: ~—Puck.
R ";mkmmmt
upon Jared Harpwick

by a letter, which
came to him ors Bep-
tember afternoon as
he sat reading on his
vine-shaded porch.
He rose promptly,
,  lifted his straw hat
from the foor and put it on, and
walked tirogh the front gate to the

ﬁ;% the fong village street nnd
n hall-mile along the dusty pike he
trudged; them, turning aside into a
narrow by-road that branclied off at
the foot of a steep hill, he came to a
rude saw-mill. A stalwart man sat
upon & large moving log, from which a
perpendicular saw was rasping a
board.

“Good nftérnoon, Neighbor Gray,”
enid Jared. *

Gray eyed him keenly from under
his shaggy brows; then rising, he walk-
ed to alever, pulted it aside, andstop-
pud the waw.  ©

“Bit down on ‘the log, Jared,” he
saill. “We'can't besr each other when
ths saw's going, Isee by yourfnce
that something has happened.

“I've got a letter from Joe.
in troubls.”

“Just as I supposed. Bankrupt,
I'll warrant?"’ _ {

“That's about it,"

“And he has written to you to get
me to help him?"

“That'strod; by, Jolin, . don't be

. This gistter must be consid-
with our coolest judgment.”

“F'll not consider it with cool f'udgv
ment not any other kind. He'll get
no help from me. Jared."”

¢ well, John, very well; but
yo ;I'l' ear what the trouble is, won't

i Tanppose [ éan listen,” roplied
the father, takinga piece of hs.con
lg_am a shelf and proceeding to grease

SAW.

“Well, Gray, it'sa bad embarass-
ment. A customer bought a thous-
oud dollars' worth of Joe's patent
machines, promising to order twice
as many more soon. Joe supposed
he was perfectly good for it, and on
the strength of this ordered two
t.huunnd dollars’ worth from the
mi thit manufactures them. Well,
the customer turned out bad; he
didn't pay the thousand dollars, nor
order more. Joe Jost the machines,
and owed the manufacturer two thous.
and dollurs, which he is unable to

¥.

pﬁ‘lm writes that he might have
‘stood this if a five hadn't broken out,
and burnt up his two thousand dol-
Jars' worth of machines.”

‘ glanced up quickly, and caught a
shade of sympathy upon the sawyer’s

g‘i.ﬁﬂlwm I: uni unk{ily in' a
1 I.lplli! the
. "Joe writes ihat thiy nil?gmin
him and just when his business was

. Itell you, Gray, it's
h:#on our boy.”
X , 1don't him'a bit—not a

"He..

. | your ereditor and se¢ what arrange

i
]
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7} ) 4live ‘l‘“ﬁ 'themmmy of

: eyebrows a Jittle, “Iwouldn’t if I were

1 w3

had said on the morning Joe
went away. “You want to leave us,
This is all the yOu can ex-

me. If you it, you
shilt for yoursell. Ii you suc-
for you to pay it
success, but 1 don't

"r”.,.....‘i - wis . the word

o was in s or
and Joe went nhngl.mhding that
wasno love for him in his ia-
ther's heart.

Mll.hmd thllbh iuJu had heeﬁ I?cnl:l
in uty to his parents. He h
:ltﬂ uﬂu’uinticlﬂy of his pros-
perity, but had not offered to pay

lbﬂ.ﬂ: 80 there was at least a litt
reason fqr the lather’s refusal of help.
But something must be done, This

. he nlmost fancied he heard
Sallie telling him that here was the
o%ofbuuit,\r she had hoped for.

ut hedul not know what to do.
He had little knowledge of business.
His early life had been =pent in farin
roil, and subsequently a lucky rise in
land values had breught him resour-
ces sufficient for a gquiet, humble life.

He saw that help from the father
would certainly touch the boy's heart
now; but without it, he felt thata
hard task was before him. Ballie's
request, however, was strong upon
him, and he decided to go to Phila-
delphia next morning,

He arrived in the evening, and
sought Joe's room. As he tapped, he
henrd Joe's voice:

“Come in, fellows!"

