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“MOTHER'S COOKING.”

Tho Martyrdom Endured by a Pa-
tlent Little Wife,

The Plainfield boys always had the
name of belng smart, and {gaess Lute
Daker wos just abont the smartest boy
the old toewn over turned out. Well,
be came by it paturally; Judge Baker
wis known ull over western Massachu-
sotts ng the sage of Plainfield, and
Lute's mother—she was o Kollogg be-
fors the judge married her—she had
more facully than n dozen of your
girls nowadays and her cooking was
talked sbout everywhers—never was
another woman, as follis sald, could
cook ko Mis' Baker. The boys—
Lute's friends—used to hang around
the back porch of noonings just to get
some of her doughnuts; she wasalways
vonsidernte and liberal to growing
boys Maybe Lute wouldn't have been
80 popular if it hadn't been for theso
doughnuts, and maybe he wouldn't
have been 8o smart if it hadn't beea for
nll the good things his mother fed into
him. Always did believe there wus
plety and wisdom in New England
victuals,

Lute went to Amherst college and
did well; then he taught school a win-
ter, for Judge Buker sald that uobody
cotld nmount to much in the world un-
less be'd taught school a spell. Lute
set on being a lawyer, and so present-
1y he went down to Springfield and
read and studied In Judge Morris’ of-
fice, and Judge Morrls wrote a letter
home Lo the Bakers ones testifying to
Lute's  “‘probity” and ‘“‘acumen’—
things that are never heard tell of ex-
cept high up in the legal profession,

Iow Lute came {0 get the western
fevor 1 can't say, but get it he did, and
one winter Le up and piked off to Chi-
cago, aad there he hung out his shin-
gle nod joined a literary soclal and pro-
cecded to got rich and famous. The
next spring, Judge Baker fell off the
woodshed while he was shingling it,
and it jarreld him £o he kind of dropped
and piied round aspell and then one
day up nnd died. Lute had to come
baek house and settle up the estate.

"When he went west again he took a
wife with him—Emma Cowles that
was (everybody called her Em for
short), pretty us a picture and s like-
1y a girl as there was in the township.
Lute had always had a hankering for
Em and Em thought there never was
another such a young fellow as Luke;
she undorstood him perfectly, having
sung in the cholr with him two years
The young conple went west well pro-
vided,

Lute and Em went to housekeeping
in Chicago, Em wanted to do her own
worlk, but Lute wouldn't hear to ity so
they hired n German girl that was just
over from the vineyardsof the Rhine
country.

“Lute,” says Em, “lulda doesn’t
know much abont coolting."

“So 1 ser,” says Lute, feelingly.
“She's green as grass; you'll have to

_teach her,”

Hulda could swing a hoe and wield
n spade dcf.tf,, but of the cuisine she
knew somewhat less than nothing.
Ein had lots of paticnee and pluek,
but she found teaching Hulda how to
cook & precious havd job, Lutc was
aminble enough at first: used to lavgh
it off with a cordial bet that by and by
Ein would make o famous cook of the
obtuse bot willing immigrant. This
moral backing buoyed Em up consider-
able,until one evening in an unguarded
moment Lute expressod & pining for
some doughnuts “like those mother
mnkes,” and that casual remark made
Em unhappy. But next evening when
Lute camc home there were dough-
nnts on the table—beantiful, big, ple-
thorie dougbnuts that faily reeked
with the homely, delicious * senti-
ment of New England, Lute ate one,
Em felt hurt.

“ guess it's becanse I've eaten so
much else,” explained Lute, *but some-
how or other they don't taste like
mother's"

Next day Em fed the rest of the
doughnuts to a poor man swho came and
saidl he. was starving. ‘“Thank you,
marm,” said e, with his heart full of
gratitude and his mouth full of dough-
nuts; *'I'ha'n’t hadanything as good as
this sinee 1 lefv Connecticut twenty

years ago

That little subtlety consoled Em,
but still she found it hard to bear up
under her apparent inability to do her

duty by Lute's eritical palate. Once |

when Lute brought Col. Hi Thomas
home to dinner they had chicken pie.
The colonel praised it and passed his
plate a third time.

