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wear our make ot

riottyig will confirm this assre-

tion.

Our Children's and Bovs* Depart-
ment is unusually attractive this
season.

Men and Youths seeking the latest,

will find at our house a most
beautiful collection.

ggp-We refund money to dissatis-
fied buyers, a rule which go>-

erned our establishment since*

its existence.
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Occupying the entire Building. 1
floors and basement.

OUR SPRING STOCK
is simple immense embracing every
variety ofMEX, YOUTH and BOYS’

CLOTHIXCf.
and look through our

vast establislmicnt whenin our city.

EISEMAN BROTHERS
CORNER SEVENTH d* E STREETS.
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OUR OWN MANUFACTURE!
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(Under Metropolitan Hotel).
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Noted Men !
Dr. John’ F. 1 laxcock,

late Prcsidei t if the National Phar-
maceutical Association of the United
States, say s:

*'Brown** Iron Fitter* hn* xUav y -s.de, is conceded to be a fine
t ;.:c; the character of the manu-

facturer* is a voucher for its purity
and mcdu.mal excellence.’*

Dr. JosF.rn Roberts,
President Paitimore Ihanuaceudc~l
College, says:

4t I indorse it as a fine medicine,
rr!:.r’e as a strengthening 1 me,
tILC !., illaiuoiioitc pO.aOikS

Dr. J. Paris Mooru, Pit.
D-, Profes-or oT Pharmacy, Haiti-
more Pharmaceutical College, say s:

**Pawn’s Tr a P tter* U a safe
nnd r.c... ! !c c. ditine, positively
fr :c from alcoholic poi* ns, and cats

I
• ho OppCiC ..wohvt.

Dr. I'invAKDKarickson*.
Secret ......

macy, savs •

:

Tr-' ¦.a f. id gestive anrnt.

Dr. Richard Sapingtov,
one : i.akimcre's oi lost and most
It'iUt1c J i.\ SLUES, Says ;

" All u’. have !itr-aise
standard \ nu . *i.d the veil,
kn . u.. lar.*.. ter c ( t' Booms wh; H
makes it j> a u&oent purantre
if its being at! that i, clainved, f r
i cy are men .hoc .Jd no< >-s in.
>' .ced to i tTrr anyth.ng e, e bet a

. ii.,ratdicioc ! r j-uLi. w uac,"

A Druggist Cured.
Ibvtsnbcr . Md.. Oct.
•'1 . ¦

cured r e i f 1 Kid attale of
• l‘ ‘

sch. Having tested it,! take ;.ica.-
lire in Tec* mneadinc ,t to try cits.

I ners. and am glad l > lay ilg-.vc*
enure satufa- n t,. atj

Geo. v, . iiorntas, Lruggiat

,
Ate your Druggist f r Ptovvx'j

1 ¦
One tri tl w;i! convince jwip: i;
i-, —it SI ——i \i4 Il.cd.
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D^BUTTS
DItPr'MSARY.

¦

i 1

INDiSCRfiTIOH OR EXPOSURE-
of ¦ hlmid, skin l*n, ,

YOU WG MEN

PAtTeWTS TWEaVeO ¦ • r.
ITg t TOTriv.ani gmctrv t. m. ~*c. ; .

Mrw*i ' ¦ .- . . ;
I.*;’ • • 1 . r a RfbUctßl

M’Vmhm mfw t ¦ W(r m4 Ina^K"•i. 11- raiMiß . r—_J
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TUTTJ S
PILLS
NDRBEIBSSHBHHHHI

SYMPTOMS OF A

TORPID LIVER.
Loss of Appetite, Bowels costive. Pain in
the Head, with a dull sensation in the
back part. Pain under the Shoulder
blade, fullness after eating, with a disin-
clination to exertion of body or mind.
Irritabilityof temper. Low spirits, with
a feeling of having neglected some duty.
Weariness, Dizziness, Fluttering at the
Heart, Dots before the eyes, Vellow- Skin,

| Headache genera'ly over the right eye,
I Restlessness, with lilrul dreams, highly
; colored Urine, and

CONSTIPATION.

iTFTT S PILLS an* especially adapted to
Hiirhpane**, one dose cfleet* ftiirli:i rliange
of feeling ;ih to a*fonl*li 11>• • sufli rer.

