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PROFESSIONAL CARDS.
ERSONS IN NEED OF LEGAL BLANKS
!? such as Chattel Mortgages, Quit-Claims, and
Jarranty Deeds, etc., would do well to make ng:
plication at this office, where they can be o
tained at reasonable prices. Blanks printed to
order on short notice.

JAMES A. GILLILAND,
LACONNER, « = « = WT
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SAMUEL KENNY,

First-Class

| PRACTICAL TAILOR.

—AND—

JOHN KENNY,”

First-Class

Il B eracricht sHoemaxes

(Both occupying same store.)
Commercial street, Seattle, W. T.

2 Are prepared to furnish everything in_their

B

L for body and feet. Also
ot Ledtn’ wod

Fits guaranteed both

Gmnomc;-"lfnpochr. and &
e O Eiae tn the Geut’s
N Al
oo g (hoods Line, which wé offer e

line at reasonble prices.

JOHN E. DAVIS,

# BLACKSMITH AND MACHINST,
[ Laconner - = WashingtonT'y.
4 Will repair on short notice all kinds of

. FARMING MACHINERY

g ~——A Bpecialty made of——
LOGCING CAMP WORK.

- JAMES JONES,
'CASH GROCER

~—CHOICE—

Butter, Chrese, Honey, Foreign and
e .el‘unﬁo :::lhd X
T,.A’ ell?m'h"'t'n-i ﬂm: ;mﬁ-ﬁ :Ei:mi:

g " b‘%

: Port Townsend ;num Central Hotel,

‘ Head of Union Whart, [} ]

. MoGLINN HOUSE.
" LACONNER, - - - W.T.

¥

\TO PAINS
the

neat

JOHN MoGLINN.

A Hint on Chimneys.

for chinmeys in workshops. It facilitates

sape of the smoke] and gives less hold
i the wind, besidcs requiring less matorial
o construction. Round chineys are, how-
e, difficult to build, and in some places the
of workmen to make the round kind
M compelled the adoption of square or octa-
Bl forms, To obviate this a European
B makes bricks in the shape of wedges
B correspondiuy with the radius which the
Smnoy ic to have.

A Joke on Ingersoll.

recently, was 80 overcome by the
sound of Ingersoll's voice that she
general routine of gvmnastics com-

in meeting—viz: juaping
“'D.ll::ll:‘out:‘hy:;xl.ljddw

ta the tuno by the gentlo pit-a-pat

extremities. She had mistaken
star-route attorney for a minister

WILL BE SPARKD IN
“ﬁ?ﬁo%n?'ﬁ o,

: time he
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THE BELLS OF LYNN.

[Temple Bar.]
When the eve is growing gray, and the tide
is rolling in, *
[ sit and look across the bay to the bonny
town of Lynn;
And the fisher folks are near,
But I wish they never hear
The songs the far bells make for meé, the bonny
bells of Lynn.

The folks are chatting gay, and I hear their
merry din,
But I look and look across the bay to the
bonny town of Lynn;
He told me to wait here
Upon the old brown pjer,
T'o wait and watch him coming when the tide
was rolling in. -

Oh, Isee him pulling strong, pulling o'er the
bay to me, ¢ :
And I hear his jovial song, and his merry
face I see;
. And now he's at the pier,
My bouny love and dear!
And he's coming up the sea-washed steps with
hand outstretched to me.

O my love, your cheek is cold, and your hands
are stark and thin!
Oh, hear you not the bells of old, the bonny
bells of Lynn?
Oh, have you naught to say
Upon our wedding day?
Love, hear you not the wedding bells across
the Bay of Lyunn?

O my lover, speak to me! and hold me fast,
mine own!

For I fear this rising sea, and these winds and
waves that moan!

But never a word he said!
He is dead, my love is dead!
Ah me!lah me! I did but dream; and I am all
alone—
Alone, and old, and gray; and the tide is
rolling in;
But my heart's away, away, away, in the old
graveyard at Lynn!

SOJOURNER TRUTH'S SAYINGS

Her Powerful 0 rstata W 's
Rights Convention,
[Chicago Tribune.]

