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ELEPHONIC INFELICITIES, |

Hello, exchange, please give me Jones!
Hello, hello—o, hello—o—o!

Oyt there you areg these telephones
Do bother people so.

110 oall, my dear| hello, hello—o,
say i call at nine;

i s in haste, sweet one—hello,
Hollo—o-—ov, 1o eall yon mine,

1 wit-—bello—impatiently,
Hello, bello—the day,

When our fond sonls will meet Tn ong—
Hello! what's that you say ! I

“AWhat orsele brained fool 18 tolepliones 1
Why, procious, T um Dan—

etk yon say vo'te Descon Smith !
Good Tomt ! ned Mirey Annf —K-,
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A NICE LITTLE GAME.

Frank sat betore the glowing grate,
hi« feot on one corner of the nmnh.-l.{
his chair tipped back, His young wife
looked at him, and her preuty black
eyes, which only & minute before had
beet brimfal of tears, emitted sparks
of fire. Her rosy mouth closed with a
firm expression, and her dainty foot
oame down upon the rug in n very de-
cided manner.

“1 won't stand it!"' she said, under
her breath; I ean't—"twill kill me to
see him night after night besotted, de-
gendod, rainine hoth sl and body, 1
must do something—I must save him,
for my baby's sake!"

Then ghe sat down and meditated,
They had been married a little over two
yoars, and the babe in the wicker cra-
dle wns n thriving Loy, No happier
womaun than Dolly the world held, but
for one thing. Her young husband
would drink.  He loved his socinl glass,
his wine suppers and elub dinners. He
did not neglect his wife, but often he
came homo in the small hours in rather
an unstewsdy condition, Dolly tried ev-
orything—tears, entreaties, persuasions
—but he only laughed her ofl

“Where's the harm, Dolly?"' Can't
a fellow be merry now and then with
his friends™"

But Dolly saw the fatal evil growing
upon him day by day, and knew what
the erd would be, She shuddered, and
her cyes filled with tears, but the
minute after they flnshed fire, and she
smiled.

“["litry it," she said to herself; if it
docs no good, it can't do much harm.”
Then she said, “Frank!"

Her husband roused up, and, open-
ing his eyes with an imbecile stare, re-
plied:

All right, Dolly."

“Frank, you believe that a wife
should follow in her husband’s footsteps,
don’t you?"

*“T'o be sure.
maun, Dolly."

“And you're a sensible man, Frank.
What'a right for you to do is right for
me, isn't it?"

“Procigely! Just so, Dolly—exactly.
You're n wise woman, you are,"

Dolly smiled quietly.

“Veory well, Frank: if you go to the
tuvern any more nights, 'm going,
too!™

Her hushand
bored,

“Nonsense, Dolly! he said; “‘that is
runuing the thing into the ground. You
will do no such thing.

“You'll see that I will, Frank!" she
answeied, resolutely,  **Ilove you, and
whant you do Ishall do too! If vou see
fit to ruin yourself, soul and body, and
glinme your son, I shull follow your

You're & sensible wo-

looked wup half so-

example. I care for nothing that
you can not share. As you do, so
will L™

Hlis cheek psled, and his lip quivered.
Hea sat silent for o minute, then got up
and said:

“‘Nonsense, little girl! Come to bed,
Dolly.”

She followed him obediently, and
no more was said on the subject, For
three or four nights Frank came home
punctually, then his old habit mastered
him.

Dolly lind his supper all waiting, and
his slippers and dressing-gown before
the fire, but he did not come. She
waited pationtly till 10 o'clock, then
putting & wrap about her, she called
the housemaid,

“'8it by baby's crib, Mary, when Mr,
Mayfairs comes, tell him 1 have gone to
the Reindeer. Ask no questions, and
take good care of baby, and you shall
have a dollar extra this month."

“Yery well, ma'am,” with wondering
looks.

Twelve o'clock—one!—and then the
young husband let himself in with his
night key, and came reeling into the
sitting room. There sat the maid be-
side the sleeping ohild.

Frank lopked about him a little snx-
iously.

*Fast azleep! Fine little fellow! ' he
said, bending over the orib. ‘“Mary,
my girl, where's your mistress—gone to
bed !

“No sir; she's gone to the Reindeer
hotel."

e stood snd stared.

“What do you say, girl?"

+*She went out at ten, sir, and bade
me tell you when you came that she had
gone to the Reindeer."

