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SCENES IN THE CITY.

How a Dude Stopped a Runaway Horse
and Rescued a Little
Child.

His Conduct Provokes a Deserved Com-
pliment from Some Observing
Worldly Bootblacks.

Two Tourists Talk of Old Times and
Relate an Incident of
the Long Ago.

An Unwritten Chapter on the Career
of a Homely but Wealthy
Young Lady.

Not Bads After All.

A tall young man, dressed in the height
of fashion, strolled down Fourth street last
Sunday morning. His clothes were of the
latest pattern and make; his linen was im-
maculate and his patent leather shoes were
ef the most approved style. A dainty little
eane was held by one of his carefully kept
hands, while the other was occupied now
and then in removing from his mouth a
cigaret.

He wore a pair of eye glasses. His head
was surmounted by a jaunty straw hat.
IIis appearance was so striking that more
than one newsboy remarked, as the human
fashion plate passed: *'Look at ther dude,
will ver?”

Down the street rattled a runaway horse,
dragging a buggy in which was seated a
little flaxen-haired baby, whose big blue
eyes were 91‘wnod wide with astonishment
at the untsual proceeding. The young
man chanced to look back and discovered
the ranaway. Other men saw it also, but
made no effort to rescue the little girl or to
stop the runaway. Nearer and nearer
came the frightened steed. The well
dressed young man noticed that several
men ran out into the street and yelled at
the horse, which renewed his pace. None
of them succeeded in getting near enough
to control the animal.

Dirvectly aliead of the runaway were two
heavy wagons and a collision appeared im-
minent. The young man made a dash for
the horse. running at a terriiic gate. and
fina'ly managed to cateh the reins and thus
was enabled to stop the horse gradually.

“*Where's Dolly.” queried the little baby
as her rescuer got in the bugey and began
to question her as to her home and par-
ents. 5

“T'll get cher one, a new one,” said the
young man. as for the first time he re-
moved the cigaret from his mouth, and
having lighted a fresh one, threw it away.
Then he drew a nicely perfumed handker-
chief from his coat pocket and gently
wiped his brow and dusted cff his patent
leather shoes.  As he started himself to
drive away the father and wmother of the
little girl. the later almostdead from fright,
came rushing up, and the little girl was
soon clasped in her mother’s arms.  The
father hastily asked how the horse had
been stopped and explained how the run-
away had taken place. 'The two coneluded
by thanking the young man for saving their
baby’s life.

**Doncher mention it,” said the young
man as he lifted his hat and walked away.

As he moved off two or three bootblacks
who had witnessed the whole performance,
stood around and watehed him.

“No bugs on him, is ther, Bill?” re-
marked one of them.

“Bet ver life,” replied Bill.
dandy. that feliow is.”

**Did yer get on to the other fellers who
triea to stop ther horse how they got left.
That feller just ran away with ther horse.
Dudes ain't so bad after all, is ther?”

“He's a

Simply a Dreaun

“Po you believe in dreams?”

The speaker, a fair young creature who
had just ceased to be a sweet school gradu-
ate, was a .society belle. She knew that
Jife was before her and also relt pretty sure
that her future was likewise yet to coimne.
Her actions were in accordance with these
ideas. Not a beautiful girl in any sense
was Maud Mabel Smith. Her most devoted
friends never accused her of such a crime,
and it is doubtful if the gushing reporter
called upon. to write up her life, in case of
her death. could have said that she was
pretty and attractive.  No such statement
eould have been made if the writer had ever
seen her.

She was not good looking. but she was
possessed of other attractions that last
longer than a beautiful complexion and
regular teatures. Her father was a wealthy
man and Maud Mabel was his only ehild.
It required no proeess of long division to
show that some day old man Smith would
join the multitude of Smiths in the heav-
enly meeting-place and that his only
daughter would, if she had ordmary luack,
divide the inheritance with a husband and

ssibly a Jawyer. Maud Mabel was there-
g;‘e inn demand, She lived in a brown stone
front house and owned a poodle.

As she propounded the conundrum that
marks the opening paragraph
hitherto unwritten history of a rich but ngly
girl she Jooked into the adoring eyves of Vin-
cent Perey Brown, her aceepted lover. He
saw into the tuture and pictured a life of
ease and comfort as a rich girl’'s husband
His looks therefore partook somewhat of a
desire to get hold of the girl and her money.
She did not so interpret his loving glances.
Vincent Percy had traveled and knew from
experience that an ugly girl could be fooled
even if she did have money. e was busy
fooling her.

41 had an awful dream,” she continued.
4] thoNght that you and 1 were together in
a brown steme front house and that some-
body came an® dragzged you away.”

““Were we married?” asked he.

““Yes,” replied she.

““Was vour father with us?”

“No. I thought we were left all alone.”

““That's all right, my dear. Your dream
will probably come to pass. When we zet
married and the old man dies the poor ward
strikers will be after me to run for alder-
anan or some other oflice where they can
bleed me. But I wont go, will I?”

Recalling Oid Times.

Two men sat in adjoining chairs on the
Jarge open lobby in front of the Merchants
hotel. Their hair and beards were white
awith age, and their brows were furrowed
with care and years. The rain was falling,
making a quasi in-door position enjoyable
and most desirable. The two tourists—for
gnch they were—gazed at the gentle fall of
the rain, at the wet sidewails and streets,
and iooked at each other.

+:So you used to live in Vincennes, Indi-
ana?” repeated one of them. *'I guess you
remember Miller—old Rufe Miller?”

**Not Miller that kept the hotel and had
the treckliest-faced boy that ever blew
putty balls at a village school? Well, I
should say I did.”

“Well,” continued the first speaker,
ss'm that freckle-faced boy.” i

““Not Philetus Miller—little File, as we
osed to call him?”

“That's me. Now who in the devil are

ot ?”’
4 “My name 's Peter Myers.
emeniber we.”
5 The two men shook hands and asked any
number of questions about the other’s ex-
perience aud progress in the busy world of
«care since leaving the old, old home. Many
incidents of boyhood’s days were related
and lived over to the evident enjoyment of
both of the parties.

