toed nlyer head"

• ere they were in tle midst of ait,
{eselI These two who but a 'ear wl

we'll, have nroised to love and protec!" f
di help each other thrpugh life i
ow," said Jone tohn, any on's he brt to havise

eddown with xprssionuch a hanon the

e bhelp it,"im aid Betty lightly, to conearl
e dismay at f her little saoire, only staken,
trmled tsure!" and he uhed back the

That hair that John always smoothed

Swhell have nopetted her when tired or dis-

heartened, and cal led her "child." liner

gestare struckn to hine's heart toas he glanced
Man ther xnreny locks and the cool, indiffer-

"1 don't kis no help for it now, ll chansuppose." it

Sel"Oh, yes, there is," said Betty liht, still in

the cool, cat thway turn hat ought not to

little of'm wromen's "an she uarts, although the

ay live with themair for years in closet forehed with

I surcy, indifferent care?"
T"What dohair that John always smoothedn?"

Her w he petted grasped hen tired or dis-

taened, and called the merry brown ees t"child." looker

t t o his hm.art s he lanced

dayther snny loc and then you can live quietly andiffer-

live to fae underneathlf, and beforit will be better

allOh, yes, there isaround." said Bett, still in

Instead of bring way ingt ouht a violent prto

" have fy expectied him. But men now soel

ittp, looked at her fixedly forts a long, longthe

: ay live ithe dropped hefor years in closestaid

rienghdswhbtip. "You needn't try to endure

t,John Peaybedy, if you don't want to.all

Hers. heu kndgpow her" ad wrms aode
pmpslled tb merry brown ee to loer

rad Yaahowbe4e'"anw oc

With a will cry Betty rushed ascross thlii
the roo,um, first tossing the ten dollar bill dr.ii

savagely as far as she could throw it, and, .,l
flinging herself on the comfortable old confii

-ofa, broke into, a flood of tears-the first and 1
she had shed during her married life. anl

"Ifow could hle have done it-oh,what storm
have I said? Oh, John, John !" But
The bird twittered in his little cage stood

over in the window among the plan upth

she ci
dwell

'o i least.
it ove

S * s the il
time
it wa
kindi

}e w"as c more
hot ti

.Z cross,
"II

Sagain
John
grasF
Stildte

strait
firml
"A

Sher. i

"O)h what have I said? "iew

Betty .lremem red like a flash how John to be

and she tilled the seed cup that vrery the

llornine, how le laughed when she d B
tried to put it in between the bars, and after
when she couldn't reach without getting don't

upon a chair. he took her in his great anal
v armus andl held her up just like a child p

trlhat she might fix it to suit herself. Bett
I And the "bits" that he said in his tender coud

e way, they had gone lown to the depths hi
f of her foolish little heaot, sending her she
about her work singing for very gladness with

o of spirit. And now ! Thise

rBetty litlled her firgers hard into her stat

e rsy ears to slhut out the bird's chirping. the 1
hIfhe knew why I siurhei," she mi;anti. have

't 'Oh, my husband ! Birthdays-nothingl row

will make any ditforence now. Oh, why
can't I die?'

Ilow long she stayed there, crouched

down on the old sofa, she never knew.

Over and over the dreadful scene she

went, realizing its worst features each

time in dlespair, until heavy footsteps

proclaimed that some one was on the

point of breaking in upon her uninvited,
and a voice out in the little kitchen

cried-
"Betty !"
Betty sprang up, choked back her sobs,

and tried with all her might to compote

herself and remote all traces of her

trouble.
The visind r *as the worst possible one

she could have under the circumstances.
Crowding herself on terms of the closest
intimacy whith the pretty bride, who
with her husband had moved into the

village a twelvemonthe previous, Miss
IE'lvira Simmons had made the very most
of her opportunities, and by dint of
waking great parade over helping her
in some domestic work, such as house-

keeping, dresnsmaking and the like, the
maiden lady had mankiaged to ply her s
other vocation, that of newsaatherer, at Pet

rf' one and the samen time, pretty etlectu- lh
ally. e

She was always called by her first
, name, though Betty resented it; and she it y

