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JOTIP G. Wli lHier writes th i s a s " A l i e g -
« c y " n . the Independent. Beaiitift 1 Itaes, 
a n d worthy o! hjs eightieth anniversary . 

F & n d of mv m a n v years'* 
When the j i s a t s i lenceta l la a t l a s t o n me, 
>3Let me not leave t o pnm and sadden thee 

^W A memory o! tears . ? 
„* B u t p l easant thoufchls a lone 

"Of one who w a s t h y frieudship's honored 
j»uest 

A n 8 drank the wine of conso la t ion pressed 
• , » m F r o m s o r r o w s of thine own , 

I l eave wi th thee a sense 
•Of hands upheld and tr ials rendered less— 
The unselfish joy which is t o helpfulness 

v i s i t s o w n great recompense, 
t <^i 

The knowledge t h a t from thine, 
A s from the garments of the Master, s t o l o 

•Calmness and strength, the Tirtae •which 
makes whole 

And heals wi thout a sign; t ^ , 

^ e a , more, the assurance strong"* 
T h a t love, which fails of perfect ut terauce 

here. 
L ives .on t o fill the heavenly a tmosphere 

W i t h i t s immorta l song. 

MAMU'S IPISOIT 
WZl* 

from 

i t 

- BY EDITH E. KNIGHTHOOD. / r a F 

T r o m the Youth ' s Companion, ^ f c ^ p * ^ 

"Oh, girls—oh, girls!" exclaimed 
Mamie Burton, rushing wildly up t o a 
•crowd of three girls, "guess what ' " 

"What is it, oh, what is n? ' 
the three girls in, a chorus. 

"Why, the master of the Grange has 
' Teturned'" she cried, looking a t them 
t r iumphant ly , ; and feeling t h a t she 
had imparted news equal to a bomb
shell. "And I've* seen Jinn," still more 
t r iumphantly. 

•*'0h'" in a series of gasps. « 
"•'Does he wear a big ha t ? " 
•"And carry a cane?" 
" H a s he got a mustache?" asked 

t *the third, pret ty Susie Camp, casting 
a look of scorn upon her companions 
io r asking such extremely senseless 
•questions, "Do tell us, Mamie, and 
don ' t s tand there ^raping as though 
you contemplated swallowing us ." 

"Well, girls, let us sit down hero on 
"the hedge, and I fahall endeavor to de
scribe him. All seated9 So far, so 
good. To begin with, he's about two 
feet six—no, no, I mean six feet two— 
J& regular whopper[* He's got shoulders 
.about as broad as I am long; black 
hair and eyes, and such a mustache' 
Words are inadequate to describe it ' 
T h e kind you read about, guls, and 
seldom see. I see I've got you all 
worked up, so I'll just finish him. 
Girls," in an awful awed voice, " I 
wouldn ' t marry t ha t man for 'any
thing—not if he begged on his knees for 
.a, week. He is the sternest looking 
anan you ever saw. His heavy eye
brows are drawn toeether \m one 
straight line and his bla.ck eyes and 
extremely dark skin makes him look 
like some fierce Italian king." 

'•And he didn' t wear a high h a t ' " 
aslced Katie Bend, a shadow of disap-
ipointment setting on her sunny face. 

"No, indeed, Kate, when I saw him, 
*he was leaning against a tree with his 
long legs crossed and a slouch ha t 
pushed back carelessly on his head, 
surveying the broad acres or the 
Grange—and feeling his importance, I 

-date say"—saicastically. 
"Oh, Mamie," exclaimed Laura 

Brown, suddenly, "what shall do 
about those beautiful roses, now t h a t 
»he is home. Our table a t the festival 
to-moirow ni£ht will be a complete 
failure withoutfthem; and we counted 
on thorn so much. I wish he would 
have stayed away a little lonirer " 

"Have those roses. I will, if I hav<» 
&ot to go and ask for some," and 
Mamie shook her fluffy yellow head i es-
•olutely. 