Mrs. Frances D. Gage has recorded
one of Sojourner Truth’s impressive
outbursts on the public platform in the
‘‘History of Woman Suffrage.” It was
at a woman's rights convention at Akron,
Ohio, in 1851. During its sessions old
Sojourner—for she was 80 years of age
then—*“xat crouched against the wall
on the corner of the pulpit stairs, her
sun-bonnet shading her eyes, her el-
bows on her knees, her chin resting on
her broad, hard palms.” Few dared
to -have her speak, many implored
Mrs. Gage, who was president
of the convontion,r to prevent her
from speaking. hey didn't want
their cause “mixed with the abolitionists
and niggers.” _But the time came when
Sojourner Trauth felt it borne in upon
her to speak: ‘‘She moved slowly to
the front, laid her old bonnet at her
feet, and turned her great sgeukingeyos
to me.” Hisses came from the audience.
But she looked the disapproval down.
Nearly six feet high, her head was
thrown back, and her eyes “pierced the
upper air like one in a dream.” At her
first words there was a profound hush.
She spoke in deep tones, though not
loud, which reached every ear in the
house. Here are some of the words she
said, and they will show how powerful
and original a character was this full-
blooded African woman, and how justi-
fied her fame was:

“Dat man ober dar say dat womin
need to be helped into carriages an
lifted ober ditches, and to hab de bes’
place eberywhar. Nobody eber helps
me into carriages or ober mud piles, or

ibs me any bes’ place!” Aud raising
erself to her full height and her voice
to a pitch like rolling thunder, she
asked, “And a'n’t I a woman? Look at
my arm!” (and she barel her right arm
to the shoulder, showing her tremen-
dous muscular power.) “I have plowed
and planted, and_gathered into barns,
and no man could head me. And a'n’t
I woman? I could work as much and
eat as much as a man—when I could get
it—and bear the lash as well. And
a'n't I a woman? I have borne thirteen
chilern, and seen ’em mos’ all sold offte
slavery, and when I cried out with my
mother’s grief none but Jesus heard me.
And a'n’t I a woman?.,
“Den dey talks ’bout dis ting in de
dey call it?- ("Inl?»
lect,” whispered some onenear.) Dat's
it, honey. What's dat got to do wid
womin’s rights or nigger’s rights? If
my cup won’t hold buta pint and yourn

to let me have my little halt measure
full? Den dat little man in black, dar
—he says womin can’t have as much
rights as men, b .Chris$ vi:ln
woman! Whar did your Christ 8ome
from?” Rolling. thunder conld not
‘l;::e-tille:d tl;:lt crowd as :!hn: those
p, wonder tones, as | 1
there with outstretched ‘armis and
of fire: Raising her voice still_ louder,
she repeated: “Whar did your Christ
come from? From God and woman!
Man had nothin’ to do wid him[”

Death on a Pale Herse.”
[New York Cor. Chicago Journal.]

“Death1s on a e horse, racing
right alongside of Eole,” said a man at
my elbow. We were at the
h races.

The speaker was a physician. .The
yisible horse M: -

the who is  mounted on:

was the reply. “That Fov’l name is
uomé\'ﬂ, you say? Well, I was
over at the \uigbrlx stand when he
was preparing to ri A jockey has

to be a light-weight, for horse owners
*m't care to weigh down their Leasts.
‘hh'u is a d:n - cold duy. _We"‘::
ivering overcoats, wi
collars turned up. Mo ',ll'
nothing on under his thin et.
He hasn't allowed hi an extra

pound in flannels. To all intents he is
exposcd naked, not only to the low
temperature, but to the tremendous
vinﬁgd.bimw of

holds a quart, wouldn’t ye be mean not |

Bw“)

Death A
“Simply that he is contestin vith;' poarl rosry

Eaa

INTO THE UNFORGOT-
TEN LAND.

[“Madge Carrol” in Arthur's Magasine.]

Arthur Okill sat in his deceased friend’s
office, perusing, in the capacity of executor
an epistle directed to Joseph Laux, and
signed Ermyntrude Southwayd. Although
addressed familiarly ‘‘Dear Joe,” and over-
flowing with sentimental reminiscences, it
was a business, not a love letter, else he would
not have read it. It appeared that the
writer's father left Thornton twenty years
previous, owing Joe—who had then just en-
tered man's estate—money for house-rent.
Having but recently discovered this fact, the
lady, being now possessed of considerable
property, desired in justice to pay both
principal and interest.

