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WE DO THIS j
TO INDUCE IMMEDIATE CASH SALES. '

YOU CAN.POSITIVELY BUY
sl3 Worth of Clothing $lB

SB, For 'Only SB,
' * 7

"

A FU LL BUIT Ois OVERC OA T .

sls Worth of Clothing sls
$lO, For only $lO.

ROOD OVERCOAT OR FINE 81 IT.

$lB Worth of Clothing $lB

sl3. For onlv sl3.
' O

F1 N E 8 I IT 011 OVERC OA T.

$25 Worth of Clothing $25

$lB, For only $lB.

ELEGANT OVERCOAT OR SUIT.

$35 11 orth of Clothing $35

$25. For only $25,

8 UPE RB SUIT OR OVE RC 11 AT.

, „ IIABLE RRO’S.
MERCKANT TAILORS -A.ISTID FTIsTE CLOTHXEKS,

Corner 7th & D Streets, Washington, D. C.

THE TIMES COOK
IS THE

BEST BAKER.

THE TIMES COOK
is the

BEST 'BAKER.

The Times Cook
_ IS THE

• BEST BAKER.

fob s.a.il.e ohsttlcst B'sr

WML J. H. GLUCK,
SOUTHERN STOVE HOUSE.

96 N. Gay Street.

THE CHEAPEST PLACE IN

BALTIMORE.

DON’T FORGET THE NUMBKR,

96.
Allkinds of Stoves and Tin-

ware.
:iu 27—ly

The Largest Variety and Finest Pat-
terns of

COOKING STOVES
in the market:

THE EMERALD. VIRGINIA, VIRGIN

QUEEN, WELCOME. SEA BIRD.
AND ADVANCE:

Also the Manufacturer and Proprietor of the
Celebrated

FAME REGULATOR AND CHAMPION

Fire Place Heaters.
The best in the world. C6nstruccd upon an

entirely new principle. Also make and
have constantly on hand

A Large Variety of Heating* Stores.

JAMES ARMSTRONG,
No, 60 Light Street,

BALTIMORE. Mo.
.Manufacturer ami Dealer in STOVES, RANG-

ES. FURNACES, HOLLO WARE TIN and
SHEET IRONWARE generally

Sfp 3-ly

A NICE assortment of Dry Goods, just re-
ceived and for sale by J. I. LACEV.

VALKNTINSCIII.IM.M. JACViI! KLEIN (

©olilimxn Klein,
MANUFACTURERS OF

TINWARE, ;
AND WHOLKSALH AND RETAIL DEALERS IN I

STOVES. RANGES & FURNACES,:
FOR COAL OR WOOD,

21G West Pratt St., between Hanover and Sharp,
sep 3-Gni BALTIMORE, XVEID.

D. A. BOOSE. w AHIWJBHSK.

BOONE & AHLSLEGEtt,

FISH. CHEESE AND BUTTER, lj
No. 47 Light St., near Lombard, and No. 18 Ellicott St.,

i
BALTIMORE. i

COUNTRY DKAUUS AVOULD DO WELL TO GIVE US A CALL

AGENTS FOR J
Vanderslice & Qo’s Excelsior Mince Meat, Apple, Peach and Quince Batters 1

Jesse Oakley & Go's Celebrated Glycerine, Transparent and Laundry Scaps t
gep 10—ly L

GEORGE IRELAND. JOHN A. CALDWELL *

IRELAND & CALDWELL. I
mM&M m sm loss <j& \

Clotlis, Cassimeres, Satinets, Jeans, |
COTTONADES, LINENS, WHITE GOODS. Ac.

AUCTION JOBS OF DRY GOODS GENERALLY,
231 West Baltimore Street, i

Second Floor S. W. Corner Charles* VI TI 01 K ‘
VS" We will make it your interest to give ns a call before purchasing

elsewhere. np9-iy ,

Jons J. Haines. Levi H. Sjiall. *

HAINES & SMALL, j
MANUFACTURERS AND WHOLESALE DEALERS IN I*

WOODENWARE,
CORDAGE, BRUSHES, BP.OOMS, DEMIJOHNS, PAPER, ’

SIEVES, TWINES, TINWARE, &c. i
: | No. 27 S. Howard Street, i

HAUTIMORE. 1
I: may 21 —ly j|

HENRY C. HARTMAN, I;
Successor to Teal & Hartman,

No. 139 West Baltimore St., Baltimore,
• LADIES’ AND GENTEMEN’S FURNISHING GOODS, '