**Do you remember,” said Philetus Miller,
as bhe attempted to inundate a distant large-
sized cuspidor by relieving his mouth of an
abnormal quantity of tobacco saliva,
¢:the time you and me played that trick on
my old father and his minister. I never
=zili forget it to my dying day, and I never
go to the old burying ground, where are
wsleeping the good old minister and my old
‘father. or look at the headstones withont
Spinking of that day.”

«Jt was snowing on that Thanksgiving
day—let me see, fifty years ago next
PhanksSiving day. That was a good Jong
titiie azo. L OU came over to the tavern t0
get me to go to- chureh. Wa didn’t go
though, but went out and hunted rabbits.
By and by we got tired, a8 we could not
find any. 1 remember lust where we
$to down in the lane in front of the
old Widow Bemjamin’s house. We went

I guess you

of this | for the development of the mine.

the minister was coming up to take
his Thanksgiving dinner with myold man*
Wealso found out that they had some nicg
white cider to give to the guest. I knew
the cider jug, the white cider jug, and I
also knew where the good old Holland gin
was kept. What did we do but change the
cider for the gin. At the dinner table the
minister and othersenjoyed the white cider
and drank quite freely of it; drank so much
in fact that the minister was actually tipsy,
and my father, an elder in the church, was
also quite happy.

“*Of course, it came out afterwards, and
we were considered the worst boys in the
village. How well do I remember the old
minister’s talk to me the next time he saw
me, and how ashamed 1 was. You wers
taken very sick soon atter that, and I really
thought that your sickness was a divine in-
dication of displeasure. We were boys
then, Pete. How funny it sounds to talk
of such pranks.”

At this juncture a little boy came strolling
out of the office. and walking up to the two
old men, addressed one of them as
;‘grandpa,” and began climbing up into his

ap.

‘‘Grandma wants you.” lisped the little
fellow, and straightway Peter Mvers started
for the office, his grandson holding "on to
his hand. : {

“T’ll tell Mandy you're here,” said‘the
grandfather. **and I’ll come down and fetch
you up. She will remember ‘File,” sure.
I’ll be back in a minute.” 3 5

A RICH MAN WHO IS POOR.

Aaron Levy Owner of a Goid Mine
and Yet Very Poor.

His Fare Once Paid By a Minneapoli-
tan and What Came of It.

One of the interesting and gigantic move-
ments in legitimate money making now on
foot 1n St. Paul and Minneapolis has.come
to the ears of a GLOBE reporter and fur-
nishes a good story. 1t is a curious anomaly
to own a gold mine,and a good one at that,
and at the same time be poor, but that in-
dividual so blessed, or cursed, is now in St.
Paul. Heis aJew, Aaron Levy by name.
and his home is in Deuver, Col., that land

gaged in business. Like others in that
country he staked out his claim in the gold
regions with the ever-fascinating hope of

*sstriking it. rich.” Hard luck pur-
sued him in  business and he
was forced to the wall, making an

assignment for the benefit of his creditors
without preference, and so excellent was
his reputation for honesty and justice ‘that
even after turning over everything. he
owned to satisty nis creditors, he readily
obtained money from the bank on his -own
surety. This incidentally as an indeéx  to
the man’s character. Meanwhile he turned
his whole energy toward developing the
mine. Threeshafts had been sunk, one
drift of 200 feet in length made and a tun-
nel into the side of the mountain to atford
means of access to the priceless freasure
within. Samples of ore suflicient to make
any man’s fingers itch when reading the as-
says, were taken out, when one dark night
fire destroyed all the buildings, shafting
and machinery, and the owner was. a
pauper in everything except his energy.
Money, and money only, would develope
his mine, in which he knew lay an .enorm-
ous quaniity of gold awaiting tha: blast,
the pick, the mill and the die. One day
while travelling by rail, having expended
his last dollar for a ticket, he found himself
in the embarrassing situation of:having
lost his ticket, a misfortune which he only
discovered when it was called for by the
the conductor. What to ..do he
knew not and explained his
position to the incredulous conductor, and
who ever heard of a railroad conductor to
believe a tale like this? = The story was
overheard by a passenger, a Minneapolis
gentleman who happened to be in the
West, and who out of his bountiful purse
paid the old gentleman’s fare. This money
paid for the passage of an entire stranger
far from home is turning out, the best in-
vestment 7
THE MINNEAPOLIS MAXN,

F. B. Lane, ever made in his life, for. out
gratitude Levy disclosed his mining plans.
This resulted in a visit of both to the prop-
erty, the employment of a competent .as-
sayist, from the result of whose _analysis
the new-found friend became enthusiastic
over the resources of the mine and- ‘offered
to be one of those who would expend money
to develop it. 'The assayist, who was none
other than Prof. P. J. Schuman of Deénver,
wiade an elaborate and exhaustive éxamina-
tion of the mine and assayed eleven speci-
mens of the ore, which he found ranged in
value from $25 to $3,000 per ton and the
very best ore has purposely not been in-
cluded. He estimated that in the present
condition of the mine there was $225.000
in gold in  sight. The man Levy was stag-
gered at this proof of his wealth just out of
reach. and he took a St. Paul gentleman,

an old friend, Dr. I L. ..Mabhan,
into his confidence. The_,  latter.
was interested, visited Colorado, and

found as had the Minneapolis man that it
was all true, and immediately laid plans
The
three organized a wining company, not like
the usual companies for the purpose of sell-
ing the stock, but to make money for thém-
selves by developing the mine. To guard
the whole property and proteet each other.
ail the deeds to the mining property, which
is one of those in Boulder county, together
with the certificates of each, were deposited
in escrow in a Minneapolis bank, there to
remain until a dividend is declared, which
is expected to be before the end of 18806.
Meantime Levy is poor. being in the ex-
ceedingly anomalous position of owning a
gold mine with $225,000 worth of ore ac-
tually in sight, with. not a dollar that he
can call his own for practical purposes, and
not likely to have for some time to come.