I made a tret hanile of friendship a on
u+ every occasion, ma:king John rave 'io in
ire ently and vow a thousand times the aff

ad "olld insid" shoutlid walk ! sl
BIut she never ihad -and now, scenting po

dimnly, like a carrion after its prev, that he
f a troublle mitht ci'e to, the prettv little dlr

ear white hounse, the makre-mischief hal ge
come to do her work, if deva.station had

really cmmencel. be
"B•ien crving!" she said, miore plainly pe

Iis than politelvy,and sinking down into the 'f

the pretty chintz covered rocking chair with

an energy that showed she meant to stay, th
rly and made the chair creak fearfuli.y. g

si "Only folks do say tfhat you and yourhl
a ve hiLnyand do't -ulve happy--ult la! I in

it, wouldn't ninl-- l kn 'tn t i your w
", fault." ee

Betty's helart stoold still. Had it come i
ne s to tli? Johrn and she not to livehappy !i or

ld 'I'o ie sure they didn't, as she remember- ,hi

e ed with a pane the dreadful scene of A

wordle and hot tempers; but had it T'

Sgotten around so .ften-a story in every- tl
Whit Ixxlv's moth? aithe hllaher disths' ofnk

ieal minl she was saved from opening her Ii

en, mouth. So Mi-s Sinhnons, failing in tl

the that, was orced to go on. th

with d

,hed e I

itn

oseet . e I

It to.

loek
"Ouly folks do may that you and your husband

said don't hive happy-but li! I wouldn't uind
e any -I know 'taInt your fault."

and "An' 1 tell folks so." she said, rocking
better hewselfb:"ir and forth to witness the

effect of her words, "when they git to
talkin', so 'on can't blame me if things

pro don't L'o easy fur von, I'm sime!"
which "Youm nel f Tols so?" retested Betty

imselt vaguely,snd standing quitestill. "What?
r long I don't understand you."

"Why, thattbe blame is all hais'n,"
said cried the old maid, exasperated at her

strange mood and her datlnems. 'I say,
er all says wh they couldn't no one live
gone with him tl that pretty wife he's

ot. Tha I my, Betty. And
t , WI teR' what a qusma map he

tlilniii Of my huls,anli?' crivd Betty, CA.
drawi•i l herself up to her extretmest
height, and towetrit so over the old'
w"n;,,;n ithe ihair that she j inl l! in
confnioin at i-e storm shelit hul raised, The
and tiared tlilNly into the I,lazing eye
and ifa, r ,v with iuli,.•-ati,,n-her markir

only thou'lt "ia "s to get away from the well ki
storm she IhadI raie'l, but could not stop. the me
But she was forcedl to sta"y, for Bettt
stood just in front of the chair and blocked y tru

up the way, so she slunk back into the break
smallest corner of it and tooK it as best sort.
she could. "My husband!" cried Betty, the till
dwelling with pride on the pronoun-at
least. if they were. to part, she would the
it over lov:ugly as lmuch as she could till upon t
the last nloment, and then when the jaw, in
time dil e,,one eosple e should know that no visi
it wasn't John's fault-"the best, the
kindest, the noblest husband that ever
was given to a woman. I've made him day hi
more trouble than you can guess; my accour
hot temper has vexed him-I've been said, a
cross, impatient and-"''

"Hold I"' cried a voice, "you're talking be
against my wife !" and in a moment big story,
John Peabody rushed through the door, cut, w
grasped the little woman in his arms andl voti,
tolded her to his heart, right before the
old n.aid.