The young husband stifled something
like sn oath, and sat down before the
hearth, Half an hour went by, then
he started up and glanced at the clook.

“‘Gireat boavens! 1L is nearly two and
she's not here!

passed him, & woman's voice rang out,
sinzing the chorus
We won't go home till moring !

It was bis wife's voice, He caught
at the horses’ head, frantic with rage.
Dolly*a pretty curly head looked out as
thevehicle stopped.

“Frank, old fellow—hic—is that you?
Got in—hie—got in! Why didn’t yon
come up?—hie, Oh we'd a jolly time—
hie—we did! Don't blame you for gn-
ing ont Frank., Didu't know it was so
pleasant— hie 11 mean to go every
night.**

“You do?" he gasped, leaping into
the seat begide her.  Grasping her arm,
he muttered, “Ever dare to do such o
thing agnin, and you'll be no wife of
mine?"

Dolly Inughed uproariously.

“Nonsense, Frank! Let me do as you
do; that's falr. Lot go my arm! You

burt me!  Besides, you'll break my llask
of prime brandy! Frank, taste a drop.”
He caught it from her band and flung
it out of the window.
“Bah!" said Dolly, her cheeks flush-
o, her hair awry, ©I wish I'd stayed
at the Reindeer—ote,  What makes you
8o cross, Frunk? '
“Hush! Say no more, Dolly,** he
answered, his teoth set hard, I can't
boar it. 11 may do something I'll be
sorry for. Keep silent—I don’t want
any more crooked words,™
“Rams horns, if 1 die for it!" eried
Dolly.
Then she clapped her hands and
lnughed glecfully, breaking off into

A moonlight night for a ramble!
Frank let his head fall into his hands.
“Good heavens! he groaned; 1
would rather have died than have seen
this night."
He got her home and into her own
room at last, but she was very unman-
ageable, and persisted in eatting up all
manner of eapers—dancing and singing
—her cheeks flushed and her hair
streaming, and ssking if they would
not go again another night—it was such
fun.
His pretty, modest little Dolly! Long
after she had fallen into & sound sleep
her hushand sat over the smouldering
fire with his face hidden in his hands,
“Dolly,” he sald, when she awoke
Iate on the following morning, *‘what
huppened 1ast night must never happen
again.”
She looked up with her old cleareyes.
“Very well, Frank; that is for you to
say. Just as you do, so will L.”
He was silent a moment.
I would rather die than sce what 1
saw last night over again,” ke said.
“Frank,” she said, herlips quivering,
“I've seen the same sight once or twice
every we k since the day I married you,
and God only knows what it has cost
me,"
He eaught her close to his heaving
breast.
“Poor little wife!" he almost sobbed,
'you shall never see such n sight ngain,
I shall sign the p edge to-day."
“Frank," said his pretty wife one
dny, as they watched their chillren
playing on the lawn, *I fooled you
handsomely that night; it was all make-
believe, I didn't go to the Reindeer
that night, and not a drop of the hate-
ful stufl had passed my lips, Didn't 1
fool you that night, and cure you in the
bargain?"
“You little witch!™ he cried, but the
ingtant after his eyes filled. *“Yes,
Dolly," he said, drawing her close to
liis side, “you cured me of & habit that
would have been my ruin. Heaven
bless you for it!"

——— 4~ —
The Art of Composition.
Correspondines Boston Journal.
In still another branch have the Ger-
mans succeeded. American teschers
know to their sorrow the difficulty en-
countered in educating scholars to be-
come easy writers—that is, to write
what is generally known with us as es-
says or compositions. The fault lies
just where it does in all our other
higher studies—it is mnot begun early
enough. We wait until we think that
their minds are o trifle mature and then
come upon them with a wild rush of
rhetoric, history and all the frighttul
curriculum.

German girls begin to write essnys
svhen nine years old and continue to do
it, not once a month or twice a quarter,
but every week of the school year, un-
til they are sixteen or eighteen yoars of
age. For the first year it takes the
form merely of a dictation, with an oc-
cnsional essay, ‘Twelve German poems
are learned during the year and may
be used as material for compositions in
prose. LEntering the cluss above this, 1
found & method in progress certainly
very strange to most American schools.
The teacher wasa gentleman: the girls
were ten years old on an average.
Standing out before the class, he began
to tell them the fable of the woman
whose hen lnid for her daily a golden
egg—a story told simply, every word of
it weighed so carvefully, every idea ex-
pressed with the acme of precision—
and all in a volee so low and distinet,
tuat the class sat hushed waile he
spoke. He then began it again, paus-
ing this time at the end of every sen-
tence to talk it over with the school,
asking what nouns, what verbs, what
adjectives they had mnoticed while he
talked. In this manner he carried
them through the fable to the end.
Then he went back and told it connect-
edly ail over agnain. Finally he called

He seized his hat and rushed from the
thouse like ome mad. By the time he was
half way to the Reindeor, he was porfoct-
1y sober.