*Oh, but you ought to eat some of
mother's chicken pie,” said Lute
“Mother never puts no under erust in
her chicken pies and that makes ‘em
juicier”

Sume way when they had fried pork
and potatoes; Lute couldn't understand
why the flosh of the wullowing, earniv-
arous (grestern hog shouldn't be as
white and snd sweet as the meat
of the swill-fed Yankee pig. And why
were the Hubbard squashes so tasteless
and why was maple sirup so very dif-
ferent? Yes, amid all his professional
duties Lute found time to note and re-
mark upon this and other similar
things, and of course Em was—by im-
plication, ot least—held responsible for
them all

And Em did try #0 hard, so very hard, |

{o correct the evils and to answer the
hypereritical demands of Lute's foolish-
ly petted and spoiled appetite She
warred  valorously with  butchers,
grocers and hucksters; she sent down
east to Mother Baker for all the fa
mous family recipes; shg wrestled in
speech and in practice with that awful
Hulds; she experimented long and
patiently; she blistered her pretty faco
and burned her little hands over that
kitchen range—yes, a slow, constant
martyrdom that consclentious wife
willingly endured for years in heren-

thusiastio determination to do her duty |

by Lute, Doughnuts, chicken pies,
bolled dinners, layer cakes, soda bis-
cuits, flapjncks, fish balls, baked
heans, squash ples, corned beel hash,
dried-apple sance, currant w:me,

succotash, brown bread—how valor-

ously Em toiled over them, only to be
rawarded with some eruel reminder of

how “mother” used to do these things!
1t was terrible; a tedlous murtyrdom.

Luto—mind you—Lute was not will
fully eruel; no, he was simply and
irremedisbly a heedloss idiot of a man,
just us every murried man is, for a spell,
at least, But it broke Em's heart, all
the same.

Lute's mother came to visit them
when their first child wos born, und
she lifted a great deal of trouble off
the putient wife. Old Mis' Baker al-
ways liked ‘em; had told the minister
three years ago thot she knew Em
would make Lute a good Christinn
wife, They pamed the Loy Moses,
after the old judge who was dead, and
old Mis' Baker said bo should have his
gran'pa’'s wateh when he got to be
twenty-one. Old Mish Baker always
stuck by Em; maybe she remembered
how the old judge had talked onee on
a time about Al mother's cooking.
For all marrled mon are, as I have
said, idiotically cruel about that sort
of thing. Yes, old Mis' Baker braced
Em upwonderful; bronghta lot of dried
catnip out west with her for the baby;
taught Em how to make salt-rising
bread; told her all about stewing
things and broiling things and roast-
ing things; showed her how to tell the
real Youkee codfish from the counter-
feit—oh, she just did Em lots of good,
did old Mis' Baker!

The rewards of virtue may be slow
in coming, but they are sure to come,
Em's three boys—the three bouncing
boys that came to Em and Lute—those
throe boys waxed fat and grew up
boisterous, blatant appreciators of
their mother’s cooking. The way
those boys did eat nother's donghnuts!
And mother's ples—wow! Other boys
—the neighbors’ boys—eame round
regularly in troops, battalions, armies,
and like a consuming fire Heked up the
wholesome viands which Em's skill
and  liberality provided for her
own boys' enthusiastic playmates.
And all those boys—thers must have
been millions of 'em—were living,
breathing, wvociferous testimonials to
the nnapproachable excellence of Em's
coolking.

Lute got into politics and they
elected him to the legislature. After
the campaign, needing rest, he took it
into his head to ran down easttosee h's
mother; he had not been back home
for cight years, Ha toocl little Moses
with him. They were gone about
three weeks. Gran'ma Baker had
made great preparations for them; had
cocked up enoogh pies to last all win-
tor, and four plump, beheaded. well-
plucked, yellow-legged pullets hung
stiff and solemn-like in the chill pantry
off the kitehen, awaiting the last suc-
culent seene of all.

Lute and the little boy got there late
of an evening. The doar old lady was
s0 glad to see them; the love that
beamed from her kindly eyes well-
nigh melted the glass in her silver-
buwed spees.  The table was spread in
the dining room; the sheet-iron stove
sighed till it seemed like to erack
with the heat of thut hardwood fire.

*Why, Lute, you ain't eatin' enough
to keep a fly alive,” remonstrated old
Mis' Baker, when her son declined o
gecond doughnut; “and what ails the
child?" she continved; “ha'n’the got no
appetite? Why, when you wuz his age,
Lute, seemed ns if 1 couldn’t cook
doughnuts fast enough for you!"

Lute explained that both he and his
little boy had caten pretty heartily on
the train that doy. DBut all the time
of their yisit there poor old Grandma
Baker wondered and worried because
they didn't eat énough—seemed to her
ns if western folks hadn't the right
kind of appetite. Even the plump
pullets, served only in o style that had
made Mis' Baker famed throughout
those diseriminating parts—even those
pullets failed to awulen the expected
and proper enthusiasm in the visitors

Home again in Chicago, Lute drew
his chair up to the table with an elo-
quent sigh of rellef. ' As for little
Moses, he elamored his delight.

“Chicken pie!™ he cried, gleefully,
and then he added a soulfnl “wow!"
as his eager eyes fell npon a plateful
of hot, exuberant, voluptnous dough-
nuts.

“Yes, we are both glad to get back,"
| said Lute.