"Why do yon not?" urged Laura . 
" I t would be a much morehone&t way 
t h a n stealing them'" 

•"But I Tiate t o Lai. If he was a 
woman, I would no t ea te . " 

"As he is a man, why can' t you be 
a boy; then you wouldn't hate to ask 
him. Boys have audacity enough for 
•anvthmg," and Laura shook her lit
t l e l^ad w i s e l y * ^ 

"Be a boy' how delightful' Ideelai'e, 
Lai, your head will make you a tor-
tune yet. I can put one of brother 
JSammie's suits on, tuck my hair un
der a cap, blacken my hands and I'll 
imake a splendid boy' I'll do it, see if I 
•don't." And the four girls laughed 
gleefully a t the novel way in which 
•they were to get the coveted roses. 

••All right, girls, be around a t 7-30 
sharp . s0f couse, you must go along 
a,s far a s . the gate with me. I sup
pose I shall have enough roses for 
-each of you an armful." And with 
Another merry laugh, they departed. 

Hearing a slight rustle of leaves on 
•the other Eide oS. the hedge, let us 
glance over andTTee the cause of it. 

There.lying prone on the ereengrass, 
liis hands supporting his head, and a 
•quiet smile playing» around tjhe cor
ners of a ra ther grave mouth, lies' a 
m a n five and thirty, answering Ma
mie's description of the master oT the 
Orange. 

"Well, my little girl, you shall have* a t Dick Tremaine's dark head 

ter Dick's study were., deepening audi 
he rting for lights. ^ B ^ t f t e S f t 

" I want a good looTTat fiTm-^rvI 
3hould say. I sayThonms," sudden
ly, t o thfrservant who was jus t retir-
in<», "if a boy,asks to see me to-night, 
show him in here." t * •> 

"At last she cometh," as the door-
belt peals loudly. 

"A young lad wishes t o see you, 
s ir ," announced Thomas. 

The "young lad" enters. " ^ 
« ' 'Good evening, sir." * |$$ 

"Good evening, my boy," with a 
flight emphasis on the boy. " ' I s there 
anything I can do for you?" 

"Yes sir, please, A—young lady sent 
me to ask if you would please give her 
some proses for the festival to-morrow 
night / ' The lad's voice trembled per
ceptibly, and the t ru th is he would 
have given all he possessed if he was 
safely- ou t in the open air, and a pair 
of piercing, quizzical eyes were no t fast
ened so steadily on his dusty face. 
And did he imagine or did he really 
discern a shadow of a smile quivering 
over t h a t frgfck, handsome face. 

"WThen I was a Vttle boy," says t h e 
master of the Grange, tilting" back 
coolly in his chair and elevating his 
feet, "my mother taught me t o take 
off my ha t when entering a house." 

Mr. Tremaine had the satisfaction 
of seeing the small face dyed scarlet. 

Quickly a small hand is raised as 
thoush to remove the ha t and a s 
quickly falls. * § , ** < * 

"If you please—sir, 1 haven t got. 
any mother." 

"Poor boy," compassionately, 
"what is your name?" ^ I | | 

"My name?" in a frightened voice, 
•'I haven ' t got—oh, Petey—Petey 
Green, sir" desperately. 

"Well, Petey," said the master of 
the Grange, in ra ther a suffocating 
voice, "you would like t o have some 
roses••ouldyou9 Very well; follow me." 

"Oh dear—oh dear '" groans Petey, 
inwardly, " I would give ten millions if 
I never had been born." 

"Aie these the roses, Petey?" asked 

" I don t know, sir. JL guess the 
young ladies may come after 'em, sir. 
I guess I'll go." 

"No, Petey, you may as well wait 
for them; I'll have them ueady in a 
minute, besides the girls would laugh 
a t you if you went back^vt thout 
them," in a peculiar voice. ^% 

Of oouise it is by accident, but as 
Mr. Tremaine turns, his arm brushes 
aaamst JPetey's cap, and Petey's cap 
falls t o the ground. v , ** ^ , 

"Witn a low, agonized "oh" Petey 
puts both dirty little hands to his 
head. I t is no use. A profusion of 
Ions, yellow curls tumble around his 
snoulders and very much give Petey 
the appearance oi a girl. 

"Why, Petey," exclaimed Master 
Dick, his dark, stern face the picture 
of surprise, "what beautiful curls you 
have—just like a girl." 

Every drop ef blood in Mamie's 
body rushed to her face. She tries t o 
look indifferent, but her face is so ho t 
t h a t it forces the mortified tears down 
her cheeks. 