© v #h s ueant what sbe
said?"' he aske | Liwsedgover and over
syain.

Prosently 1 oacviage cume down from
i Mg e oo wi she Bl Gl s e

upon one httle girl to repeat what she
| could of it. Where she fallod othoers
oame im to help hor. Then another
| girl took up the story and told it better,
uptil, after many times told, the fable

hud entered their little minds and bo-
| come & tixed mental possession, and
when the master asked: **Now, do you
know it qui.e well®* *‘doch!' *‘doch!"

“ja, ja! gewiss!" went up in a shout

“Well, write all you know about it
and bring it to moe Monday."

L ——
“Self-Made” Men and Women,
Col, T, W Nimtinson,

Self-made men of Prosident Garfleld's
type are often justly claimed as belng
among the finest fruits of our instita
tions, ‘There is another class who also
deserve wellour praise—those who have |
hwd to overcome, not so much their |
early disadvantages as what many peo- |
ple would consider their early ndvan-
tages, They did not have to surmount
poverty, but 1o surmount wealth—not
to vise oul of adversity, but above pros-
perity,  They have had to lenrn to sym-
puthize with thoso in need without ever
having shared thelr necessitous condi-
tion; to esponse radicalisms when they
had everything to lose by change.  Itis
hard. at any rate, to get good work out
of those who are born to inherit what
others have earned by working; how
much harder when their earcer is des- |
tined to involve not merely work, but
loss of early friends, and, perhaps, of
all the special delights of the sociely in
which they were born.  To necept these
conditions, and to do it knowingly and
cheorfully, Is to be a self-made wan or
woman indeed.

A rich young lawyer was onee told by
nn older ono that the way Lo sttecess wis
this: To spend his fortune; them to |
marry anid spend his wife's; after which
he conld hope to succeed at the war. |
But to achieve a really independent |
moral position—to be indeed a solf-
made man or a troe man at all—implies
more than suceess at the bar, for it
needs not only intellect, but the highest f
aims besides, To accomplish this in
spite of early “advantages' is in many
respects harder than to rise out of what
is called obscurity, . To begin with, it
wins far less sympathy during the pro-
cess.  Everybody is interested in **The
Romance of a Poor Young Man'"
Those of the class from which he came,
whatever it be, are apt to cheer him on:
and to rejoice, with almost tiresome
repetition, that e was once a rail-split-
ter, or a tanner, or a flat-bostman.  Af
ter his career of distinetion s onne be-
gun. he has every inducement to make
the most of these circumstances in his
carcer; they are counted to him for
merits, and he is tempted to exaggerate
them, like tho character in Dickens'
“Blenk House,” (“Hard Times?")
whose ma'n stock in trade lay in his
early struggles, and was put to shame
ul last by the discovery that he camoeof
worthy snd well-to-do parents. Bat
the man who tries to clevate himself
into independence of character out of
*fortunate" surroundings is apt to find
himself unfortunate, Those of the class
he is leaving do not urge him on, out
are more apt to censure him or satirize
him; and where this is trae of a man, it
is twice as true of the other sex. I re-
member one oceasion when a lecture
was to be delivered in Newport by one
of the most accomplished women in
New England.  “Ah, now L have named
her, which 1 did not mean to do!--as
“Wharrington" once said of the snme
person, after applying to her n some-
what similar epithet.  ©Only think!"
said one of the little queens of our little
sociory, s she remd the announcement,
“that woman was a lady once!"*