Jared entered, and Joe, who had
cone hnl!-wn{' to the door, stopped in
surprise, and then turned, confused
toward a table,

It was teolate to hide what lay up-
on it—eards, a box of cigars, and two
or three unopened bottles.

“[ wasn’t expectingyon, Jared,” Joe
stammered, *“I thought it wasthefel-
lows knocking."

Jared walked forward; and elasgping
his hand warmly, said, 1 see yon
weren't expecting nie, Joe, But I'm
welcome, am't ¥

“Yes, yes—certainly, Sit down,
Here, take this rocking-chair, and give
me your hat."

Joe was handsome, and in stature,
attire and bearing a striking contrast
to plain little Javed Harpwick.

“I see that ['ve come nt a wrong
time,” he said, llluuslml.ly. “Just
when you're expecting company.'

“Yes, you did—but don't worry
about that, Jared."”

“Joe, my boy, what kind of com-
pany were you expecting?”’

“It wasn't good compuny," said
Joe, recklesaly, “I've just fifty dol-
lars left of what was a prosperous
business, and I don’t know wlere
more is to come from, In sheer des-
peragion, ‘1 invited two dissipated
young men here in the lope of  win.
ning more from them at cards,”

“And soppose you had lost the
money—what then?"'

“Idon't know, and I don't care.”

“Why didn't youn wait till you
heard from me, Joe!"

“Well, [ didn’t expect any help, T
knew just how father would act when
you went to him=hardly listen to
you, and maybe go on sawing. He
never has treated me right; but Jared,
I hawven't doife vight either. T know
that now better than 1 ever did, I
wug never o good son at home, and
T've been worse away.'

His voice hadsunk from harskmess
to safter tones, and as Jured, looking
his sympathy, let him go on, he pro-
ceeded in words that showed that
now wag the time to touch his heart.

“Ihavethought, Javed, thatif father
would help me a little, now when I
don't deserve it. 1 could feel better to-
ward him, and we could bens n father
and son should be. [ should know |
that he thought somethingof me. But |
I can't expect it, and I'm notgoing to |
ask you what he said, for fear he lias
been hard on me, and tosaveyou the
pain of telling me.”

“I've come with help, Joe," xaid
Jared, “and I-"

A loud, confident knock interrupted.
Joe the daor and stepped in-
tothe hall. Jared heard him explain
that he “could not have the game”
There were angry expostulations in
unsteady voices.

By and by Joe returned, and he and
Jared talked long into the night, Joe
fully telling the ‘circumstances of his
failure. i

“I've come to try tohell; you," said
Jared, *and to-morrow I'll call ypon

ment can be mads,”

“[ would go with you said Joe, “but
we had a quarrel the other day, and
I guess I used pretty hard language.
He says he'll not see me ngain, and is
pushing me now harder than before."”

“I'll go mlone, then, Joe."

“If you succeed, Javed, I promise
you I'Tl try to be better to futher, to
compensats him for this!"

A shade passed over Harpwick's
face, and he did not reply,

Next morning he went to ses the
manufacturer, and Jos met him
anxiously on his return.

e

; debe,"" Jared, quietly, “and
he manufacturer agrees to furnish
| vou fifty, machines, on time, to start

again with, "You &t o your. fect

not more.
¥ “Qod bless father!" cried Joe, “I'll
write him a.l,ouar thanking him for

" said Jared, knitting his

you., Let me report it to |

“y, | ] t
ke' for'a t, und I hope
et then as a f ,and son
pime, and next he
out o the it
bophca.
"‘ “Joe is on his,

im."”
4 home

| stroppiug than when this is

The father sat upon alog, and they
came quite near before he heard uhem.
He hastily arose. Joe sprang for-
ward, extended his hand, and said:

“Father, I've come back to be ason
to yon."”

It had been two years since they
met, and Jared, anxiously watchi
Gray now, saw the old hardness come
to his fnce. But as the father looked
upon his boy, he saw a manlier look
than he hnail ulwn heforeél and a look
of regret and hope as well.

The hm‘duremPe was driven from
Gray's face, and clasping his son's
hands in his, he said, with tearsstart-
ing, “Joe, Joe, Joe, you're welcome
kome, and ['ia your iather!"

