A LOVE SONG.

My little leaves, why are you glad?
Answer, quivering little leaves,
Small clapping leaves, 80 freshly clad
In a green world that never grieves.
Answer me, for my heart is sad!
Love God, love God! they sing,
Gay as the birds a-wing.
My iittle flowers, what's your delight?
Now answer, for my soul believes
In your swet petals, pure and white,
Sweet purity no man deceives.
Answer, my flow'rets fair and bright.
Love God, love God! they sing,
(iay as the birds a-wing.
Fresh blades of grass, you cheerful seem.
What is it that all grief relieves?
Thick ye upspring, a fair sunbeam
In your low stems its brightness weaves
How do you keep that sunny gleam?
Love God, love God! they sing,
Gay as the birds a-wing.
The flowers and grass make their reply,
With all the merry clapping leaves,
And echoing the holy cry
The drooping heart its joy retrieves.
All voices to their Maker fly.
Love God, leve God! they sing,
Gay as the birds a-wing.
"—Constance Hope in Good Words.

FIRST LOVE.

I have for years led a roving life and
am most at home in railway carriages,
waiting rooms, hotels and restaurants.
Dn this acconnt my reading has been of
all kinds, and I have given up wishing
to be dainty in my literary dict. Only
(zerman and French romances and novels
by authors unknown to me, or writers
whose style I do not enjoy, inspire me
with an unconquerable respect.

Books hy these authors I never ven-
tare to open, even in the greatest dearth
of reading matter. Besides I eagerly
welcome everything published by the
latest jonrnals and look throngh each
weckly and monthly periodical that I
some across in dining or waiting room.

That is why I have a succession of
fragments of a considerable number of
stories in my head, awd as their classifi-
sation does not especially interest me it
shus happens that I occasionally join the
snd of one to the beginning of the other.
Some of these dovetailed stories please
me quite as well as the noted novels of

!famons authors.

This is a matter of taste, and I allow
nyself no eriticism. Sometimes 1 finish
for myself a story, the beginning of
which I have read, or invent the first
shapter for the conclusion of a romance
which has fallen into my hands. Then,
gfter a time. it is difficult to distinguish
bitween what is mine and what is not
mine. In most cases indeed I have of a
morning when I leave a city forgotten
what I have read there on the preceding
evening. But when a story has pleased
me I enjoy repeating it to myself in the
railway carriage, and then it becomes
fixed in my memory and recurs later, at
irregular intervals, as something per-
sonaily experienced or again invented
by myself.

The following narrative is one of these
tales. I have forgotten where I read it
for the first time. Whether the tale was
exactly as I now have it in my mind I
do not any longer know. But the idea is
not mine. I believe I found it in a Paris
review. Then it must have been many
years since, for several omnivorous read-
ers among my French acquaintances, of
whom I made inquiry regarding that
easily recognized sketch, could not re-
men:ber to haveread it. It is also possi-
ble that I found it in Berlin or London.
Should the owner at any time reclaim it,
I will return his property with thanks.
Here is the story as it has shaped itself
little by little in my head:

The numerous guests of the countess
had been slowly retiring since 11 o’clock,
and about 12 there were only some half
dozen people assembled in the salon, the
very intimate friends of the house. The
handsome Palamede had proncunced his
verdict upon the notable toilets of the
evening, Rene had recounted the last
duel, Edmond the last steeplechase. The
scandal of the day had been commented
upon in the usnal philanthropic fashion,
and for the first time for half an hour
the conversatien had languished.

The countess turned to her neighbor,
the quiet Gaston.

“You are making more noise than
usual this evening,’’ said she. *“‘Yon
have been sleeping this half hour with
open eyes.”” The gentleman addressed,
who had been sitting upon a low chair,
earncstly engaged in keeping up a fire
in the chimney, in which he had dis-
played the ability that, according to a
French proverb, is a privilege of lovers
and philosophers, turned slowly and
made aunswer, ‘‘I am thinking of my
first love.”’

*‘Gratitude does honor to the receiver
and to the giver alike,’’ said the count-
ess. ‘‘Tell us the story of the first love
that still makes you dream today.”’

vtaston slowly rubbed his thin hands,
as was his habit, and without waiting
for further urging began as follows:

““When I say my first love, I do not
mean the very first. This indeed caused
me in its time much pain and anxious
joy, but that is long since forgotten.
Many a time, when I now recall it, it
seems as though I thought of another’s
love tale and not my own. I was at the
time perhaps 12 or 13 years old, and she
was the sister of my schoolfellow
Jacques.

*‘I saw her for the first time upon our
playground, where she appeared with
her mother, during an intermission, to
see her brother. It was winter. The yard
was full of snow, and a fierce battle
waged between the opposing factions in-
to which the school was divided. At the
moment when I saw her at the entrance
to the playground, a harder snowball hit
me on the head, so that I fell down un-
conscious. A few minutes after, when I
again came to myself, I was sitting upon
a chair in the porter’'s room, and both
ladies, the mother and sister of my
friend, stgod near and regarded me anx-
iously.

*“The next morning she cansed inquiry
to be made after my health through
Jacques, and on the following Sunday
I called upon her. I spoke no word. I
ventured scarcely to raise my eyes, but
I would willingly have thrown myself a
thonsand times into fire or water to
again draw upon me the solicitous glance
of the beautiful maiden.