"Oh, you ereat, 1 ig disagreeable 
man, I hate you1" 

To save her life. Mamie cannot keep 
the hot passionate words back, for 
he s tands regarding her silently, a 
tantalizing smile curving the lips 
which the immense black mustache 
does not entirely hide. , 

"There, now, I am sure you are a 
girl." 

Poor Mamie's mortification is t o o 
deep to heed the remark. 

Throwing herself on a rustic bench, 
she gives vent to her mortification in 
a Hood of tea ts . 

Mr. Trenaame now begins t o think 
t h a t probably he went too f a ^ - Tha t 
the eirl is nearly crazed with shame he 
can plainly see. 

"Come, Miss—Petey, do no t cry 
s o " • * 

The hated name only augments her 
misery. s 

"Miss Mamie,"Rising the right name 
this time, "you really distress me. If 
you say nothing about this little epi
sode, I am sure I never shall. I over
heard you planning it this afternoon, 
and -could not Torero the tempta t ion 
ot confusing you a little. Really, I did 
not think you would take it so to 
heart, or I would not h a \ e unmasked 
you." 

"Did not think I would take i t so 
t o heart ' You must think I am in the 
habit of going around in—in—boy's 
clothes'" flashed Mamie, raising a 
pair of swimming blue eyes wrathfully 
t o his dark grave ones. ^ 

"Indeed, ho, Miss Mamie, I did no t 
mean to imply anything. Besides, I'll 
never know you when you get petti
coats on,there will be such a change," 
he said consolingly. * 

" I never thought of t h a t , " a reliev
ed look vcoming into the blue eyes. 
"But oh dear, oh, dear! I'll never, 
never get over i t ." 

With a bound she reaches the do%r 
and da?hes along the corridor, which 
leads from the conservatory t o the 
main hall. 

In another minute the cool air is 
blowing on her scorching hot face. 

"Did you get them?" three low 
voices inqnire.as she tears up to them. 

With another bitrst oi rtears, Mamie 
tells her friends all. *gĵ  

Bitter are the denunciations hurled 

-all the roses you desire. If you are 
•one-half as pret ty as j-our voice is 
sweet. I daresay you will make a 
-charming little lad. Wouldn't marry 
me if I begged on my knees for n. week. 
Ha, ha, ha, fha t ' s rich! but I shall 
jfaave my revenge to-night." 

Taking a <?igar ^from his pocket and 
lighting-it,'MT» K'chard Tremaine, sale 
masts r of t h e Grange, walked away 
with a hdhter heart than usu*>l' wlv-, 
iie could not: tell. In fact, he wag 
ihardly aware eff it. When he was 28, 
lie met, loved-and cpurt^d a beautiful 
woma%» ,That was Mhen he was a 
T>oor art ist and before he had in
herited t w | ^Grange and its vast es
t a t e s . l Thoupi she loved him as well 
a s ber f shallow nature would permit, 
«she cast hiiM %side for a richer man. J 
Richard- Tremaine was not the man 
t p wear jjtheu "Wj|Jlow, but he never 
t rusted ^omen ^afterwards, and al
ways seemed t o shun their society, 
ra ther thai»<0ourt i t . 

The clock chimed seven, then the 
.jquaziter paat. The shadows in Mas-

The next night the festival was a t 
its height and pretty Mamie Burton, 
in a crisp,white muslin and blue sash, 
was busily engaged in tying up candy, 
when a light touch on her a rm s tar t 
led her. ĝ &£n" < <> * »s^ f- , 
* ••Here.Tnl^fiC" handinc her a beauti

ful bouquet of roses. ̂ " 1 was t o hand 
these to you." &"* 

"What lovely " ^ M 
But she never finished the sentence. 

She knew the roses, for they were the 
ones on which she had 'set her hear t 
for the festival. A - slow, burning 
blush spread from brow t o neck, and 
Dick Tremaine, half screened by a 
stone pillar, thought her the perfec
tion Of dainty loveliness. TJ? 

* *• **$L * * » ^4-fc 

Six months fafer. 
A dashing team and a j a u n t y little 

cutter halts in front ot Lawyer Jiur-
ton 's residence. Avery taji, da rk 
man alights and rings the bell, and 
the door is opened by Lawyer ^.Bar
ton 's pretty daughter,. Mamie. 