Convicts’® Whims.
Boston Globe.

**The boys adopt various methods for
passing away the time,” remarked a state
prison officer. **Chicken Welch, who, with
three other prisoners, escaped fom this in-
stitution last summer by sealing the roof of
the south wing, but was recaptured has hit
upon an idea which apparently .interests
him greatly. Heis imitating Hatry Jen-
nings and is raisine rats. He has got about
half a dozen at present. 1t is amusing to
see him as he passes to and from his cell
to the shop where the men stay- during the
day. His rodent companions. whieh are
quite large, put their heads out of his pock-
ets and if there is no one very near -they
will ran up on his shoulder and even on top
his head. Tliey are very tame and seem to
affectionately regard the conviet. who is
certainly proud of his pets. He is learning
them to perform several interesting feats.

When Harry Jennings was a resident at
the imstitution, under Warden Haynes, he
“bred mice and had at one time in the cal-
Iar, nnder the elerk’s office. about 400 of
these little ereatures, gome of which were
white, some black, some brown and some a
mixture of these colors. Descendents of
Jenning's mice are quite numerous in the
prisoti, not a few of the convicts having one
or two specimens. The men enjoy the
companionship of these vermin asd, prive
thein waghle, The nrisoners, however; who
ave the Tortunate poss=essors of canary birds
do not take kindly to the mice.” :

NotSelect Enough for Her.
London Truth.

The queen was far from pleased at some
of the arrangements at the Holloway col-
lege opening last week. Her Majesty was
angry because so few of her own particular
“seb had been invited to the chapel, and I
hear that sha counsidered the company by
no means 8o select as she would have
wished. i |

Troy Times.
Something of the extent of the flower
business in New York, and also the risks
attending it, may be gathered from the fail-
ure 6f g leading tourist there . for $35,000.
The unfortupate dealer has $20,000 on his
books. and owes one concern $20.000 for
vases. New York society must have its
florat prnaments, even if it does not pay for
them. :

—_—

#Learn Sherthand i
And type-writing. Anna C. Drew, room

of gold mines, where he was formerly en- |’

New York Leves Flowers. Egs
1
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His Sslf-Propelling Sofa and Dire Ccn-
_ sequences, as Told by
S :MHu Mil‘g‘&
An fAmateur Rival of Edison--Eu-
reka !--The Wonderful Auto=-
matic Ash-Sifter.

The Harrowing Experience of a
Tramp--Developed into a
,:-*“Spiral-Legged’’ Man.

HILE taking a walk in
Irviugton one day last
week I met my old
friend, Mrs. Miggs.
She, too, was abroad to
enjoy the beauties of
the June day, and we
walked together along
othe banks of the wind-
ing stream. 1 asked
after Mr. Miggs, and,
as I expected, set Mrs.
Miggs’ tongue a-run-
ning. She takes a keen delight in narrating
her husband’s experiences.

“‘1 suppose you’ve heard about Henry's
last piece of tomfoolery,” she began. I con-
fessed that I had been too busy for the past
twelve months' to have kept posted upon
her husband’s erratic movements. She ex-
claimed: ¢%What! Didn’t you know about
his self-propelling sofa? Welll -Well!
That beat all' creation. I must tell you
first, for I know you take an interest in
the dear old fellow. 1t was nearly a year
ago. and Henry was home pretty much all
the tine, being laid up with the malaria.

PLANNING THE MACHINERY.

““He was pottering over some new idea.
I could see that, hut you know he’s grown
cautious lately, amd he don’t tell anybody
what he’s up to till he’s made up his mind
and got things where he thinks they're all
rizht. He laid around on the floor with
big sheets of paper. and ke’d spread himself
out-and draw figures on ’em all day long.
After awhile he took up the woodshed. a
sign;that he was about settled and was get-
ting to work.  Pretty soon the sofa disap-
peared from the front room. Of ecourse I
objected, but itdidn’t do any good. Then
he got to drawing more plans, and sud-
denly he jumped up and whooped and hol-
lered.

“I'vegot it!” So I knew something was
up. Bimeby he went to
couple of weeks he
showed us the sofa.
He brought it out in/>
the front yard and$
lay down onit. Then?
he pulled a litile=—
bar, and I'm blessed 2 N
it it did’t begin to 5; Aul S
move  along the}':h‘ﬂ
walk. It had wheels “EUREKA!”
on the legs and a lot of things and springs
on it, and for once I thought that Henry
had really accomplished something useful.

“*He was so stuck up about it that he'd
hardly look at us. Well, he steered it
‘round and it run up and down the walk
with Henry Iying on it, reading, and then
all of a sudden we heard something crack,
and away the thing went like a wild horse.

THE CHASE.

“‘Henry went up in the air like he’d been
shot out of a gun, and ’most broke his
spine on the picket fence, where he landed
and hung, yvelling like mad.