““In the evening I invented for myself
the most marvelous heroic deeds where-
with I would fain have aroused her as-
lonishment and compelled her admira-
jion. Anything else I neither desired
por expected. The unconscious dawn of
love in the heart of youth belongs with
its peculiarities only to pure childhood.

‘“The young heart is foolishly happy in
sacrifice, quietly content and blindly
sonceited and vain. It cannot yet love,
It needs but to be loved and admired ; to
bestow happiness is not its object, and
the only joy it kpows is a blissful un-

rést: its only need, to receive love with-
»ut bestowing it.
gives withont receiving and is very well
off with that.
world is arranged in the best manner,
t-here there are people who find their
joy in giving. and others who are hap-
piest in receiving.

“But how short and sweet is the one
time when one gives and receives, when
sne loves and is beloved! I have known
it. but she who then made me so inex-
pessibly happy has now left me. How
beautiful was the world when I saw it
with her: how blue the heaven; how
soft theair! We hastened, hand in hand,
from plice to place, and wherever we
went, langhingly joy stepped forth to
greet us, begging us to linger. We went
laughing, singing, rejoicing along, as-
sured of our good fortune everywhere.

«Sometimes our riotous delight, over-
stepping all bounds, startled sober peo-
ple. But the stern glance softened when
it rested upon us: ‘They are young.
Let them enjoy themselves,’ said the
old, and went along sorrowfully smil-
ing. She clung so tightly to my arm,
she nestled so closely to my side, that
[ thought I could never lose her. The
idea of a possible change never came to
me, never troubled me. Thus I lived a
long time. Weeks, months, years flew
by, and I heeded them not.

““One evening, after we had spent the
day yet more madly and merrily than
nsual, she suddenly appeared to me dis-
sontented and cold. A terrible fear
which I am not able to describe fell
gpon me. An icy coldness crept over me.
‘She will leave you,’ said I to myself,
‘certainly, surely, she will leave you.’
It occurred to me how little I hadreally
roncerned myself about her, how I per-
haps had expected too much of her truth
and constancy. For the first time I felt
my trust in myself and in her waver,
and anxiously I gazed into her eyes.
But her glance turned wearily from me
and gave me no answer.

“My rest was gone, my life no more
the same. It is true she still pressed me
impetuously to her bosom again and
again, but the sweetness of her kiss had
vanished. Often she pushed me coldly
away, and I saw to my unutterable sor-
row that my love wearied her. And
when I once at a later hour returned
home, tired and dejected, I found the
room dark, cold and empty. She, my
joy, my light, my all, had vanished.

““Now began a miserable existence for
me. The loss that I had suffered gnawed
at my heart, but my care was to conceal
this loss from the world. I endeavored
to show a cheerful, happy countenance.
I sought the society of gay young peo-
ple. I bestowed great and hitherto un-
known and ridiculed care upon my per-
son and toilet. My enemies said of me
that I had for a long time rounged in or-
der to hide the paleness of my cheeks.
That is not true, but I may as well con-
fess that I bought a little flask of newly
invented tincture that was torestore the
color of youth to my whitening hair.

““This hypocritical farce did not long
continue. I was soon tired of the strife,
and today the opinion of the world trou-
bles me no more. I know that my dar-
ling has left me; that nothing will
bring her back, and every one who knows
me may perceive and recognize in my ap-
pearance the loss which I suffered. But
I ever lament the lost one. She is want-
ing everywhere. Nothing, nothing can
take her place to me, and I would will-
ingly give everything I possess and ev-
ery joy and happiness that is prepared
for me to once again call her mine, to
once more live through that beautiful,
fleeting time, during which alone I was
happy.”’

(Gaston ceased, and stared fixedly into
the dying fire, and fell to the characteris-
tic,slow rubbing of his emaciated hands.

““What is the name of this wonderful
being?’’ asked the countess.

“‘My youth,”” answered Gaston, with-
out turning his eyes from the fire.—
From the German For Short Stories.

Chinese Money.

It is held by some that the coinage of |
China was invented especially for the

confusion of the foreigner. At any rate,
two market villages 20 miles apart are
quite certain to have a different rate of

exchange, and—but this may be only a |

coincidence—the foreigner is not the one
who profits thereby. Thus, suppose you
tender §1 at Stone Umbrella mart, and
after much weighing and testing thereof
are given in exchange 1,030 brass coins
strung on a string, of varying weight
and thickness.

Arrived at the Plain of Peace, you
buy $1 worth of fowls, and put down
your 1,030 coins, only to be told that
the exchange is 1,160, and you have to
find the balance. Next day, having in-
vested all your savings in cash, you re-
turn to Stone Umbrella, intending to
buy up all the silver in circulation at
the lower rate of exchange.

Alas, for your hcopes! You are met
with a chilling, ‘“These cash are ten
parts—i. e., 100 per cent—worthless,”’
and in corroboration of his statement

your would be vietim points out, or pre- |

tends to point out, the absence of certain
blurs on the horrid little rings of brass.
—Blackwood’s Magazine.

Shirt Waists and Deuteronomy.

One of the most significant signs of
summer is the reappearance of the shirt
waist. It is worn by all classes and con-
ditions of women.

Age or size is no bar to it. Comeli-

ness or homeliness are equally suscepti- |

ble to its attractions. It has come with
bigger sleeves, brighter colors and more
extreme styles. In its latest form it is
an exact copy of a man'’s shirt except
that it has a drawing string around the
belt and is endowed with the privilege

of separating from the garment that sup- |

plements it.