*" "Ah. -good afternoon, U i sa 'Mamie. 
Wouldtjfou^ike a little sleish-ride th i s , 
afternoon—*t is so pleasant! I, should 
b e s o tyatppy.'* Jetting -ma da rk *ayes** 
rest on her trim figure. 'y£f ' 

."Thank^^-ou, ~ Mr. Tremaine/?S 
should *be£^iehghted!" she answers? 
her merry blue eyes tall beneath %m 
more ardent ones. 

They are ndmg'along an extremely 
lonely road and Dick Tremaine reins 
in the horses, 

"Mamie," bending over her a n d 
taking'ber gloved hands in his, "can
no t you guess why I brought you to«t' 
this afternoon?" 

" F o r a " , 
She was going t o say "for a ride," 

but the words die on her lips as she 
sees h u face, and she turns her head. 

"Mamie, Darling, could you love an 
old, stern man like me well enough t o 
live with him always? I t h i n k ' y o u 
have bewitched me, for I ^cannot get 
you ou t of my thoughts. *ls i t yes or 
no? probably this is abrupt , bu t when 
men get.my age they are "usually im
patient . For<3od's sake chihV,don't 
keep me in suspense. i p ^ S r ^ f^ 

His breath comes in quicK,"Tabored 
gasps, and his deep, grave eyes are 
fixed intently on the half-turned face 
Ot Mamie. %&$ , y j | 

"If I s ayyes?" turning to him ques-
tioningly and yeiling her mischievous, 
honny eyes. 

"I'll be the happiest man in God's 
universe," snatching her in his arms 
and kissing her. 
4>"Andi f I say no?" 

"I ' l l blow my brains out! No I 
won't either, I shall publish our nrs t 
romantic meeting." 

T h a t wa3 the first illusion he had 
ever made in legard to Petey Green's 
errand. 

"There! I shall no t marry you 

" Not if I get on my knees and coax 
for a week?" he asked, a merry twin
kle m his eyes and a suspicious 
twitching around his mouth. » 

She flashed him a quick, shamed 
glance. 

"Did you hear me say tha t , t o o ? " ^ 
" I heard everything, sweet."" r £&4, 
" I might just as well surrender, Dick 

Tremaine, for I have no opinion, nor 
a particle of respect for myself, and if 
I can dispose of myself so readily, I 
ought to be thankful." 

"Yes, for even I might change my 
mind, (?) darling." 

P a s s i n g G l i m p s e of a F a m o u s 
" ,\\ W o m a n . 

This woman who sweeps by in the 
g a y crowd on Broadway was a fa
mous beau ty in her day. She is still 
good looking;.^ H e r face is a trifle 
s tou te r and there are winkles on lipr 
brow and crow's leet is. her cheeks* 
bu t i t is still a face t h a t would be 
noticed in a crowd. I t is Mrs. K a t e 
Chase Spr.?.gue. ' - \ - v ± *_**?*/' 

This once famous beauty , who 
wielded more power in American 
politics, peihaps. t h a n any other 
American woman has ever done, is 
going down the hill of life in a quiet, 
easy way. She comes t o New York 
occasionally to visit friends, bu t her 
home is in Washington. She is n o 
longer the gay butterfly of fashion, 
and her dresses, while fashionable 
and well made, have n o t the dash 
t h a t made-her so much talked abou t 
in ante-bellum days. 

Her life in the na t iona l capi tal is a 
simple one. There is none of the lux
ury of Edgewood t h a t characterized 
her life during her father 's career. 
Bu t she is happy, nevertheless, for 
her children a ie growing up around 
her, and she looks on calmly a t the 
progress of events with a smiling face. 
The White House has passed oul of 
her mind forever. I t was an idle 
dream , a t best. But there is sun
shine a t Edgewood such a s th is wom
an could never have found had she 
become the wife of a president of the 
United States.—New York Mail and 
Express. ^ > " ** " 

MB OUNGr FOXES. 

M A T T J E R 5 O F I N T E R E S T T O T H E 
, R l S I N G r ^ G E N E R A T l O N . 