Gray turned quickly and stopped
the saw. Then, hurrying, to the end
of the mill, he calld loudly, ‘“Mother!
m;)lt_her!_‘r' d & 4

is wile soon appeared, hurrying,

as if she feared an nccident had taken

luce, Joe was hiding behind Jared,

ut the old {ather caught him by the
arm, and asked joyfully:

“Mother, who is this?"”

“Joe!” she ered: “my son!”

*Aud mine, mother; and all forgiven
and forgotten.”

They walked toward their little
home, but Jared said good-by very
strangely, the three thought, and
turned away.

He stopped after taking a fow steps,
and ealied Joe to him;

“I wouldn't say mlrthing until to-
morrow, my boy," he said in low
tones. It miuflt spoil it all. It's
glovions thnt this hus been brought
about,”

He turned away, and the three,
watching lim, thought he had never
looked g0 gad and lonely sinee he had
lost Sallie,

Next day Joe and hisfather went to
town to see Jural. Their rap at his
vottage brought a stranger to the
door,

“Jared  Harpwick?” he  replied.
“Why, don't you know that he hns
sold his place bere, and left this morn-
ing on the enrly train? 1 thought
every one knew it here. But sire you
Johin Gray? Hmrpwick left  anote
that he wanted me to give to you.”

He brought it, and the old man
rend:

“Desn Jorx.—1 have lost ull my money,

exvept a very Nittle, und amm going far into
the West to hegin lifeaguin,  God bless you
and Joe,  Alwoayvs e Kind to Id, Helsa
goud boy at heart,  Goudhby, Jauen.”

Father and son tuened to each
other, knowing then how Jored had
performed Lis tasx.

WHY THE BOYS CRIED,

An Affecting Street Scene Causea
by a Theatrical Poster,

The fence on the Eighth avenue sido
of the Manhattan Athletic Clab
grounds, between Fifty-sixth and Fifth
seventh streets, is nlways covered
with theatrical posters. Within the
pastfewdays a large and highly-color-
ed picture representing the death of
the heroine in & melodrama attracted
the attention of passerssby. The
prostrate figure of the woman is life
size, and the words “She is dead’ ap-
pear as coming from the lips of a man
who is standing over her,

One evening two small boys paused
in front of the picture. They were
rigged and dicty, Lut pert and quick-
witted, as most New York gamins
are. There was an unbroken line
of pedestrains moving up and
down the strest. Buddenly, with
vaices pitched in a sheill key the
urchin began t(’l(.‘l')lﬂ Enchonerabbed
his grimy fists in his eyes and danced
sbout os if in pain, Louder and loud-
er grew their yells ag their physical
contortions incrensed in vehemenoce,
People stopped and gazed at the hoys
in wmazement, Boon a good sized
crowd blocked up the sidewalk, and
still the urchins kept up their racket.

A uylu}mtlmtir young wonun touch-
ed one of the boys on theshoulder and
suid: “Little boy, what is the matter?
Tell me, and perhaps I can help youn,”

“No yer can't,” blubbered the lad
between yells,

“Why not? What is it?" asked the
u)‘lu{uulu-l‘w Indy.

“Cause she's dend!" shrieked the
hoy, pointing to the picture, and then
lie and his companions gave vent to
prals of derisive langhter, suchasonly
New York boys ean emit. The crowd
speedily dissolved.—New York Times,

The Art of Self-Shaving.

Men who shave themselves often
complain of the difficulty that they ex-
perience in keeping their razors sharp.
It they would adopt tlie methods of
the professional barber in one or two
respects they would find the task of
keeping the raxorin a proper condition
by no means a diflicult one. [If you
wateh an amatear stroping lis vazor
you will notive that when he turns it
the edge is Irequestly next the Jeatlier
=in pther words, he turns it on the
edge, This should pever be done, as
the fine edge Is very likely tc touch
the strop and be turhed, A harber
always turns his band =o that the
back of the biade is next the leather
and the edge in thealr. Agnin, a man
should never use a strop made of
leather glued to wood. A great many
are sold, but all are destructive to
razors. There is always more or less
of a shock when the thin bladeis
brought against any unvielding sul.-
stance, and the entire edgeis frequont-
ly turned upward along its wlole
length. The worst cuts are inflicted
by esuch s razor. Thestrop should
be of leather, with . bo bucking what-
ever, Another point that is little
understood is the mu of hot
waterin ng & razor binde sharp,
Why this Is so ll,um;ﬂny.hul.t
effuct in Lat pman