‘“f'ne sefa flew ‘round, now on its hind

legs and then on its front ones, and tore up
tflowers by the roots and ripped up the sod
in big gobs till the air was full of dirt and
grass. I yanked Henry off the fence and
we tried to catch the blamed thing. We
had an awful time with it, too. 1t turned
the baby-carriage over and knocked out two
-of little Sammy’s front teeth, and tore half
the hired girl’s clothes off. When Henry
tried to lasso it with the clothes-line it ran
its head under the stoop and went about a
foot -into the ground. It took the bark
clean off a Siberian cherry tree that I'd just
got from 2 tree agent. He said it was the
only specimen in the country. Well, it
ruined the tree and . the sofa,
besides laying Henry up for two
days. He didn’t try to get up any
more.contraptions for a long- while, seewm-
ing somehow to have lost interest in ’em.
1 thought now he’s really curedl, and we're
going to have peace. But one day early in
the spring, when he was sifting ashes out
in the back yard in an old hand-sifter, I
saw him stop and begin to ponder., After
that it commenced all over again. I was
worried and I nagged at him a good deal,
but I knew there wasn’t any use in saying
anything, for when he set, he's set, and
nothing’ll stop him until he’s run the length
of histether.
. “He sat up in bed one night and woke
me up with his chuckling, Says I, ‘What's
the matter? Burglars?’ ‘Nah,” says he,
‘I've got an idea.” 1 went to sleep and
thought no more about it, but he’d got
started again. This time it was an ‘auto-
matic ash-sifter’ which would work itself.
All you had to do was to put in your cind-
ers and they were to be sifted while vou
went off about your work. Well, he made
it.  He put it on the outside of the house
and made a square hole into the cellar wall
for the sifter to discharge the good coal
back into the coal-bin inside. The sifter
was a sort of halfround box, like an old-
fashioned eradle, with a biz wheel
on.one end and other little wheels under-
neath. A sort of clock-work affair, you
see. The good coal went into the cellar
and the ashes fell out into the ash-tub on
the other side as the sifter rocked to and fro.
It worked weil and seemed a big success.
Henrv was very proad of it and seemed to
sit for hours out in "the yard and wateh it
work. I caught him trymg to put the baby
in it one day while he was terding him, I
put my foot down on that.

“But that sifter shared the fate of all
enry’s inventions. He says they are all
‘hoo-dpoed.” whatever that means. Early

.

one . Monday morning  this.June I got up
‘and was helping the girl get breaktast ready

)

£y o
474
1

e e

P

*i : SOMEBODY’S BABY.

swhen; to my surprise, I heard the sifter
clicking- away outside. 1 knew. no ashes
weré-to be sifted. for, you see, the supply
of one houss couldn’t keep a machine like
that going all the time, and I went outside,
I found a great, big tramp snoozing peace-
fuily in the trough, with his legs hanging
over and a ‘don’t-wake-me-till Tuesday’
ekoréssion on his features. I was para-
Iyzed for a moment. Then I called Henry,
-He stood and stared at the sight.  He trieq
to weke the intruder but couldw’t do it, and
then 1 discovered a lot of empty beer bot«

9, Hs1s blsck, opposite Merchants.

back to the tavern and then found out fiat |

4les on theground and stuck jn around the
R, S e S YA ‘

bt e A

MIGGS AS AN INVENTOR|

rily to and fro.

tramp 1n the sifter. I rushed into the cel-
lar and found that he’d filled himself: with
three dozen of our choicest Balla:ntine.
Henry’s despair was pitiful * to witness,
Then it turned to wild rage, and he wanted
to get his gun and kill the tramp as he
slept, but I thought we'd better not. The
thought came into my mind that somewhere
a fond mother’s heart was aching for the
lost one; that he was so y’s baby, and
dimmed yet loving eyes were watching for
his return, and we spared him.

‘‘Meanwhile the ash-sifter rocked mer-
" The tramp smiled in his
sleep, dreaming, perhaps, that he was

. HENRY LOOKED AT HIM.
down at the fishing banks hauling in big
blackfish. - Heury conceived the idea of
dumping the wramp out by making the big
wheel revolve further around. He gota
-wrench and unscrewed a nut on the side

-and the thing went off like a sky rocket and

the sifter began to revoive.. The tramp
woke up, but the thing went so fast that
he couldn’t fall out. Then it shot him
partly into the hole in the cellar wall, but
it caught his legs and began to wind them
around the trough. The remarks he made
then brought out all the neighbors, who
ot axes and clubs and broke . the sifter to
pieces. The tramp fell into the cellar.
He had no clothes on to speak of and

> Henry went. down with

5 a couple of other men
and brought him up on
a. ladder, covered with
_a piece of carpet. His
(AR legs were twisted into

. _a spiral shape and were
(F‘\—‘:‘V about seven feet long.
Y1 56520 He Jooked dreadful and
3 threatened when he re-
RAT covered from the shock
/ A Z Y to bring a suit for dam-
. “T ages, but he didn’t.

ARTE The last time Henry
< was in New York he
saw on a museum in
/ the Bowery a picture
SPIRAL-LEGGED of the great ‘‘spiral-
MAN. legged man from Bra-
zil” and he went in. There was Mr.
Tramp, with a sweet, pensive smile, on
the platform getting $§40 a week showing
those sprial legs twisted in.our patent auto-

matic ash-sifter.” W..H. McDouGALL.

: Faém\

DPR. HOLMES IN LONDON.

A Picture of the American sutho
in England.

Mr. Mackellar was‘a traveler and an art-
ist before he tock to hotel-keeping, and the
soft carpet and tall eight-day clock iu his
entrance hall savor more of some - sleepy
country house than Pieadilly, says a writer
in the London Times, describing a visit to
Dr. Holmes. 'The suite of rooms to the
right are dedicated to Mars aund Valentine
Baker, while those to the left are tenanted
by Literature and Oliver Wendel
Holmes. A lady secretary sits hard at work
at a baize-covered card table in the little
antechawber: her task is a formidable one,
but sheis diligent and methodical, and is en-
gaged just now in sorting a vast pile ot let-
‘ters and arranging them in drab-paper bags
neatly labeled *‘Invitations todate,” **Con-
gratulations,” **Autographs,” **Newspaper
cuttings” and**Miscellaneous.”She smiles as
you enter, pauses an instant from her la-
bors, assures you that *‘the doctor” will be
at liberty as soon as an American lady-cor-
respondent takes her departure, facetiously
describes her attire as sackeloth trimmed
with ashes, and apolugizes for the ink-spots
which are her appropriate badges of oftice.
The door of the adjoining roemn opens pres-
ently, and Oliver Wendell Holmes welcomes
you cordially to his pleasant pied-a-terre.
The walls are adorned with Mr. Mackellar’s
pictures of ltalian scenery, a Turkey carpet
is spread over the floor, a great screen half
hides the dining-table, the peacock-blue vel-
vet upholstery is here and there concealed
by bright covers of flowered chintz, and
Mrs. Sargent, Dr. Holmes’ daughbter and
companion, is busied in_arranging butter-
cups and bluevells anmong  the family
photographs and impesing French orna-
ments whieh erown the monumental man-
telpiece of gray Griotte marble. The table
in one window has been appropriated by
Mus. Sargent. Here she keeps her own
writing materials, a porirait of her brother,
already, at 40, a judge of the supreme court
of Massachusetts, and a neat -volume 1n-
scribed **Visits P’d and Ree’d”; and it is
here—when she has done with the flowers—
she will sit down to answer the notes which
have just arrived from Ladies Roseberry and
Harcourt and Mrs. Max Muller. A wicker-
work lyre filled with primrose roots—a pres-
ent from Chester—finds a .place on the
neighboring tabouret, and pots of tulips
offer a picturesque contrast to the Times,
‘Murray’s guides, **The Indicator Map of
London,” “London of To-Day,” *The
Sachel Guide to Europe,” and a dozen kin-
dred aids to-travel. . £