A ' ^ F e ^ % t o r y - - A L f t t l e S u n b e a m - - * 
J L e m o n a d e B y R u l e — C a r g o 
0M,;* o f E l e p h a n t a — D i s -*w 

^ 

, A S t o r y f o r Y o u n g M e n , 
There is a moral in the following 

story^ i t is true, and i t is applicable 
t o every position in the commercial, 
l i terary or professional world. I t 
will apply t o the most eminent law. 
yer and t o the clerk in a corner 
grocery. A young St. Pau l m a n 
applied t o a well known merchant in 
this city for the place of a s s i s t an t 
bookkeeper. He was asked w h a t 
sa lary he expected, and replied: 

"Eighteen dollars a week." 
"Wo had decided n o t t o p a y m o r e 

t h a n fifteen," demurred*the merchant . 
"Well, sir ," answered the y o u n g 

man , frankly, " I need the place, b u t 
you mus t remember 'I should work 
jus t as ha rd if you paid me but $5 a 
week. * ^ t0, t 

"AH righl}, s i r" replied the mer
chant , with an approving smile, "you 
are jus t the kind of man we want ! 
Gf> t o work to-morrow a t $20 a week*". 
-*St. Pau l Pioneer i^ress. £,% 

C o l o r e d G i r l s . C a n G e t W h i t e 

Among the curious incidents of the 
thunder s to rm which played such hav
oc in the interior of New Jersey on 
Fr idaynonehascaused more surprise 
t h a n a freak of the l ightning. On t h a t 
day t h e residence ot Mr. F . M. Riley, 
cashier of the Cumberland Bank , on 
West Commerce street , Bpidgeton, 
was struck by lightninsr, The fluid 
r a n down the chimney, struck a n iron 
screen which was. three or four feet 
away5 from the fireplace, and then 
passed t o the arm of the cook,, a col
ored woman, who was s t and ing near. 
She s ays she did n o t feel t he shock. 
The fluid entered hpr wrist a n d passr 
ed ou t ot her elbow, tu rn ing the >flesli 
a snowy . whiteness. Her a rm was 
only slightly burned, and otherwise 
shesuflered n o p a i n a t al l . Tne doc
t o r who at tended her says t h a t in all 
probabil i ty her a r m between the wrist* 
and elbow will r emain white.—-New 
York Jou rna l . 

|V f A Fox S t o r y . 
We are accustomed t o lavishing a 

great deal of sympathy on the fox 
t h a t is chased over hill and dale, 
through wood and meadow, *by packsv 

of hounds and red-coated huntsmen, 
and men have b aen known t o s t a t e 
their opinion t h a t this is a very h a r d 
world because the fox gets chased all 
about , bu t never has much spor t in 
the hunting line himself, which is a 
very mistaken notion. If any creat
ure gets sport out oMife, it is no 
less a being t h a n Master Keynard 
himself,^ who terrorizes Brer Babbit 
is a n inveterate wild and t ame goose-
chaser, and who as a hunter of miqe 
is unsurpassed. One fox t h a t I was 
reading about a short t ime since re
tired early from the hunt in which it 
was intended he should be victim, 
and t o escape the hounds to ok refuge 
in a magpie's nest, while he whiled 
away the hours of the afternoon eat
ing up the magpies as they returned 
home in very finished style. ' 1 ^ f -

Another s tory it said t o have "been 
told by a "gentleman 'of the strictest 
veracity," who got the t le m France. 
A friend , of his was m the habi t of 
shooting in a very wil 1 and rocky 
section of the country. P a r t ot the 
rocky ground was on the side of a 
very high hill, not accessible to sports
men, and irom this hill the hares and 

.foxe°, which were the chief game of the 
region, would a t night betake them
selves t o the plains below. Leading 
from these rocks to the lower ground 
were two gullies made by the rains, 
near one ot which the veracious gen
tleman who tells the story stationed 
himselt^and his a t t endan t one night 
in the hope of bagging some hares. 

Hardly had they taken up their 
position when they perceived a tox 
creeping stealthily down tferough the 
gully, followed closely by another. 
Alter they had played together for a 
few minutes, one of the foxes went 
into hiding under one of the larger 
rocks a t the end of the gully, and the 
other having apparently bidden him 
good night, sneaked back t o the hill 
again. In a moment he was back; 
but before him, racing down through 
the gully—being chased, in fact— 
was a hare fleeing for her life; and as 
the intended victim was passing the 
rock where the first fox lay cbncealed, 
hehe tried t o seize her by suddenly 
springing upon her, but his sim was 
bad and he missed. The purusing fox 
came up a t this moment, and fin ling 
t h a t the lack of skill of his co-con-
spirator had resulted in the loss ot 
his supper, he began t o snap and 
§narl a t the other in such a fashion 
t h a t the spirit of the offending fox 
was aroused, and a rough-and tumble 
fight resulted. They fought fiercely 
for several minutes, but as neither 
seemed t o be getting the better of the 
other, the huntsman himselt took the 
mat te r in hand, and shot them. 