"Oh !" said Miss Simmons, sitting up 1r.
straight and setting her spectacles more siqne.
firmly. ailmei

"And now that you have learned all
you can," said John, turning round to his ie

her. still holding Betty, "why-you may appea
go !" One

The chair was vacant. A dissolving death
view through the door was all that was
to be seen of the gossip, who started up collar
the road hurriedly, leaving peace be- my th
hind. kind

"Betty," said John, some half hour vhe
1 afterward, "what was the sich for? I
Sldon't care now, but I did think. dear. few le

t and it cut me to the heart, how you to see
I might have married richer. I longed colar
to put ten times ten into your hand, tde I
Betty, and it galled me because I

r couldn't." swelli
Betty smiled and twisted away from larger

his grasp. Running into the bedroom he th
she presently returned, still smiling. ell
s with a bundle rolled up in a clean towel.
This she put on her hu-band's knee, who loop i

,r staredi at her wonderingly. and .
"1 didn't mean," she said, unpinning otfice

the bundle, "to let it out now, but I shall
. have to. Why, John, day after to-mor- yeas

row is your birthday!" Th
Lesli

- smore

Lesli
Iad "T

in your
TI

'c\ "Tal

nar e and
ther
e but
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ie wee
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er diffi
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h "Hold!" cried a voice, "you're talking
r against my wife!" and in a moment big John

t Peabody rushed through the door,. grasped the or
tu- little woman in his arms, and folded her to his tied

heart, right before the old maid. dor
rst "So'tis!" saidl John. "Gracious! has D
dhe it coue round so soon?" frie

on "And, you dear boy," said Betty, shak-

io ing out before his eyes a pretty brown the
tie affair, all edged with silk cf the bluest be I
shade, that presentiv assumed the pro

ing portions of a dressing gown, "this is to
hat be your present. But you must be liki
tle dreadfully surprised, John, when you I

adl get it, for oh, Ididn't want you to knowd. he
had John mnade the answer he thought doe

best. When lie spoke again he said,
y perplexedly, while a small pucker of hi

the tIewilernment settled between his eyesr- Thk
0th "lnt I alon't wt', Betty, what tdis wit
lay, thins," laying one finger on the dressing w h

lly. gown, "had to do witllh the sighr'
'our "That," said Betty, and then she broke

I into a merr' laugh thart got so iiixed up i
our with the dimples and the dancin brown da'

eves that for a momlent she could not eme finislh. "Oh, John, I was worryingl so
' over those bhttons! They weren't gotxl, ha

ber- but they were the best I could do then. A 1
SoGf AndI' onLy dcughr t them yesterday. h
Sit Two whole doaen. Anl when you putc
ery- that $10 bill in c ,iy hand I didi't hardly
Sof know it, but I hsup e I r did give one ide

her little bit of a rich, for I was so provoked ill.
in that I hadn't waited buyin them till nD

to-day."
John caught up the little woman,

dressing gown and all. I doa't think
they have ever quarreled since, at least
I have never heard of ui.

PVlrA POOTFALI6. wl

It costs over 1,000 a year, it is said,
to keep and lesp the crown jewels of "
England.

fWater in the flooed Comiatock mines l
ebbs and flows with the regularity of
ocean tides. vs

A large diamond ring was swallowed
recently by a two-year-old boy, ofStock- gi
ton, Cal no

I Greenlanders, it is said, live in the it
hone of a warm heaven and a cold place T
tof the wicked.

It is said that chirorod'ista give Chica- j'
go a wide berth when they go West, and o
that the gils out there use a sickle eas a
corn reaper. roston Budget. o

My brother-in-law, who is a ladies'
Ssh emaker, predicts that impendin

oind historians will write about the "F"-
feet monarchies of Chicago. Erratic En-

s'king rique.
Sthe That'skind of sad about those little

it to Chicago twinr girls drowning. They un-l i
things dertook to take a sail on the take in one

of their grown sister's shoes, but the I

Retty shoe hfd a hole in the bottom of it and I
Rhat? sank with the poor little twins. Ken-

l'," tacsy State Journal.
It her AChicao reporter .t up stairs an

* article beaded "Fact oout Big Fees."
e live but the composit and proof reader

fe he's both agreed inch aging the Anas "s" to
And a "t" An d poof reder does't work

a he rthiztp year on a hlipOaper to be
auded b a 1ta e blee homu

CANCER OF TEg TslOAT. that h
state o

Mrs. Leslie's Story of Heer Hasbad's things
tlekness. ions hI

The New York papers have been re- l- nn

marking that the late Frank Leslie, the "Dal

well known publisher, died of cancer of "this t

the mouth and throat. This is not strict. tellt

ly true. With Mr. Leslie there was no floora
break of the skin or discharge of any and di