I They Increase llte Appetite, ami cu dc the
body tf lake on I'le'd*. thus 11 1• system Is

nourished. ;m< Iby th 1 Tonir Aelion on the
l>iST‘<illve Oi uh. lie”ul.ir are pro-¦ duced. Price F* cents. B."> Mnn a.t N. Y.

TUTT’S HAIR DYE.
1 Gray Hair on Wiitsk fhs chanced to:Gif.sv¦ Black by a single application of this I>ye. It im-

parts a natural color, acts Instantaneously Sold
by Druggists, or sent by express on receipt of tl.
OFFK K. 35 MI KR.4Y HT., XFW IOKK.

(Ir, TEXT’S Idl'iLof Xftlnnhlc Ir.r.rnill<in uml \
iMtful Ucreiptw will I> m.tllfd I KI.K on appliratiua.^

-
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Port Tobacco, Md,
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OFFICE hoiks

From 10 to 12 a. m.
and at other hours found at his rcsi lime, un-
ess profession illyengaged. m 13-ly

But wlmt could I do? We were so
poor—so miserably poor;and deprived
of (his semblance of a home, 1 knew
that my mother would die. For years
she had toiled for me, since my father
had gone on to that “better country,
that upper day,” where we fondly
hoped to join him, never to part any
more; and now, when her strength
had failed her and she fainted by the
way it was my duty to strengthen,
and provide for her and lead her in as
pleasant paths as possible. And I had
tried oh, how 1 had tried to he a com-
fort to my mother.

\et how could 1 do this dreadful
tiling; how could 1 marry this brutal
man, for the sake of a home and for-
tune? A terrible conflict was raging
in my heart.

ihitv pointed to sacrifice. After
all, it was hut the question of a few
years, and them life's weary burden
would he laid aside, never to he borne
again,

“Well?”cried Mr. Hartley, at last,

tired of waiting for my answer and
watching my pule face with eyes full
triumph, **lia\e you made up your

?”
,; itij|i me tin:.! ’ I moaned, “only a

• little respite. Grant me three days to
consider, and at the end of that time

1 will give you my answer!”
“lie moved towards the door.
“Very well!”he returned ; “reinem- i

-her that 1 shall eipect my answer,!
w hen 1 come again, three days hence!” j

The door closed behind his burly
'figure, and he was gone. I buried mv
face in the trembling hands and cried;!
it seemed as though my heart would

ibreak.
- It was all so hard to hear, and 1

was so voting. Besides, there was
• ’.V lilie l>>lie; we had loved each other
for months, his simple ring was on mv
linger, and we hat! hoped, some timej
in the future, to he husband and wile, i
But. alas! he was as j>oor as 1, only a

clerk on a small salary, and marriage'
was t dream in which we had no right

Ito indulge. But wp were everything :
to each other; and our love was the
•lie sole rav of sunlight in our darken-
'd lives. H <>w could 1 give him np?j
Pared 1 break the man s heart, and I
east awav the happiness which noth-
ing hut true love can bring?

He came that very evening and
listened to mv story; listened with
pale face, and downcast eyes. He had .

, been so sure of my love and faith that
k it all s-.vnied a dream to him—all im

'(miserable—miserable story. I.ike a
tim'd tide, then there rushed over rm
heart the full enormity of the sin

which I was about to commit. My mind
fjas made up at last. I would not

f -•>• on man for Ids gold, when
my heart belonged to another; I
a.>.ili he true to myself. 1 told Willie
-•> and when I saw the glad light

oh into his bine eyes 1 was satistiedj
with mv own decision

1 do not know how we won mother
owr to our wav of thinking: but she
foil- n’t d tiiour plan, and so the were
puetly married.

•*•• a w

l iie llne days probation wwre over,

and d.diii 1larteiv appeared pompons|
and coarse as ever : and mv heart leap
ed with gladness at thought of the
fate 1 had escajied

••Will, Miss Louise,” he began, in
ii:- overbearing, tyrannical way, “1
have* come for my answer!'’

“I can never marry you, Mr. Hart
t< !v,” 1 replied bravely.

Jlis face grew purple with ungovern-
abb- rage.

“W hat do you mean.'” he cried.
"Pon t you know 1 can turn yon and
vour mother into the street?”

"Po vour worst, sir,” I returned,
coldly; "hut you can insult me no,
longer; lam Willie Leslie's wife—” j

"Leslie's wife?” he interrupted, I
reeling as though lie had been struck,'
"impossible!"