I t is t rue t h a t this little s tory ended 
m a tragedy for the foxes, bu t there 
can be no doubt t h a t they had all the 
sport out of the hare t h a t they were 
entitled to , nor is there any reason to 
believe t h a t had they caught her they 
would have t reated her" any more 
gently t h a n the fox-hunter is ac
customed to t r ea t his prey, so t h a t 
after all the cunning creatures are not 
entitled t o very much ot our sym
pathy.—Harper 's Young People -

* Z* < A Little Sunbeam. f ~ 
~ iRailroad engineers and firemen, 
grimy and taciturn, lead a more dan
gerous life t han any soldier, bu t their 
occupation is prosaic, and few give 
fchem credit for heroism or the gentler 
feelings which make up the romantic 
side of human n a t u r e / Yet in their 
existence there sometimes falls a 
spark of light or a r ay of sunshine il
luminates the smoky cab. The over
land train had arrived a t Oakland, 
California, and the great iron engine 
was throbbing and puffing after a 
long and sinuous tr ip over the moun
ta in sides and rocky defiles, lofty 
trestles", and marshy stretches. 

The din in- the depot was deafening, 
but out of thjp chaos sounds of a sweet, 
girlish voice was heard welcoming her 
parents , who had arrived on the 
train. She was a little golden-haired 
beauty, scarcely seven yeai-s of age, 
with a quick intelligent eye and a lov
ing nature , t o which she gavefull vent 
in the rad ian t and impulsive way she 
welcomed her parents back. At last 
they took her by the hand and pro-
caeded towards the waiting ferry
boa t . A 

• As they jpassed Joy the engine at
tached t o t he t ra in , the li t t le one 
brokeaway, r an up t o the big, black 
machine, and pa t t ed the driving 
wheels affectionately with her small 
white hands. Then, looking up a t the 
smokestack she said — 

"You good, big, old iron horse, you 
have brought back p a p a and m a m m a 
safe over the great mountain t o their 
little girl, and 1 want t o t hank you, 
even if yon don ' t care for me, because 
I am so little. And you, t o o , " she 
continued, turning'her face wistfully 
towards the grimy engineer and fire
man, who wrere looking down a t her; 
"Hove you all.'* Then she kissed her 
hand to them and was gone^ I W F T 

"Bill," said the engineer t o nis'fire-
man, "wha t was t h a t ? " 
/ " 'Pea red like an a.ugeU' said the 

fireman, echoing the other 's thought . 
J u s t then a fleeting sunbeam from 

the great orb sinking down in the 
Golden Gate came stealing th rough . a 
>hink in t h e depot and - ' " l e by t h e 
& igineer into his cab. The «> was a 

strange look on, his face for an ins tant 
and when he turned ins head there , 
were*two light spots on b •* dust be 
grimed cheeks.-—Golden ditys. 

i* ^Lemonade by Rules. 
Eleanor Hamil ton mras '^fourteen 

years o d, and like most g rls of four
teen sii3 was fond of the society of 
young women even more advanced in 
age t h a n herself. So when K i t t y Wil
liams, her dearest friend, aged fifte-n, 
Drought her cousin Maud Williams, 
aged seventeen, t o call—well, -Eleanor 
felt like a grown-up young lady. 

I t wa > a warm summer afternoon, 
and Eleanor had taken her guests t o 
the broad piazza t h a t was already 
frunished with t w o li t t le table3, a 
hammock, and a number of chairs. I t 
was so sheltered by vines t h a t only a 
s t ray sunbeam found its way into the 
gre n re t rea t . 

K i t ty an I Maud had been seated 
abou t five minutes, when a t r im little 
maid appeared, bearing a pitcher and 
three tumblers. 

"Miss Jessie sent ygu this, with her 
compliments. ' ' ^ 

"Oh, lemonade! How kind of your 
sister!" exclaimed Ki t ty . " I hope we 
will see her this .afternoon." 