This prevalence of the shirt waist is a |

token of the religious laxity of the times.
Its hold upon feminine favor shows that
the Bible is not read or heeded as in the
days of our grandmothers. In Deuteron-
omy xxii., 5, are these words: ‘“The
woman shall not wear that which per-
taineth unto a man, neither shall « man
put on a woman's garment. For all that
do so are an ahomination.”’

As the women are putting on not only
the shirt waist, but the collar button,
the studs and the four in hand ties,
which pertain unto a man, it is very evi-
dent they do not take Scriptural injunc-
tions very much to heart.—Denver
Times.

Brazilian Morning Glory.

The Brazilian morning glory will
prove a pleasant surprise to those who
have not yet grown it. It is as easy of
cultivation as the old fashioned morning
glory. Its flowers are rose colored and
very large, while its leaves are often 9
and 10 inches across. It makes a beauti-
ful screen for a window or piazza.

In after years one |

So everything in the |

! TO FLORENCE.
! Within an old Italian book I read
These words, which I have still remem-
brance of :
““Who reads this book when I perchance am
dead
Should worship Florence as his oniy love.”

He only wrote of that most fairy town,
The City of the Flowers, as she is named :
I have an easier task to win renown
In one who's fairer faced aund fairer famed.

For you are fairer than Firenza's flowers,
Sweeter is your smile than all its sun,

And I would give my life and all its towers
If the rose petals of your lips I won.

Here at your feet I lay my meed of song;
Take it and kiss it, though you hardly look.
| 1 shall have readers through the whole year
long
If all who love you, Florence, read my book.
—Fay Durham in Home and Country.

CYCLOMANIA.

| #he Scientific Name of the Craze For
Wheeling In France.

“Le Velocipediste’” 1s the title of an

amusing little essay in the Paris Figaro,

| in which that familiar division of the hu-
man family, the cyelist, is discussed fromn
| a paturalist’s point of view.

“TLike the June bugs, which skim buz-
zingly over the flower beds,”” says The Fi-
garo, ‘‘the ‘ Velox communis’flies along the
surface of our streets with disquieting ra-

! pidity, frequently grazing in its course the
careless pedestrian who loves to cross
erowded thoroughfares while reading his
newspaper. Of all the animals of the Pa-
pisian fauna it is by far the most prolific

|and multiplies with startling rapidity.
The male, of a grayish yellow color, is gen-
erally homely. The female, on the other
hand. offers in the harmonious and opu-
lent beauty of her outlines a veritable treat
for our charmed eyes. She is tamed with-
out difficulty.

“The number of ‘velocipedistes’ has so
augmented during the last few years that
it has become a public danger. The Acad-
emy of Medicine is justly alarmed at the
progress of cyclomania, as is called this
circular madness, which was studied for
the first time by the celebrated Esquiroul,
who himself at last fell a victim to the
same terrible malady.

“1t is dangerous to get in the way of the
“Velox communis,” this animal not being
accustomed to diverge from the straight
line which it follows imperturbably. The
frequency with which it runs down and
maims whatever happens to he in its path
is too well known to be dwelt on here.
Sometimes the ‘cyclist mizrater” teavels in
troops, and even in single file, like the
wild duck. The augurs of antiquity—a
verse of Ovid seems to prove it at least—
would have drawn good or bad omens ac-
cording a5 they perceived the flight of (he
‘veloces” in odd or even numbers.

“M. de Lacaze-Duthiers believes that
these animals have among themselves con-
tests of speed analogous to our horse races.
He has even been able to observe a ‘velox
| of large frame which moved incessantly
| about a circular track without taking the

least repose or absorbing the slightest nour-
| ishment. He concludes from this that this
insect possesses a crop like that of the tur-
key, which permits it to store a certain
quantity of nourishment, a portion of
which it lets fall from time to time into its
stomach.

“The cry of the ‘velox’ is frightful. Its
terrifying discordance is sometimes aug-
mented by an apparatus which reminds
one of the cow bells of Switzerland, or the
horns used on our tram cars.”’

Travel In Spain.

One of the greatest charms of Spain to a
reflective mind is the entire absence of
anything like an atmosphere of labor.
There is none of the fretting energy of
breadwinning, and the traveler in her
provinces seems to himself to have stepped
out of the nineteenth century and crossed
the magical portal into the sixteenth for
anything he can discover that bespeaks
what we term the ‘“‘spirit of the age.”” No
one is in a hurry; even the beggars whine
lazily. Toiling and spinning and harvest-
ing is not a part of their code of life.

There is no planning or thought for the
morrow, for they know the prodigal Ceres
will care for her children, and the sun-
browned idlers fall asleep on the cool mar-
ble steps of the cathedral or by the road-
side in the shade of the olive woods, and
no one thinks to question their privilege
or right to do so. They live for the sole
enjoyment of each’ day by itself. Now and
again the air is stirred by the sounds of
preparation for some picturesque proces-
gion or festival in honor of a favorite saint
or for some royal tournament or bull fight,
but it is all a mere matter of pleasurable
enjoyment, and the thought or anxiety of
their daily bread does not enter into the
1‘question of the hour.—Art Interchange.