sort. It was a cancerous growth upon saying
thll. throat. The only thing apparent to Fins
the eve in his case was a slight swelling once i

upon the gland of the neck, beneath the "Th

jaw, near the jugular vein. There was his eli

no visible breaking down of tissue. but I
Mrs. Leslie herself told me the other ,

day how her huslband died. No detailed thing,

account of it had ever been written, she On till

said, and it would be of interest now He

because of Gen. Grant's ca•ie i give the shoall

story, as far as may be, in her own clear afair

cut, well chosen words. The musical the w

voice, the ,dance of the eloquent eye, I whirl
can not reprxduce. your1

Mr. Leslie was a man of perfec t iphy- to go

sique. lie had never suffered from an it, an
ailment in his life. Five weeks before Ad
his death he was sound and strong, to all to be

appearances as any man in America. for tli
One morning, five weeks before his morn

death, Mr. Leslie said to his wife: "My o inu
collar feels tight. Put your finger on had I

my throat, and see if there is not some said.
kind of a swelline ther' ome

She didi so, libut could find nothing. A have

few mornings later lie asked her again mud

to see if his throat was not swelled. "My gry t
col;ar seems to choke me," he said. This baus
time she detected upon the neck a small hous

swelling, like a gland hardened and en- mon

larted by cold. There was no pain, but tel
he thought he had a cold, which had hast,

swelhkd his throat. Mrs. Leslie made a lie a
loop in his collars, which let the n out r.otl

and gave more room. He went to his turn

office every day, just as he had done for she

years. A

Three weeks before his death Mrs. und

Leslie herself did not feel well, one and

morning was a little dyspeptic, and pio- bon

posed to consult a physician. fron

'Suppose you step around with ,e, husi

and ask about your throat," she said.

He agreed to do so. After prescribing to h
for the lady, the dxctor looked at Mr. prel

Leslie's neck. T
"Take off your coat," he said, "and int

your vest." was
The physician's face was entirely im ewe

passive. te

"You might try electricity," he said.

"Take it three times on alternate days, He

and then comeback." The doctor knew wal
then that his patient was a doomed man, or

but he said not a word. The Leslies

thought he treated the matter lightly.
The days went on till within two

weeks of the day he died. lie and his

wife were still ignorant of the doom that

hung over him. lie began to have great

difficulty in swallowing. Then he said, l
impatiently: sh.

"My sore throat is no better. The doc-

be tor is tautpering with me. I'm not sati-

its tied. I want a consultation-six or eight

doctors." tr
as Dr. J. Marion Sims was his personal

friend for years. lie askel him about

rn the consultation, and requested him to

at be present. Dr. Sims said: bi
" '-By all means, old boy, have it if you thi

be like; as many d(octors as you want."
on The consultation was held. Once more

t he removed his coat and vest for the

it doctors. They sounded him, questioned
of him, and prodded his neck and chest.

Then ti-ey went aside anti counseled th
tis with one another. At the end of it all

ng they said not a word. lI

ike "They simply looked quiet," said Mrs.

up Leslie. It was in December. A few

wn days later, one snowy, sleety mornin
,

o 1)Dr. Thomrnson, the first physician who a

od, had seen tie .atient sent forMrs. Leslie. t

en. A thought shot through her brain like a ai

.flash."
i "It was the very first time I had an F

ne idea tat my husband might be seriously h
e d ill. I went to the physician and mri, : i.

till "Doctor, whet did you send for me for? a

an, Was it about Mr. Leslie?" tl

ink "Yes," said he, "it was. I must tell t
iot you that this trouble of his is of a can-

cerous nature.
'
" e

Mrs. Leslie held fast to the chair in I

which she sat. a

"Do you mean that he will die?" she a

of said. 1

'"Yes," he answered. "'his case is hope- |

nes less. I have known it from the first." t

of She visited Dr. Sims, and told him the

verdict. I

wed "My poor child, I know it," maid Dr.
ck- Sims. "I have known it all along. It is

not the disease itself, but the location of

the it which makesthe danger so imminent.
lace The cancerous growth cannot be cut out i

without risk of severing the windpipe or I
iica- jugular vein. We cannot perform san

a as The physcians told her that nothing '
could be done for him but to give him
ie' opiates, just as they are giving them to
Gen. Grant now. Time went on till
din E within ten days of death. 8till he was

Signorant of his fate. Upto that time he
had gone to his ofice regularly.

