
WHEN LOVE PASSED BY. 
I was busy with my plowing 

When Love passed by. 
•Come," she cried, "forsake thy drudgtogl 
Life's dolights aro few and grudjjiug; 
What liatU man of ull bin striving, 
•11 his planning and coutrlving, 

Hero beneath tbe sky V 
when the grave open to receive him, 
Woalth and wit nud honors leave him— 

Love eiuluros tor nyo." 
But I answered, "I am plowing. 
Whou with Htraight  and oven furrow 
All the Hold is covered through, 

1 will follow.n 

Love pussoil by. 

I was busy with ray sowing 
W hen Love paHBed by. 

•Come," she cried, "give o'er thv toiling* 
l''or thy moil thou bust but moiling— 
Follow mo where meadows fertilo 
Dlooiu unsown with roao and uiyrtlo, 

Laughing to the sky; 
Laugh for joy the thousand flowors, 
Birds uud brooks—the laughing hours 

All unnoieil fly." 
J*tit I nuHwered, "I um sowing. 
Wlieu inv in?res  l i re  ul l  p lanted,  
Uladly to  thy mi  in em-hai l^  

1  wil l  fol low."  
Love pnsbed by. 

1 wus busy wit  h  inv reaping 
\Vb«:n liovi* jutsHinl by. 

"r.'ino," hb#! cried, "thou pliiuiodst grieving. 
U I | H  M O . 1  b o r r o w H  » i r l n h e a v i n g .  
i f  t in-  hear t  !u* fa l low,  vain is  -  T '  
( .uni i ' : '«*<l  Morn Thy weal th  of  grain i f  -  _ „ 

I«<>ss ti:un l.ovo'n l .  us t  t ' igh.  
Kji- i te  \  ln-e— f<' i*  the  hours  funt  dwindlo 
l . r t . '  t  h  • pyr« of  l .oj>.« shal l  kiutUo 

In* l i f»» 's  \V'*st tTi i  >Uy."  
J f t : t  I  an*wt?n«<i .  *1 am rei i j>i i i |{ .  
V ii t - j i .  wi th  ot  v«.ut  i i  jusi i  maiden,  
Home the hwrlw-arr  lu l l  huicu,  

I  w i l l  fol low."  
Love pa-M-d by.  

i  had f ja thwi 'd  in  my harvest  '  
Wlici i  l .o \c  ]t : i r ihtMl by.  * .  

av! '  1 tMlled Jo her—swift  aperding,  
' J - ; . ruin^ noi  my r i  v  ui ih 'H' t l inn— 

i)  l ,o \e .  I  n- in  would fol low.  
Slav thv t'iyht. < h. swew-w iiii;«'il s»walio\v --

4"l«-:ivinu \ wilijibt sl»y : 
1 am old atnl  worn ai i t i  w««ary.  
Void inv tbddx and heurt —ainl dreary, 

U 11 h lin e woul-i 1 tly. 
uarnered w«»« i s  ul l  my Imrvt js i .  
Sad Kljost  s  of  mv «ica«l  bvtper i  baint t  ine .  
I f lc ico regret- ,  l ike 'Vimum, taunt  mo

st HV— I fol low !"  
Love pas^e»l  by.  

TOLD AT THE MESS. 

The Colonel of the ltcd Hussars 
Was an Irishman, wlio was as proud 
of his nationality as il is possible for 
an Irishman to be, and that is not 
saying a little by any means, lie 
carried his patriotism so far as to 
aver that not only were the Irish the 
finest, the mostcouraireous, the most 
gifted of tin: four nationalities, hut 
that nearly all the really great En
glishmen were really Irishmen. He 
justified his llibernianism by a mode 
of reasoning which was highly orig
inal but not wholly convincing. It 
would have provoked sliontsof laugh
ter in the tness if it had proceeded 
from the lips of a subaltern, but the 
Colonel was an altogether different 
person to deal with. It would be 
dangerous to iitiarrel with him, and 
he was as peppery as a London fog or 
an old maid who has been jilted by 
the curate. It was considered far 
more advisable '-to give him his 
head," and let him exhaust himself 
by the violence of his own efforts. 