Under Dress, Hosiery, Gloves, &c.
SHI UTS MADE TO ORDER AND READY-MADE, j

LADIES’ IVEXJSX.XINr XJ ISTIDE XI DRESS,
1 Wb ilc Trimmings, Working Cotton, Neck Ties, Cows, Scarfs,

All styles of Corsets, Collars, Cuffs, Drawers,
Silk, Alpaca and Worsted Braids, Linen Handkerchiefs,

Hooks & Eyes, Linen & Cotton Tapes, Suspenders, Half Hose, Umbrellas
AND ALL KINDS OF NOTIONS AT THE VERY LOWEST PRICES.

nov 27-ly;os

I Jarttg.
TICK I.ESSO X OF THE LEAVES.

As, one by one, these Autumn leaves, deseeml-
To droop and die, [ tag

In rustled murmurs, breathe one soft unending
Sad threnody.

Tillbranch and hough, whereon no vestige lin-
Of Summer bloom, [gers.

Trace out upon the sky, with withered fingers.
Their Wintry doom.

so, one by one, these earthly lopes we cherish—
More dearly prized,

i'lreliance, than I li-av. gtitsell and (lerlsh
Unrealized,

And leave us, with life's Winter o'er us stealing,

And skies o'ercast.
With ban d and outstretched arms for help ap-

To Heaven at last. [ ialing

Qtitti
A TALE OF A TITLE.

When Dr. Warren’s novel. Ten Thou-
sand a Year, was at the summit of its
popularity, there was a great'increase
of the business of searching titles to
real estate in England. Families that
had held property for many genera-
tions, suddenly became uneasy and
had their archives investigated. The
attempt ofArthur Orton was so much
like that of Tittlebat Titufbuse, that
there is room for the suspicion that
the scheme which put forward the
Tichborue claimant originated with
some student of Quick. Gammon and
Snap’s methods. There was during
the Tiehborne trial a similar worry
about titles to estates throughout the
Kingdom. Perhaps we may have a
similar anxiety developed here; at all
events the permutations of a title in
Poston have recently given fair ground
for it. and the circumstances have
supplied our lawyers with a lively
topic of conversation.

Divesting the story, as told in The
American Law Review, as far as pos-
sible of technicalities, it is briefly
this: Fifteen years ago .Mr. William
Ingalls owned a piece of property in
that part of Poston which has since

been ravaged by the great fire. His
father had left this property to him
by will, his mother having a life in-
terest in it till her death in 1845.
The will also contained two legacies
of .*-gS,tXK) each to the nephews, named
Jones, of the elder Ingulls: but before
his death he lost all his properly ex-
cept the real estate, and the legacies
were not paid. There is no limit as
to the time in which an action can be
brought in Massachusetts to recover a
legacy; about the year ISGO thebro-.
thers Jones began suit for theirs, and
two years afterward recovered the
amount, with interest; a total off 143.*
000. The Ingalls real estate was sold
to meet this claim, producing not
quite enough, by and the bro-
thers Jones bought it as a good invest-
ment for their legacy. Mr. Ingall's
inheritance thus became less than
nothing. The ground of the decision
was that as his father's will gave him
exactly what he would have got if
there liad been no will, the devise to
him was void and he took title by de-
scent; but the legacies, being a valid
devise, took precedence.

Scarcely had the Joneses stepped
into their proj>erty before John ling-
ers began suit for it. He showed that
in 1750 an owner of the properly had
willed it to his brother, “if he shall
die without issue." That brother had
a daughter, and she left the estate by
will in 1790 to her daughter, who sold
it to t he elder I ngulls. Bn t the daughter
who left it by will had not in law the
right to do so. The will of 1750, con-
taining the phrase above quoted, was
meant to give the estate to the heirs
at law. The daughter to whom the
property had been willed in 1790 was
not the heir; Peter Rogers was. His
son, John Rogers, sued for the estate,
and recovered it in 1805 from the bro-1
thers Jones. Then a young lawyer
went to studying the case. He went
back of 1750 to 1710 and found that
the property had then passed by aj
deed w hich conveyed the land to one j
Johnson; but the document did not,
say, ns is usual, “to his heirs.*’ Con-1
sequently, when Johnson died, the
estate reverted to the man who sold it'
to him, or rather, to his heirs. These
heirs were found; a real estate opera-
tor in Boston supplied the funds for
the suit, bought otf the heirs for a tri-
fle, won the case, and gained posses-
sion. When the lire swept over the i
property he bought a lot alongside,!
and erected on both lots large, deep,
substantial stores.