"I knew he iwas going to die." said

little Mrs. Leslie, "but 1 knew not how to tell

yun- it. His business was in the hands of an

one asignee. lie had to compromise with the

the creditors, and he, unconsciously to him-

a•n self, was in the hands of death. Any
Ken- other misfoi-rtune than the last I could
have borne.

'HIis appetite was good. Hle was able
i a i to swallow beef tea. soft boiled eggs, and
ees," raw oysters, able to take enough food to

eaer keep him nourished. He was not ema-
s"to ciated, his strength was not weakened.

wor Ikeptthe accounts of hi illness out of
to he ohe~ o that he himself _i~bt not

r them .hoelpes his se wai.As L4 hetsses, is see l me sesar

that he should know. In the unsettled ('o

state of his affairs there were a hundred A
things that he might wish to do, direct-
ions he would want to leave hlel.ind him.
arrangements for the future, and so on.
lie must be informed.
"Day and night," said Mrs. Leslie, graso i

"this thought was with me," how can I tail- of
tell that great strong man he imust diet' hus ol

Mr. Leslie had a habit of pacing the comes
floor asi(en. Grant does. lie aalkted up viu t
and down in his apartment hb the hour,
sayving sometimes that he done so many and in
miles and so many laps on that day. seem !l

Finally. while thus walking the floolr at the;
once he said to his wife: that

"This dt'ctor is doing me no gstl with at
his elixir of life. My throat is slwly nent ii
but surely clo,ing up. What .shall we a go-.
do"' speedI

"I don't know that we can do any-
thing," she said. Then she kneh d wn match
on the floor be-side him and tld him the grea, +

worst. in; an
He took the blow as a stronIe man faimo

should do. He talked over their tangled
aflairs with his wife, and then uttered
the words which the world knows: stands

"Little girl, if there is any power by twittem
which after death I can comle back to Ian
your side, I will do it. Eut I want you ak
to go down to my olfice, take charge of

it, and sit in my place till my debts are but wl
maid." baby,

After that there was nothing for it but that
to be as comfortable as •ossible and wait crawl
for the end.

The day he died he arose early in the becoti
morning and dressed himself, to the last lar, hi
minutia, carefully, as was his wont. He ints
had had six hours' sleep, the attendant
said.

"But I don't feel refresled after it. goods
somehow," he told his wife, "and I balks
haven't any appetite. I think 1 took so brecl
much food last night that I am not hun-
gry this morning." of, an

Mrs. Leslie was obliged to go out on over,
business. She went to the publishing into
house, and was busy throughout the carims
morning. At 2 o'clock she received a look
telegram to come home at once.

"I knew what it meant," she said. She elsew
hastened home with all speed. Mr. Les- let
lie appeared to be sleeping quietly, with
nothing alarming in his appearance. She
turned to the nurse:
'Why did you send for nme like thatt" encol

she asked. "You drove me almost mad." after
A little while bef ,re her husband had the c

undressed himself with his own hands
and gone to bed. clapt

Mrs. Leslie went to the bed, with her pron
bonnet on still. Her face was flushed a w,
from the rapid walking. She roused her how
husband.