“Bat 1 am afraid,” soggested Em,
timidly, *‘that gran'ma'’s cooking has
spoiled you,”

Little Moses (bless him!) howled an
indignant, a wrathful remonstrance,
“Gran'ma can't cook worth a cent!"
sald he.

Em expected Lute to be dreadfully
shocked, but he waso't.

“I wouldn’t let ber know it for all the
world,” remarked Lute, confldentially,
“but mother has lost her grip on cook-
[ing. At any rate her cooking isn't
what it used to be; it has changed.”
| Then Em came bravely to the resene.
| “No, Late," says she, and she meant
ity, “your mother's cooking hasn't
changed, but you have. The man bas
grown away from the boy, and the
tastes, the ways and the delights of boy-
hood have no longer any fascination
for the man."

“Maybe you're right” said Lute.
“At any rate, I'm free to say that your
eooking beats the world."

Good for Lute! Virtue trinmphs and
| my true story ends. But first an ex-
planation to concinnate my narrative.
i I should never have known this true
| story if Lute himself hadn't told it to
me at the last dinner of the Sons of
New England—told it to me right be-
fore Em, that dear, patient little mar-
tyred wife of his. And I lkknew by the
| Jovelight in Em's eyes that she was
| glad that she had endured that mar-
tyrdom for Lute's sake —Eugene Field,
in Chieago News

—Husband (newly married)—"Don't
you think, love, if [ were to smoke, it
would spoil the curtains?' Wife—""Ah,
| you are really the most unselfish and
thoughtful husbsnd to be found any-
where; certainly it would.” Husband
—Well, thon, take the curtains
down."”

—@eorge — “What made you bald,
papa? Papa — "My mother used to
| pat me on the head so much for being
a good boy." George—"Do you think
I'll be bald?" Papa— “No, my soug
there's no danger."”

SEA SHELLS.

Pretty ard O0dd Things Found Under the
Water.

The sea cucnmber i found in shallow
waters, on coral reefs, or in those love-
ly, ealm lagoons, that shine like loole-
Ing-glasses fust inside the breakers—
sometimes exposed on the bare rooks,
sometimes half buried in the _coral
sand, its tentncles floating on the sur-
face of the water. The natives often
cnpture the larger kinds by spearing
them oo the roeclks; but the usanl mode
of taklog them is Ly diving, where the
water is four or five futhoms deep, and
gathering them by hand, as the pearl
oyster I8 taken. A good diver will
bring up u dozen at o time.

To prepare them for market they are
split down ome side, bolled and pressed
flat with stones; then, stretelied on
bamboo slips, they are dried in the
sun and afterward smoled; and so
they arve shipped aboard junks and
sent to China to tickle the whim-
sicnl palates of dainty prefects and
epienrean mundaring.  And yon may
imagine how fond of trepang
soup those luxurient fellows are when
you are told that although the finesl
sen cuenmbers sell in Fohchow and
Nunchang for sbout o dollur and o
half a pound, fleets of from sixty to o
hundred prons, carrying from f{ifteen
hundred to two thousand men, leave
Maoassar in company to gather them,

Of all the enrlous and benutiful forma
of animal life that flont or sail or row
on the surface of the Indian ocenn, cov-
ering the sea for miles in all directions,
the most enrions and benutiful are the
violet Janthine, the Portuguese man-of:
war, the sallee-man and the glass
ahells,

‘The janthine is & soail with a shell
which, in form and size, resembles the
little-house that the eommon garden
sunil carries on its baek; but its color is
pearly-white nbove and violet beneath;
It is provided with & curious oblong |
“floant,” about an inch in length, com-
posed of a delieate white membrane, in-
flated and puckered on the surface
into small bladders or bubbles, and
supported by this the Janthine floats
on the convex side of its shell,  'hree
or four drops of a blue liquid are al-
ways found in its body; and some nat-
aralists have imagined that the use of
this is to eoncenl the pretty little crea
ture, when danger threatens it, by im.
parting to the water around it a color
like its own. Tut this can hardly be
80, since the whole quantity found in
even the largest Janthine is barely
enough to stain half a pint of water, In
the spawning season the eggs of this sea
snail are hung by pearly threads under
the float; yet these tiny Lladders are
found in great numbers, seporate
from the mother, but with the eggs
attached, 8o the janthine must have the
power of casting off its float, and form.
ing & new one, leaving its eggs, and
probably its young also, to be warmed
and eradled on the billows, in the heat
and light ot the sun.

Then there are those exgnisitely love
ly and fragile *“‘glass-shells,” little liv-
ing rowbonts, the bustling shallops of
invisible sen fairies, dike the mussel
shell the poet Drake deseribes in his
eharming story of *The Culprit Fay:"

Bho waa as lovely a plonsurs boat

As over fairy had paddied in;

For she glowed with purple paint without,

And shone with silvery pesrl within,

A neullor's noteh on thoe stern he made;

An oar he shapad of the bootle-blade;

Then sprung to his seat with s Ughtsome leap

And Inunchod afar on the ealm, blue deep.