When lie launched out. 011 his fa
vorite topic, therefore, he was lis
tened to in respectful silence by his 
subordinates, but in revenge it was 
the greatest delight of the wags of 
the regiment to mimic his voice and 
manner, and to represent him as ut
tering the most astounding Hiber
nian falsehoods, garnished with nu
merous expressions of a wholly pro
fane character. This was called -'do
ing old 1'at."and was a very popular 
amusement in every mess-room where 
the Colonel's personality was known. 
11 is real name, of course, as t.ho Army 
List will tell you. was Col. Dominiek 
Sydney rower, but this is a compara
tively trilling detail. He had been 
nicknamed "Old I'at. ' 'at a very early 
stage of his military career, and -'Old 
I 'at" of the lied Hussars was almost 
as well known throughout, the service 
us Cox's I tank or the cold-meat train 
to Woking. 

Therefore, when the lied Hussars 
heard that Sir .lames Macleod bad 
been gazetted from the ltlues to their 
own regiment, conjecture ran very 
rife among the oillcers whether Sir 
John would contrive to hit it off ami
cably with "Old J'af' It was gener
ally felt. t hat the stranger would prob
ably prove a Scotchman of the deepest 
dye. with a very large allotment of 
Scotch pride and patriotism, while, 
no doubt, after his experiences in the 
JJlues, he would be inclined to regard 
a mere Colonel in a Hussar regiment 
with more compassion than rever
ence. I 'nder these circumstances 
there seemed to be every prospect of 
some lively and exhilarating scones 
when the Colonel should deem it fit
ting to take the Scotch baronet into 
his confidence 011 the important sul>-
ject. of national distinctions. 

"It will Vie great fun if lie goes for 
Old I'at and gives it I11111 hot, when 
lie begins the usual rot," said young 
Fanshawe. with a broad grin, and it 
was generally agreed among the 
junior oillcers of the regiment that it 
would be great fun indeed. 

While his subordinates were com
ing to this insubordinate decision, 
Col. Dominiek l'ower was engaged in 
reading a long letter from an old 
schoolfellow of ins. and a former 
brother officer of Sir .lames Macleod, 
to whom he had written a few days 
previously in order to make some in
quiries with regard to the new im
portation into the mess-room of the 
lied Hussars, and the Baronet's mo
tives for effecting the exchange. 

"A woman is at the bottom of it as 
usual," wrote Capt. Fletcher of the 
HIues. Macleod was very hard hit, 
and she threw him over for no reason 
that any one eau divine. Pure dev
iltry, that is ull. lie knew that you 
wre ordered abroad, and he wants to 
get out of the country without ap
pearing to run away. That's the 
bait. lie is a capital fellow; no 
damned nonsense about him in any 
nra.v: is a good sportsman; A1 shot; 
and very popular in the regiment. 
There is only one point on which 1 
had better caution you. Don't bet 
with hitn. He is a very devil at bets 
and always wins." 

•'Is he, indeed?" mused Col. Power; 
"and he mav be the very divil him
self for all he'll get out of me. It's 
mcsclf that would lifco to see the 

Colonel of the regiment betting with 
a mere whipper-snapper of a subal
tern—newlv joined, too. 

Sir James Macleod proved to be a 
tall, fair young man, whose long fea
tures and high cheek-bones testified 
very clearly that the place ot his 
birth lay beyond the Tweed. lie was 
not remarkably good looking, but he 
carried himself with such an air of 
distinction that It seemed wonderful, 
as young Funshawe said, that any 
woman could throw over "such a 
dasher, and a real, live baronet to 
boot." His manner however, was 
that of a thorough man of the world; 
and it is not remarkable, under the 
circumstances, that he got on at once 
with the young men who were to be 
his companions for the future. 

"We thought, you would he no end 
of a heavy swell," said young Fan-
shawe in a day or two, during which 
friendship had ripened into famili
arity, "but you ain't a hit."' 

Whereat. Sir .lames Macleod laughed 
good humorediy. 

"What, shall" you do when Old I 'at 
begins his usual rot." continued l-'an-
sliawe in a confidential tone, "about 
In-kind being the finest country in 
the universe, and evervl oily else be
ing miserable scarecrows and out
siders? Shall von st ick uti for 'Auld 
Ueekie?' I wish you w.illld. It 
would make 1 'at so sick." 

"What iio you me.p.'-."iii<|iiimni 
tile oilier. 

Young Fandiav.v explained his 
meaning at some l. 'ii.tii. 

"And you think that ii" would l.e 
furious if any one contradicted him?" 
in<]uirerl Macleod, fixing a wary gray 
eye on the ot her. 