'"What is the matter?" she asked him. man

"Do you feel worse?" He raised his eyes proe
Sto her flushed face and smiled. "How as st

r. pretty you look," he said. that

Those were his last words. He sank
i into unconsciousnese, and breathed more to ti

and softly, till about 6 o'clock, when he one
was no more. The pressure of the undI swelling upon his windpipe caused a her

gradual and progressive imperfect aera- W
tion of the blood, and the effect produc- whe
ed was as if he had taken a narcotic.
"* He became slowly stupefied. In that not
w way he passed away without a struggle new

,or a pang. N. Y. Cor. Cin. Commercial mot

Gazette. clot

VALVE or OLe saOEs. finil
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SThey Find Their Way sat Arelatie the

Decorautle. aW

It t may he a surprise to some people to lon
learn that the old shoes cast into the ash ligh

barrel and carried away with other offal fot

should find their way back to the house no
c in the form of handsome wall decora- tim

tions. A reporter asked a prominent p:sl

wall paper manufacturer whether it was Ott

true that old shoes were used in his bus- bue

iness. tasi

to 'We buy," said the foreman, "all the I
boots and shoes that the scavengers can 1
brine us. We pay different prices for pa

u the qualities of leather. A pair of fine we

calfskin boots will bring as high as 15 en(

cents. We don't buy cowhide boots. dil
he The boots and shoes are first soaked in the

ed several waters to get the dirt off themn. pui

Then the nails and threads are removed bIt
cel the leather is ground up into a line pulp ri

all nd is ready for use. The embossed ise

leather paperings which have come into nit
fashion lately and the stamped leather del
w fire screens are really nothing but think tai

" paper covered with a laver of this press- tat

'ho ed leather pulp. The finerthe quality of Nc
lie, the leather, the better it takes the bronse al

ea and tue old gold. and other expensive tal

colors in the designs painted on them. frs
Fashionable people think they are going th
an away back to mediaeval times when they in
sly have the walls of their libraries and din- Le
i i : ing rooms covered with emboesed leath-

ror er. They don't know thst the shoes and

boots which their neighbors threw into
the ash barrel a month before form the

tell beautiful material on their walls and oni m
the screens which protect their eyes from sn
-the fire. We could buy old shoes cheap- in

er if it were not for the competitionr in from carriage makers and bookbinders

and picture frame makers. I don't know

she how many other trades use old shoes w
and boots, but the tope of carriages e ta
largely made up of them, ground up and)pe- pressed into sheets. Book binders use

" them in making the cheaper of !eather w

he bindings, and the new style of leather y
frames with leather mats in them are
entirely made of the camst-offcovering of

Dr. our feet." Boston Transcript.

Itis '1
• of roman atss in a man. f

ent. Men come home utterly discouraged;

out their beet efforts have failed; self esteem
i or has sunk within them until hope is quite

a s extinguished. What does a woman do I

under such circumstances? Just what

hM she ought to do. She revives his waning
n to manhood by praise. "She shows him

i till every particle of her own loving recog-

was nition of all there is in him. She who
e knows him best of any, whose love has

sai
d 
never admitted the exi.tenc' of his faults
tell tells tim in her own ,way how good and

ofanhow truly great he is. lie may be netitl-h he er good norreat, extcpt as her hve anti

him- confidence endow him with goodnnss
Any and greatness, but the endowment is

could genuine; the man arouses to .in' him-

self the possessor of gifts ihe hardly mi-
able agined, and with a new born strength.

d goes to work in a way that conquers
d to obstacles, and makes his life a suciess.

em- Gloomy indeed muast the household be

e eed.where woman's divine faith in man is
at f iopeativey where it fails to infuse and

tnot ipi hinbm with the courage that makes
him sl htenI the e o other o men
.Ees. WJ limis. la wen1 Wrl".

('.OMUYIINNGt WITH . HIRY.

A Chlracgo Harhel.r'a Rec.oll•ctionm of

a Pleaant Screne.