" Jessie is up t o her eyes in dough, 
so to speak," answered Eleanor. "Ever 
since she graduated from the ccoking-
school nothing will keep her and her 
cook-book out of the kitchen." 

"Und did she make the delicious 
•lemonade?"' 

"Ot course she did," said a fresh 
blithe voice. "She made it, as she 
makes everything else, by rule." 

"Oh, Jessie, do tell us your rule. 
Somehow I never get it quite right. 
Do tell me exactly how N OU made 
this, and I'll promise to follow your 
directions 'ever atter, ' as the fairy-, 
book'? say ." 

"I 've go ' some mousse packed in 
the frtezer t h a t I must go back t o m 
a minute. But here's the reciept- To 
begin with, allow one lemon t o each 
tumbler of water. If you want t o 
make lemonade for four persons, use 
four lemons. Squeeze three and a 
half into a pit her, and slice up the 
last half-lemon. Use a sharp knife, 
and slice it very t hm " 

"Why not squeeze ail four lemons?" 
asked Maud. . "Why add the sliced 
lemon ?" 

"For ornament only," answered 
Jessie. " I t looks pret ty in theglasses 
with the ice. Then," she continued, 
"add four tumblers of water, bu t don ' t 
fill the tumblers quite full. The ice 
will melt some, and t h a t weakens the 
lemonade a trifle. Add three heaping 
*easpoontuls of granulated sugar for 
every lemon used, unless you want it 
very sweet. Then stir it thoroughly, 
so t h a t when the last glassful is 
pom ed out, it won't be a mass of sy
rup. Las t of all, add some cracked 
i ce " 

"How much?" asked Eleanor. 
"As much as the cook will give you," 

answered Jessie, laughing. "Oh, dear ' " 
she added, in mock despair. "My 
mousse' my mousse!" And bidding a 
hasty good-by to her friends, the little 
cook betook herself t o her kitchen and 
to the interesting concoction known 
as mousse, leaving Eleanor, Kit ty, 
and Maud t o their own devices. 

LOUIS BU&NCER,g 

UNDERTAKE!! 
and Dealer in al l Kinds of 

rUJRlMlfURE. 
Cor. Minnesota and 3d St.] N. 

NEWULM, ~- t - MINNESOTA 

r" 
BlIIOffllB^TOHEnTIiraLE ^ 

T h « N e w "Dim Stone Company is ready J 
to sell bu i ld ing stones at t h e Quarry. F o n * 

f prices inquire of J. Pfenninger, W B o e s c h , ^ 
A . Schell . or Chas. 8tolzenberg Bedstone . ? J 

N O I I C E . - . T h « use o f l and lor pasturing -„; 
or cutt ing of w o o d or quarrying and h a u l - A 
tag of s tone i s no t a l l owed unless by a writ- ^ 
ten'permit from the c o m p a n y . », 

N E W U L M STOKE CO. ^ 

LIME! LIME! 
WINKELMANN'S LIME 

KILN. 
On Minnesota Iiiver. near N e w TJlm, la 

rally prepared to furnish l i m e of the very 
best quahty»in a n y quanti ty to contractor! 
jmd builders. Del ivered »o any desired 
po in t either by team or rail at liberal 
prices. A l l orders by mai l prompt ly at
tended to. 

FRED A, GBAT 
City Scavenger. . _ 

N e w TJlm, - - - M i n n . 
Vaults , Cesspools and C h i m n e v Cleaning, 

a l l k inds o i Scavenger W o r k P r o m p t l y At
tended to. P O B o x 588 A l l Orders by 
Mail Prompt ly attended to 

; PET EB SCHERER, 
^ , DEALER IN 

LUMBER, 
JLATH, SHINGLES, DOOR* 

SASH, BLINDS, 
—And all kinds «*— 

Building Material. 

S t a r S a m p l e R o o m , 
and 

Farmers' Home. 
JOSEPH SCHN0BR1CH, PrcpT. 

Dealer in 

Wines, Liquors 
and Cigars. 

A fine lunch will be served every day. 
Cor. Minn. & Center streets. 

New Ulna. - - Mlu* 
Cargo of E leohan ts . 

"An elephant's shoulder is never 
still,*" is a Hindoo saying indicative 
of the restlessness of the animal. Mr. 
J ' L . Kipling, in his "Man and Beast 
in India," tells how the animal 's pas
sion for moving about once eame-near 
wrecking a ship. 