"Furious? 1 think he would have 
a lit." 

Macleod deliberated for a moment 
with the same wary expression of eye, 
and then he said quietly: 

"1 should like to make a bet with 
you, J will lay you two ponies to a 
five-pound note that if you will draw 
the Colon,>1 out on his favorite topic, 
1 will contradict him on every point, 
we will have a most angry discussion, 
and at the end the Colonel will be as 
g.:od-hutiiored and pleased as if—well, 
in if 1 had put a hundred pounds ill 
Ills pocket."' 

"You don't know Old I'at," replied 
Fnnshawe, shaking his head. "He'll 
make the regiment too hot to hold 
j'Ai in less than no time." 

"Well, shall I book the bet?" sug
gested Macleod blandly. 

"No: 1 won't bet on a certainty." 
"Are you sure," inquired Macleod. 

with an air of doubt, "that it isn't 
that you don't feel—quite—up—to 
drawing old Pat ?" 

"You may book the bet," cried 
Fanshawe, haughtily, and his cheek 
flushed with anger. "And if you lose 
you will have 110 one to thank but 
yourself." 

"Quite so," said Macleod calmly, 
and lie made the entry in his pocket-
book in the most business-like way. 
"And if I lose—well, at any rate 1 
shall afford you some amusement!'! 

And so it came about that on that 
same evening, after dinner, when the 
wine was circulating pretty freely 
and a mellow glow was beginning to 
make its appearance on the Colonel's 
ripe visage, young Fanshawe, to the 
consternation of the mess, proceeded 
to introduce the subject of a certain 
deceased Irish |x>litician. 

"What a scoundrel that fellow 
was!" said young Fanshawe, apropos 
of nothing, and dragging the dead 
leader into the conversation precisely 
as Mr. Dick used to hoist King 
Charles the First's head into the 
"Memorial." 

The other subs looked at young 
Fanshawe with an expression of 
amazement. Had lie gone out of his 
senses, or had the wine got into his 

1 head? Closer inspection showed that 
lie looked unnaturally sober and un
usually intelligent. Then there must 
be SOIIH? game 011—some game at the 
Colonel's expense. This would proba
bly be good sport, and it would be as 
well to be in at the death. 

Every eye wiis, therefore, fixed on 
the Colonel. Old Pat was not to be 
drawn by a young Fanshawe. lie 
snorted indignantly, but reserved his 
steel for worthier foes. 

The circle of watchful eyes now 
turned to Fanshawe. What would 
be hi* next move? 

"My pater has just bought a hogs
head of the finest Scotch whisky," 
said the youth, coming up to time 
with commendable alacrity and a 
cheerful smile. He launched out 
into some details on the subject and 
his intentions thereto, concluding 
with the following signillcant re
mark: "I hate Irish whisky. It is 
suoh sickening, soapy stuff. I think 
Scotch is much the best." 

A joyful gleam shone in the at
tentive optics. This was getting in
teresting. Young Fanshawe was 
actually of malice prepense "going 
for" Old Pat. "Hooray! Yoicks! 
Tallylio! Go it, young Fanshawe."' 
were the sentiments reflected in the 

• breasts of that hopeful youth's brother 
subalterns; while even the Major, who 
certainly ought to have known bet
ter, grinned with intense enjoyment. 

"Don't you think so, Macleod?" 
said young Fanshawe to the Scotch
man who was cracking walnuts with 
the utmost insouciance. 

"Don't I think what?" he replied. 
"That Scotch whisky is better than 

Irish." 
"Why, of course. Can there be 

any doubt? Docs any one dispute 
it?" 

This sally was too much for old 
Pat. He plunged at once into the 
fray, and a heated discussion ensued. 
At least it was heated on his side, for 
Macleod retained an appearance of 
judicial calm which would have put 
Job himself in a bad temper. Young 
Fanshawe, it may be added, at once 
seized the opportunity to retire frou 
the forefront of the battle, and took 
up the safe position of an interested 
spectator. 