"It is true, nevertheless!” I answer
ed quietly.

"Po you mean to say,” ho cried
sneenngly, "that you are the wife of
young Leslie, w ho came into a fortune
last week? 1 cannot belive it!” Vou
are deceiving me lor some purpose!”

“I am Willie Leslie's wife?” I re-
peaful, though mv brain whirled dtz-

’zily.
.\t that moment the door opened,

and my husband entered the room.
“This is my wife, Mr. Hartley!”

he cried, “and ifyou do not leave her
presence at once I w illeject you forci-
bly r

Hortly turned quite crestfallen and
sneakt d away.

“Tell me,” I cried as my husband
drew me closely to his heart, “tell me,
Willic, what did that man mean ! Pid
you hear w hat lie said ?

“1 did, my darling!” Willie an-
swered, “and I will explain now. I
am a po r man no longer, for my |
father's brother, who died a few weeks j
ago, bequeathed a large fortune toj
me. It is yours and mine. 1 wanted j
to prove your love, Louise, to see il!
you were willing to many me for my-
self alone. Tell me, my wife do you
regret il ?”

"1 could never regret, my darling.”
I sobbed, clinging closer to him; “II
have you as long as we both shall
live.”

He stooped, and kissed me. W ith
. such love L could defy the world.

"For richer—for poorer, little wife,”
' he murmured, “until death ns do

' part I”
And mother, looking on, with her

eyes full of tears, added fervently—-
' "Amen I”

i An American tourist was visiting
Naples and saw Vesuvius during an

, eruption. “Have you anything like
this in the New World?” was the

I question of an Italian spectator. “No,”
) replied Jonathan, “hut I guess we

i have a mill dam that will put it out
in live minutes.”
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No, ! will t.ol say pood l>v
Not good liy. uor hd.v lliiig.

lie is pone. 1 woods' wliy
1.11.0 s me not sweet litis sj.riinr.
Iluu that tiresome tin! will sing!

I mi In follow him and say
Just tlnil lie forgot to kiss

1!ii \, wlnnheon laway .
K very thing 1 want 1 miss.
I tie a jneci ms w orld is this !

What if night came am! not he?
•Something might mis ead his feet.

IK'-s the moon ti-e late Ah me!
I ire are things that he might meet,
Now the rain ln _itis to heal ;

So it will be dirk The 1 c‘l?
Some one someone loves is dead.

Wore it he ! 1 cannot tell
II ilt the fn tful woids I said,
1! ilf tlie fretful tears I shed.

lte.i l? And hut to think of death !

Men might bring him through the gate;
Li|'S ill it have not any breath.

Kyes that glare And 1 must wait!
Is it time, or is it late?

I was wrong. mJ n ag. and wrong;
1 will tell him, oh, be sure

If Sp**
Lore shall therein lie iwcuie:

I.ovi; ,iKe mine shall there enditte.

I. sien, listen—that is he !

1 d not sjicak to turn 1 say.
If he vLose to say to pir,

"Iw as all to blame to day ;
Sweet, fiirgite." w hy— 1 may !

.I 5-flfri itoeg.

Far 11 idler—Far Poorer. ;

1: was ,i rainy, disagreeable evening.
Fite streels of ti.e city were wet ami
' ‘• i'IH‘r .v ati<l the s Ireels lamps. ilrea 1;-
lighted. flar'd and flicked in the colei
norlSi wind which was beginning tu
blow. Drawing mv w.t- r proof cloak •
closer .*-it me, I grasped my roll of j
inns - tightly, at i turned my fac<
honu-w aril.

It was a long, dreary walk away
‘rom that quiet, r spctable portion oi

the city, to the narrow, back street
and high old tenement house which i

a;i d home. A dreary, comfortless
home to Ik* sure; necessity was corn
pellvd to submit to poverty, and'
many ills which foil w in its train.