The two pretliest of these are the
hyulea and the cleodora. Doth have
glassy, colorless shells, extremely
delicate and brittle, with a pair of fins,
or wings, which the elfin uses ns oars,
In the dark the cleodora is vividly
luminons; its tiny glass lantern shining
and bobbing on the top of n wave, like
a fairy-floating beacon for the Porin-
guese men-of-war and the sallee-men,
nnd its own consorts in the glass-shell
fleet, to steer by.—N. Y. Advertiser,

EVEN WITH THE WORLD,

Mow One Man Figurad Himsell Oul of
Finnncial DiMoulties.

He was the picture of content as he
drifted into the office, dropped into n
chair, crossed his legs and puffed o
cigar. He looked n bit shabby, but was
evidently satisfied with himself and the
world,

“Had a pretty good dinner,” he said
at last.

“Yes?" said the man at the desk.

“Yes. Went to dinner with Brown.
This is one of his cigars.”

Yes?"

“Yes, He smokes n good elgar, too.
A man sort of forgetshis troubles when
he gets ngood cigar after a square meal,
Then 1 find that 1 am ina fair finaneial
condition.”

“That must be a novelty to yon,"

“1t is, it is,” he sald, dreamily, “But
I've worked pretty hard of late, and to-
day when 1 figured the matter outl
was glad to find I was just about even
with the world."

“Even with the world!" exclaimed
the man at the desic. “'Why, yon quint-
essence of laziness, you owe me fifty dol-
lars now."

“Quite right, guite right,” said the
shabby man softly. "1 owe u good
many people. In fact T figure that 1
now owe as many people as [ don's owe.
See?"

Then he sauntered lazily out.---Uhica-
go Tribune.

Acoldents Will Happen.

Political Boodler (angrily)—How in
ereation did yon happen to lose my
cnse?

Lawyer (apologetically)—It wae al}
an accident, my dear sir, all an accl
dent,

“How was it?"

*“You see, I was 8o ‘busy working np
your political pull on the judge, that I
forgot to hang the jury."—Life.

Mere Waste of Time.

Perdita—What do you think of nia

being so infatunted with me?

Pétolope—1 think it is a waste of

time.

Perdita (dghghtedly)—Besams= pw
k I would not have
enelope—No; because |

would take him without M l'f:

fatuated with you.—Jury.

A PILOT'S LIFE

it Is One of Continanl Danger and He
wpunsibiiity.

Pansing down New York bay on a
tordid midsummer afternoon, the super-
heuted traveler may notice o trim
sohooner bepring upon her sail a large
figure, and envy the open-air life of a
pilot; bat in winter it is qmite different
The life of froedom may be an enviable
one for six months in the year, but in
wintor the perils of a pilot more than
offset uny advantages that may be
thought to be his. 1The life of a pilotis
one of continual danger and responsi-
bility., He has no eholee in the matter,
but must ride out storm and gale, and
be on the alert night Aud dny.  His ap-
prenticeship J8 long and hard, and he
must prove bimself eapable and efficient
before he receives his lieense; and after
thut must be ever walehful, for a sin-
gle mistake may undo the work ol
yens.

These staneh little pilot-borts go out
beyond Sandy Hook for a hundred miles
or more to intercept the incoming
stesmers. When 8 steamer is sighted,
these boats bear down upom*it and
malie their presence known, In day-
time sipnals are easily exchanged, and
the steamer may hove pleked np o
pilot further ont, in which case the
schooner goes on her way agaln, cruls-
ing around in the traclk of the great
steamship lines, At night the pilot
burns a torch—a wick ball which has
been dipped in turpentine and is held
in 8 netting. By answering lights the
pilot nnderstands that he is wanted,
and then the dory Is lowered, and the
pilot makes his way to the steamer,
whore he is haoled on deele It is no
small matter sometimes to go upon the
rough sea in o row-boat, and vory often
the pitching and tossing of the steamer
make it difficult for the pilot to ap-
proach. When the pilot is at length
hoisted on deck, he assumes charge of
the wheel, nnd upon his knowledge de-
pends the safety of the vessel and her
passengers or freight. As he draws
near to the land he must know the
lights that shine forth here and there,
and be fomiline with the buoys that
mark the different ehannels at the ens
trapee to the Narrows.  He must know
just where to stop off Quarantine mnd
awalt the coming of the doctor—and
everything, in fact, depends npon him.
Oftentimes the stenmers hawe to lay to
in rongh weather in order to wait a
moment of calm, when the pilot may
board the ship with safely; and
it has happened on severnl ocen
sions that the pilot of an owlgoing
steamer has been earried across the
ocean, because the steamer conld not
afford to wait until the elements would
permil of his regaining his hoat in wait-
ng.