I well r, member, when a boy, to have
only heard of Lothrop Motley as the
handsomest fop and flancur in Boston—
the manager of fashionable assemblies,
the leader of the dance. Wendell Phil-
lips, in his Cambridge oration the other
day, described the process of change
which transformed Motley into an au-
thor and then into a reformer, and
mnde his pen worth o dezen diplomat.
ists to his country when the opening of
the war found the United States almost
without & friend in Europe. Of Mr.
Phillips own career I need hardly
spenk; nor of that otVer charming orn-
tor, who, with his new Harvard honors
upon him, praisod Phillips at the Phi
Beta Kapps dinner in words almost as
elogquent as hisown. Whuatever be their
eriors or shortoomings, I never think
of men and women such a3 I have
pamed —and the lis® might easily be
made longer, without recalling that
fine passage in which George Colman,

pootry is Edgar Poe. Struck with the

from all parts of the room.  beantiful harmony to be obtained by

the use of repetition, and especially of
that specles of it ealled the refrain, he
deliberately made this the foundation
of his poetry. And is not this nearly
the whole of his poetical eapital? There
is, indood, a sort of weird pathos in the
“Raven," but its ohief beauty is the
refrain. The *“Bells,” too, give me
considerable pleasur. , but it is a mere
intellectunl pleasure~the pleasure which
sucoossful imitation always gives. But
“Ulslume™ and “Annibel Lee,” are
they anything but s senseless jingle?
No, pootry is not to be made, likea
pudding, from o receipt. Take a re-
frain, says Edgar Poe, composed of the
finest sounding words to bo had, adid
plenty of allitoration and repetition, fla-
vor with a little sentiment, and sorve as
hot as possible.  But it is the misfortune
of pootry made in this way that it inva-
riably comes up cold, and pecple like

| cold peotry sbout as well as they do
| cold soup.

Edgar P'oe’s pootry is, in
in short, n solemn warning against
making peotry by rule, against starting
with a musical effect, and then looking
about for thoughts or omotions to match
it. Itis to the level of “Ulalume' that
all poetry of this sort must at lnst sink.
Mr. Swinburne's poetry has happily not
sunk to this level yet, but it is in groat

| danger of it. For all poetry in which

the splendor of the versification is not
sustajned by the underlying emotion. in
which the rhythmical effests are used so
unsurpnssingly, with so little conceal
ment that they become o mere trick, is
i danger of this. Some of the most
beauntiful passagesin postey owe much
no doubt, to alliteration, but they do
not altogether depend upon it, and they
never suggest the feeling that the sense
has been snerificed to it. But is & line
like this of Mr, Swinburne's—

The deep, divine, dark dayshine of the sea,

anything but a meve string of adjectives
beginning with *d#" Would not —

The sad supreme still sunshine of the land,
or,
The mild, mad, melting moonshine of my verse,

be equally postical? Collocations, tou,
like “windy and wintry," “llagrant and
fragrant,” “swimming and skimming,”
may be pleasing if introduced oceasion-
ally; but the trick is not n very subtle
one, and it is easy to have too much of

it.
e —— ¢ —

A Graveyiard Courtship. -

Lonta e Courfer Journa ,

One of the most romantic marriages
on record took place in this city yester-
day by which Benjomin Ferguson, a
stone-cutter was united to Mrs. Amelin
Wagner. The story of the courtship
snd marriage is o singular one, and
plainly shows in what strange channels
love will run,  Several mounths ago the
helpmute of Mrs. Wagner died and his
remains were buried in Cavg Hill come-
tery, in the family burying ground.
Time passed swiftly by and after daily
visits to the cemetery Mrs. Wagner be-
came convineced thata monument reared
over the mound that covered her de-
ceased helpate would much improve
the looks of things thereabouts. So she
had a plain marble shaft erected over
the grave. This remained there for
some time, and Mrs. Wagner resolved
that she woulld have some inscription
carved upon the monument setting
forth the good qualities of the deceased,
and leaving some memento of her affoc-
tion. She looked around for some one
to carve the inscription and at lengh
Ferguson was ¢mployed, and he com-
menced his task three d«ys ago. He
began early in the morning and dwing
the day the disconsolate widow came to
the cemetery to watch the progress of
the work Tho stone-outter was very
much interested in the widow, all the
more from the fact that she had a very
hundsome face and he thought it
his duty to console her. He paused
frequently between the strokes of his
hammer and offered her words of con-
dolence, at the same time Intimating to
her there was yet a bright page left in
the book of life for Ler. By evening
juite an intimacy was established be-
tween the two, the widow thinking
what a nice fellow the stone ontter was
and wondering if there was not some
way besides money in which she could

in his once famous “LookerOn,' de
seribes Sir Philllp Sidoey—putting the
language, be it obser ed, into the mouth
of o woman, This is the closing pars-
gravh:

“This bright and accomplished eav.
uller might, if he ploased, in his day,
have set the fashion of a shoe tle, or al-
tered the shape of any wan's perugue
in the country; but he thought it more
beseeming his manhood and his great-
ness of soul, to hold out a brave exam-
ple of virtue and religion. While nil
were looking up to him as the sample
of courtesy, ol elegance and gallantry,
Lie was bethinking kimself of his Para
phrase of the Paalms. He fell fighting
for his country, and died in an sot of
Christisn charity."

i @ I —
Too Much Musle In Poetry.
Muctollian's Magnzine,

One poem, and one poem only, do 1
know, the effeot of which in its vague-
ness, in its appeal purely to the emo-
tions and the imagination, may be com-
pared with music, snd that is “Kubla
i Khan;" but the .exceptional circum-

stances under which it was written, snd
the faot that there i3 none other like it,

atany rate in the English language,
would scem to show that hore, ns ever,
the exception proves the rule. Is there
any other poem of which 1t can be said
that the only true oriticlsm is that of
John Dancan: *IU's very fine, but I
don't know what it means?' Noj;ns s
rule, one looks for mesuing in poetry.
‘Ihe poot who has given the n ost prac-
tieal effeot to the dootrine of wuaw ..

g

repay him for his lubors, On the other
hand he came to the conelusion that the
most golid comfort he could offer her
wis by offering to take the place of the
the decensed husband. He roturned to
his work the next day and the widow
also came.  Matters were renewed upon
a more solid fouting than belore, and
by night a bargain had beou made that
the widow wns to pay him for his labors
by bestowing upon him her huand, and
he was to ovoapy the place in hor hoart
made vacant by the death of Ler hus-
hand, On the third day after their
meeting, yesterday, there wns a quiot
wedding and the two were made one.
The insoription on the monument re
muins half completed, just as he left it
on the second day. He will probably
renew his labors on the epitaph as soon
ud his honeymoon 18 over,
————m & W P—e
“Any burglars in this townP" a
traveler asked a villager in Western
Tennessee “Well, no—not now,
stranger, There was a couple of 'em
here Inst spriog; bul one night they
broke into the editor's house, and starv-
ed to death bofore they were able to get

out.
T — I ——

Jones, on henring o band of *‘piloked
| musiclans' torturing n tune ab u recent
' concert, sald, **Ah, I usderstand they

were ploked before they were ripe!"

If & man deoclares himself so thor-
oughly religious that he has not com-
mitted a sin for 20 years you are safe in
cono'uding that he doos not regard ly-
ng sy slntul,

’
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CHILDREN’S CORNER.

Solomon and the Tame Hear.

Uncle Reuben was a farmer, and he
had » groat many cattle, sheep, horses,
pigs, geose and turkeys, all of which,
you know, are usually found on a large
farm; and, besides these, he had one
animal not usually found on a farm,
and that was a tame bear. He hired o
Iarge boy to do the *‘chores,’ as the
ensy part of farm work is called, and
this boy's name was Solomon Sturte-
vant.

Now, although the bear was tame, he
was kept chained, for there was no tell
ing what mischief even ntame bear
might take into his head to do. He
might take a notion to find out how a
nice tender pig would taste,

Solomon thought it fine sport to tease
the bear, and there was one way of do-
ing it more amusing than any other,
and that was pelting him with green
chestnut bors,

Chostnut burs, you know, aro covered
with sharp thorns, and yet the bear be-
ing very fond of chestnuts, would try to
got at the nuts which he knew were in
them-—snarling nnd whining, and mak-
ing up very comical faces, beeause the
burs pricked his mouth,

Solomon would stand and watoh him,
and think it fine fun. But he c2mo near
doing it once too often, for ons day,
when hie had easried the bLear s capful
of burs, intending to have a good langa
at him, the chain that held the bear
wias not fasterned ag firmly as usual.
Aftor trying two or three burs, the bear
made a spring toward Solomon, got
loose from his chain, and started after
ilim in earnest,

Solomon was not long in deciding
that he had something to do fhal time
besides Iaughing, and started in a hurry
to petout of the bear's way, Now there
was u ledder lenning against the side
of the barn elose by, and Solomon
thonght that if he went upon tho barn-
roof hie would be all right.