Such was the sum and substance of this
letter, read in the golden after-glow of one of
June's fairest days. There was, however,
one line over which Arthur Okill pondered
geriously. It ran thus;

. “The story so sweetly begun and so sadly
broken off under that roof you know well.”

Yes, of course, Joe Laux knew. ‘When
queenly Ermyntrude Southmayd broke her
engagement with Arthur Okill, all the gos-
sips in the village got hold of this racy bit of
news and rolled it like some toothsome morsel
under their tongues. The elders remembered
it to this day, although the discarded lover
had at différent times honorably wooed and
won two of their daughters and had buried
them, and children with them, under the red
and white clover bloom in Thodr:m‘l‘ little

n graveyard. Folks seldom forget
mgn of this sort. More's the pity. From
his rose-draped window he could see across
the way the moss-embroidered eaves under
which they parted so sadly and so coldly long

ago.

Since that memorable evening he had
written all sorts of hard and bitter things
against this beautiful, imperious creature,
and had closed and sealed the pages time and
again, only to open them once more and re-
write, although for nearly twenty years her
light step had never crossed his path,

Now at last, as the day died in amber reds
along the gentle slopes of Thornton, he fell
to reading between these flery lines penned
with his heart's best blood, and to wondering
whether if he had but refused to have taken
that rash girl at her word she would not bave
been touched and have melted like wax under
love's indomitable flame. Sitting there in
the crimson and amber sun-glow, with white
and pink rose-leaves floating in at the open
window like scented, tinted snowflakes, he
wished, vaguely, that this thought had oc-
curred to him then, and that he had acted
upon it. As it was, it was too late. Even
the ashes of thatold love were scattered. He
would sooner expect to behold those whom
he had kissed and lail away come forth in
fleshy habiliments than to find that

ihilated passion clothed anew and dwell-
ing in his bosom.

“What in the world are you doing?” ex-
claimed Mrs. Seth Okill, opening the door of
the office from her parlor adjoining. “I
thought you were going out.” .

“No, I'm attending to a little business,” re-
plied her brother-in-law, hurriedly seizing
some legal documents and making believe to
look them over. ‘‘Say, Cad,” recalling her
asshe was about retiring, ‘‘you remember
the Southmayds, don't youf”

“To be sure I do. What was that beauti-
ful daughter’s name?! Glenwood? Elfen-
hood! No,"that don't soun like it either.”

“Try Ermyntrude,” suggested Arthur,
drily.
“Sure enough! Ermyntrude. I used to
name all my prettiest dolls after her. Nice
family, but awful poor and proud, weren't
they? What about them?”

“She’'s written to Joe from Jersey City,
and is coming to see him on business.”

“Poor Joe! And he dead and buried this
two weeks!” sighed Cad Okill. “She’s
pretty old now, isn’t she! I'm twenty-eight,
and che was grown up when I was a little
girl.”

“She’s thirty-nine,” replied Okill, running
his shapely fingers through his own thickly
powdered hair and beard, wondering the
while how .** Ermyntrude’s” rare
auburn braids stood the test of time.

“Thirty-nine and not married!” exclaimed
Mrs, Okill, as if compassing the round of
buman misery. ‘‘Is sha after our dear old
bachelor Joe?”

‘‘Nonsense! You know all about Joe's love
affairs. Any way, she always held her head
too high for such as h), or, indsed, any one,
for that matter. Now that -she's rich, she
doubtless holds it higher yet.”

“Yes, I recollect, she was called  the BEm-

press, wasn't she! She was 50 beautiful and
seemed } I'really thought.
SRR DT Bk

slip into the houso aud see her crown and
throne. When is she coming{”

“To-morrow noon."”