LETTER CARRIERS IN THE ALPS.

|'l'heir Terrible Hardships In Winter and
| Heroic Devotion te Duty.

| Among letter carriers the world over
! probably there are few who undergo for so
| small a pittance such terrible hardships as
| those who carry the mails in the high Alps
| in winter. They ave paid but 28 cents per
| day and frequently lose their lives in the
| performanice of their duty. The world at
| large hears of them but rarely, and then
only from some chance traveler who has
| been snowbound in a hospice in those high
altitudes.

The postman at Villar d’Arene, in the
}Al[ws Maritimes, was badly frost bitten
| last winter while making his rounds. A
| Parisian journaiist happened to be in the
| village when the mail arrived and said to
| him, ““You have a good excuse for not go-
| ing over your route today, because you are
| fll and more than three feet of new snow
| fell last night.”
| ““Yes, monsieur,” the carrier replied, ““‘I
| know all that very well, but—que voulez-
| vous? There is in the bag a letter from

Louis Jousset, which comes from Tonquin.
You cannot understand how impatiently
his parents are awaiting that letter from
their son. Every day they ask me, ‘Is there
nothing from him yet? They are anxious
about him. He is so far away. And now a
latter has come, shall T make them wait?
Oh, no. I have not the courage, though I
fear from the pain I suffer that neither the
postman nor the letter will reach their des-
tination.”’

On the way from Abries, on the French
side, to Bobbio, in Italy, some miles before
reaching the Col de la Croix, separating the
two countries, there is a house of refuge,
| which was built nearly 100 years ago by
the French government. For some time
| previous to last winter it was kept by a
cantonnier and his wife, but through care-
’ lessness or complacence they allowed
| Italian soldiers to come there and spy
| across the border. Last winter, therefore,
| two gendarmes were stationed there, and
the place was furnished with a telephone
to the village below. They were supplied
with provisions every two days by a post-
man named Blanc, from Abries, some
miles distant. The snow fell so deeply one
night in February that it filled the steep
pass which led to the house where the two
soldiers were stationed. Blane, neverthe-
less, knowing that they would soon bhe
without provisions, set out torelieve them.
He did not return, and the next day his
body was found. The two gendarmes,
meanwhile, were starving, and it was only
at the risk of their lives that some hardy
villagers rescued them two days later.—
New York Warld

Now Comes the Sleeve Extender.
The sleeve extender is the latest in-
vention to be used instead of stiffening
{each separate pair of sleeves with the
various linings sold for the purpose. The
‘‘extenders’’ resemble small bustles and
are sold at a little less than $1 a pair.

r

VENEZUELA’S GREAT STATESMAN.

Senor Andrade, Lawyer and Diplomat, His
Country’s Only Foreign Minister.
Like Ah Sin, Senor Andrade, Vene-
guela’s minister to the United States, is
childlike and bland, but the impression
is rapidly gaining ground in Washing-
#on that he is one of the shrewdest and

SENOR ANDRADE.

ablest diplomats at the capital. He is
the only ministar his government main-
tains at the capital of another country,
and the success of his mission is of vital
fmportance to Venezuela. Venezuela’s
diplomatic relations with England have
been broken off since 1887, when that
great absorber of little nations took pos-
gession of the territory within the old
Schomburgk line, declaring it to be
British ground. Then the Venezuelan
minister at London, Dr. Rojas, was re-
called.

For three generations the Andrade
family has been prominent in the polit-
ical and military life of Venezuela, and
the minister comes naturally by his tal-
ent for statecraft. He isascholar, a pro-
found thinker and a shrewd student of
men and public affairs. For many years
he has been a leader in the politics of
his country and has served in the senate
and house and as president of the state
of Zulia. For 12 years he lived in the
United States of Colombia and studied
law. He then visited the various repub-
lics of North and South America and
the different countries of Europe, study-
ing the people and institutions until he
knew them well. He speaks English,
French, German, Italian, Spanish and
modern Greek fluently, and his rich ex-
perience in different parts of the globe
has well fitted him for intricate diplo-
matic work. He is courteous, gentle and
a model listener and makes friends
wherever he goes. He first attracted at-
tention in this country as a member of
the Venezuelan and marine commissions
and as a delegate to the pan-American
congress.

As minister he has made no effort to
excite popular sympathy with his cause
and his courtesy, tact, discretion, erndi-
tion and diplomatic skill have made a
most favorable impression at the state
department, it is said. Inthe opinion of
Washington officials Venezuela’s mo-
mentous mission could not be in better
hands.

COUNTRY HOUSE TABLE.

A Useful and Pretty Article That Can Be
Made In Many Styles at Small Cost.

A charitable woman, who uses her
artistic talents for the benefit of others,
utilized her Lenten leisure this year in
making tables
for country
houses, which
she has placed
for sale at the
woman'’'s ex-
changes, and
which are so
pretty and dainty
that a descrip-
tion may be wel-
.come. They are
of various shapes
and colors and
are entirely covered with linen. The
blue denim ones, trimmed with white
braid, resembling the blue and white
delft which is the latest popular fad in
china, are perhaps the prettiest, al-
though the rose or yellow duck are love-
ly with certain colorings.

All white ones are also very effective,
trimmed with blue and white braid and
tassels, also tovched with blue, with
blue nails, the latter being covered with
fine Bolton cloth. The white linen braid
and tassels may be made to match the
material by working in cotton of the
same color as the covering. The sketch
represents a tall table for a palm pot.
The low tea tables may be made after
the same design ; the legs may be either
rouund or square. Old rose linen, white
linen braid, white buttons of Bolton
cloth and a design embroidered in white
cotton on top are the materials used in
this table.