Sometimes a pilot<-boat has to put out
to sen in the height of a gale; and
sometimes, ns happened during the
grent blizzard o few years ago, the
boat and all on board are never-again
spoken, De the weather mild or rough,
the veteran of many storms must be on
hand, and the dangers of his calling are
never ending. A pilot must be inured
to hardship, and all of his erew able
senmen, and the schooners that pass
to and fro through the Narrows bear
a complement of brave men and sailors.
—Harper's Weeldly.

A WARNING TO MOTHERS,

Too Muooh Unselfishness Likely to Make
Your Children Selfinh.

There s too much of her in the house,
She may be the patient, self-sacrificing
mother who gets overtired that others
may go free; she may bean elder sister
who bas sacrificed all the graces and
gifts of individual life to a family of
younger brothers and sisters,

Perhaps she is a maiden aunt who
smoothes the way with anxious ea gor-
ness for everybody’s fest but her own,
or u grandmother whose burdens multi-
ply with the coming of the second gen-
eration, because the young mother has
not learned the seeret of living her life
independently,

Whatever emergency of life may have
called out her nnselfishness, there it is,
and, ns [ sail before, there is altogether
too much of it

Why? Becanse there is such n thing
as an unselfishness that passes beyond
its proper bounds and becomes mean-
spirited.

It lays aside that proper recognition
of self which commands respeet, and
which is wholly necessary for individual
well being, That the mother should be
the head, the brains of her family, what
is more fitting? That she shonld be
hands and feet that she should serve
before them like a hired assistoant, &
thousand times no!

These unselfish women, in their
anxiety to exemplify the golden rule,
quite torget that self, after all, under-
lies its mensure of values. If a great
many: women treated their neighbors
no better than they treated themselves
this would be a sad world for neigh-
borliness.

And this unselfishness is sure to work
mischief in a family, too. For unselfish-
ness is unlike most other virtues, in
that it breeds its opposites, not its own
kind. ;

In a family where the wife, or the
mother, or the elder danghter, is
anxiously unselfish; where she watclies
every opportunity to do for the other
members of the family what there is
every good reason they should do for
themselves, those others learn guickly
enough first to neeept it, then to as-
sume it, and finally to demand it.

And so there comes out of the home
of the unselfish woman a flook of carve-
less, self-secking children, inteut on
themselves, criminally heedless of
everybody else, trampling on the rights
of others, and haviog to unlearn, per-
haps Inte in life, the selfish lessons
they learned at their unselfish mother's
knee,

Rarely is it that the lesson is learned
as it should be, and no is kept up the
army of selfish mwen and women who
make half the burden and unhuppiness
of living. —Chicago Hersld,

—Enough to Move On,—Editor (rush-
fng in)—"Tale down that sign which
rends: ‘We are here tp stay.' Quick."
Priater—"Why, what's the matter?"'
Idiot! I've made six dollars!"—Atlanta
Coastitution.

PITH AND POINT.

—The brillinnt mischief of one's own
shildren is outright erime in the chil-
dren of the neighbors. — Galveston
News

--0f Course She Wns One!—FPopulm
Novelist—*1 only know two women
who are absolutely perfect” Her
friend—*"*Who is the other one?"

—Cuamso—""0ld Soak seema to be {ry:
ing to fill a drunkard's grave us fast ns
he ean.”” Bomso—**Well, you bet if he
has the job the grave will be full."—N,
Y. Herald.

—Eb Johnson—*‘Luneindy, darlin’, 1
would die fo' you!” Lucinda—*""Bettah
lib fo' me, Mr. Johnsing, of yo' 'spects
to hab er chance to pny mah grocery
bills!"—Truth.

—The Great Humanizer,—Marriage
seems to take a good deal of foslish
pride out of a man, the same a5 it takes
the independent own-the-earth look ot
of a girL.—Atchison Globe

—It is very wrong. of course, to be
inguisitive, but if there were not some
inguisitive people in the world what a
lot of interesting gossip other people
would have to miss.—Somerville Jlour
nal.

—Young Nicely—*0h, I think that
Chiawlle Awmstong is n pehfect bwnte;
Hut his hands are as big as o labowing
man's.” Young Sapley—*"0h,I detetht
him; he ith tho unladylike."—Boston
Courier,

—Rapid Growth.—*"This town seems
to be making great progress,” said a
visitor to a resident of Boomville.
Okla. "Youn are jist right, stranger.
Why, we've had to enlarge the jail
twice."—Epoch.

~—Dublons, —*'Isdt considered an honor
to be sent ont as o missionary?"  “Yes.
Why?" *1 was only wondering,” said
Mrs. Vealy: ““my husband's eongroga-
tion are unanimously desirons that he
shall go."—Comie.