No such thing, The bear went right
up the ladder after him. Then Solo-
mon van up the roof to the ridge; but
the bear followed. Solomos ran down
the other side of the roof, and so did
the b ar. Solomon jumped down to
the cow-house, and still the bear follow-
od him. Then Solomon jumped on to
a shed that was close by the cow-house,
and the bear jumped too.
Solomon now began to think that his
time had comn. He gave ome more
jump from the shed to the ground. This
was too much of a jump for the boar to
take, and so Solomon made good his
escape,
I dc not remomber how the bear got
down; but 1 am sure, that, when he did,
Solomon did not care to feed him any
more with gresn chestnut-buvs. |
think Solomon was too glad to eseape n
hugging to try it very soon again.
This is a trus story.

The Little Dog-Catcher,
iy Mary D, Brine,
Jamie was thinking. Well, what of
that? Boys often think, don't they?
No, indeed, that's just what they don't
do; at least, Jamie coaldn't remember
when he bhad deliberately seated him-
self to make o business of thinking be-
fore this oceasion. And now ho sat
with a puzzled face and a line between
his eyes, so deepin thought that neither
the eoaxing fore-paw of Nep the dog
nor the sound of clinking marbles
could arouse him. The question with
Jomie was just this: Should he con-
tinue to hide Neppie from tho eyes of
mun, sod thus be happy in the seoret
knowledge that at last he owned a pet
of his very own, who eame and went at
his bidding, and gave him love for love,
or should he take him o the dog pound
and earn his thirty cents na we'l as the
others who rojoiced in the title of *dog-
eatcher'? .

“I want that thirty cents, that's one
thing sure and certain," thought Jumio,
*an' it I don't got it by luggin' Neppie
to the pound I wont get it anyway, and
that's just another cortain sure thing.
I sha'n' get rich waitin' fur Aunt Betty
to give me o cent now and then; and
there's Tom Blake got his pockets full
haif the time. But when a feller eares
for a dorg he kinder hutes to go back
on'im. And Nep cares for me, too,
und be wouldn't think 1'd be such n
mean chap. Now if aunt Bettyy didu't
hate dorgs so bad, I'd ask her to let me
keep 'im fare an' square, sand then 1
shouldn't have to be afraid be'd bark
evory minute, and let folks know I was
hiding "in here under this old hox, tied,
poor feller, 8o he can't move hawidly.
There comes Jack Jones, Wish ho'd
keep nway and let u feller think a mo-
ment in peace.'’

Along eame Jack, jingling some
money in his hand. *Hello, Jim, whose
dorg yer got?"

Jumnie passed his arm earelessly ab ut
the dog's neck and replied, **Mine, of
course; who'd yer think, Jack Jones?"

“Ain’t ver goin' to take him to the
pound? See here," displaying throo
silver tens io his solled palm to Jamio's
envious brown eyes, *“Gol 'em ut the
pound just now for catching s dorg.
Goin' to the cireus to-night. Blg show,
I tell yor. Can't yer come along?"

Jamio’s eyes began to widen and rrow
ghiny. The olrens. Ob, wouldn't he
like to go! Bat Aunt Betty only kept o
little store, and had hard work to keep
herself and chubby-faced little nephew
in bread and butter, and as for giving
him money to go to the cireus, why,
Jamio knew ba might as well hope to
oateh stare,  So he ouly shook his hend,
and Jack pmaesad on with the parting
“advice, *Better soll that dorg snd esrn

thirly vents »nd coms along."
Again Jeunie plunged deeply into
thought, forgoetting 1o pet aud fondle
| his four-footed companion aocording to

his usunl oustom during these stolen
visits,

About ten days before our introduc-
tion to the little boy, a lady, living in
ons of the handsome houses out on one
of the avennos, where each honse has
its own garden, and whor thore is al-
ways a sweet suggestion of real coun-
try, happened to look out of her win-
dow ono morning, and exclaimed, anx-
fously: *“Thero is that dog again,
Bridget. What shall we do tu get rid
of him? He'll ba sure to Lite Nellio
some day, and it is & shame the dog-
entohers don't come out here, "

Then sho went in haste down to the
front gate. and Bridget followad with
the gardener's rake and hoe, with
which to “shoo” the intruder awsy.
Although he was frightoned, yot Mr,
Dog did not seem inclined to leave the
fouce o little further down; and no
wonder, for there was lttle Miss Nellie,
the three year-eld baby, sticking her
woo fat hand through the railing, and
smilingly feeding the fourfooted tramp
with the onke mamma had just given
ber, Poor, hungry, strange dog! no
friends, no home; no wonder it was
hard for him to leave the only friend heo
had found in his vagrant life.

But despite Nellio's ery, ‘Mo love
doggie,”” the raie and hoo did valiant
duty, and the intruder was driven
away,

Jus: then Master Jamie came whist-
ling along, returning from an errand
for Aunt Betty.