Meanwhile Mr. Ingalls, the first of
the list of owners, had been studying
the title to his lost property in records
of a yet earlier date. He found that
in 1060 it had been willed on the con-
dition that a certain portion of it
should never be built upon. This
condition hud been violated inrebuild-
ing after the fire. Stranger still, Mr.
Ingalls found that the testator of 1660
was his ancestor, and that he, Ingalls,
was the direct heir. He brought suit
against the real estate operator. The
latter, it is said, consulted the spirits
and was advised to compromise on the
best terms attainable. Mr. Ingalls
received back his property in the
ground and gave a mortgage for the
building, finding himself on the whole
a much richer man than at first. The
mortgage was subsequently transfer-
red and Mr. Ingall’s title again tho-
roughly searched and pronounced per-
fect.—iV, Y. Tribune.

Babies are not named Henry Ward
as much us they used to be, but they
arc still famous for paroxysms of true
iu ward ness.— Cincin nati 'Times.

Touching conclusion of an obituary
notice in an Indiana newspaper; “He
was an elder in the Methodist church
and the leader of the brass bund in
the village.

AN ILL-SPENT LIFE.
As Told by a (Tiiuinal.

¦ My history—maybe some consola-
tion can be derived from the recital of
a mis-spent life—a life wasted—a life

: that soon ignominiously ends at the
: hands of the hangman.

“I grew up with no purpose in life,
“Chance made my early days elysian,

i and when my father died and I was
{ left the oldest son, chance decided my

. | fate.
“Although still in my teens, barely

1 ) fourteen years of age, I was thrown
among men who scoffed at virtue and

’ honesty, but were classed as gentle-
linen. Gentlemen, I became collector

: in a large wholesale house, gained bv
i! chance through an advertisement. 1

was apt and shrewd, and soon received
the approbation of my employers. I
fell into the common error ofyonth—-
jthat of imagining that I had made

; myself so essential that my services
’!could not be dispensed with.

! “I soon became extravagant —ray
• earnings were disbursed as if I were a
’'millionare, and I became indebted in
j triffling sums to nearly all my friends.

’ I formed good resolutions, and for
many days I kept them, only to re-

ctum to the old beaten tracks and
I throw away in an hour the money I

II had economised by a hard struggle
• against my inclination.

“1 had a companion whom I thought
. was my friend. To him I related my

' i story of financial embarrassment, and
• | he promised a safe outlet to my sea of

trouble. He initiated me in crime by
telling me to retain a collection, anil

i with it pay all my debts, including a
' few dollars I owed him.

[ “‘But,’ I queried, ‘how am Ito nc-
count to my employers?’

“ ‘Easy enough,’ he answered: ‘take
the next collection —mind not that of
a regular customer —and then pay the
first one, and so mi. etc., until you

' save enough to gotwquare.’
' “Ilistened, hesitated, and was lost.

1 I yielded, and thus took my first step
1 to disgrace and ruin. It is useless

to detail the result, I existed in mis-
' cry a few short w eeks, every day fear-
-1 ing discovery. I started at fvery

‘ sound, and became inattentive to ah tv.

\t last by chance I was discovered,
¦ and instead of my employers steeling

! their hearts against pity and giving
me the just award of my guilt, they

' bade me go. Why did 1 not profit by
' mv experience when 1 learned my era-

; plovers kept the subject quiet, and
• breathed no word of my dishonesty?

1 “Duo ¦msolately I walked the streets
; wtil’ehatooc directed'tut fiotstens to

‘ a large dry goods house, where i ob-
tained a situation jis salesman. There

’ in my daily business intercourse, 1
u met a frail woman, whom 1 became

1 infatuated with, and having no oppor-
tunity to steal cash, I proved my af-
fection by making her presents of

: laces and such article as I could carry

1 away in my pockets.
1 “She expressed a wish for a costly
1. silk dress, which to me was law. She

: came and selected it, and I surrenti-
-1 tiouslv bundled it up and awaited

¦ my chance to take it away unobserved,
but. failing in this, 1 perforce was
comjKdlod to depart, leaving the evi-
dence of mv guilt behind. But, I
reasoned 1 could offer some excuse to
account for its accretion beneath the
counter at mv department, and then
—oh, horror f I remembered in it I
h;ul enclosed a note I