ENGINEERING BY A MOUSE.

The Skillful Plan by Which He Got Him-
self Out of a Deep Hcole.

‘“While digging holes for telegraph
{;)les at Byron, Me.,”’ said a Western

nion man, “‘I became interested in
watching the ingenunity and persever-
ance of amouse. He fell into one of the
holes, which was 4)4 feet deep and
20 inches across. The first day he ran
around the bottom of the hole, trying to
find some means of escape, but could
not climb ont. The second day he set-
tled down to business. He began stead-
ily and systematically to dig a spiral
groove round and round the inner sar-
face of the hole with a uniformly as-
cending grade. He worked night and
day, and as he got farther from the bot-
tom he dug little pockets where he
could either lie or sit and rest. Interest-
ed witnesses threw in food.

‘“At the end of two weeks the mouse
struck a rock. This puzzled him. For
nearly a day he tried to get under,
around or over the obstruction, but
without success. With unfiinching pa-
tience he reversed his spiral and went
on tunneling his way in the opposite
direction. At the end of four weeks he
reached the top and probably sped away
to enjoy his well earned freedom. His
escape was not seen. When his food was
put in in the morning, he was near the
surface, but at night the work was seen
to be complete, and the little engineer,
whose pluck and skill had saved his
life, had left.”’—New York Sun.

" a00 Personai.
“‘Knickerbockers?’’ she said.
not? I have a perfect right.”’
‘‘And the left?”’ one asked her hesi-
tatingly. But she preserved a dignified
lm deeming the question in the na-
& personality. ~ Indianapolis
Journal s

l(why

DOUBLE BARRELED NAMES.

The Agony Was Started by English Peers
and Landed Proprietors.

Double harreled surnames, of course,
have long ceased to bea novelty. Anybody
who is anybody has insisted for the last 30
years on giving his friends the unnecessary
trouble of directing their letters with a
pair of surnames, where one would seem
to answer every reasonable purpose. It
was the peers and landed proprietors who
began this little game of spelling your
patronymic with a decorative hyphel}.
They chose to marry heiresses or inher}t
property from distant branches of their
families, and to advertise the fact by as-
suming both names, their own and their
wives’, or their own and their benefactors’,
as if by dint of acquiring a couple of es-
tates they had duplicated their personality
and went about thenceforth as living Jan-
uses, like the Siamese twins or the two
headed nightingale. They were all of
them Pelham-Clintons and Curzon-Howc_as
and Ashley-Coopers; they rejoiced in their
duality as Agar-Ellises and Bootle-Wil-
brahams; they blossomed forth with de-

THE RETIRED BURGLAR.

A Brief Account of & Lively and Interest-
ing Incident In His Career.

« A house that I went into one night
jn a town not very far out of .New
York, '’ said the retired burglar, ““didn’t
pegin to pan out as well as T expected
it would, and I couldn’t help feeling a
little bit disappointed. I'd been all over
the house, and hadn’t got much more'n
enough to pay my car fare. But when

{
|
|
i

1 came down stairs again 1 saw standing
in a corner of the hall by the front door
gomething that I hadn’t noticed when
I went up that pleased me very much,
and that was a tricycle, a girl’s tricy-
cle, with two high wheels and a small
wheel in front, with galvanized wire
spokes, and a long handle to steer by,
and a seat upholstered with red velvet,
and all that sort of thing, you know.
You've seen lots of ’em, no doubt.
“Well, now, my little girl had been
asking me for some time for a tricycle,

light into tandem pairs of Leveson-Gowers but business had been so everlasting bad

and Knatchbull-Hugessens.

Some of them indeed even went a step
further, and appeared, like Mrs. Mala-
prop’s Cerebus, as ‘‘three gentlemen rolled
into one,’’ dazzling our eyes with such su-
perb designations as Cochrane-Wishart-
Baillie, or Buller- Fuller-Elphinstone. Aft-
er this was it any wonder that mere ordi-
nary commoners should feel they would
stand no chance in the struggle for exist-
ence unless they aspired incontinently to
be Robinson-Smiths and Higgins-Baker?
You may see nowadays Gwendoline Mont-
gomery-Mullins keeping a suburban sweet-
shop, and Adolphus Cecil-Jones at the re-
ceipt of eustom in a metropolitan railway
station. When things have reached this
length, what can our old nobility do but
“go them one better” by assuming a quad-
ruplet? Surnames are now threatening to
be no longer double barrcled, but positive-
Iy to develop into perfect six shooters.

Montagu-Donglas Scott and Twistleton-
Wykeham-Fiennes won't satisfy the ambi-
tion of our newest creations. I believe I

member for Westminister was correctly de-
seribed as Mr. Ashmead-Bartlett Burdett-
Coutts-Bartlett Burdett-Coutts, though he
has since sloughed off some portion of this
reckless superfluity, and everybody must
remember the stirring line, “‘Long may
Long-Wellesley Long-Pole-Wellesley live,”’
which dates back as far toward the begin-
ning of the “‘movement’’ as the days when
Horace Smith wrote “ Rejected Addresses.”
—Cornhill Magazine.

THE FAT CAPTAIN.