We are almost at the end of May; the
Derby carnival is at hand, and the sunshine
steals cheerfuily through the panels of col-
ored glass in the windows; but a fire burns in
the broad grate, and Dr. Holmes wearsa thin
overcoat as he sits and writes at a Chippen-
dale table. with flaps, in the lightest corner
of the room. *‘One does not make blood
quickly at 76,” lie remarks, as he once more
sits down in the vicinity of a heap of un-
fathomable correspondence which hkas not
vet been passed on to the lady secretary,
Close to the inkstand lies a gold pen fast-
ened firmly into a giant swan’s quill. It
attracts your attention, and *‘The Auto-
crat” tells you that it is his most prized
possession, and that he has constantly used
it for eight-and-twenty years. It has ouly
recently been supplanted for literary work
by the stylograph, which Dr. Holmes em-
ployed exclusively avhile writing his *‘Life
of Emerson,” and believes to be the great-
est possible boon to authors and journalists.
A well-worn black notebook- in the half-
open table drawer claims also a high place
in its owner’s affections. In it Dr. Holmes
has for many years been accustomed to jot
down analysis of books worth remember-
ing, quaint epitaphs and impressions of
men and things.

Oliver Wendéll Holures i3 soon 1 the
midst of a narrative bristling with keen
observation, quiet humor and opigram.

Hired Seaside Finery.
From the Baltimore American,

While chatting with the proprietor of a
well-known Long Branch hotel the other
day, I remarked that I could already see
signs of the coming summer exodus. He
laughed and said: “‘Well, my dear boy, 1
fear that the more signs you see the less
visitors we’ll have. I have just dropped
on to one or two of the latest wrinkles of
those people who pose as swell summer
tourists on excessively small incomes. A
dressmaker whoth my-wife went to see to-
day-told her that she had a great variety of
dresses for the sutnmer season which she
would hire out on reasonable terms. and
¢hange for others ence every week. Now,
ain’t that an idea! You see, Miss De
Smith can go to Long Branch with seven
morning and seven evening dresses, and
after a week she secures another fourteen.,
and can bloom out in an entirely new set
for the following week. All these cos-

“times are made upon a sliding scale, with

big seams and wide flounces, which facili-
tate their being changed to fit many sizes,
You see that with four sets of dresses the
customer can change them from one water-
ing place to -another, and, thus serve four
peonle simultaneously, giving each a con-
stant succession of new foilets, For about
$25 a week the girls can have the use of a
wardrobe that couldn’t be duplicated under
$3,000, Tnink of that:for American en-
terprise.” -

Watches of Precision
At A. L.Haman & Co.’s, 305 Jackson street,

| opposite Merchants. -

e

AN EI'I'TAPH.
H%re lies a poor weman who always was

For she lived in a world where too much was
required:

“Dont weep for me, friends,” (thus she said,)
“for I'm going

To where there’s no reading, nor writing, nor
sewing;

Do not weep for me friends, for when life’s
thread shall sever,

I'm going to do nothing for ever and ever.”

—Toronto Truth.

AN AFTER DINNER STORY.

For the Globe.

It was twilight. The member of a bach-
elor’s dinner party had just concluded their
meal and had taken their places out on the
front porch, preparatory to a good and
quiet talk. Coffee had been served. and
cigars likewise. The bachelors each had a
lighted cigar, the glow of which contrasted
pleasantly with the deepening shadows of
evening. - There were no lights in the front
of the house, save the lamp in the hallway,
which was turned down to its utmost
limit.

The host, a young man, an only son, had
been left in charge of the home during the
absence of his parents at a summer resort.
He took occasion during their visit to give
several ‘‘stag’ parties, which were highly
enjoyed by those in attendance. From ex-
perience he had found that his guests en-
joyed the informal chat immediately fol-
lowed the dinner. At that time the diners,
especially if blessed with good digestion.
were better pleased with themselves,
others and the world in general than at any
other period of theirexistence.

A good dinner in process of digestion
should never be hampered by light and ex-
ternal objeets. The diner should, if pos-
sible, be kept in the dark, as in that way
his mind reverts to former pleasant experi-
iences and the enjoyment of the present is
intensified by pleasant retrospection of the
past. A cigar—a good cigar—is a great aid
both to digestion and to starting the train
of thought that runs back to some incident
that the mind recalls with satisfaction and
that we live over in exquisite enjoyment.
After the heavy diuner the old and the
young man are. nearer alike than at any
other time—they live in the past, the for-
wmer at all times, the latter for the nonce.

The host was an experienced man and
knew, therefore, how to contribute to the
pleasure of his guests. He not only gave
them a well-selected and varied meal, but
also arranged it so that they could enjoy
themselves to their fullest extent immedi-
ately after partaking thereof. The house
was in darkness, and the porch upon which
was seated the guests, was in the same con-
dition, for while they sat there and smoked
and talked, the night grew on and different
faces became visible only in the subdued
light of the glowing cigars.