“I walked the streets thinking on
this, my second mis top, and wonder-
ing whether 1 would be arrested ami
put in jail, for discovery was certain.
•Why not enter the store during the
night and remove the cursed dress,’
my evil genius prompted; it was an
easy matter, the long alley, the empty
cases rendered the high wall no ob-
stacle, the fastening on the rear door

.was insecure—but the watchman—
I pshaw I even if he hoard me I could
escape undetected.’ Long did 1 con-
sider, and each moment made my in-
clination stronger.

| “At one o’clock I decided, and
trembling like an aspen, 1 sneaked up

| the alley-way. Fre long the wall
: was scaled, the door gave way to my
jefforts with a hatchet, which 1 found
in the yard, and 1 was in the dimly-
lighted' store. I say dimly-lighted,
bnt the darkness was sufficiently dis-
pelled to render every object distinct.
I crept to my department, at times
frightened at my own shadow, which
seemed an imp of darkness dancing in
glee at my crime.

“I found the bundle, and as 1 start-
Jed to return, elated at my success, I
heard the front door swing back upon
its hinges, and saw the watchman.

“What shall I do? If I made a
bold rush I would be discovered and
possibly shot. I could not hide,
neither could I go as I came, for im-

-1 prudently I had not taken the precau-
tion, ami I got into the yard, of ar-

( ranging for an easy exit. Quickly I
matured a plan, and darted as noisely
as I could behind some cases in the
rear of the store. The watchman ap-
proached, glancing nervously around,

| and as I awaited his coming Isaw the
| hatchet which had served me so well
| lying directly in front of me.

“Without a thought of the conse-
quences, if caught, 1 seized the hatch-

’ ft, and, as the poor wretch passed me,
pistol in hand,l struck him his death
blow on the back of his head, felling
him to the ground. As I felt his
blood bespatter me, I lost all control
of myself, and again and again Istruck

[ him. And then 1 raised my eyes to
. gaze on the reflection in the large pier
, glass of a murderer standing over the

bloody corpse of his victim.
“1 picked up the cause of my crime,

r the cursed bundle, and hastily fled the
3 scene. Hurrying to my room, I un-

i dressed and hid my crimsomed clothes
i in the bottom of my trunk, after wash-

ing them as best as I could.

“The next day, as usual, I was at:
my post in the store, and partook of

. the general horror of the ‘mysterious
f and diabolical murder,’ as the papers

; termed it. All the morning Isaw de-
; tectivcs looking for a clew, and direct-

ed newspaper reporters to the propri-
. jetor. For a time I could not look at

t the remains, and was joked at by the
3 ,callous ones for being as squeamish as
• a baby. How I lived through that

day; how I remained at my post until
• the coroner had finished nis work,

i and then overcome by an unconquera-
-1 ble desire I looked upon my victim,
. expecting to see the blood gush from

• his wounds and point me out as the
•1 murderer. One glance and I fell un-

[ conscious, and was compassionated for

I my sensitiveness.
[ “The papers teemed with the dark
- deed, and sagely classed it as a ven-
? delta, as nothing was stolen. The dc-
} tcctives arrested several unfortunate

| vagrants —one in particular, a victim
r to drink and an avowed enemy of the
i poor watchman who had reported him.

, “Three weeks came and passed andi
I had grown secure in my safety, when |

-a feeble, emaciated young man enter- j
. od the store. I was standing near by;

[ and ottered my services. lie glanced!
[ at me, carelessly at"first, and then:

. without .a word looked long and stead- j
ilv into my face. His sunken eyes

i seemed to read my very heart I felt
¦ myself growing confused, and as Iwas

[ about to speak be gave a shriek and
f sprang upon me.

“ ‘Seize the murdererl’ he cried, as
i I flung him off and dashed into the
i street I was pursued and brought

back. Face to face we were put, and
. in the presence of the clerks and a

policeman he commenced. I remem*¦ her every word, for they seared in my
f memory.