The morrow’s mid-hour found Miss South-
mayd alighted at the pretty vine engarlanded

station, and rapidly p ing her way d
the well k int ting ts, on one
et SHLING Goryis it
she once called bowe. e SN W
Despite t
tra s veil
) e Ty o e s e

and bit of woodland green and emerald
sward, Bbmmm'mhmwﬂm
of remaining even for one day. ‘were
memories connected with the

other than those interwoven - with

| place y :
“Jove’s young dream.” Then, too, there was

;

pain left its traces on heart and brain,” she
vetained her splendid hialth, and,
although she had earned her bread and met
many trials, was even morv regally beautiful
than in the olden In

¢ ness of color-
ing toned aown, and-criticism on that score

was disarmed.

| “Arthur{” she cried, not flushing in the

:mm'ﬁmmmuum
ou a strange gloom overshedow-

“Ermyntrude!” exclaimed he.

eye , yearning gase; then the lady
said, quietly enough outwardly:
belug umm ‘for thoe; I am to

J death and his reading of her letter. He

fnterrupting her; “sit down, please; I've
something to tell you.”
She sat down and he told her about Joe's

could not reach the necessary papers for a
day or two, he said, and in the course of a
week would be obliged to visit Jersey City;
it agreeable, he would be happy to wait upon
her there,

“Taught by tears and calmed by time,”
there was little more said on either side. Mrs.
Okill was summoned and chattered for about
fifteen minutes, after which her brother-in-
law attended Miss Southmayd to the little
rose-banked station, pressed her hand, and
bade her good-bye.

Miss Southmayd’s parlor was not gorgeous;
t was simply a cozy nook in which to do or
to dream great or lovely things. Sitting
there, with roseate lights and violet shadows
flitting over face and figure, ‘‘Empress
Ermyntrude's” heart beat true, but she was
on her guard against this much-married
lover.

Not so he. Seeing her still so rarely beau-
tiful, so like the queen of life’s unforgotten
May, memory failed to produce a record of
the hard and bitter things written and sealed
against her; later loves and ties were ignored,
and, although self-controlled and apparently
cool and at ease, he felt the passion of that
earlier, better day blossoming redly in his
beart.

They parted as they had met, old acquaint-
ances; that, seemingly, was all. It was,
nevertheless, odd what a vast amount of “‘red
tape” Mr. Okill managed to wind about this
bit of busi Itb y he should
call again. During this interview, he dashed
into the subject nearest his thoughts and
heart in a manner which might strike one as
abrupt, awkward, but ‘“very human.”

“I think I never shw you look so well in
anything as you did that evening in the red
dress.”

Bhe knew to what he alluded. They had
quareled over a dress, which, when she dis-
played it in triumph as the one she was to
wear at a coming party, he said would
‘“‘extinguish” her; it was too much the color
of her hair and eyes. One word brought an-
other, finelly she flashed out:

““If the way I dressdon’t suit your lordship,
perhaps I don't suit you either, and we may
as well break our engagement.”

‘“‘As you please,” he had replield, 1:ftily.

Two days afterward they met at the party
and did not speak, so the affair bocame com-
mon property. Following close this heart-
tragedy came the Southmayds’ removal, and
that seemed to be the end of love's young
dream.

“You mistake,” she replied; ‘‘it was not
red, it was cinnamon-brown. They would
call it terra-cotta now.”

There was a moment's silence. Each had
opened the page of life's pastand was reading
their stories with strained, pained hearts and
eyes.

They stood near the breeze-haunted bay-
window, over which a woodbine strung her
scented garlands. Somewhere, a swee'-
mglrl sang ‘“Home, Sweet Home.” When

note died lingeringly on the summer
air, Arthur gpoke: -~

“Nor is there in life anything so sweet as
the honey of young love. One may roam
the world over, 5.ﬂnkln‘ at every spring;
might even banquet with the gods, and never
find, nor hope to find,.guch nectar as he first
drank from love's golden chalize.”

Erpyntrude, gathering some fallen white
and creamy blossoms, murmured something
about flowers that never freshen, and they
stood in silence again, looking into the unfor-
gotten land of youth,

The Hairpin Crase,
[Milwaukee Journal. ]
“A crank.”
“What breed "
“A very common one just at this time.
He's a hairpin crank.”
““What do you mean?”
“Why, simply what I said. It's a new

The bolder of the hairpin
collectors will succeed in picking a loose
one from a lady’s back hair without her
knowing it. I was'invited the other evening
toinspect a collection of these relics of beauty
gathered together by a Seventh ward young
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' Makes 'Em Respect a Man.
(Rockland Courier-Gasette. ]
d this Dead Bcott decisi
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* RURAL ENGLAND.