The conversation turned on riding horses,
their good and bad points; and many stories
and anecdotes were related of the peculiar
little incidents that had oceurred, within the
experience of those present, in connectian
with the faithful horse. They all agreed
that it was a bad thing for the horse to
allow any stranger to ride him and that no
experienced horseman would willingly grant
another the privilege of a mount, no matter
how good a rider the latter might be or
how friendly his relations with the owner
of thesteed. It was announced authorita-
tively that a horse became used to one rider
and acquitted himself most creditably when
thus mounted, and became less valuable as
he changed riders and owners.

That reminds me of a little incident that
occurred to a friend of mine in Kentucky,
years ago.” said a voice in the darkness
which the other members of the little
gathering instantly recognized as that of a
middle-aged man—a Southerner with a his-
tory.

If there is a time when men are romantic
it is immediately after a dinner. Conse-
quently the auditors permitted their imag-
inations full sweep, and associated with
the talker all the stories, true and false,
which they had heard about him. He
ceased to be an ordinary hard-working
lawyer, and was again the young son of a
rich old Kentucky farmer—a slaveholder
who lost everything by the war. They
puffed at their cigars, while he continued
his reminiscence.

“He was a great horseman,” continued
the speaker, ‘‘and prided himself, as his
father did before him, on having the best
horses in the county. Likeall Kentuckians
he set more store by his riding horses than
anything else and never lost an opportunity
of getting a new flyer. One day a Gypsy
came along, riding the grandest looking
and best- gaited jet black horse that man
ever saw. My friend stopped him and
asked him if he would not part with the
animal. The Gypsy, at first, said the ani-
mal was not for sale, but finally admitted
that he could be bought, but at such a high
figure that few would care to buy him. At
my friend’s request he named the price, and
this was said to be satisfactory if the horse
proved first-class in every particular., An
arrangement was soon entered into by

- which the horse was to be left at my

friend’s stables for a week and at the end
of that time the Gypsy was to return and
get either the horse or the money.

‘“There is only one thing I want to ask
of you,” said the Gypsy, as he dismounted
and stood, reins in hand, waiting for my
friend to mount, *‘and that is that during
the week you will not permit anybody to
ride Rocco at night.”

The request was granted, My friend
gave the Gypsy $25, mounted the horse,
and rode in the direction of the stables.
There he changed the saddle and bridle and
started out for a ride. The horse proved

satisfactory in every respeet, full
of spirit, yet kind, a tast traveler;
in fact, everything that a good
judge of horses could ask for. As

my friend rode along he thought of the
gipsy and the strange request, and won-
dered why it was that the owner did not
want Rocco taken out at night. The more
he thought of it the more peculiar it
seemed. He returned to the stable. The
animal was duly adwired by all the stable
boys. Before leaving he informed the boys
that under no circumstances should they:
permit the new horse to leave the stable at
night. He directed them where to place
the animal and went up to the house. The
next merning he was up bright -aud early
and went straight to the stable to get Rocco
and take a little turn before breakfast.

What was his surprise on going into
Roeco’s stall to find him covered with foam
and dried up perspiration. - The stable
boys were on their way to feed the new
horse and were equally dumbfounded when
they discovered that he had been out the
night before, and, judging from his appear-
ances, had been sent over a good deal of
country at & pretty lively gait. No one
knew anything about it and no one had
heard the horse go out during the night.

My friend then told the the stable boys
of the Gipsy of whom he had got the horse
and of the Gipsy’s mostremarkable request.
Negro like, they began to be alarmed. and
thought that the horse was bewitched.
Horseshoes were hung up all over the
stall and other precautions taken to
keep the evil spirit away from the new pur-
chase. My friend made up his mind that
some of the colored riders bhad taken the
horse out, being unable to overcome their
desire to try the beauty, and so ordered the
carpenter to put a strong lock and key on
the stall and turn over the key to him. His
order was obeyed. That night, before re-
tiring, my friend went down to look at
Rocco, and found everything all right,
locked the stall door and carried the key
with him to his bed-roomi. The next
morning Rocco presented the same jaded
and tired appearance, his black coat was
covered with foam and sweat. No
one knew anything about it and my
friend was more mystitied then ever.
The mnext night he determined to keep
watch on the stall himself. He did so and
the horse was not disturbed during the
night and bore no evidence of having bean
out, The fourth night he put one of the
negroes to watch the horse and the next
morning Rocco was all' tuckered out. He
could not understand it, as in addition to
having the negro on watch he had the key
to the door in his own possession. To
malke matters double sure he had a second

lock put on the deor and the stall thor-

oughly examined. Nothing was found out
of the way. That night the horse was
taken out and driven almost to death.

At the end of the week the Gypsy come
back. My friend told him of the remark-
able goings on, how the horse had been

taken out every night but one, andasa
consequence my friend had had no opper-
tunity of trying the animal. The Gypsy
was surprised. At hissuggestion the horse
was allowed to stay another nightand he
also. The next morning the horse bad all
the appearances of being out all night.
The Gypsy watched. He said that it was
all plain to him and asked my frignd if he
was sure that he (my friend) <®.d not
account for it. My friend said that it was
the most mysterious thing he ever heard of
and could not account for it in any way.
The Gypsy asked one more night and
claimed he could explain the whole affair.

That night my friend visited the stall,
and, after saddling Rocco, attempted to
lead him out, but was awakened by the
Gipsy, who ascertained from the previous
night’s exposure, that my friend was a
sleep-walker. Of course my friend was
greatly surprised to find himself out of the
house and on Rocco’s back. It was then
plain that my friend had been the guilty
party, as the only night on which the horse
was not taken out was the night he sat up
and walched. The negro on watch the
other night claimed that he saw my friend
down at the barn every night, and that my
friend told him to go to bed, as he would
watch. My friend when a child had been
somewhat given to somnambulistic per-
formances, but it was thought he had out-
grown the habit. The peculiar request of
the Gypsy and a desire to prevent the horse
being taken out, had so worked him up
mentally that it caused him to walk in his
sleep.