“He said:
i “‘I live in the back room of the

house which overlooks the roar of this ’
, store.
i “ ‘On the night of the murder I was
i lying in my bed of sickness, when, |

. happening to glance into a large glass.!
. I saw a scene enacted which, until S
• now, seemed to have been the fancy of

. a mind diseased.
. “‘This man—and he i>ointed to mej

: —this man was hidden behind the
boxes, and as his victim hesitatingly

r neared him, I saw him reach forward,;
¦ grasp a hatchet, anti poise it for a

. blow. 1 tried to cry out. but no sound 1
[ came from my lips. I looked again, j
• and saw the bright gleam of the de-

.¦ scending steel, saw the watchman fall,
, and saw the fiend os he Tained blow

. upon blow on the body of his victim, i
. and then—all was bland. I had a re-i
| lapse met death face to face, and by 1
. an act of divine Providence lived to

. bring this man to justice.’ Mean-
. while, at the recital I had lost all con-
i' trol of myself, and covering my face

with my hands, I begged my accuser
to stop.

“But he went on, his voice growing
. stronger and stronger, until the end,;

. and then sank exhausted into a chair. I
1 “Mv employers dispatched a clerk

, to my accuser's rooms, and standing
! before the glass he took my position j

on that fatal night. His action was
reflected through theciroularskylight, \

, in the pier glass facing it in t&e sec-;

. ond story, and througti a window in-;

i to my accuser's glass.
“I was tried and convicted, and she,

the woman, was there every day, clad
in the dress, every thread of which
was dyed with blood. My bloody

, clothes wore brought in evidence
against me, and I was sentenced to be

. hung by the neck until dead.
“I am in the condemned cell, and

, in three hours I am to die.”
This manuscript, almost obliterated,

. and closely written, was found beneath
• the floor of the condemned cell recent-

ly, while undergoing repairs. It was
apparently forced, sheet bv sheet,

| through a crack, and, as it bears no
. date or signature, it gives no cine to

the identity of the unfortunate crimi- 1
nal or the date of his terrible deed.;r -

Think Before Yon Speak.
¦j “Always keep truth on your side,

. my young friend, if you want to get
along in this world,” saida Sunday

, J School teacher to one of her scholars,
as he was just starting for home.

“Yes, ma’am, I will,because Iknow
i it is wrong to tell a falsehood.”
i i “Say, Billy, just you look here”
i said a young unchin, who happened

jto overhear the teacher, “don’tyou al-
¦' wavs tell the truth, ifyou do you might

feel sorry sometimes/’
i “Why, what do you want me to do?

You do not want me to be a liar, do
i you?”

1
*

“No, not exactly that, but I will tell
, you what happened to me the other

¦ day, and you can judge for yourselflf’
“You know my old grandfather,

¦ who lives with us, don’t like me just
because I won’t mind him. Well, the i
other day I went down to my father’s

; store and I saw some Cayenne pepper ,¦ there, and just then I thought it would
, be a good chance to get even with him.

; So I put some of it in a paper and took
I it home with me, and while grand-

father was down stairs to dinner I
• mixed some with his snuff, and manag-
¦ od to make my way down stairs without

, being discovered.
i “After dinner was over, we all

r ascended to the parlors, as we expect-
i ed some friends to call.

1 “Abouteight o’clock in came a party
: of gentlemen, among the number was
) one who was an old snuffer, and hav-

r ing forgot his snuff-box, of course he
j called on grandfather for a pinch, at

the same time asking the other gen-
, tlemen to partake, which they did;
3 ! also one or two old ladies.
- j “Itwas not more than two minutes
s before they all commenced to sneeze,
- and such a sneezing party you never

' saw in your life. Their heads were

jbobbing up and down, and the water

I was coursing down their cheeks. I
| really thought, when Ilooked at their
| tears, that I thoroughly understood
| the definition of the word streamlet,
I but some ofthose old gentlemen would
insist upon calling it dam.

“The ladies who had partaken had
left the room, for I took particular
notice that every time they sneezed
their hair would bounce all over. I
tell you I was amazed, for one old lady
lost the back of her head, and fainted
outright, but still she had to sneeze,
faint or no faint. She could not help
it.

“Well, my father at last began to

suspect something, for I was laughing
so Ithought Iwould go to pieces. He
went and got the snuff and gave it a
thorough examination; of course he
discovered the pepper. He just gave
one glance at me, and said:

“‘Who has been putting Cayenne
pepper in this snuff?’

“Just then I happened to think of
George Washington. His father patted
him on the head for telling the truth.

i So I up like a little man and said:
{ “‘Idone it, father, with some of that

1 pepper that you sell in the store.’
“‘Youdid, did you; I’llpepper you,’

| and he did.
“Yes, sir; he just took me by the

| back of my neck, and he laid me across
j his knees and the way he did lay it
jon with that cane of his, I’ll never

; forget it as long as I live. I’ve often
i laughed at the idea of men having to

• stand up to eat, but I have had it im-
! pressed on my mind that it was a
i realitv as I had to stand for three or
four Jays.