1 was a jKor music teacher, wuh
¦.valid mother dependent upon mvL

rti*m-. No wot.tier that 1 worked
awav at my daily ro nul of lesson.")
with a feeling of desp ration gnawing
it my 1 irt-s iogs. u hat..,
-1. : •

... g,. I .* ’. ;t alt).. ; .... n

oliiain for my j r mother the nec. s
•ary medicines an i the delicacies'
¦a Inch the physre;a:.s proscribed a.*
nit iv 11 sit" ¦ f ti. _tv. :,er strength,
iiiii k- < p a,sv •* !!;¦ F itt.e ol life w !ucl;
intn ed so dirnlv. i had worked #<¦
... ¦ . . ! . -

so hopeful; but n div my hojies had
received a cruel blow. Iwo of mv
us'>• t j out| tjav i_¦ [ ,j. s.v *.*re takeii
!'t mine. > me la< .*!•• profess, t,
¦vita a s' .tt; t atne. at 1 a re-
putation for executing all sorts of

piano, had in-
all d in my p > ¦, a d 1 was dis

lUlSs'-d.
ill for

he J .-I IV a days; and altogether. SS
1 n. Vtil oi ward tl.it ngh tin; w. t, un-
i'. a-.i ! ‘!i. mv heart was very

ivy v;t ii K j loa ¦ . f , re at id sorrow.
IVst .-he mils; if! • it: she insist nut

know or dream of the truth, and how
Iwa - itl-r-ng—or ami 1 must face
t all alonei the grim, gaunt wolf,

starvation, via* at our \c:v door!
I reached home at last, tired, wet

android. Ip t lie long, endless flights
f stairs 1 1 . ¦ 1 itt gi sky

parlor wham mother and 1 called
untile.

1 he sound . ! a man's voice fell upon
my- ears, a 1 id, pompous, familiar
voice. 1 paused involuntarily, and
drew my bieath hard, ll was the
voice ot our landlord, and 1 remem-
bered, w.sb a shiver, that the two
months' rent vvas due.

t iiitiliing tiie wooden bahts trade,
1 steadied mvs df, w ith an effort while t
I regained mv usual c unpostire and
then 1 pttslud open the door of the
wretched room and entered.

Mother w as sitting in her easy chair,
before the narrow grate, where a

handful of lire smoldered. I shivered
iagain as 1 remembered that it was the
last fuel vve possessed; and there, be-
fore the tire, red-faced and pompons,
stood John Hartelv, the landlord. I
paused in tmdisgused astonishment;;
lor lits red face was wreathed in
-miles, and his ferret-like eyes were
bent kindly and approvingly upon m\
mot Iter.

“Louise! —my mother voice had a
ring of despair in it—“Mr. Hartley
itas done you the honor of asking von
to become his wife.’’

“//(.¦ injr! (ini in heaven I I
would die first!'’

The words burst from mv lips ere
1 wits aware of what I had said. My
mother's pale face grew ghastly while
and she trembled with alarm, John
Hartley came forward, and stood be-
fore me, his snaky eyes flushing lurid-
ly.

‘As you please, Miss Louise HitnhaiT
he stii-eied, with a disagreeable smile,
‘ just as you phase, of course. Only,
since you despise me so. you will not
surely expect to remain under mv roof
any longer without remuneration. In
short, not to waste any more words, or
time, you and your mother shall go
into t he streel I”

He rubbed his f.tl hands together,
briskly, smiling at the time. Stand-
ing there like the viper that he was, I
felt as though I could kilt him with no
more hesitation than 1 would sweep
any other reptile from my path.

itiscellaiup
“Tnou Reasonest Well.'"

The New York Jit raid of last Sun-
day said:

“Was it not just a hit singular to

, choose Colonel Ingersoll to delver the
oration at the Academy ol Music on
Decoration Day? We don t want to he
thought quarrelsome, and, for tlie
most part, we enjoyed reading tlie
oration, and tumid ourselves saying,
here and there. “That is true’ and
“That is well put,” and once or twice,
“That is magnificent.” Still, there is
an eternal fitness in things, and it
there is a man in this great country
who ought not have delivered that

particular oration, who ought to have
sat >ilent and dtini as the Sphinx on
that one day of the year, that was Col.
Robert Ingersoll, and the good taste

of those who invited him to speak is a

quality not easily seen by the naked
eye. If we had a dead brother or
father, and were to go to his resting
place with an armful of flowers and,

eyes full of tears and a bleeding heart
and should invite a friend to go with
us that he might say loving and cheer-
ing and tender words, we should most
assuredly not invite the orator above
named. At such a time we do not

want any one to speak who makes lun

of the Resurrection, and who thinks
the immortal lifeeitluran old woman s
fable or a huge and ghasty joke, or t fie j
result of the world's superstitious de-
termination to pretend that it believes l
;:i a lie. In the eternal fitness ot

| things how could a man who boasts j
that tie believes that the dead million

[soldier are only lumps of senseless j
dirt, who pokes fun at our most sacred
faith in immortality—how could such!
a man represent the nation’s grief at

such a time ?”