**Of course the horse was bought, and so
far as I know, he was never sorry of his
bargain, and was never troubled after that
with walking in his sleep. No one ever
thought to ask the Gypsy why he made
the peculiar request.” UXNDE GRUNDY.

HIGH LIFE IN VIRGINIA.

How the Oldest and Rarestof the F.
F. V.’ Get Along in the World. .
Richland Letter. 2

Virginia’s *‘first families” can be ‘found
all over the state, but nowhere in sueh put-
ity and antiquity as in Stafford county, the
home of Gov. Lee. The county is not very
large and by no means prosperous, but it
stands first as the exponent of all that is
conveyed by the expression “F. F. V.”
Nearly every family here can trace its ori-
gin by lineal decent to the first English
settlers, while not a few can speak of their
great-greéat-grandfathers and grandmothers
as Lord and Lady So-and-So. The county
is nanied after the famous Earl of Stafford
and not a few of its people are descended
from the family of that nobleman. Before
the war these people lived in the style of
nobility, if without its name, and now that
the course of events has reduced their
means they preserye English custom in all
except the splendor which only wealth can
afford.

In the first place, each family has its lit-
tle domain, and, however small, it has an
imposing English name, just as if it were
an earldom. Somerset, Richland, Aber-
deen, Lennox and Wayside are a few of
the names of small farm houses nestling in
the Stafford pines and surrounded by thou-
sands of aeres of partially cultivated lands.
These houses are all frame, - generally two
stories high, and the poorest of them is sur-
rounded by a lawn, through which runsone
or more carriage drives. One would ex-
pect to see castles when coming in view of
the beautiful laws and the centuried oaks,
and would feel disappointed at the little
houses at the end of the drives; but there is
a sort of rustic harmony in the picture,
afterall. Seated in the verandas at even-
ing and looking out on the oak-canopied
swards, you would forget the absence of
the castle, and, if you were an Englishman,
faney yourself amid the lime trees on one of
the grand old estates across the water.

The former home of Gov. Lee is called
Richland. It is like all the estates in the
country—a two-story frame house, a large
lawn and several hundred acres of anything
but rich land. Here the. governor's an-
cestors have lived for hundreds of years.
Of course, the Lees can trace their descent
to titled Englishmen: at least, all books of
heraldry make it out so. At a distance of
a few miles is Somerset, the home of the
Moncure family. The present Mrs. Mon-
cure is a grainddaughter of the famous Lady
Spotswood, whose: portrait hangs in the
capifol at Richinond. This family have
lived in Stafford county for nearly 200
years. All its deceased members are buried
in the graveyard at Aquia church, and a
tablet near the .pulpit contains the rather
royal inseription: *‘Sacred to the Memory
of the Race of Moncure.” There are about
150 members of the family in the county.
The women, taken all in all, are the most
beautiful the writer has ever seen within
the same area. They seem to have in-
herited in a remarkable degree the queenly
beauty of Lady Spotswood, and seme of
them bear a close resemblance to her por-
traits.

The Waller family, a little further up at
Wayside, is related to the Lees and trace
their origin to the same source. The first
of the Scotts came to Stafford from England
1o take charge of Aquia church. He was
one of the unfortunate eclass known as
noblemen’s younger sons,and was assigned,
as is usually the case, to the ministry. One
of his descendants is Congressman W. L.
Scott, who passed his boyhood an the Staf-
ford hills. Mr. Scott has not forgotten his
old home amid his Pennsylvania millions.
A few months ago he sent $1,200 to the
pastor of Aquia church for the purpose of
repairing the old building, and is now con-
templating a trip to the home of his distin-
guished ancestors.

The names of all the families who have
lived in the county since ante-revolutionary
days would fill a half colimmn of a news-
paper, and although they ail cannot elaim
titled projeniters they are the very first of
the *'F. F. Vs.”

A great deal of nonsense has been writ-
ten abeut these ‘‘first families.” They are
usually represented as thriftless, vain and
scornful to all outside the magie ecircle of
their society. They lack, it is true, mueh
of the energy and goaheaditiveness of the
Northern man, but it must be remembersd
that most of those yet living were brought
up under conditions that paralyzed energy.
With larger estates and hundreds of slaves
they had *no motive for exertion, and now
that the war has swept away thair wealth
they must change their very natures before
they can become the pushing business men
who build up communities. The new gen-
eration is growing up quite different. and it
is more than likely that when they come to
the fore the Virginia farmer will no longer
let his acres lie useless or half evltivated.
The fact is, that the landholders in Stafford
county are yet in a dazed state ovér the re-
sults of the war. They can hardly veglize
the change, or if they have they think it is
too late in life to start out afresh.

As to the ‘*‘proud, scornful women” of
the *‘F. F. Vs.,” it is a pity to strike a blow
at the pictures which have been drawn by
imaginative writers and which have long
been regarded as genuine in the North.
still the fact remains that the pictures have
no prototypes in real life. Everyone has
read those fanciful stories about rich and
cultured Northerners suing for the hand of
poor Virginia girls and being refused solely
because they did not belong to the “‘F. I.
Vs.” These are veriest bosh. Here among
the very oldest Virginia families there are
many marriages every year between North-
ern men and Stafford women and vice
versa. The society line diffgrs from that in
the North only in this particular, that here
wealth without culture is insufficient to
gdin entrance into society, whiie in oiner
place it is sometimes quite sufficient, On
the other hand, culture, even if unaceoni-
panied with the dollar, will open fo a mau
the best houses in the country, providing, of
course, that he has the usual recommenda-
tion of respectability.

Lessons In Natural Eistory.
Texas Siftings.

*‘Mamma, are we all made of dust?”

“*Yes, my son.”

*I was born in January, wasi't 19%

““Yes, little boy.”