frequently dip hiw
hot water, ..’& h-pwlll

m

and that the requires fnr lusa
omitted,

B -

vent the recognition 01;0 the Eonlm
confederacy. Mr. Heecher went to
England, while the Archbishop visited
the court of France and interested the
cmperor in the Northern cause. Tbe

amonnt of twelve thousand dollars was
raised by s committee of the ndmirers
of the prelate, who aré by no means
confined to the Roman Catholic church.
Judge O'Brien was chairman of the
fund, sna the friends of St. John's
college have furthered the work with
nll interest. The stntue of the Arch-
bishop represents him in the ccolesius
ticnl street dress of his vank, which is
only used in this country nt out-dvor
ceremonies,  The figure ik dignified
and stately, corresponding to the man-
ner of the man, and is the work of Mr.
Willinm R, O'Donovan., The statue is
cast in brass, lLeing eight feet two

inches in height, resting upon
#  bross pimth one foot Tigh
About  this plinth are the sym-

bols of the fonr Evangelists, the cagle
being the front one, as emblematic of
the Archbishop, The pedestal is five
and one-half feet in height, of polished
pink granite, perfectly pluin. The
cast was made by Maurice J. Power,
This statue was presented to the col-
lege by Judge 0'Drien, and accepted by
the president, Father Senlly. Arch-
bishop Corrigan then wunveiled the
work and an oration was made by
Archbishop Ryun of Philadelphia.
These ceremonies followed upon the
commencement exercises of the college.
The monument of Henry Ward
Beecher unveiled at Brooklyn with
such impressiva  eeremonies  is the
work of the master sculptor, J.
Q. A. Ward, and {s one of the best pro-
ductions of bis skill, It stands on a
simple polished pedestal of dark Quiney
granite, with rounded sides and heavy
cap and ‘base designed by Richard M.
Hunt, the architect. This has on the
left the figure of & negro girl in
coarse, slave costume, and on the right
those of two children, a boy andn
girl, humbly clad. Mr. Beecher is
shown with overcoat on and soft felt
hat in hand, us if stopping for o mo-

THE BEECHER RTATUE,
mant In a walk or about to address an

out-of-door assemb . The statue
itgelf Is nine feet high and the other
figures are life-size.

“"HOW'S YOUR WIFE?™
Don's Avk This of an Amoy Chinese
If You Wish to Live.

The domestic life of the Amoy Chi-
nose is admirable and detestable, 'The
wife is not u companion but & drudge.
Unless she belongs to the coolie or
boatman class, her feet have been
bandaged in infancy, 60 that her guit
mFuu nﬂyunng boy lenrning to use
stilta er costume fis unique,
consisting of four to seven blouses,
a8 mg trousers, hose and low-cut
shoen. BShe wears no hat, and, in lien
of lluwn. buries her hands in the folds
r.f n‘lmg sleeves. In ;ppulunme

neat as o fashlon-plate. ler
olled ¢ iy and :

historie,

race. Her ha is in her
kitehen, her garden und her children.

h having nothing else to do

which China is famous
AN HISTURIC CARRIAGE.

B Mas Borne Abrabam Lincoln
and Giher NMem of Mistory.

Forty-seven years ago June 27a band
of m:L:d men suddenly emerged from
a strip of timber west of Carthage, 111,
and crept stealthily along an old rail
fence uptil they came within a few
hundred yards of the old stone jail
wherein the Mormon ets, JMT;I:
ana Hyrum Smith, were lodged.
mob stormed the jail and put the proph«
ets to death. That day made
Mormondom will mnever
forget the event, and each anni-
versary their people think bitter-
ly of the Gentiles in Hancock
county., Although nearlv half a
century has passed since the murder,
interest in the scenes of those has not
died out. Strangers come long dis-
tances to view the old jail, now a pri-
vate residence, and to gaze upon the
wreck of the old Hamilton hotel where
the bodies of the slain were cared for
by brave old Artois1lpmilton.