Tn a comparatively abort time a 
great deal of unpalatable information 
was shot upon the Colonel. He was 
told that not only was Scotch whisky 
far more pleasing to the taste than 
Irish, but it wiis less injurious to the' 
health, and there was less of Illicit 
distillation in Scotland than in Ire
land. Warming apparently to his 
subject, and totally regardless of Old 
Pat's passionate and profane defense. 
Macleod went on to enunciate the 
view that till that was good and great 
in the Irish nation was English or 
Scotch in origin, that the Irish 
colonics in English towns formed the 
most criminal and degraded portion 
of the population, and that there was 
actually something in the climate or 
the soil of Ireland which deteriorated 
the physical and moral character of 
the inhabitants. He said this with 
the calm utterance of a lecturer who 
demonstrates facts. There was even 
a softer undertone perceptible now 
and then, as if he pitied the advocate 
of so miserable a cause. 

The Colonel became almost inco
herent with rage, IIis face assumed 
a dee]) purple hue. He manifested 
an inclination to foam at the mouth. 

"For proof of this," continued Mc
leod, "it is quite enough to refer to 
a well-known and incontrovertible 
fact. Whether it is due to the po
tatoes they eat or the bog-water 
which they drink, 1 don't know: but 
it is quite enough for my purpose 
that every Irishman of anything like 
ancient descent has a black roof to 
his mouth. You will bear lue out in 
that, Colonel. 1 am sure." 

The mess in vain endeavored to 
preserve a dignified demeanor. They 
were nearly choking with suppressed 
laughter. Young Fanshawe con
trived to upset a decanter in order to 
hide his emotion. Another young 
scapegrace was obliged to go to the 
sideboard, where he gurgled subter-
rancously for several minutes with 
his back to the company. 

"It's a lie!" roared the Colonel, 
whose eyes were nearly starting out 
of his head. "An infernal lie!" 

"How? A lie, Colonel? Do you 
mean to deny what I have stilted?" 

"I mean," shrieked Old Pat, "Uiat 
the Powers of liallycoran are one of 
the oldest families in IrcUtid; that 
they were on intimate terms with 
Brian Jioru: and that when the His-
sid St. Patrick came that way, 'Wvas 
me own ancestorr that gave him "die 
Cead mille failtae to liallycoran; s-nd 
if ys can lind a single black roof in 
the mouths of the intire family, may 
the divil fly off with the soul of ilie 
dirty varmin." 

And with these words the Colonel 
struck the table a blow which made 
the glasses ring. 

"This is very interesting indeed," 
replied Macleod, gazing at the Col-
oui'l iis if that dignitary were the 
Missing Link, or a new form of but
terfly. "1 had no idea that any one 
—even an irishman—would dispute 
it. Now, 1 dare say that you have 
never thought of examining your own 
mouth?" 

The Colonel's reply was of a nature 
that would have been an expensive 
one had he made it in the presence of 
ii Magistrate who piqued himself on 
enforcing the penalties against swear
ing. 

"Strange, very strange," said Mac
leod. who was still quite calm. "Now, 
1 think I will lay you two to one in 
ten-pound notes that 1 am right." 

A wolfish lightshone in the Colonel's 
eyes, but lie held back with the most 
praiseworthy self-control. It would 
be undignilled to bet with a mere sub 
—and especially on such a subject. 

•'twill make itfive to one in twenty-
pound notes," contiuucd Macleod, 
with an air of great confidence, "that 
you yourself have a black roof to your 
mouth." 

"I will take that bet," spluttered 
the Colonel, who was now in a white 
heat of rage, "lty me soul, I will 
take that same, just to teach you not 
to bet on subjects of which you know 
nothing. It will be a useful lesson. 
And now how do you propose to fle-
cido this bet?" 

Sir James Macleod suggested that 
ocular inspections would be the quick
est and most satisfactory method— 
ocular inspection by the senior officers 
of the mess. Their words would prob
ably be sufficient to both parties. 

The Colonel demurred a little to 
this proposition. It seemed to him 
tot&ily subversive of discipline. He 
was quite sure that the Commander-
in-Chief would not approve of it. No 
other possible way of settllngjthe 
question occurred to him, however, 
and now that be had got so far he 
was determined to win that hundred 
pounds at all hazards, and give the 
young Scotch jackanapes his much-
needed lesson. 

Candles were accordingly sent for 
at once and a dead silence ensued. 
Every man looked at the other as if 
inquiring what would be the next act 
in this singular drama. Even young 
Fanshawe forgot to laugh. The 
Colonel breathed heavily, and his 
eyes glared at his adversary, who 
still retained his unmoved demeanor. 