His Order, Its Method of Execution and
the Boy’s Comment.

“Join tbe militia, if you wish, my
boy,’”” said the old man in his kindly
way, ‘‘but don’t get in a company that
has a fat captain.”’

““I don’t see what difference that can
make,”” returned the boy. ‘Do youm
mean to contend that a fat man can’t
be a good soldier?”’

‘““Well, not exactly that, my boy,”
explained the old man; ‘‘but in some
ways you will find the thin man or the
man of medium build preferable. Didn’t
I ever tell you of my experience?”’

‘““Never.”’

‘“ Ah, that explains your doubts, then.
You see, I once had an ambition to
wear a uniform and march behind a
band, just like you, and I joined a com-
pany that unfortupately had a fat cap-
tain. No one thought of the captain par-
ticularly at the time the company was
organized, but we all learned to lock
out for such trifles later. While we
were in the armory it was all right and
evervihing always passed off satisfac-
terily, but when we began to drill out
of doors—ah, then we found how seri-
ous a matter drilling with a fat captain
was.”’

““But why?”’ asked the boy.
haven’t #oM me that yet.”’

‘““He’d lose his breath just at critical
moments. He’'d start us out at double
time and then get so winded himself
that he couldn’t stop us. Of course we
would have to go on. We were too well
drilled to stop until we received the or-
der to do so. I remember once he start-
ed us out, lost his breath, was unable
to order a halt or to keep up with the
column and we ran three miles before
we stopped.”’

““What made you stop then?’’ inquired
the boy.

‘“‘We ran into a stone wall,”’ replied
the old man promptly.

‘““Pooh! Why didn’t youscale it? You
were a nice kind of soldiers, you were.
If I'd been your captain, I'd have court
martialed the whole lot of you for dis-
obedience of orders."’

Then the old man looked at the boy,
and the boy looked at the man, and a
chasm seemed to open up between them.
They were no longer friends.—Chicago
Post.

“You

THE DEVIL’S CODE.

Legend of a Monk, the Devil and a Quick
Night’'s Work.

Stockholm’s public library contains a
wonderful work which is called ‘“The
Devil’s Code’’ and which in addition
to its extraordinary name is said to be
the biggest manuscript in the world.
Every letter is most beautifully drawn
and the magnitude of the work isso
great that it seems impossible for any
single monk to have dcne it.

The storny of the origin of the manu-
script, however, not only gives it as
the work of one man, but also states it
to be the work of a single night. The
story runs as follows:

‘“A pcor monk bad been condemned
to death, but was told mockingly by his
judges that if he was able to copy the
whole ‘Code’ between darkness and
dawn he would be saved. Relying upon
the impossibility of the task, those who
sentenced him furnished him with the
original copy of the ‘Code,’ with pen,
ink and parchment and left him.

‘‘Death must have been as little liked
in the middle ages as it is now, for the
monk, forgetting the hopelessness of
his task, commenced it. Before long,
however, he saw that he could not save
his own life by such weak exertions,
and fearing a cruel and horrible death
he invoked the aid of the prince of
darkness, promising to surrender his
soul if he were assisted in the task.

““The devil kindly obliged by appear-
ing on the spot, accepted the contract
and sut down to the work, and next
morning ‘The Devil’s Code’ was finished,
the monk being found dead. The copy-
ing clerk from the infernal regions pre-
sumably fled away with the poor man’s
soul as soon as the wicked compact was
finished. ’’—Pearson’s Weekly.

Real Enjoyment.
Simmons—You laughed at that dreary
old yarn of Mudge's asif you really
enjoyed it.
Timmins—I did really enjoy it. It is
one of my own jokes.—Indianapolis
Journal,
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that I really hadn’t felt as though I
could afford to buy her one, but here
was one waiting for me to carry off,
and it made me smile to look at it; a
bright new one it was too. It was pret-
ty near Christmas, and I thought I'd
keep it and give it to ber for a Christ-
mas present.

““There wasn’t any rubber tires on it,
go I didn’t dare roll it across the hall,
but I picked it up and carried it toa
door that opemed into an entry that
opened on to the cellar stairs, the way
I'd come in. I got it to the first door
all right, and into that entry way or
hall without hitting anything, but get-
ting it through the door leading to the

| cellar stairs, going first myself and back-

ing down with it, the long handle flopped
over in somehow and caught in the

! door when I was just a step down. I

C | tried to free it, and it freed easier than
am right in saying that at one time the |

I expected, and 1 lost my balance and
lost my hold on the tricycle and fell
down stairs.

““Noise? Well, now, I tell you, I was
in a steamboat explosion once, and once
in an explosion in a sawmill, but I nev-
er began to hear so much noise in my
life as I did when me and that tricycle
rolled down the cellar stairs. The tri-
cycle fell over me and I fell over the
trieycle,and somewhere on the way down
I believe I must have fallen through
the tricycle, for when we got down to
the bottom, I was all scratched and cut
and my clothes were tore and the tricy-
cle was a wreck. Istood there for a
minute looking at it, till I heard two
men coming down the stairs to the hall
above, and then I went away and left it
lying there at the foot of the cellar
stairs.

““So, you see, my little girl didn’t get
her tricycle that Christmas after all.”’
—New York Sun.

A Confused Bridegroom.