Out in 8 yellow wheat field that
skirts Carthage stands the wreck of a
currin that in its day wans a
marvel of beauty and convene
ience. The elements have wrought
havoe with it, and ere long some en-
terprising lnd will have appropristed
the old iron parts with \\'hllt:]l to raise
money for the eireus. The old hack is
now the property of John 1), Stevens,
who has no ides how long the vehicle
has been in Carthage, Old Artois Ham.

Kyt
f_‘( .

THE CARTHAGE CARRIAGE.

ilton weed it in connection with his
hotel, driving stangers from one point
in the country to unother as early as

1842-3. Joseph Smith, while on some
of his proselyting tours, wus a pussen-
ger in it. 5o was Stephen A. Donglus

Abrahum Lincoln went to Carthage
onee t defend n mon called Will-
inm Fraime, «f with murder, A
raileoad ran m ten or fifteen
miles of Carthau_ o then, and the old
hack made regular trips for the con-
venience of passengers,  The sad-faced,
kindly lnwyer was a passenger on  this
ogension, His stay was brief, The
case had been brought from Schuyler
connty. There wns no hope for the
man. Lincoln filed a bill of exceptions,
the originul of which is now on file in
the recorder’s office. The man was
convicted, und in o fow weeks was
hanged in the presence of a multitude.
If the old trap hangs together long
enough some enterprising party will
tuke it to Chicago.

ABUSE OF THE NOBILITY:

How Eungland's Swells are Often
Libeled by Her Nowspaper Artints,
The dnke and duchess of Teek re-

cently celebrated their sllver wedding.

That they hud a perfect right to do

this is not denied III‘I({ there appears to

be no excuse for the alleged portraits
of them which appeared in un Eng-
lish newspuper and ave produced here-

with, The duke is made to look like a

London **bobby." His prominent nose

starts where the visor of his military

helmet stops and there is some uncer-
tuinty as to whether the disfignrement
which nppears just beneath his
lower lip is meant for a goatee or 1s
merely aslip of the artist’s pen. The
duchess is made to overshadow the
duke in the matter of build. One
would suppose her a lady who is in the
habit of taking in washing or going
outto do the same by the day. The
decoration on hpr dress may be a dec-

DURE AND DUCHESS OF TREOK.
oration or it may be a rip in the walst.
After two people have withstood the
storms of twenty-five years of married
life it is ungenerous in the extreme to
caricature them, especinlly when they
are members of the nobility.

The Jown of Warsaw.

In the town of ‘Warsaw the Jews now
number 40 per cent of the population,
and the average in all the other towns
of Poland is 50 per cent, while in the
villages it falls to 7 per cent, and in the
rest of the country to nil, Consul
Grant says the trades und industries in
the city of Warsuw are almost entirely
in the handsof the Hebrew rvpuhtlon.
In the higher branches of commerce
the ratlo is sixteen Jews to tliree
Christinns, in the lower branches nine-
teen Jews to two Christians, and in the
agency and bro bnsiness fort
e e e 2

ustrial enterpr
u:rol'.cl;nt are in mhulmgoffo 6;; Jﬁ
n 18 per cent e nae
tive Christians. As common wwkm

At the Duttle of Hazel Grove, dur-
ing the Chancellorsville campaign,
General Pleasanton covered himeell
with glory. As General Hooker ex-

for | hressed it 10 President Lincoln, *he

saved the Army of the Polomse."
The Eleventh corps was in full flight.
As (ienoral Plessanton himself sald, in
writling sbout the affalr afterward,
in “Buttles and Leaders of the Civil
War," he “saw thatsomething had to
be done, and that very quickly, or the
Army of the Polomac would receive s
crushing defeat.’” He proceeded to
do the necossary *womething,” and
while he was doing it there occurred
an incident which is thus vividly de-
soribed by the man who was princi-
pally concerned in It Major Clifford
Thompson, of (eneral Fleasanion's
stafl.