“But there ain’t any dust in Jannary.
T?’? ground is all frozen in January, ain’t
it Vi

‘‘For heaven’s sake, Johnny, don’t ask
somany foolish questions,”

“‘But I am made of dusty ain’t 19”

“*Yes, of course.”

*‘Why don't I get muddy inside !
drink water?” : v

“‘Oh Lord, ¢hild, do give me a rest.”

DRIVEN FROMSCHOOL

A Young Girl’s Rather Re-
markable Experience
With Edueaticnal
Privileges.

The Father’s Statement,
Showing a Decidedly
Unfortunate State
of Things.

Story Told by a Young Man
Employed as Proof-
Reader on a Daily
Paper.

Miss Alico M. Frazier, 1416 Casa
Avenue.

[Ii‘rom the St. Louis Post-Dispatch, Jan. 9,
'86.

“I am Miss Frazier,” said a pretty black-
eyed wmiss of 16 summers, as she ushered the
reporter into the sitting-room.

‘*Are you the young girl that was so badly
deformed?” asked the visitor looking doubt-
fully at her.

*Yes. You would not think so: would you?
lBut if you will listen I will tell you all abous
"

The reporter seated hin:self and listened.
*I was born sixteen years 4go,” " she said,
“with a club foot.”

It was so crooked that it was altogether
useless. 1was compelled to walk entirely
upon theankle. During my lifetime my par<
ents have consulted many physicians. Their
opinions were numerous and varied, so much
80 that they did not know

WHOSE ADVICE TO TAKE.

Some time ago we moved from Sparta, IlL.,
to Lebanon, Mo. While there I attempted to
attend the school, which was half a mile from
our home, 1 found I was unable to do so. I
had 1o give up going to school. I used to
wutch my companions dancing and playing
and often longed to be one of them. My
father noticed how unhappy I was and de-
termined to help me. He gave up his busi-
ness and came to St. Louis for the sole pur-
pose of having my foot examined. He saw
several physicians, and himself suggested an
operation. They said an operation i

Y WOULD BE USELESS, )
and that there was nothing else top do but
wear a brace and depend upon timé to
straighten the fout. This news was very dis-
eouraging. Wehad heard of Dr. McCoy’a
treatment of Miss Westerman .and T called to
see her. She said she was well, and spoke so
highly of Dr. McCoy that we decided to see
him. After an examination, he said he
thought my foot could be made perfect in a
few weeks. The case was placed in his
hands. I wore a brace only a month, when
he performed an operation on the foot, and
now it is as perfect, as anybody’s. I ca
walk with ease, and feel asif I could trave
on foot for miles without the least exertion.’!

UNDPER THE GAS LIGHT.

Something About the Night Toilers
on a Morning Paper.

Mr. Bernard Vunderhagen was for some
time employed at the proofreader’s tabie iz
the office of the Missouri Republican. Hi
health completely gave out and he had to re
sign his position.

To a reporter he said: I had been ailing
more or less for two years,and had been grow:
ing worse, slowly, all the time. I had been t¢
two or three doctors. Oune of them told me }
had a case of dyspeptic catarrh, which wa
incurable. He said that he could do nothin
more than relieve me; that I never could b
cured. My work on the Republican was, o
course, night work, and I knew, sooner ¢
later, I would have to give it up. Weare no
rich, and we

NEED FOR OUR LIVING

/1l the money I can make. But I grew g0 baf
iu time that I had to give up all work. Yot
can’t imagine how weak and miserable I telt
Joined to my worry at not being able to work
there was the pain and nausea of my diseasd
You can't imaginc what 8 miserable disesn
itis. I had a continual discharge of mucuy
& sorcness in my nose and the back of ny
throat, & cough and & pain across sy for
hend, just over the eyes; & hawking up o
phlegma, the logs of appetitc and s roaring i
the cars, and a geveral feeling of wretghs::
ness, My mother had re=diao one of 1ho news
papers something about Dr. McCoy's cures
She persusaded me to go and gee bhim
This was about five ieonths ago. [ wemiun
der his treaimeunt, and 11 a short tine 1

LEJAN TO QBT STRONGER.
In two months T was able to worxs sgais,
you can't imazine how happy I felt. Thoa
thought I was well, but Dr. McCoy insiste
on my continuing taking medicine. Tw
weeks ago he pronounced nie cured, and, {0
my own part. I don’t detect a trace of my olé
trouble. I am &s well &3 ever.”’

DOCTOR

J.CRESAPMC0Y

Lato of Bellorne Hospital, Now York,

Is Located Permanently in

WEST HOTEL BUILING,

Minneapclis, Minn.

His offices #re on the ground fioor, o0séuny-
ing five rooms fronting oa H. engepin aveaus,
Minnesapolis, where lie treats with aqual puc-
cess all curable eascs. Entrance civher 2¢om
the street or the hotel rotunaa.

Dr. McUog’s specinities in medicifie are
chiefly confined to the treatment of uixeases
of the nose, ttroat &nd lungs. including
Catarrh: alse Ltight's Disease, Lyspepsia,
Rheumatisia and nervons dissases.  Ail uis-
eases peculiar 10 the sexes Q spaciaihy,
Surgical Specialties=-Dr. McCoy hae bhad
wonderful success in the treaiment of Qub
Feet. Bow Levs, Koock Knees, Hip Disensa,
Spinal Disease and Rupture.
CONSULTATION at office of by mail, 81,
Mahy disedsss are treated successluily by
Dr. McCoy through the mail. nod Yy this
INCANS MADY persons, uvuable {6 maks &
journes. can receive skiliful hoepital TRE 2=
MENT AT THEIR HOMES.

Gto8p. m.

Correspoudence reteives prompt fttention.
No lottoes answered uunless accompanted by
four cenis in staiaps. '

ADDRESS ALL MAIL to Dr. J. G MeCoy,

West Hotel, Minocapois, Miun.

Office hours: 8:30to 1l e, in.: I tod P.m.;

SRPEPPIR
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