Three Red-Headed Boys

In IS4-J or ISU there were three
very wild and very red-headed on the;
same square in Frankfort. Ky., and I
going to school to the same master, I
Professor H. B. Sayre, one of the best;

I educators of the old regime, and a man j
lof marked character and eccentrici-
ities. These three red-headed boys were}
[George G. Vest, John M Harlan, ami
B. Gratz Brown. Brown was known

jby the sobriquet of ‘Reddy’ Brow n.—
Alter school was out, and the dark-;

! ness of night hail throw n a veil of
I comparative protection over the apple |
;orchards of the neighborhood, the
three boys would gather on the front

| pureh of the Vest Mansion and talk..
They used to make w ishes and resolves ;
and no resolution stopped short of the I
presidency of the United States. One
of them is now an Associate Justice
of the Supreme Court, another Uni-
ted States Senator from Missouri, and
the other has been Governor of Mis-
souri, United States Senator, and in
l'i7” received the complimentary vote
of the Democratic electors for vice-j
president.

The three have met in Louisville!
frequently since boyhood, and these

. reunions were always memorable ones,
at least to the three. One of the
stories told with particular delight by
Senator Vest at the last meeting
was of Prof. Sayre’s school. Sayre
was a man of high temper, and w hen
tn bad humor was the cause of terror
to all lus pupils. One day, when the
class was called, he was so plainly out
of temper that the lesson was fright-

lened out of the head of every pupil,
as David Copperlicld‘felt w hole pages
slipping away.’

‘.>pell mouse!’ lie called out to the.
1 head of the class. *M o-u-s-e,’ was
nimbly passed over. ‘Very well—what
is the ptural ?’ was the next question

[tired at the boy with the precision of
a bullet. ‘Mouses!’ answered the

I frightened lad. Next, cried the teach-
er, aud every boy in the line lost bis
head, and one after anothei answered
‘mouses,’ including Vest, Harlan and ;
Brown, all very close to the bottom.

Mr. Sayre’s rage was complete, Be-
iginning at the head of the class, he
took every boy, one after another, by
tiie ears and bumped Ins head against
the wall, and judicial, senatorial and
gubernatorial heads echoed as pro-:
found and reverberating a thud as any j
of the others.

Open i ireplaces

A contributor to the English -T< J\
Journal, in an article upon the smoke|
nuisance, which is constantly increas- 1
ed by Hie enormous growth of the]
metropolis, writes: ‘lt cannot, how-1
ever, be said that up to the present ;
time any system of domestic warm-
ing has been presented to the public;

1 which affords the undoubted advan-
tages which the open fireplace posses-j
ses. The open fireplace of the old ;

I fashioned pattern is undoubtedly the
j best engine of ventilation for a room.
An open lire with a bright flame con-j
veys warmth to the walls of a room,
while its rays leave the air to be
breathed cool ; and there is no doubt!
that the perf< ction of ventilation would
be to have cool air to breathe, but to;

bo surrounded with warm walls, floors,
and furniture, so as not to feel our-
selves parting with our heat to sur-
rounding objects. Besides this, the
open lire enables each occupant of a
room, by selecting lus position, to re-
gulate according to his wishes the
amount of heat lie desires to obtain 1
from it. There are, no doubt, cold
countries of Northern Europe where
this worship of the open tire does not
prevail; but so far as England is con-
cerned, it may be said that the aboli-
tion of the open tire would materially
alter, if not revolutionize, many of our
social arrangements.”
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People Who Freeze.

There are human beings who are
strangelj endowed with the gift of
freezing others at sight. Some of
these have the faculty of reducing the

- temperature of a room to the freezing
point by their very entrance and by

} the clammy wav in which they take
e position and begin the chilling exer-
i cise which they are please to call by
? the name of conversations. By the
; time such persons have cast a formal
i glance on each of the company assem-

, bled it seems as if cold perspiration
I was drizzling down from the ceiling

, and congealing as it drizzled. It is
s not necessary for persons of this kind

r to say much. Their looks speak lond-
¦ er than their words. There are disa-

, greeable women who, by the severe

¦ way in which they handle their knit-
ting or rattle their newspaper, make
ail who are within reach of their un-
lovely countenances feel as if hail