Gen. Ploasanton rode from gua to
gun, directing the gunners to aim
low, not to pgot excited, to make
every shot tell. The enemy were
forming in line of battle on the edge
of the woods in our front. They
were scarcely 200 yards distant; yet
such was the gloom they could not be
clearly distinguished.

Gen. Pleasanion was about giving
the orders to fire upon the party

when a sergeant at one of the guns | PO

safd:

«General, aren't those our troops?
I tec our colors in the line.™

This was true, for where he pointed
vur colors could be seen—trophies
picked up on the fleld. General Pleus-
anton turned to me and sald:

* Mr. Thomus, ride out there and
see who those people are.”

For mysell. I was not at all curlous
about *‘those people.'' being perfectly
willing to wait until they introduced
themselves, Butl rode between two
of our guns, and galloped to within
thirty or forty yurds of the troops in
question. All slong the line they
cilled out to me, ''‘Come on; we're
Iriends."

It wus quite dark and I could not
muake out their unlforms, but 1 could
s three of our flags, and these
caused me to hesitate, [ came to &
halt, and was peering into the dark-
ness to muke sure, when a bullet
whist ed by me, und there came the
webel yell.™

T'he conlederate line charged up the
hill toward our guns, and [ led the
charge! Lying down on my horse's
neck, I gave him the spur, and the
yells of the ‘' Johnnies" behind further
stimulated him, so that we got over
the ground in a lively manner,

With the report of the first shot
fired at me Gen. Pleusanton had
opened fire, #nd those twenty-two
guns belched forth destruction at
fearful rate. Although I wua lying
down on my horse, I kept an eye on
the guns and gulded my horse be-
tween the flashes, and In lesws time
than it takes to tell it I wus on the
sifo side of them.

It was load &nd fire at will for
some minutes. The enemy was
mowed down in heaps, and ran back
down the slope to the cover of the
woods. Old artlllery officers have
informed me that they never belore
heard such rapld firlny. 'The
roar was continuous and the execu-
tion tevrific. After it ceased I rode
up W «ren. Pleasanton and sald:

“‘General, those people out there
are rebels,”

There wns n grave twinkle in his
oye a8 ho held out his haod and re-
plied:  “Thomas, I neverexpected to
see you again. I thought if they
didn't kil you I should, but that wus
uo time to stop for one man."

I should have agreed with him more
cordially if that *‘one man’ had been
s0me one else,

Aristocracy In the Army.

Upon the announcement by the
President that in making his selection
of upplicants for commissions in the
army from clvil life he had glven
speuiul conslderation to thoss made by
the sons of army officers, a morning
paper of the distrfct eriticlsed the act
of the President as tending to foster
an already noted arlstocratic leeling
in the bremsta of ofMcers ol the
army. It 1s strange that such
an article should be printed
in a leading paper of the Cupital,
Army officers are used 1o seelng in-
dignant parugraphe of llke tenor in
the little weeklies printed near army
posts in Western territories, but they
have o right to expect better opinions
in Washington, whera it 1s popular to
glve the best civil positions to veteran
soldlers and thelr widows, sons and
danghlers,

I'here 18 not now and never has boen
any uristooratic fesling in the army,
The officers came from the lolus of the
people, Their origin s almost aa
varied ne that of the rank and file
Almost every olvilized nation of the
world can find representatives In the
army list, They have been selected
from the volunteer army of the Re.
bellion, from olvil life, from the mili-
tary academy gradustes and from the
rankd. Only from one of these sources
is It possible to prodace an arlstocratio
element and the military academy
graduates are those generally se.
lected to bear the brunt of the
yet if the method of thelr selection is
examined It would bo quite as sensi-
ble to talk of a Congressional mris-
tooracys The youog men who
under examinatlon last week for
migsion were selected from the people
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course West Point has sent out sush
sristocrats, but so have all inostitu-
tions of learning. Its offense begine
sod ends there.

United Service Club,
The United Service club's new home
In Washington is now under roof, and
work on the iateriorof the bullding in

progress.