“Ever since that I always take time
to consider what the consequences will
be before I tell the truth.”

A Beautiful Incident.
WilliamIV.expired about midnight

at Windsor palace. The Archbishop
lof Canterbury, with other peers and
high functionaries of the kingdom, was
lin attendance. As soon as the “scep-

; tre had departed” with the last breath
!of the king, the archbishop quitted
Windsor castle, hud made his way,
with all possible speed, to Kingston

I palace, the residence at that time of
the princess—already by law of suc-
cession, Queen Victoria. He arrived
long before daylight, announced him-
self, and requested an immediate inter-
view with the princess. She hastily

1 attired herself and met the venerable
prelate in her anteroom. He inform-

; ed her ofthe death ofWilliam, and for-
mally announced to her that she was,
in law and right, successor to the de-
ceased monarch.

“The sovereignity ofthe most power-
ful nation at the feet of a girl of eigh-
teen. She was de jure queen of the
Anglo realm, in fact, on which the
“sun never sets.” She was deeply
agitated at the formidable words, so

i fraught with blessing or calamity, and
the first words she was able to utter
were these: “I ask your prayers in
my behalf.”

They kneeled together, and Victoria
inaugurated her reign, like the young
king of Israel in the olden time, by
asking from the Highest, who ruleth
in the kingdoms of men, “an under-

; standing heart to judge so great a peo-
| pie who could not be numbered nor
counted for multitude.”

The sequel of her reign has been
worthy of such a beginning. Every
throne in Europe has tottered since
that day. Most of them have been
for a time overturned. That of Eng-
land was never so firmly seated in the
love and loyalty of the people as at
this hour.

*

Queen Victoria enjoys
personal influence, too—the heart-felt
homage paid her as a Christian woman
—incomparably wider and greater
than that of any monarch now reign-
ing-

Promptitude of Newspaper Debtors.
The experience of the Findlay

Courier man is sad and mournful. He
has lost faith in the profession of his
fellow men. Hear how he talks:

Last week a man stepped up to us
and said he would pay us every cent
he owed us if he lived till Saturday
night. We presume that man died.
Another said he would pay us in a day
or two, as sure as we -were born.
Query —Did the man lie, or were we
born? Another said he would settle
his bill as sure as shooting. We are
lead to the conclusion that shooting
is decidedly uncertain. Quite a num-
ber said they would see us to-morrow.
Those men have been blind ever since,
or else to-morrow has not come. One
man told us six months ago that he
would pav us as soon as he got some
money. ’That man would not lie and
ot course has not had a cent since.

Clippings.
They who would give love, give it

quickly.
The nearest approach of a confidence

game is pulling a mule’s tail.
The highest compliment to a bar-

ber :—He dyed and made no signs.
The residents of Sardis, Mass., are

disrespectfully spoken of as Sardines.
“How long will my chop be, wait-

er?” savagely asked a hungry and
waiting guest. “About five inches,
sir,” was the reply.

Twenty-one Freshmen were lately
suspended from an English College,
because a professor couldn’t find out
who placed a ten-ounce tack in his
chair.

“What comes after T?” asked a
teacher of a small pupil who was
learning the alphabet. He received
the bewildering reply, “You do—to
see ’Liza.”

One of the attractions of a place of
amusement in San Francisco, is a
man who, with a rifle at thirty paces
distant, shoots a half dollar out of an-
other man’s hand.

r The War Kite.
[ Mr. Simmons, the aeronaut, who is

r the inventor and patentee of a machine
I named the parakite, lately made a

, somewhat successful experiment with
I this invention at the Alexandra Palace,

London. The machine used on this

I occasion was 30 feet high and 30 feet
r wide. As soon as the sail was fixed

I over the framework, and the front or
[ windward point of the parakite was
j raised so as to allow the wind to touch

I the machine on its under surface, it
, was instantly converted into a concave
3 form and showed symptoms of rising.