A batch of elephants were taken on 
board a t Calcutta, and the steamer 
went down on the Hooghly. and a t 
nigat anchored off Sangor Point . The 
s «a was as still as oil, bu t the ship 
rolled so much t h a t sh* was m dan
ger of rolling over. The elephants 
h i d found t h a t by swaying t o and 
lro all i ogether, they could produce 
a pleasant rocking motion. 

As the ship had no'other cargo, and 
rode light, the captain was much 
frightened. The mahouts were hur
ried down in to the hold, and each 
one, seated on his own beast, made 
him "break s tep;" but they had to 
s tay there for a long time. 
t "v*^ ^ —— 

**•> -'isB' Disarmed. 

A true Celt does no t need to kiss the 
"blarney s tone" m order t o gain a 
flattering tongue. vIn isJiis as p a r t of 
hi* birthright. „ •"/ * 

A little eight-} ear-old Irish boy in 
o leof our public schools was reprov-
eJ. by his teacher lor some mischief, 
says an excha;v28. He was abput t o 
deny his fault, vrLoo. shs said 

" i saw you, Je r ry . " 
"Yes," he replied, as quid: as a 

flash. " I tells them there ?,i t much 
yous don ' t see wid them pu». ly black 
eyes of yourn ." ^ 

T h a t was the soft answer tha t iu i tk ' 
ed away wrath. ^ 

Her Sympa thy . " ^ * " 
Lit t le Dorothy takes a t r ip alone 

in tilts horse cars every morning, under 
the conductor 's eare, on her way t o 
the kindergarten. On her re turn >at 
noon she always has some s tory t o 
tell of what she has seen on her jour* 
oev. ' 

"Wha t did you see in the car th is 
morninst, Doro thy?" asked her mam
m a a t dinner one day. gf 

"Why, , m a m m a , " said sweet-tem
pered Dorothy, sorrowfully, " I saw a 
man and woman sitting side by side 
and quarreling! .So I went and sa t 
between them, for I felt so sorry for 
t ha t poor man, mamma!" 

Brewer and Bottler. 
WWl/i<Mi MW-' 

•' Thta brewery is one of the largest establish • « • » 
pt the kind 5n the Minnesota Valley and it Att*4 
op with all the modern Improvement*. Keg and 
bottle beer furnished to any part of the cny oa 
Miort not ice. My bottle beer la especially adapted 
for family use. 

Country breweraavd others that buy malt wilt 
And it to the'r interest to place their orders with 
aie. All orders by mail will receive my prompt 
attention. 

OTTO SUHELL. Manager 

C. F. Ruemke 
Cor. Minnesota and 3rd North Sts. 

N E W ULM, - - - MINN. 
— Dealer in — 

CHOICE GROCERIES, C1CKERI, 
ELASSWARE and NOTIONS. 

All Goods offered at prices which dt> 
ly competition. Goods will be delivered 
free to any part of the city. All kind* 
of farm produce taken in exchange for 
goods. 

DAKOTA HOUSE. 
O P P . P O S T O F F I C E — N E W D L M Mim» 

3HRS. A. SEITERP-op. 
This house is the most centrally located 

„: hotel in the city and afford* 

• "\r, - good Sample Booms." 

Meat Market, 
I S CHAS. STUBBB, Prop'r. 
ktjL large supply of fresh meats, san 
•ages, hams, lards, etc., constantly os» 
hand. All orders from the country •+ 
promptly attended to. • g|v:>l 

CASH PAID FOR HIDES. Ji 

HEW E l MARBLE WORKS, ' 
Iff, Schwendinger, I*rop*r\ 

\ . 

5fP1 

Milk and cream a re very susceptible 
t o odors and should no t be kept in 
cellars where there is anything t h a t , G E O . B E N Z «£ S O N S -
will contaminate . ^ ^ » 

A cow t h a t can n o c b e made to give 
300 rounds of bu t te r * a year isn't 
much of a cow, o r the owner isn't 
*nrieh of a feeder: In general we must 
convict the owner and, wguifc t b t 
cow" 

Monuments, Tombstones mad all. 
ether work in my line made to order 
promptly and in a workmsnlika manast: 
^treasonable rates. 
NEWULM. MINN 

V 
1: 
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