—First He—"Stella de Bilton did not
appear to-night—" Second He—"Thai
was because of the nceident. A moth
got Into her dressing-room this nfter-
noon and ate up the two eostumes she
woears in the first aet."—Pick-Me-Tp.

—S8he (from Chicago)—*'0Oh, how I do
love these great mountains! Chicago,
you know, is only a few feet above the
level of the lake.” He (from St, Louis)
—*1 know, but then remember that
Chiengo feet are so much more portens
tous thon {feet elsewhere"—ILioston
Transit.

—Valuable,—Citizen—"We are get-
ting up a petition to the mayor to allow
sick babies to shoot squirrels in
Prospeot park. May we have your
name?” Fashionable Hatter—*"It's a
landable object, and you can have my
name for a dollar and s half—twenty-
five per cent. of the regular price."—
Street, Gray & Co.'s Monthly.

—YSome years ngo,” said he, *‘when
I was teaching school in Feadville,
Col., I was the only Mr. Bmith in that
city. Don't laugh—hear me out. And
when I had been there o month there
wasn't o Mr. Smith in Leadville," The
Boston man looked mystified and be-
goan to intimate that this eouldn't be
quite true. “Not so fast," answered
Mr. Smith. “I will explain. There
were Col, Smiths, Judge Smiths, Gen,
Smiths in Leadville, to be sure, butnot
one Mr. Smith until I came. 1 was a

~—Hoston Globe.

A VERY HUMBLE DESPERADO,

When the Right erson Spoke to Him All
Others Waore Sale.
I don't know who it was in the crowd

the report that the man sitting on the
baggage truck with his hat pulled
down over his eyes and a briarroot
pipe in his mouth was ndesperado. But
it wasn't five minutes after the term
had been applied to him that [ found
lots of information at hand. One man
took me aside and said:

“T'Il tell ye what I'm knowing my:
self. He killed five revenuoe officers in
South Carolina in one year. He's the
gamest man in the country, and can
shoot both-handed.”

A second man onme up and ndded:
“It's mighty lucky he's feeling good.
natured to-day. ['m told that he killed
seven men in Kentucky one Sunday
forenoon because he happened to have
a headache.”

A third man knew where the des-
perado had wiped oot o family, and a
fourth and fifth related other instances
of cold-blooded muvdier. The man
didn't seem to know that he was being
watehed and lionized. He sat with the
sun &t his back, and by and by we saw
him begin to nod, and his pipe fell at
his fest.

“The tiger sleeps!" whispered a little
man with mutton-chop whiskers. *‘ie
sleeps now, but beware when he
awakes He was no doubt the man
who killed eight negroes just north of
me on the cross-road.”

1 was wondering why the village eon-
stable didn’t arrest the bad, bad man,
when a tall and slatternly woman
nbout forty vears of age opened the
door of a mean-looking shanty opposite
the depot and looked up and down the
one long street. Then she looked
noross at us wnd shaded her ayes with
her hand. She made out the blood-
thirsty desperado on the truck and came
straight across to him, The truck was
elose to the edge of the platform, and
she grubbed the man's leg and shook
him nwake.

“Wha—what's the matter?”
growled, as he loocked around.

“You, thar'—ax—woodpile—git!" re-
plied the woman, as she pointed across
the street.

The man got down in a shambling
way, shuffied across the road after her,
and a minute later was working with
the ax at an old knot before the door,

The man with the mution-chops was
the only one who kept his presence of
mind when the elimax eame. He calm-
ly lita fresh ecigar, tossed the stub ol
the old one away, and, epeaking to the
soore of us, sald:

“@eutlomen, it's my opinion that all
immediste danger hss passed, and thal
1t will be quite safe for any of us to ge
around the corner of the freight shed
and take a drink!"—Detroit Prosa

he

school teacher, us I said, and within a |
month Mr. Smith became Prof, Smith," |

on the railway platform that started |

IN WOMAN'S BEHALF.

MUSIC HER FORTE.

The Work of Miss Maude Valerie White, an
Euglish Lady.

Miss Maunde Valerie White whose vo-
eal composition have brought her into
prominence as possessing musical tal-
ents of & high order, was born ot
Dieppe June 23, 1866,  Her parents