Ata recent meeting of the Board ol
Managers Lieutensnt Commander
Couden and Lieutenant Fechteler
were appointed members of the bulld-
ing committee, and the committes was
instructed to include the matter ol
furnishing and decoration in thelr
dutles.

The club is to be presented with por.

traita of Grant, Sherman and Sherldan
by the Army members, and of Farra-
gut, Porter und Rowan by the Navy
und Marine Corps members. Artist
Uhl, of Washington has been com.
missioned to execute the Farragul
rirait.
The club telegraphed its heartiest
congrutulations to General Schofield
the day of his marriage, and received
a happy acknowledgment from the
General.,

The following gentlemen were re-
cently elected to membership: Ad-
(%, R. P. Rodgers, U. 8. Navy; Colonel
Guy V. Henry, U. 8. Army; Lieuten-
ant Charies W. Taylor, U. 8. Army; .
Lieutenant Alexander W. Perry, U.
5. Army; Lieutenant J. Reynolde
Landis, U, 8. Army; Paymaster Edwin
Putoum, U, 8. Navy; Lieutsnani
Walter McLean, U, 8. Navy; Lieuten.
ant R. M. G. Brown, U. 8. Navy;
Puymaster Stephen Kand, U, 8. Navy:
Lieutenant Peter C. Traub, U. 8.
Army; Lieutenant York Noel, U. 8.
Navy; Licutenant Simon Cook, U. 8.
Navy; Mr. John C, Pegram, ex-naval
officer.

The Genersl and the Chaplain.

General Sir Evelyn Wood, who has
just been uppointed Grand Cross ol
the Bath, is the most dashing and
populur commander of the English
urmy, and possessea the distinotion of
having served both in army and in
the navy. Although somewhat of 8
martinet, he gets on very well with
his officers, but Is not equally fortu.
pate with his chaplalos, whom he re-
gards, when campaigning at any rate,
as encumbrances. During the Nile
sxpedition he became anxious to gel
rid of the chapluin sttached to his
column, and sending for hlm one
worning, addressed him as follows:

“When ure you going to leave,
Me, ——M

**Oh, about the same time that you
do yourself, I suppose,” meekly an-
swered the parson,

*Idon't know so much about that,"
said Sir Evelyn, “for I want your
tent, und, moreover, I cannot spare
your rations much longer,"

“Ah! But I want my tent myself,
Generul, though I certainly don"s
want spare rations.”

“Yery good, then," exclaimed the
general, much nettled, *‘but there is
& Roman Catholie chaplain about to
joln us, and when he does, I declare
I'll put him in your tent.”

«If you do, I dare suy I shall have
sufficient strength to put him oun
again,” mildly observed the parson,
und so the interview ended,

Col, Bexton's Orutary.

At Sacramento Avenue Methodis!
church, Chicago the other evening,
Col. James A. Bexton delivered an
eloquent address in which he said:
‘‘I'he person who has been inspired
to present these medals for the best
eséays on patrlotlsm evidently knowe
thata largeshare of our present pop-

ulation has been born  since
the close of the war, thal
their eyes never greeted the

stars and stripes until by the ohrist-
enlng blood of our dead soldiers and
by thelr great sacrifices our flug has
been mnde to mean what was over
claimed for It—liberty to all men.’
Who knows but that smong these
bright and happy children there may
be n future president of the United
States or a commander of the Army or
navy? To love our country, 10 slog it
praises, to defend its rights and fnsti-
tutions agrainst enemles from within
or foes from without, and to endenvor
to perpetuata the blessings vouchsafed
to us by the organic luws of the land
would seem to be but & natural {im.
pulse, a sincere desirs, as easy to ex-
plain as tne law of sell-preservation.
And what great things were accom-
plished In that grand march of pro-
gross! We broke the fetters that held
4,000,000 slaves in subjection and cap-
tivity. The cheek whioh slavery fur.
rowed with the hot tears of anguish
wo have smoothed with the rippling
Isughter of joyous liberty."

Gambling in the Britleh A .

The Secretary of State for \’;:T fa

replying to a