A young man about to be married by
an Episcopal clergyman and being quite
innceent of any knowledge of the form
of solemnization for matrimony in the
book of common prayer concluded that
he had better look it up and study the
answers to the questions the clergyman
was to ask him. He became quite in-
terested in and somewhat perplexed with
the several orders therein formulated
for as many religious services, so much
so that when he stood up before the
clergyman with his bride to be married
in the confusion in which he found him-
self he could recall but the merest
snatches of answers he had seen in the
prayer book. When the clergyman asked,
““Wilt thou have this woman to be
thy wedded wife, to live together after
God’s ordinance?’’ ete., the groom cour-
ageously replied, ‘‘I renounce them all,
and, by God’s help”’—pausing as if he
expected the minister to help him finish
the answer. But, disconcerted by the
groom'’s response, the clergyman unfor-
tunately increased the embarrassment of
the occasion by muttering to himself a
little too distinetly :

‘‘I believe that this bridegroom is
non compos mentis,’”’ to which snap
judgment of his mentality the bride-
groom blandly responded:

‘“All this I most steadfastly believe.’’

The ceremony was suspended. Ex-
planations were quietly made between
them. The bridegroom was told what he
was to say. The service was then re-
sumed, and the couple were married in
due form.—New York World.

An Easy Welsh Name.

Llanfairpwllgwyngyllgerchwyrnbwll-
gogerchwyrnbwllllandisiliogogogoch is
the first station in Anglesea past the
Menai bridge. Like all old place
names, it is of a descriptive character.
The first part, Llanfairpwllgwyngyl], is
probably the correct name of the place
and means ‘‘St. Mary’s white hazel
pool,’’ the church being dedicated to
St. Mary and doubtless stood by a pool
shaded with white hazel. The latter
portion seems to have been the addition
of some Cambrian humorist. The
Times commissioner in 1843 was mak-
ing inquiries during the ‘‘Rebecca’s
daughters’’ riots, and on asking the
name of this place received the entirs
length for answer, which, however, is
good Welsh and equally descriptive,
meaning ‘‘very near the raging whirl-
pool by Llandisilio and the red, rocky
islet of Gogo.’’—Bouchier’s Annual.

“Andromania In the Green.”

There has been quite a sudden devel-
opment in this generation of what are
known as female colleges, writes the
Rev. Charles H. Parkhurst, D. D., in
The Ladies’ Home Journal. This move-
ment is, in part, considerate and reason-
able, and in part it is a ‘‘fad.”’ A great
many girls are going to Vassar, Smith,
Wellesley and Barnard because they
want to be educated, and others are go-
ing because young men go to college, and
it is nice to do what young men do—
what might be called ‘* Andromania’’ in
the green. There is another contingent
of young women who are motived in
this by their desire to get on to an inde-
pendent feoting and to be in a situation
to make their own way in the world,
with somgthing like an expectation that
they will earn their living by their
brains, and that husband and children
will be to them always a terra incognita
—using the college in that way as a
means of helping them to escape the
proper destiny of their sex.
The institutions referred to are known
as female colleges, and there is some-
thing in that mode of distinction that
involves an amount of wisdom that is
not always suspected nor intended by
those who use the designation.

Equivocatien, a word now applied to
any evasion, was once understood to
mean the calling of diverse things by

the same name.
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HIS DETECTIVE Wopg

STORY OF HOW RICHARD VAu
DOWN A FAMOUS COUNTERFE

X Ray
ITER,

Colonel Mouroe Edwards' Threat
the Recorder, Which W, Not Oty
Out—A Noted Ducl Which Grew g >
the Trial—Evarts Wag In the s of

to Ky

Richard Vaux was not only g,
Jurist and statesman, but oyep h
tary ago achieved widespreaq
detective in the case of Colone] )
“:.-mls in Philadelphia, in October, |
Edwards, who was a native of Russell f‘“.
Ky., astounded the world by the b l‘ll“'l'
and success of his operations e a ;-( _—
his last offense realizing $44 (0 er,
was secured by a series of forgeq X‘Yh"'h
and cotton warehouse receipts, Skl

Judge Loundes, a famous eriminal 1y,
yer, was engaged to hunt dowy, ﬂ,,‘.,v
prit. He was located in Phi!:uh-lnhi-: o
Richard Vaux, then recorder nfllh.\‘ _‘,'”“
by shrewd detective work, di.’cam'n;lutlf\'
forger's stopping place. On going Um“’
house the recorder rang the hell lea By
Judge Loundes and Mr. Hart x; ]in;;l:g
one side from the door. A servant irl :
swered to the bell. e

“I want to see Colonel Monroe g4
wards, '’ said the recorder. ““Is o in-.‘-'(‘

She replied that he was, and My, vy,
immediately walked into the parlor ‘;“
tween the parlor and the back r\mn; t}n:;;
was a door, and it was evident ﬁnn.dx
rattle of the knives and forks that Ihv:-
within the other apartment were """:\L'v:l
in a meal. There was noone in the p.-]-p,.
and th(-L girl went through the do rand s:xi.('l
§omcth1ng. A moment later a fine Jogf.
ing man came into the parlor. Je Was
about 5 feet 9 inches in height, admir)y
proportioned, with hair as black as the ™
ven's wing and dark eyes that shot g pic-r'l-.
ing glance from under dark evehrows, He
was dressed with serupulous exactness ang
wore a large amount of fine jewelry, gi.
dently paying a great deal of attentioy to
his personal appearance.
proached him and said:

‘*Good evening, Colonel Monroe gy
wards. I believe you are Colonel Monroa
Edwards, if I recollect aright?”