> stom s the size of goose eggs were sud-
denly slipped down the backs of their

; necks. An evening spent in the com-
pany of one of these freezers is enough
to inspire one with a desire to go to
Greenland's Icy Mountains in order
to get warm. When the disagreeable
person retires from the circle which
has been the victim of this chilling

I influence it is as when the spring sun-
shine unlocks the ice-bound streams.
There is a feeling of relief in the heart
of each person as the voluntary sigh
which betokens the coming of liberty

| r.ses from each breast. When the
thaw begins tlie victims of the freeze

| recover animation a-did the corpus on
the Ancient Mariner’s ship. If a

jcherry and breezy person happens to

| enter the room as the freezer departs
| tongues are unloosed, rigid countenan-
ces are unlocked and a flow of happy

; interchange of sentiment takes the
! place of the dreadful gloom which sat
!as ghostly icebergs in every part of
the room. Bight welcome is the de-
parture of one who bears this chilling

i influence to congenial solitudes of
j dismal woe. Better is the heat of

| summer with swarms of flies and my-
j riads of mosquitoes than the chilly
j coolness w hich is brought about by
the presence of the disagreeable per-

! son.

The Rooms of the Girls.

A look into a girl’s room will give
lone an idea of what kind of a woman
she will probably become. A girl
who keeps her clothes hung up ncat-

i ly, whose room is clean, will be very
apt to make a good wife and a success-
ful woman. Order and neatness are

(essential to our comfort as well as to
1 that of others about us. A girl who-
throws down her things anywhere,
will do things in a slovenly, careless
way. A girl who does not make her
bill till after dinner, and she should
always make it herself rather than
have a servant to do it, and throws
her dress or bonnet down in a chair
will make a poor wife nine cases out
of ten. If all the world could see how
a girl keeps her dressing-room many
unhappy marriages would be saved.
Always be tidy about your person and
your room as if all your fii nds could
always see you. (Jet into the habit of

I order and neatness, and it will come
easy in life afterwards.

Mistaking the Toast

A story i- told respecting a worthy
American gentleman, who was a
devout Roman Catholic, and who was
also very deaf, lie was present at a
Fourth of duly dinner, which was
given at one of the leading capitals
of Europe. After dinner, when the
usual toast had been proposed and
responded to, some one proposed the
sentiment “To the old folks at home.”
Up got the good old gentleman, in
a state of pleasurable excitement, and
thanked the company for the toast
itself, and also for the kindly manner
in w hich it had been received, declar-
ing that lie looked upon the whole

1 affair as a marked compliment to him-
self. “For,” he said, “I can but
imagine, gentleman, that only your
knowledge of my religious view has
led you to propose, at this national
meeting, a toast to the old Popes of
Koine.” 11 is deafness had led him to
misunderstand the speaker, but was
not proof against the shout of laughter
wherewith this version of the toast
in question was greeted.— San Fran-
riso> Post.

Is This Life ?

‘What is life?’ some one asked
Montford His answer is one of the
must charming things ever written:
•The present life is sleeping and wak-
ing : it is ‘good night’ on going to bed,
and “good morning’ on getting up; it
is to wonder what the day will bring
forth ; it is rain on the window when
one sits by the lire; it is to walk in
the garden and see the flowers and
hear the birds sing; it is to hear news
from east, west, north and south; it is
to read old books: it is to see pictures
and hear music ; it is to have Sundays;
it is to have breakfast and dinner and
tea; it is to belong to a town,and have
neighbors, and to become one in a cir-
cle of acquaintances: it is to have
friends and love; it is to have sight of
dear old faces; and it is to know them-
selves thought of many times a dav,
in many places, by many children
and grandchildren, and many friends

Fashion item; Miss Brown, who is
no longer young, was chiding Miss
Moire for her foolishness in carrying
a parasol, which Miss Brown said was
useless ami a piece of affectation. “I
never carry a parasol,” she said. “No,” |
replied Miss Moire, “people on the
shady side of life have no use for
them.” 1
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About the Size of It
j A citizen had had occasion to con-

f suit a lawyer regarding a suit which
f he had contemplated instituting, but
3 of the definite outcome of which her was in doubt. He did not wish to
i pay a retaining lee because lie was
; unceitain of winning. The attorney
- said he would accept a contingent fee.
’ J- ho party met Mr. Burleigh some time
! afterward and asked him the defini-
I tion of a contingent fee.