Hearty Old Fashioned Politeness
and Fresh Unaffected Country
Girls.

[London Letter in New York Sun.]

Almost the first thing you are told when
you take up your temporary residence in
Blankshire, is that your comments mast be
guarded and your conversation diplomatic,
as all the families within a visiting radius of
twenty miles are related to each other. And
80 they are, for a death puts all the country-
side in mourning, while a wedding calls out
universal sympathy. Along the route of the
bridal cortege, every cottage or farm house
hangs out its little decoration, and in the
town every tradesman has his flag, his bunch
of flowers, or his bit of bunting, for has he
not catered for the wants of the young couple
from their christening upward?

Visitors and invitations promptly flow in
upon the new comer with a hearty old-fash-
ioned politeness. Dinner parties are not pop-
ular. In the summer other gatherings are
preferred; and in winter or autumn the male
portion of the community, the men who have
been shooting and hunting for seven or eight
hours, refuse to don the tail coat and white
tie and drive ten miles for a ceremonious
meal. Moreover, coachmen and grooms,
hard worked by their attendance on the ex-
acting hunter (meaning the quadruped), turn
crusty at being kept out till the small hours
for social duties, although they are .ever
ready to turn outat 1 a. m. when it is ne-
cessary to ride eighteen miles to be at a meet
for club hunting at 5 in the morning.

The girls—the strong, fresh, healthy, un-
affected girls of Blankshire—seem to exist
on lawn tennis, with an occasional trial at
cricket, in which manly they are no
mean adepts. But tennis is the inevitable,
the universal, the all-engrossing game. In
front of the low, broad, many-windowed,
creeper-grown houses of the gentry, spread
the well-kept lawns, smooth as carpets, soft
and springy as moss, and across their green
expanse are stretched as many nets as the
accurate measurement of the courts will
allow. There from morning till sunset the
balls fly, sent over by strong, supple wrists,
while the air echoes to reiterations of the
tennis slang. The men of all ages and de-
nominations are clad in their flannels, and,
like| the girls, wear the flat India rubber
soled shoe, for on no account must the ad-
mirably kept turf be cut up. While the
game progresses the strangers and the non-
players are plied with tea and the thijinest of
bread and butter.

At no hour between 3and 6 can you pay a
visit in the country without the neat silver
service being brought in, and the ri‘es of 5
o'clock tea complied with., Then you are
shown over the house by the kind hostess,
and gladden her soul by genuine admiration
of the rare bits of china, the quaint-carved
balusters of oaken staircases, odd recesses,
curious old engravings, older and more
curious books in gigantic Dbindings and
colossal type. Among these, in strange dis-

and yet unmistakably the index to
the keynote of courtly minds, shines the red
binding of all the peerages and volumes ded-
icated by Burke, Debret and others to the
nobility and gentry. Some are in three
volumes, others fat and voluminous like a
commercial directory, others only pocket
editious of the same. Each family knows its
own lineage and descent of every other.
What the New Testament was to the old Cov-
enanters, the printed rd of his tors

COMMUNISM IN RUSSIA.

THE GOVERNMENT OF THE ‘‘MIR”—WHY
THE NIHILISTS HAVE LEFT THE PEAS-
ANTRY.

Translation from Paris Figaro.

Every commune, every mir is gov-
erned just the way it wants to be. The
Russian mir is the perfect realization
of the perfect commune dreamed of by
certain  oecidental Socialists. The
property of the commune is indivisible,
and as each has always more land than
itis possible to cultivate, a regular con-
ference is held every year and adecision
made as to what part of the soil shall
be planted, and what products shall be
cultivated. Every soul in the village
is employed in the work, and after har-
vest the profits are equally divided.
The “mir” has the privilege of banish-
ing lazy or worthless characters. If a
crime be committed all the inhabitants
are held responsible until the guilty
party is found. In the same way every
member of the community is held re-
sponsible for the payment of taxes.