where her father was in business as o
merchnot. Miss White has seen a great
deal nf the world, for, though born in
France, she snbsequently passed many
of tne early years of her life in Chili,
whither, by the by, she has recently
gona on an extended visit to hor two
married sisters; sho was for two years
ut Heidelberg, and it was not until she
was well advanced in her teens that she
took up her residence in England,
where she fiest received instruction in
musie from W, 8. Rockstro, and after-
ward at Queen’s college, from
Olive May, to whose assiduous enre and
elassic taste she attributes much of her
nltimate snccess.  In 1870 she entered
the Royal Academy of Music as a stu
dent, studying compositions under the
late Sir . A, Muefarren and plano-
forte playing under his brother, Walter
Macfarren; in 1570 she gained the Men-
delsshon scholarship, the committes of
which decided she should continue her
studies at the royul acsdemy with
these professors and It W. Davenpork
It Wans Charles Santly to whom the
eredit belonged of having first revenled
to the public Miss White's very remarlk-
able talents, for, having one day at the
neademy been prevailed on to try over
her setting of “Montrose's Love Song,"
he was so impressed with the beauty
and originality of that ecomposition
that he went throngh it again and
ngaln, and afterward made its success
with the publie by his splendid singing
of the somg all over the country. To
this great voealist the musical world also
owes its nequaintance with her bean-
tiful songs “Absent Yet Present,” “The
Devout Lover," and her eharacteristic
setting of Heine's poem “Ein Jungling
lieht ein Madchen" Vailing health
necessitated the retirement of Miss
White from the academy in 1881, when
she was crented an associnte; but be-
fore leaving she prodnced st one of the
public concerts of the institution n mass
for solo and chorus, with orchestra
Two years' sojourn in the genini cli-
mate of Chili restored her to health and
musical activity, and, alter studying
for a short time in Vienna, she took up
her residence again in London, which
she has since made her headquarters
Miss White is a highly accomplished
| lingnist and speaks and writes perfeet-

ly in French, German, Italian and
| Spanish, besides English, and this eir-
cumstance may account for her having
sot to music so many German and
French lyries and {for the singular pro-
priety with which has observed the
nceent and meter of verses in these and
her own mother tongue.—Chicago Post,

NOT AS IT WAS,
Kote the Chunge of Things in the Honse-
hold in the Pust Few Yeurs.

The woman's question is the para-
monnt question of the day, and in its
varied inter pretations is as interesting
now as in the days when De J. G. Hol-
land included the theme among his
lectures  After his woman lecture in
n New England town, where emanci
pation had been embraced to a consid.
erable extent, a young lady who wns
engaged in the study of medicine said
to him: “Doctor, what youn say is very
good for women who huave husbands
{ and ehildren, but what do you say to
those of us who have none?”

“T say get them," answered the doe-
tor.

Apropos of this woman gquestion it
may be pertinent to ask why, in the
name of all that is reasonable, is it any
more dangerons to society for a woman
to neglect certain wifely duties once in-
cluded in her sphere of action than for
a man toshirk all home responsibilitios
except that of growling about the
things the woman leaves undone? Now
fn the humble homes which the man
writer and lecturer extols so eloguent-
ly, where the ideal wife looks well to
the ways of her household, the hus-
band kindles the fires, sweeps the
walks, splits the kindlings, brings up
the conl, does the marketing, and lends
8 hand on Mondays.

Who kindles the fires in the eity
household?

The maid servant.

Who serubs the stoop and pavement?

The man servant,

Who mends the broken lock or re-
duces the refactory hinges?

The locksmith

Who does the marketing and setiles
the bills and hears the growling be-
cause they are larger than they were
lnst week?

The wife,

What particular vse is the ecity hus-
band in the household anyway?

“Just to pay for things and find
fault,” one exasperated wife says

Aund why is it 50 much more to be de-
plored that the wife doesn't do her own
cooking if she can earn more money at
something else than that the man
should not make his own trousers and
split the kindlings.evening instend of
going to his elub?—N. Y. Sun.

They Sell Honses and Lots,

Mra M. E. Clarke, of Buffalo, has
been engaged in the real estate and
building business for several years in
that city with great success She has
planned and built eleven houses since
Inst Mareh. All who have nearly lost
theirlives in the worry and care en-
tailed by the building and overseeing
of one house will appreciate what a
wvast amount of work Mra Clarke has
been able to accompiinh. She has
looked after every detail, bought the
lumber, hired the men and directed the
work.

Another Buffalo woman who is mak-
ing money in the real estate business is
Mra. James MeNally, Mra MeNally
has been interested in real estate for
saverel years, going into that business
before ber husband look It up At
present she Is doing considerable bulld-
fog at Kenmore, one of Buffalo's pleas.
ant littie resident suburbs

WHAT IS WANTED.

A Demand for Bacholor Apartments for
Women In the Large Clties

The demand for bachelor apartmenis
for women in New York eity is grow-
ing more and more urgent every year,
ns the great motropolls attracts to her-
solf o stendily inereasing corps of single
sell-supporting women, Back hall bod-
rooms and the grhm, dreary boarding-

| house parlor used in the early daysof
were English and lived at Valparaiso, |

feminine independence to suflice. since
pioneers in o worthy eanse ean put up
with many inconveniences posterity
will not tolorate,

When women began life at first alons
and ina eity, the salaries were small
and the earners thereof clung to the
respectable but shabby bonrding-house,
fearful to take a ULolder step. Now,
however, we have changed all that.
The young woman, immediately shoe
ean earn moro than will pay for one
room back, bagins to drenm of certain
privileges and possessions that con
never be hers in the boarding-house.