AJi last the lights came. Armed 
each with a candlestick, the Major, 
the Captains, and the senior subaltern 
in turn examined the gaping orifice 
which the Colonel revealed to their 
gaze, during which inspection young 
Fanshawe threw himself headlong on 
to a sofa and kicked like a person In 
mortal agony; while two other subal
terns expressed their feelings in a 
bear flght behind the Colonel's un
conscious head. 

The verdict of the judges was un
animous. They declared that the 
roof of the Colonel's mouth was red, 
not black. 

"Decidedly red," said the senior 
Captain, with a curious chuckle that 
seemed fraught with a world of mean
ing. • 'Not a trace of black." 

">ot black?" cried Sir James Mac
leod in tones of amazement, "Jite 
you sure?" 

"Quite sure," replied the Major 
judicially. < 

" 'Pon honor!" remarked the others 
in chorus. 

"Well, gentlemen, you have sur
prised me," said Macleod, glancing 
from one to the other as if he could 
scarcely believe his ears. "Of course1 

I believe you—but—if the Colonel 
will permit it—I should like to look 
myself just to convine my own eyes." 

"Look away, me bov," chuckeled 
the Colonel hoarsely. He was con
vulsed with delight at his complete1 

triumph. "Ye'll have to pay for your 
peep." 

"Well, then, please open your 
mouth a little wider, Colonel, and| 
will one of you holdithe light? Really,' 
Colonel, you must excuse me, but I 
can't see. You must really let me 
open your mouth a little wider." 

With these words he actually laid 
one sacrilegious hand on the Colonel's 
nose and the other on the Colonel's' 
chin, and pressed them gently in op
posite directions. There was not a 
man among ali the reckless crew who 
stood around but held h-s breath 
for the moment in anticipation of a 
terrible explosion. 

The Colonel did not rise and anni
hilate the audacious Scotchman, lie 
bore this insult like a lamb. 

The indignity was howeve*. of the 
very shortest duration, for Maclcodi 
was satisfied with the briefest glance. 

"I have lost." he said quite cheer
fully, "and I owe you an ample, apol
ogy, Colonel. Luckily 1 have the' 
notes with 111c." 

He produced his pocketbook, ex
tracted two .c:>0 notes from it, and 
handed them to the Colonel. 

The latter took them with the most 
portentous gravity. lie was clearly 
puzzled and uncertain as to the right 
course of action, lie puckered up his 
face in the most curious wrinkles. 
Then he rui'tied his nose reflectively. 

The humorous side of the question, 
however, presented itself very forci
bly to him, and he broke into a broad 
grin. 

"Well," he said, with a loud . oar 
of laughter, "you are a damned im
pudent young rascal. But I didn't 
think that a Scotchman and his 
money were so easily parted." 

And amid sympathetic roars from' 
the entire mess, who thought the 
whole thing a capital joke all round, 
the Colonel's indignation melted Into 
intense enjoyment of his own success/ 
The only person who was unsettled in' 
his own mind was young Fanshilwe, 
who could not understand why >fac-
leod should have risked a hundred 
pounds in so foolish a way. 

"I don't think much of that Scorch 
chap you sent us," wrote the Colonel) 
a few days later, to his old school
fellow-, Capt. Fletcher of the lilues. 
"Too much brag: too little bottom. 
He'll never set the Thames on fire., 
Only a few days ago he actually bet 
me a hundred pounds to twenty that 
I liiul a black roof to my mouth—. 
cheeky young devil! Well, 1 took the 
l>et, just to give li im a lesson. You 
ought to have seen his face when he 
lost. Really, I couldn't help roaring 
with laughter to see how •intldent, 
he had been and how sold Tie was.' 
You must be a dull lot in the Blues if 
he. always wins from you. Anyhow, I 
have broken the record." 

Capt Fletcher wrote by return of, 
post to his old school-fellow, Col. 
Dominiek Power: 

"Confound you! Didn't I caution 
you most pointedly not to bet with 
him? Couldn't you have known that 
there must have been some deviltry 
on, or a man would not throw away 
his money ill such a preposterous 
fashion, Before lie left us Macleod 
laid me one hundred pounds to a 
thousand that lie would pull your nose 
in the presence of the mess before he 
had been a week in the regiment- and 
without being court-martialed or even 
placed under arrest for it, and I have 
just received a round-robin, signed by 
all your mess, declaring that he has 
won the bet."—London Truth. 