‘But in practice things do not run so

smoothly by any means, as the theory
of the system might lead one to su}:-
pose. There are plenty of lazy folk,
turbulent and dangerous characters,
ambitious men; and over all these
tower the employes of the central gov-
ernment who rule tyrannically and
make the peasantry pay them heavily
for overlooking certain things or pre-
tending to ignore deficiencies.

Yet, after all, what better condition
of affairs could the revolutionagy party
promise to the peasant? In reality,
none. But the revolutionaries did find
one vulnerable spot through which the
peasant brain might be reached and
excited to dissatisfaction. Alexander
II. had given a part of the seignorial
lands of the peasantry. The Nihilists
have persuaded the peasants that the
gift was given only as the first install-
ment of a larger one; that all the lands
really belong to them, and are due
them ; that the lords have succeeded in
devising means to keep the emperor
from giving the peasant all the landed
estates. hey have thus taught the
peasant to believe that the nobility are
their natural enemies. Thus have the
seeds of social war been sown by the
Nihilists. But the Nihilists have not
thus been able to win the poor people
to the cause of political reform.

Consequently the Nihilists have
ceased their propagandism among the
peasantry. They at first made it a
duty “to go among the people,” as they
called it: and they really did mingle
with them, lived with them, identified
themselves with the masses. But they
were soon disillusioned. It is now
chiefly among the educated classes, the
intelligent classes, that they seek for
converts; and they make a great many.
It must be confessed that their journll,
Land and Liberty, is still published in
spite of all efforts to suppress it—pub-
lished irregularly, it is true, but still
publisled in the teeth of all opposition.

THE AMENDE HONORABLE.
Bﬂll: Nye in Detroit Free Press.

is to the British landowner—his vade mecum,

his guide, his fundamental d Some-
times of two brothers one only res in the
“Landed Gentry.” The other lost his

claims to appear in the “Livre d'Or,” for he
mombucsd trade and become & broker or
wer,

Snaiis for the Table.
[Paris Cor. S8an Francisco Chronicle.]

Another ‘‘delicacy” in this country is the
escargots, or snails. For my part, I don’t
like them, and after having onve screwed my
courage to the tasting point I have ever since
been wondering where was the pleasure of
chewing at a little piece of gristle that borea
close resemblance to boiled sole-leather.
However, the French consider the sunail as
an edible mollusk, and the nasty, slimy,
crawling creatures are sold on the street
corners just the same as oysters and at
about the same prices. They are sorved up
in their shells, into which is stuffed a com-
pound of butter, parsley, and ti
garlic, and you are supplied with a sort of
picker, with which to extractthem. The finest
come from Burgundy, but of late years a
number of departments have surned their at-
tention to the breeding and fattening of
snails for the Paris market; now it is the
department of Ander that ships the greatest
quantity. Toward the end of summer the
escargots are collected into little'inclosures,
arranged in the corners of tbe flelds and gar-
dens, the spot selected being cold, damp and
shady. In all sorts of aromatio
plants are cultival ,nndituhzn:,nuy vis-
isted to see that the snails do not too far
away. Toward the end of autuma dry moss
and leaves are scatterod in the inclosure, and
when the snails have built up the of

their shells and to sleep for nter
mpm.f';wmm

pped to
The Habilt of Hurry.
[London Daily News.)

The whole of modern life, whether in the
centres of pleasure or the centres of business,
is dominated by the desire to do too much,
and the consequent necessity of doing it with
precipitation. It is a horrible habit—a detri-

tal habit; we had almost said a vulgar

and its price. Most of the planters’en-
m&hbuhwﬁh them, but
one season's experience proved
while the Chinaman demands almost as much
for his work as the white man, he
pick one-third the amount of cotton.
ber of negroes:are t0 be engaged to take the

nited

:
il

place of the Celestials.

the 50,000 postmasters in the U
000 & year is the -
and 5 cents the lowest.

i

soven who receive §1 a year salary,

habit. The whole world is in a conspiracy to
double, to treble the pace. And what is
Rained by it? Loss of temper, deterioration
of manners, injury to digestion, increase of
nervous diseases—these am the natural and
inevitable results of that high pressure to

.which we nearly all expose ourselves and

subject each other. Who is made better by
it, who wiser, who even richer! E

is relative in this world; anl if everybody

nobody is better off than if every-

y walked. . But who will consent to alter

it? It would require a universal consensus;
and this is not attainable.
After the Porpoisen.
[Exchange.)