The wind was blowing at the rate of
3 not more than two miles an hour; but
y with this slight breeze Mr. Simmons
e was carried into the air. We under-
i stand that these experiments will be
3 repeated a few times previously to
b public demonstrations; and should

they continue to be successful, the in-
-3 vention can be put to practical utility

for war purposes, engineering, and
f signaling, where it is necessary to at-
-1 tain lofty elevations. The machine
, above referred to covers an area of 700

superficial feet, and its entire weight
t is 100 lbs. The inventor asserts that

it can be used successfully in any wind
’ ranging between 4 and 40 miles an

hour, and an altitude of from 600 to
l,OOO feet can be attained.

3
t Simple Songs are Best.

r Olive Logan says: These mighty fine
i folks who know so much, used at first

) to berate us for liking to hear Nils-
- son sing “The Old Folks at Home
i but they got over it. I fancy I have

r heard and enjoyed as much grand
singing as most of them,- but it was

? with the trustful confidence of child-
l hood that I took three handkerchiefs

whenever I went to hear Christine in.
concert. I knew I should stand the
first verse or so with stoicism, but

t when Nilsson’s pathetic voice grew
> tearful over that line about “ one
I little hut among the boo-shees’ those
5 handkerchiefs did their duty, I tell

. you,

i The Dryasdusts used to say it was a
I concession made by a great artist to

, the uncultivated taste of her savage
i American public which made Chris-
f tine sing “The Old Folks at Home.”

. Rubbish! I heard Nilsson set a Lon-
l don audience mad with rapture at the

. Albert Hall with a simple song called
. “Please give me a penny!” and nodody

r said anything about concession then.
} Nor did they when Mariosang “Good-

. bye. Sweetheart.” Mile Titiens does
. not feel her artistic standing jeopar-

, dised when she sings her UtHedteam
. song, nor would it be if she sang

“Williewe have missed you.”

*®“A writer in Blackwood gives
> this entertaining gossip concerning

, Michael Angelo’s method of working:
'r “Through his impatience and ¦'uthusi-

, asm, Michael Angelo ruim block
[ after block of marble by work Witp"*

. too great vehemence near the _ j>

l Too eager to arrive at a poinT’w m
his true genius would find play, be

k assailed the marble with such violence
r that he often struck off pieces which
r trenches into the just limits of the

, surface; and, as they could not be re-
. placed, he was fefreed to finish as he

. could—not as he would. Had he con-
. fined himself more to elaborating his
work in clay, and then intrusted the

j blocking out in marble to a mechaui-
r cal workman we should have had not

; only a much larger number of grand
\ works by him, but they would have

. been freer of great defects. For in-
} stance, the back of the head of Moses •

[ has been chiseled away until it is an
j impossible head. Again, the David

t is sacrificed to the exigencies of the
t marble. And the head of his famous

. Day was probably left unfinished be-
. cause he perceived that it was turned

beyond the limit permitted to nature
without breaking the neck.”

An Awkward Avowal.'
, A writer in Charivari says: The

' hurry of a young man to say “Iwill
3 marry”—above all when he does not

j see what his interlocutor carries in
3 hand—is sometimes exceedingly in-

[ convenient. The other day a worthy
citizen encountered, as he came out of

‘ a fancy store, a young man whom he
had met at the bathing place a month

[ before.
' “Hold,” he said to himself, “that is

' the young fellow whom we used al-
' ways to meet on the shore, when Itook
‘ a walk with Yictorine.”

“He ran toward the young man,
and said: “Don’tyou recollect me?”

[ Heavens!” he exclaimed, turning
[ deadly pale and seizing old man’s
[ hands so that he could y *ict no in-

j jury, he added, “Iam re dy to marry
her, sir.”

“To marry her!” e claimed the
citizen in amazement A

“Yes, sir, I have d ae very wrong.
' I know it But a\V jan be repaired.
What do you wisly , I love her—love

! her like a fool.
“Love?—who?”
“Yictorine.”
“Yictorine! Malheureux! Why that

! is my wife.”
?

The fat-tailed sheep are natives of
. Syria, and are chiefly remarkable for
, their huge fatty tails, which some-

times weigh seventy or eighty pounds,
r and are so heavy that the shepherds

, are forced to' protect them from the
: ground by tying small pieces of board

i underneath them; a pair of small
wheels are sometimes set under the

i, board to save the animal the trouble
! ofdragging it over the ground. The

[ fat produced from the tail is used in-
i stead of butter and for purposes of
cookery. Fat-tailed sheep are found

F in most parts of the world; those of
i Afghanistan have a remarkably silky
3 and delicate fleece, which is employed
- for the manufacture of carpets and

various articles ofwearing apparel.