‘Acontingent fee,’ jocosely said Mr.
Burleigh, ‘is this : Ifa lawyer loses

; the case he gets nothing. If he wins
i tne case you get nothing.’

‘But, said the perplexed party
scratching his head, ‘Ican’t say that
I exactly comprehend you.’

‘I thought 1 was quite clear,’ saidMr. Burleigh, who repeated what he
said.

‘But it seems that 1 don’t get any-
thing in either event,’ said the man
when his intellect had fully grasped
situation.

‘Well, that is about the size of a
contingent fee,’ replied Mr. Burleigh,
terminating the conversation. —Free
Press.

*

One Secret of Success.
Don’t live a single hour of your life

without doing exactly what is to be
done in it, and going straight through
it from beginning to end. Work, play,
study, whatever it is—take hold at
once and finish it np squarely and
clearly; then do the other thing, with-
out letting any m'vvii'nts drop between.
It is wonderful to see how many hours
those prompt jieople contrive to make
in a day, it is as ifthey picked up the
moments that the drawlers lost. And
if you find yourself where you have
so many things pressing you that you
hardly know where to begin, let me
tell yon a secret; take hold of the first
one that comes in hand and you will
find the rest all fall in file; and fol-
low after, like a company of well
drilled soldiers; and though work may
be hard to meet when it charges in a
squad, it is easily vanquished if you
can bring it into line. You may have
often seen the anecdote of the man
who was asked how he “accomplished
so much in his life.” “My father
told me,” was the reply, “when I had
anything to do, to go and do it”
There is the secret —the magic word
—now.

Brief and to the Point
A lady resident of Milwaukee visi-

ted oue of our prominent families,
bringing with-to* a pair of twinsoas,
of whom she is very proud, both be-
ing handsome, sprightly and (pre-
cious little fellows in a degree that
would excite the pride of any fond
and appreciative mother. A short
time ago a gentleman sent, ua a pair
of ‘Colorado jacks,’ which, of course
tickled their boyish fancies immense-
ly after they had learned the import-
ant lessiou of non-interference with
the busines end of the animals. One
of the boys had been giving a lady
caller a glowing description of the
pets, which led to the query:

‘Are your jacks gentle, Frank ?’

‘Well, yes, ma’am,’ said Frank.—
“They are awful tame in front, but
you bet they’re awful wild behind.’

Wealthy Senators.

The wealthiest man in the United
States Senate is Mr. Fair, of Nevada,
who is said to possess as much as all
the other senators put together. Next
to him is Judge Davis, of Illinois.—
The third is probably Mr. Hale, of
Maine, whose wife is the only daugh-
ter of the late Senator Chandler, of
Michigan. Then come Senators Mil-
ler of California ; Sawyer, of Wiscon-
sin ; Mahone, of Virginia; Sewell, of
New Jersey; Sherman, of Ohio; Cam-
eron, of Pennsylvania; Davis of West
Virginia; Plumb, of Kansas ; Hill, of
Colorado; Brown, of Georgia; Groome,
of Maryland ; McPherson, of New
Jersey; Pendleton, of Ohio; each of
whom writes his fortune with seven
figures.

¦

Thrifty Prisoners.

A piece of good luck has befallen
the prisoners in jail at Council Bluffs,
lowa. A young giant, who stands six
feet eleven inches high in stockings,
weighs 275 pounds, and is only twen-
ty years old, has been added to their
numbers. As soon as they perceived
that his gigantic proportions were
likely to fix the gaze of visitors to the
jail, they put their new comrade on
exhibition at ten cents a head. At
the approach ofa visitor the giant re-
tires from the corridor to his cell and
refuses to emerge until the dime has
been handed to another prisoner duly
appointed to collect fees. With the
funds thus provided the prisoners
purchase tobacco and other luxuries
to cheer the dull routine of jail life.
It is not stated what proportion of the
receipts the giant demands as his
share.

—

Sp ak kindly in the morning, itwill
lighten all the cares of the day, turn
sorrow into gladness; make household,
professional, and all other affairs move
along more smoothly, giving peace to
the one who thus speaks, and grateful
joy to the one that hears. Speak kind-
ly at the evening hour, for it may be
that before dawn of another day, some
tenderly loved may finish his or her
span of life for this world, and then it
will be too late to recall an unkind
word, or even to seek forgiveness for

, an injury inflicted upon the heart of a
loved friend.