In the sttempt to make the dream a
reality sho falls into the habit of ex-
nmining small flats, floors for rent, ete.,
but nothing so fulfills her idesl ns the
bachelor apartments—those espesially
built for the wnmarried man, There
she sees space safficlent, yet never too
great, and all so well arraigned. There
are all the foundation comforts of
home, with never a responsibility, and
the pries notout of her reach.

But this elysinm is set apoart for mas-
culine use and pleasure alone, and who
will build such a castle of delight for
women? If alodging-house is prepared
for women it is hedged about with a
barrier of rules and repulations that no
self-respecting, independent femals
wonld or eould submit to. One had
rather suffer the little back room than
endure restrictions suitable, perhaps,
for an old-fashioned girl's bonrding-
school, '

It would seem, however, that the
time had arrived for prejudice and sns-
picion to be laid aside; and an apart-
ment house arranged for fominine oceu-
pants. Whoever may undertake such
an investment will do well to profit by
forefoing examples, and let the pretiy
suites of rooms to women on very
nearly the sume terms that hold good
with the bachelor housekeepers The
lady managers of the New Orleans
Womnan's club some years ngo inaugu-
rated the unheard-of plan of letting
the unused rooms of the club house o
working women, on truly masculine
terms. To the astonishment of the in-
eredulous, and the delight of the mana-
gers, the scheme worked like a charm.
Every room is filled with desirable ten-
ants, who, trlomphing in their dignified
freedom, In their Inteh keys, and the
confidence of others, prove the right of
the spinster to enjoy equal privileges
with the bachelor.—1llustrated Amer-
ican.

Accomplished Mres, Tel Sono,

Mrs. Tel Sono s n bright little Jap
anese lady who has won considerable
distinetion as a temperance lecturer,
lawyer and missionary worker. She
belongs to a high-caste family in Tokio,
where she was edueated and studied
law, being the first Japanese woman to
ever take up that profession. Being so
unfortunate as to have a drunken hus-
band, Mrs, Tel Sono resolved to get rid
of bim by coming to America, which
she did, making her first appearanee in
this country at the annusl convention
of the World's Woman's C T. U. in
Boston last antumn, whers sho entered
the field of temperance workers. She
is now traveling and lecturing on tem-
perance and recently spoke in Wash-
ington city. It is sald of her that she is
really an interesting speaker, and while
her English is s bit choppy, her quaint
expressions increase rather than de-
tract from her lectures. Hesides being
an enthusinstio temperance worker, she
is an ardent Christian and a good ex-
horter. When a lady was presented
whose friend she knew she kissed her
and said: “Praise the Lord" When
she wns through her lecture she held
a regular reception, when all bhad a
chance to greet her, She is an amiable
and intelligent little lady,and evidently
is very much in earnest in her tempor-
ance work.

A False Verdict.

Itis said that men love women for
their fallings, their pretty weaknesses,
and falser verdiet was never uttered
Some men love weak women in spite of
their woakness, but none love them for
it. They love the possibilities, unful-
filled though they may always remain;
love from habit of sympathetic associa-
tion, but respect only the women
whese principles are lofty, and who
scorn the “managing” of their hus-
bands, to which women whoee lives are
filled with selfish motives descend.
There is no law which can be applied
to the honorable, righteous, courteons
and “absolute right" dealing between
men in the world that can not be
brought into married life, the relation
of man to woman, and applied with
equal justice, and with an added beauty
drawn from their tender and holy re-
lation, their pledged faith and friend-
ship, and their mutual interests. —Chi-
cago Graphie

INTERESTING NOTES.

Tuene is & woman in Oregon who
has worked twenty years at stonecut
ting. ;

Tur first woman doetor of Portugal
is Amelia Cardin. She dedieated her
graduating thesis to the queett.

Miss May L. Dessoxp, a Boston pub-
lic school-tencher, has been appointed
confidential elerk to the commissioner
of Indian affairs at Washington,

Miss ManeErL. Duxvrap, a graduate of
the Philadelphia School of Design, has
been appoioted one of the five ladies to
decorate palace car interiors at Wil
mington, Del,

Tue London School of Medicine of
Women atiracts students not only from
India, but from European countries,
where women have fewer {acilities for
the study of medicine

Axxie R Critrexoxx, of Osecols,
Ia., hos patented a rond-cart which is
designed to support the weight of the
gooupnpts on the axle, relieving the
animal of all straln, and obviating the
disagreeable  jar frequently found in
carts as now construgted