Womllten Iuiay not have a hr:ini that tall

grast. anit Ionllrt'iendl :at sighit ti.' l•h -

tail- if cotmpidx mnechainisni ir lht- prol-•

ltiis of abtst:rge phil-o.hv. bhut wlhen it

comes to to-ing ouilt baby talk w ithi a

vitnl that makes zeal ale tr apathetic,
and in a mllanner that lHlake, lightning
seem slow. -ihe stanlds it erli -and al ,lit'

at the apex of the pinnacle. It inay h

that she is not l."stiled to Ihe'iiiie enm-
nent in the ..n~lsl., i of the nationll, bil ill

a •o-a.you-phi -'a-e bably-talk trial ,of

speed abuliant capital tiln otIh tfonid to

niath he lie :gaihn-t Ibitlhi iiic-'es of cin-
gress, with the presideniit hiimself t'Ilirow n

in; and, altihough she may never Iteo1e'
famous for anything hult eauity and

back talk, there is no dtl~ing that she

stantds :it the sunliilit of possibility ill

twitteringI to a tolddler.
Mla1 ain ,ic'tit'Lionally Ido, things that

shliake the earth and stir up the llriti-hi,

but whel'ln it co i.es to t.lllllllillniing with a Iall

baby, hle str.kes an itmpassable harrier Martii

that hIe can ineither cliinih ott r nor for Inl

crawl under, and until the younster If the
beeonlltes familiar with ordinary vernlacu- th

lar, hlie is unaile tol lind iiituh ple'asure 11 si1
in its m'liany. But inot so ith a wolm- s an

an. She will gra utilp a bunch of iy hi

goods that might lie a Dutch pillow or a laso

balloon sandbag, fonr all anyln•ly ill ofEn"

hreeclihes could tell from the look; there-

of, and she will straighlten it up, turn it

a over, and pske arounld till she brings
g into daylight a little patch of dimpled,
e crimson-hued complexion, and then

look out for muasic that cannot be found

e elsewhere on earth.
3' Let a man try te sae sante game, and

what kind ot music does lie get? lie

stirs up a species of mexly that is never

r' encored with hand-clappings of gladness

afterward. The demonstrations are of

the opposite character, and though hand-

clappings are frtquent, they are not

er prompted by a joyous heart. But when

a woman is in charge of the orchestra
er how different the result. From the
n. manner in which site will immediately
es proceed to purse up her mouth as soon
as she comes at the true inwardness of

ok that bundle, smack her lips and chirrup
ire to the mystery, and kiss the same all in
he one breath, it looks as though destiny

he understood its business when it bustled
a her out of one paradise to form :nother.

4- We don't know much about the spirits
c- who people the bright hereafter and the Ca

ti. beautiful beyond; but if tlhe anels do lotf I
iat not stand on tiptoe and listen with a

,dal new taste of glory whenever a young

mother talks baby talk to a bunch of boat

clothes containing a small Iilup of in- inhi

finite possibility, we would like to know ratut
it in tnime to shun tlieir colmpany, unless the

ae the explanation is satisfactory. When recei

a wonman is rolling out aby talk faster was
than lire can eat llup wealth, she is no rec

to longer ofearth earthly, but a heing of giv

nah light and love. For the inloment you the l
fal forget that her ways are past lintlingout, aar
and her whlinis inany and tldierse. You of as
no longer renlllelnr that shie niav be at the

nra- times stlunky crosw-giainted and snap- ie/

ent psl'I. You cease to cherish reQentnent ctn
was on account of too miuch salteratus inll the
bniseuit, or too little of gla'lsiolne nutri-
mus- uent in other thinmes ncineratedl to

tastelets crisp.
the You hear nothing but thedivine melo-

can dy of lov., and forget the maltreatment
oanf nuae that carries the strain. Yin

for pause not to think that her worh- atre
ine weak, bow-leigued, and deforned. It is

15 enough to know that they are stron g
alone in that which makes cold c.lay

lots. divine. Love is the brightest jewtel in
Sin the crown of life, and in alnsolute

iem. puity it is probably the hardest to se-

'ed quester. But when you find it with a

(ll) baby cooing in its arms in response to

grimaces that might scare a horse or
`sed make a cow hold up her milk. tcon-

into nuning with a reckless volubility that

tlhr defies all rules of specech, von can anl'hor
ika hope to the immovea.ble rock of cer-

tainty that you have corner it at
mse- last, prified from all tracur of elfishness.