Jamle, and drawing the sofa out, place
her foot upon the blazing papers.

Then the terrified Jamle remembered
that after he had lighted his lamp he
had tossed the still burning matoh into
the .empty grate, as he supposed, but
instoad of that it must have fallen be-
hind the sofa, with the result as above.
It had taken some time for the fiame to
fairly burn; but Aunt Betly and Jamie
would have fared badly, I am afrald, if
it had not been for the faithfuluess and
watchfulness of the good little dog that
had nroused Aunt Betty's iroso greatly
only that afternoon. It was very care-
less of Jamie, and a losson to him, but
it brooght one good result for him,
after ull, for Nep didn't goto the pound
the next day, nor any day, in fact. And
a3 Aunt Betty said the other morning,
while foeding Jamie's pet with her own
hands. **For all she conldn't abide dogs
and sich, yet there was sich things as
being onreasonable, and that she vever
would be, not if she knew it."

Railway Managemant,
Kansss Clty Joarnal,

It is very common to hoar people who
are without any real information on the
subject to substantiate their statements,
talk about the recklessnoss of railroad
manngement. This talk to a foreigner
might lead him to beliove that not only
our railway managers, but the ordinary
operatives really delight in collisions
and wrecks,  All this talk is the sheer-

“Hero, boy," called thé lady. “1'll

oranywhere away from hero.  They'll
grive you thirty cents if you take him to
the pound. He doesn't seem to belong
to anybody, so you ean earn your mon-
ey, if you like, quickly."

Without much trouble, Jamie secured
the dog, and lifted him in his arms,
glad of the chance for making the
promised sum. But before he had gone
very far he found the dog o gontle and
inclined to be so playfal that he began
to think it would be nice if he could
only keéep him all the time. It seemed
such a pity that a nico dog like that
should go to the pound. Jamie s warm
little hoart robelled against anything so
dreadful, and by the time he had reach-
ed his own street his mind was fully
made up; and so the new pel had been
hidden all this time, while Jamie had

paid him many a stolen visit in his se-
cluded home.

But at last it seemed impossible to
keep the secret any longer from Aunt
Betty, and this ia why we found Jamie
thinking so intently, and troubling him-
self with a question to him very serlous.

For some moments after Jack had
left him Jamie thought over the matter,
hesitating between the pound sand Aunt
Betty in regard to his favorite, until at
last the dog, which Jamie had named
Nep, reminded his master of hiz pros.
ence by poking his cold nose as farinto
Jumic's neck as possible, and laying
his fore-paws gently upon his arm.
The boy could not resist that, and in a
moment be had squeezed Neppie's
breath almost out of his body, and ex-
claimed, *I'll just keep you. yon dar-
ling; you shall stay with me.” Then
bravely he walked in Aunt Betty's store,
with the dog close at his heels, and
made a full confession.

The old ludy looked unusually severs
and prim just at that moment, owing to
an unprofitable customer, who had only
littered the counter and left no pennies
behind. 8o it happened that Jamie
had come at the wrong time with his
request; but he didn't know it, you see,
und he plunged into the business at
once and stammered through to the end,
while Aunt Betty looked over hor spec-
tacles and eyed him and the trembling
dog severely.

*Keep that erectur?  No, sir; not a
bit of any such thing.  Get him away
from here this very instant.  Tho ideo
—a dog in my shop! Mussy sakes alive!
Shoo, sir! shoo! Go out, dog, 1his min-
ute,"

An cmphatic shake of her foot con.
vinoud poor Nep that the old lady was
t the friend Jamie had beo: ; and Ja- |
mie him+elf, with n sorrowful face, took
his abused treasure buek to the old box.
“I'll have to tuke yor to the pound
to-morregold fellow,” he whispered in
Nep's oal® and went back te the store,
That night it ralved bhard and the
wind Qlew n gale, und little Jamie re-
mombering his captive pot, thought he

would plead once more with Aunt Botty
or the fog.
“Jugl this one night, suntie, please

como In out of the wet, und to
I'll tuke him to the pound and

y means, und she did pty the
poor snimal out in the storm. 8o she
finally coggented that for this one time ho
couldslvep inside, and sho hoped never
o him again,

Ten Nop was ealled in and told to
lio ddeg the (able; and we Jumie soon
nfie lg‘ml his little lamp and went to
bied, the BId lady elosed her shop win-
dow nnd sat down to read the paper.
Bifore slie knew it her tired eyes had
closed, nnd she was in the land of Nod,