A company has been organized by persons
living in Philadelphia and Cape May to catch
porpoi y of anet f d for
that and convert them into

T ber an incident which oc-
curred last summer in my office while I
was writing something scathing. A
large man with an air of profound per-
spiration about him and a plaid flannel

irt stepped ioto the middle of the
room and breathed in all the air I was
not using. He said he would give me
four minutes in which to retract, and
pulled out a watch by which to ascer-
tain the exact time. I asked him if he
would not allow me a minute or two
to go over to the telegraph office and
to wire my parents of my awful death.
He said that I could walk out that door
when I walked over his dead body.
Then I waited a long time, till he told
me my time was up, and asked me what
I was waiting for. I told him I was
waiting for him to die so that I could
walk over his dead body. How could I
walk over a corpse until life was ex-
tinet ?

He stood and looked at me, at first in
astonishment, afterward in pity. Finally
tears welled upin his eyes and plounghed
their way down his brown and grimy
face. en he said that I need not fear

“You are safe,” said he. “A youth
who is so patient and cheerful as you
are, one who would wait for a healthy
man to die so that you could meander
over his pulseless remnants, ought not
to die a violent death. A soft eyed
seraph like you who is no more con-
versant with the ways of this world
than that, ought to be put in a glass
vial of alcohol and preserved. I came
up here to kill you and throw you into
the rain water barrel, but now that I
know what a patient dis{)olition you
have, I shudder when I think of the
crime I was about to commit.”

PHYSICAL EFFECTS OF COLOR
John W. Root in Inter-Ocean.

Certain effects of color on domestio
snimals (ruminants, fowls, eto.) are
well know. Itis only within a very
few years that anything like systematio
investigation has been made of color
effects on men, but, as far as they have
been made, it ?pun that they can be

and rudely predetermined.

In the case of certain lunatics, and
other persons of deficient mental con-
trol, red and yellow was obviously ex-
citant, blue and green soothing—as
with those of us who are not lunatics;
while all savage tribes manifest for red
and yellow, and for all brilliant and
glittering things, a marked and
passionate fondness.

A COSTLY RESIDENCE.

Millionaire Flood, of San Francisco,
is about to begin the erection of what
he says will be the handsomest and
most costly private residence in the
United States. It will be of brown
stone brought from eastern quarries,
and the cost when completed is esti-
mated at $3,500,000, not including the
value of the ground.

A GORGEOUS SCREEN,
New Orleans Times-Democrat.

All the best needle-workers in New
York are e on a gorgeous screen
for the Vanderbilt mansion. It is being
made at Mr. John La F 's studio,
under the supervision of Mrs. Tilling-
hast. The gold thread alone used in
this embroidery cost $80,000. Such a
?e.en as that should cover » mnltitude

sins.

THE PRISONER'S TASK.

[Swinton’s Story-Teller.]

He passed the first ten years of his
imprisonment without doing an q;
just time to turn himself round, settle

"down and get ‘into the ways of the
place.

Then, as he still had twenty years to
serve out, he said to himself one fine
morning that it was shameful to lead
g0 lazy a life, and that he must find
some occupation worthy—not of a free
man, for he was a prisoner—butsimply
of a man,

He devoted a year to reflecting, to
weighing the different ideas which

through his head, and examin-
ing what should be the definitive ob-
ject of“his life.

To train a spider? That was very
old,well known! Copy Pellison, peugh!
flat plagiary!

To count on his fingers the wrinkles
on the wall? What! that was a ridicu-
lous and useless amusement; nothing
worth while.

He said to himself: ‘I must find
something which would be at once
curious, profitable and gratifying to my
desire for vengeance. must invent a
task which will make the time pass,
which will produce some benefit and
which will have the value of a protest.”

A fresh year was spent on this dis-
covery, and finally success rewarded so
much perseverance.