“Iam that person,’ was the reply, “and
am very glad to see you.”

The identity ascertained, the recorder
gave the preconcerted signal, and Judge
Loundes, Mr. Hart, Captain Young ang
| the police entered the room. Mr. Vaux di.
§ rected Captain Young to put the handenffs
| on Edwards, which was done. The pris-
oner made no remarks of any kind, ang
said not a word, The recorder, having
completed his duties in the affair, was
about to leave the room, when a very agile,
slim, light colored mulatto boy of ahout 14

rears rushed at the official with a long

nife in his hand, and made a lunge at
him with the weapon. So quick was the
movement that there was nothing for the
recorder to do but knock his assailant
down and take the knife from him, which
he did. Two or three persons, probably
boarders, came into the room at that me-
ment, and the mulatto disappeared, and
was never afterward seen in this city,
though ‘‘he’’ was afterward found tobea
woman who traveled with Edwards in
male attire.

The forger’s trunks were secured, and
Recorder Vaux gathered the evidence with
peculiar detective ability.
| The trial came off in the city of New
! York hefore Judge William Kent, a son of
| Chancellor Kent. Thomas Francis Mar-
shall of Kentucky, Mr. Edmunds and a
young gentleman named Evarts were coun-
sel for the accused. DMr. Vaux, in recog-
nition of the judicial functions of his of-
fice, was invited to take a seat Dbeside the
judge on the bench. The appearance and
demeanor of the young lawyer named
Evarts attracting his attention, he said to
Judge Kent, ‘“Who is that young gentle-
man?”’

““‘His name is Evarts,’’ replicd the judgr,
“‘and I think he has the making of a lav-
yer in him."”’

It was the fan.ous William M. Evarts,
since then admittedly at the head of the
American bar.

Edwards was convieted and sentenced to
ten years’ imprisonment, mainly upon the
testimony of Recorder Vaux. At the close
of the trial the prisoner, with studied po-
liteness, looked Mr. Vaux piercingly inthe
eyes. ‘‘I am glad to have this opportuni-
ty of speaking to you,’’ he said. *‘I want
to say one thing to you that is important
for you to remember. I am goingto kill

ou the moment I come out of Sing Sing.
¥give you this notice as from one gentle-
man to another.”’

“I am very thankful to you, Colonel Ed-
wards,” replied the recorder, with the
same politeness, ‘‘for giving me this time-
ly notice. It is very gentlemanly of you
to do so. I will give you the opportunity
at any time you desire. I have only done
my duty and am prepared to take the con-
sequences. 1 only ask of you that when
you make the attempt you will look mein
the face.”’

As Mr. Vaux said these words he gazed
fixedly into the forger's face. Themal
turned white and trembled, for he read in
his captor’s countenance the justifiable de-
termination to kill him should heever dare
to face him after his release. Not another
word was spoken between them, for at that
moment the officers led the prisoner away.
He never attempted to carry his threat in-
to effect, for he died in prison in January,
1847.

As asequel to the trial came the duel
between Tom Marshall and Colonel James
Watson Webb., Marshall was a member of
congress at the time of the Edwards trial,
and for defending the brilliant c;-nnmnl_m
the same time that he was a representative
of the American people in Washington lu;
was severely criticised by Colonel .Izn."“t
Watson Webb in the columns of the New
York Courierand Enquirer, of which jour-
nal that gentleman was the editor. In his
address to the jury Marshall answered th*;
Resvspaper criticism in that bitter style o
invective of which he was the master. Tb_"‘
led to a challenge and a meeting on the 0
called ““field of honor.” The congressmah
fhot the famous editor in the knm,‘“"d
lamed him fcr life.—Cincinnati Enquire®
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The recorder gy

Where Love Is Secondary.

A conspicuous difference Ix't\\wu_ﬂlé"
English and Chinese dramas is explain®
by the fact that, whereas in the former
love holds a leading part, in the latter it 13
relegated to a secondary place. In_EﬂF;
land it is a passion, in China a ,'q-nmn('n‘
only; hence the thousand intrigucs love
gives rise @ are, in the latter country, “"
ther thrown into the shade or r:!hmd'tnv
tirely. Without their ardent passions man
of our theatrical productions would 109
their interest and most of their merit. An
English, or, to use a wider term, & hur:;
pean playgoer, requires a due quantun

love. =
In China, on the other hand, ﬂ“‘t‘,i
mand finds little echo, since love there ¥
not the chief theme of bard and painter
Convention and the strength of pm‘?f:"e
authority have erushed in a great ]]\(.‘nrllhp
those amorous longings which exizt in !

human heart, and as love, court?‘hlp ntxl]w
matrimony are even more prosai® in .
far east than in our part of the world : -
first of these feelings, if handled as & ; :»Ln
sion, cannot powerfully arrest the m( s
tion of the multitude.—Nineteenth €

tury.

A Dainty Sprinkler.
O'Kief—Doesn’t Miss Flipsley make 3
pretty picture as she sprinkles her ﬂOW‘:;’yj

McEll—Yes, and_judging by the T
sie is holding her skirt she seems an< ¢,
to let the neighbors see that she uses no ke
ing but the best quality of hose.—

lvn Basle. 3 -l
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