It was but a few moments, however, be
fore she felt something tugging vivlent-
ly st hor dross, and the sound of bark-
ing greeted her ears a3 she opened her
eyos. The lamp had burned low down,
but by its dull glow she discovered that

it wos the Bog that had awakened her,
und that h§ was thon doing his best to
suecss hifbody between the floor and

ost kind of nonsense. In every oase of
accident thore is more or less loss tothe

give you ten cents if you'll o:teh that i company; surely no mannger desires to
horrid dog, and take him to the pound, | incur this, for on the inexponsiveness of

his management deponds in o great
measure his salary, He who ean oper-
ate o lino of road for 50 por eent of the
earnings is pretty cortain to obtain a
greater remuneration than he who con-
sumes 60 per cent of the income. Safe,
relinble, cool-headed, sober train men
are also al ways sure of asituntion, whilo
tho e who got a reputation for reck-
lessness have a slim chance for employ-
ment under any circumstances. Be-
sldes thero nre fow [engineers or con-
ductors who care about risking their
own lives with those of the passengers
they have in charge, out of pure cus-
sedness.

While we have not at hand the sta-
tistiesof railway accidents in this coun
try, it is our belief, taking into consid-
eration the manner in which our rail-
roads have been constructed, compared
with those built in foreign countries,
that American management is in overy
way superior to that of any other coun-
try. The English are noted for the
substantin]l manner in which their roads
are built, yet the official report of the
accidents of the railronds of Great Bri-
tain for tho first three months of the
prosent yoar presonts some very intor-
esting facts. By the accidents ocour-
ring during that period 282 persons
were killed and 9,096 were injured,com-
paratively few of whom in both classes
wore pagsengers. There were nineteen
collisions between passenger trains, by
which one passenger was killed and 189
passengers und four employes were in-
jured, twenty-four colilsions between
passenger (rains and freight trains or
engines, by which seventy-two passen-
gers and twenty-four employes were in-
Jure'; eighteen cases of passenger trains
or parts of trains jumping the track,by
which two passengers were injured;
Lwo cases of trains runmne into stations
or sidings at too high a speed, by which
six pnssengers were injured, and a num-
ber of collisions between ireight trains
and other accidents totrains by which
employes were killed or injured.

In the foregoing class of accidents
the passenger, and in many instances,
the employe was not 1o blame for his
doath or Injury; but in the sccond class
of acoidents, which embraced those
proceeding from other couses than ace
cidents to trains, the individuals were
themselves blameworihy, tnd the recit-
ul of them ought to be both a lesson
and a warning to many careless pcople
who travel much on the railroad.

By the second class of sccidents 136
persons wore Kkilled wond 226 were in-
Jured.  Fifteen of the killed and 170 of
the injured were passengers, The ma-
Jority of these accidents were occasioned
by fulli g between carringes and plat-
forms or ballnst, and by carelessness or
awkwardoess in alighting from trains,
Eighty-three persous were killed and
twenty-seven injured while walking or
otberwise trespassing on the rallroad
tracks, which is forbidden by law; twen-
ty-five passengers were injured while
asvending or descending steps at sta-
tlon; eleven were injured by talling off
platforms; seven were injured by being
struck by trucks, eto., or by falling over
pncknges. By these and other simple
cuuses, Lhirteen persons were killed and
1,018 injured.

We do not believe that the loss of life
by nocidents on American ronds during
the snme period were anything like as
Inrge as the above, and it is o Wwell
known and indispu
large porcentage of
and sbout railroads ary
victims themselves, and
rilroad managers und train operators

should not be held res; onsible.
s,

are sorry to see the indifference
pai o gllorts made to organize a
socletyYor the oultivation of music.
This should not be so. As a reflnor,
clvilizer and restraluer of our baser
nature, music is more potent than u
standing army.  Let organize and
*soothe the savage breasts,"

i low seatod lounge near the fireplace,
Then Aunt Betty saw o slender tongue
of flame ani smoke oreep from under
the sofy, and knowing that she had put
one or two old papers behind there the

i & ~—

An Irishmun wrote thus w the wife
of o slek brother: It Jumie jsn'c
dend yot, ramoind him of the twonty
shillings ho owes me on the pigs, and if
ho i3, wll bim not to give Limself any

Juy belore, she sprang up with a ory to conswiTun about it,
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