The prisoner lived in & veritable
dungeon, where the sun entered only
for half an hour a day, and then only b
a thin line like a single hair of light.
The wretched pallet on which the un-
fortunate man rested his cramped limbs
was literally nothing but a heap of
damp straw.

“Now, then,” he cried with energy, “I
shall bother my jailers and bluff the
law. I will dry my straw!”

He first of all counted the stalks
which formed his bundle. There were
1,307. A poor bundle.

He next made an experiment to find
out how much time it needed to dry one
of the straws. It needed three-quar-
ters of an hour.

This made then, altegether, for the
1,807 straws, a sum of 980 hours and
fifteen minutes; or—taking it at half an
hour sunlight a day—1,961 days. .

Assuming that the sun shone on an
average, one day in three, he ar-
rived at a total of sixteen years, one
month, one week and six days. .

At the end of six months this was
what remained for him to do.

He set to work then.

Every time that the sun shone the
prisoner held one of the strawsin the
ray and thus utilized all his sunlight.
The rest of the time he kept warm
beneath his clothes what he had been
qf o 2 od T

'en years passed away. The prisoner
had now only a third of hisdamp bundle
to sleep on, and had his chest stuffed
with the two other thirds which had
gradually been dried.

Fifteen years passed. Oh! joy, only
186 stalks of damp straw left! Four
hundred and eight days more and the
prisoner would be finally able to stand
erect, proud of his work, victor over
society, and cry with the vengeful voice
and satanio ln\;‘ghter of insurgents:

“Ha! ha! You condemmned me to
damp straw in your dungeon! Then
weep with rage! I lie 6n dry straw!”

! cruel fate was waiting in am-
bush for its prey!

One night when the prisoner was

ing of his future happiness, in his
mo made farious

&utnres,
knocked over his pitcher, and the water
fell on kis chest.

All the straw was wetted.
‘What was to be done now? Begin
again the Sisyphus task? Passanother

fifteen yearsin getting bits of sun into
bi: oé l:lnv.
nd his discouragement! You, the
lucky ones of the world, who give up a
pleasure if you have fo take twenty-five
steps to it, dare you throw the first
.to;::& : w:!l he had only a year
u say, only &
and & h’:l to wnit{ y
And do you reckon for nothing his
vonnded_ pride, his abortive h ?
‘What, this man shall have worked fif-
teen years in order to eleep on a bundle
of dry straw, and then consent to leave
his Krlson with bits of damp straw on
his hair! Never! Thereisnothing be-
tween self-respect and lying down in
it days and hts h
ight days and eight nights he de-
h&s in anguish, glin with, de-
, trying to find a footing in
he anuihilation which overwhelmeéd

He ended by swrenderin and oon-
fessing himself vanquished. had lost
the battle

One eveuing he fell on his knees,
crushed, despairing.

“My God!” he said with tears, “I ask
Thy forgiveness for being without
oourage to-day. I have suffered for
thirty years, 1 have felt my limbs decay,
my skin witl er, my eyes wear away, m
blood become pale, my hair and teet
fall out. I have hh‘ﬂm against hunger,
oold, solitude. I one desire which
sustained my efforts, I had one ob-
ject in leila. Now desire cannot

bly satisfied. Now my object
as fled forever. Now I am dishon-
ored. Pardon me for deserting my
post, for leaving the battle, for running
away like a coward. Ican no more.”
en in a fit of indignation he re-
sumes:
“No,” he cried, “no, a thousand times

no! It shall not be said that I have
lost my life for nothing. No; I am not
conquered! No; I & not desert!
.No; Iam not a coward! No;I will not

lie & minute longer on the damp straw
of the dungeons! No; society shall
not get the better of me!”
And the prisoner died during the
aig:t. vanquished like Brutus, grand as
a

He had died of an heroic indigestion.
He had eaten all hisstraw.

Two Questions ana All Was Over,
(San Francisco Post. ]

“Have you got quail on toasti” asked a
seedy looking party as he entered a Market
street restaurant the other day.

“'.‘Hnn you got an eagle vn silver?” asked'

And the conference adjourned sine die,

There is onelawyer for every 700 people in
the United States, A