, of Nothiung on earih is more incomprelhen-
nae siible to an able-body man than a wonman
sve talking baby-talk, alnd nothing is tmtrel
em. fragrant with the buds thalt blossom In in
og the heart and grow into fruit treasured

they in paraiise. E. P. Brown, in Chicago
din- Leader.

rth- - '

and A Tras l t ol mm Nature.
into "WIere are you going with the puppies, n

d o my little man?" asked a gentleman of a ph
rom small boy whom he met with three pun (
ea-' in a basket.
ition "Goin' to dr-own them," was the reply. a

ao "I want a pup for my little boy to play :

hoe with. What do you say to letting me h

a take one of them?"
"1'l. sell you one," spoke up the kid

ther with true Americanm enterprise. "11 sell

ther you thisyaller one for W0 cents, theblack
are one for75 cents, and spotted one is
n o worth $1 of any man's money."

"I think my little boy would like the

spotted one best, but you ask too much
for it. You had intended drowning all
.of them. but I'll give you 2.5 cents and

save you the trouble of drowning the
teem spotted one."
quite "Twenty-tive cents for that spotted

a do purn" exclaimed the boy. "I can't

what s'and it; taxes is high; rent is high. It
Scosts good money to get into the roller
anng rini. O, no; I can't take lees than

him $1.
reo '.But you intend to drown-"

"ho 'Take the black one at 75 cents."
"My I:ttle boy wouldn't like the bla'k

'e has on;"
faults T'ake the taller one at half a dit' :i..
I and andl he's do, .heap.'"

' ith ' Mv little boy woulin'tlike hiscaohr,'
"e a • .l "'ell, then, you betwtter til .youllr lit' ..

*?sv t, i'lay witth hirs t,.-," antd lie c,
nt ins tined oi hi' way to the rivtr, reinar.
Lin- ing that "no partv can diail beat his way
yn- un me thi-e l ar'l titles."

ngth.
nquer HglgE AND THssUER.

a The forests of Scotland yield 1i),000

e andil deer annually.
make A bullet travels a mile in three and

rtwo-tenths aEeodi.

TIYIELW PIthtruitag.

.of r nle' ol gvr attiif it e a- .hrat11 1 i I iader.
ofe tat Toariet anal t ther -T1. -itit tt tothe
(Gli oli!rt ll overnmn l.t %: I arts in 1s31).

t st eedell to I I II U. It IIn - h.

A " an oratitr he is et t all: brial tlut

n•nlt he 1.otitrieis at. pri aiinent luir at

r I nreseit 11n lhlilir l,,a nitli: :1 ', the 'roia:ll'
lla'i'tiQ IIVr -iif i tafist I l'e as Prim , tIinister

of Englatd.

he Catan Nicholas Ilarionovitch Skrnd-

do loff made his name in the late 'urco

l Russian war. hlie commanded a torpedotI

of boat which attacked a Turkish ironclad
.n in broad daylight . ut the electric app-•
Sratus of the torpedo becoming deranged

Cthe atair was unsuccetariiftl. Skrydloff

en received severe wounds from which he
tr was lon recovering, finr his gallantry lhe

n receivetI the St. George Cris's. lie was
of given ca annlid of the torpedo boat in
o tate Black Sea, antd after the ciash of the

Swar was sent to Egypt. lie ins forty years
ou f age and at presncit is in rouimanl d of

at s1wetian-ofwar Strw'ok which has lately

,r

DANi, M. Fox.l
Daniel th. Fox, who was appa. l ted

i superintendent of the Mint at Philadelo

a phias tn t tne 9th, 1885, ly President

born IJune 1ith. 1819. lie ha been for
y. a long tame a prominent local Dumoanort

ly and was at tne tie mayor of Philadel-in
me ji::i:

ted
Da .Fox.

rDani. a. iFox, who was at brntedht

uperint ndnt inCthe alint art tPhilse tel-k

Stl phianJe i atl, , of he rton reideto
(alnet. T, is a Phila lelhrishnand wasadno

County Wicklow, ibo aLI, anh has bte een for
t:u lonf th ie a prombcoinent local -Democt
ter :rod was at one tinge mayor of Philadel-

tde areserat the leader of at' Irih aiaberi
or Parliament

Slly

rha 

.

,

nlr

.,,