Caunn ot» Queer Sen«atlon« 
During the scorching weather of 

July and August you often rush into 
an ice cream saloon with the avowed 
intention of cooling your body to at' 
least a few degrees below the melt
ing point If you are in a great hurry 
says the Globe-Democrat, you are apt 
to make the first few spoonfuls of the 
cooling mixture rather large. Thiq 
almost immediately gives you a vio-> 
lent pain in the temples or some
where in the region of the eyes. Why 
Is this? Did you ever stop to think? 
One who has studied the physiology 
of the case says that it is caused in 
the following manner: The frozen 
mixture, coming in contact with the 
nerves of the throat (larynx, pharynx, 
etc.,) temporarily paralyzes them. 
The sensation shoots to the center 
ot those nerves, which is the brain, 
but finds there a side connection in 
the shape-of the great facial nerve, 
which starts from in front of the ear 
and extends its branches over the 
sides of the face. One branch of this 
facial nerve, extending across the 
temple, is a "nerve of sensation,"' 
while the other branches are simplyi 
"nerves of motion," utilized chiefly 
to govern the play of the mouth. 
This great facial nerve side-tracks thd 
pain which proceeds from the chill, 
throwing it out along the nerve 
btanch which traverses the temple, 
the pain being most agonizing at the 
points where the nerve branches. If 
the irritation be extraordinary the 
"reflex" action which takes place may 
cause a violent pain in the eyeballs 
as well as in the temple, the eye 
pain being simply sympathetic. The 
person who rashly swallows great 
mouthfuls of frozen milk should re
member that every time it comes in 
contact with the nerves of bis throat 
the whole nervous system is inlured 
to a greater or less extent. 

IT is as difficult to be humble under 
praise as it is to be brave in affiicv 
tlon. 

LITTLE BOYS AND GIltLS. 
THIS IS THEIR DEPARTMENT OP 

THE PAPER. 

Quaint Maying! and Dalngi of MtUa Oaaa 
Gathared and Printed Hara for Otbar 
UtUa Folks ta Baad. 

biufk a Ltttla Bit. 
•era's a motto, juat your flt» 
"Laugh a little bit." '' 
When you tblnlc you're trouble-hit, 
"Laugh a little bit." 
Look Misfortune In the (ace, 
Brave the beldam's rude grlmaeet 
Ten to one 'twill yield Its place. 
It you have the grit and wit 
Just to laugh a little bit. 

Keep your (ace with sunshine lit— 
"Laugh a little bit." 
Gloomy shadows off will flit 
I( you have the wit and grit 
Just to laugh a little bit, 

Chorisli this as sucrod writ: 
"Luugh a llttlo bit." 
Keop it with you, sample It— 
"Laugh a little bit," 
Little ill« will sure betide you 
Fortune may not sit beside you. 
Men may mock and Fame derldo you. 
But you'll mind tbom not a whit 
If you laugh a little bit. 

—St. Nicholas. 

Learning to Write. 
Uncle Stephen, an old negro, had 

come to cut the grass in the front 
yard, and as Colonel Winter started 
to his office he stopped to greet the 
old man. 

"Well, Stephen," said the Colonel, 
"I hear that you intend to give your 
son an education." 

"Dat's what I does, sab. I knows 
what it is tcr struggle along without 
larnin', and 1 't.ermined dat my sou 
slia'n't trabble bar'foot ober de same 
hard road dat I did." 

"A noble resolution, Stephen. I 
wish all fathers felt so. Is yonr boy 
learning rapidly?" 

"Ez fast ez er horse can trot, sab. 
Why, last week he wrote a letter to 
his aunt, dat libs mo' dan twenty 
miles from here, an' after a while 
he's gwine tor write ter his udder 
aunt dat libs fifty miles away. 

"Why doesn't he write to her 
now?" 

"Oh, he kaln't write so fur yet. He 
ken write twenty miles first-rat*, but 
I told him not to write fifty miles till 
till he got stronger wid his pen. But 
he's gwine ter git dar, I tell you. 
Won't be mo' dan er year fo' dat boy 
kin set down at one end of de gub-
ronment and write er letter clartode 
odder end.—Brandon Bucksaw. 

Rack Yard Manner*. 
The twins were in a bad humor 

that morning. Fred suatched a 
piece of buttered toast from Ted's 
plate, and the latter hit his head 
with the syrup spoon. The butter 
knife fell on the floor and made a 
great big greasy spot, both mugs of 
•milk were upset, and there was gen
eral confusion. 

"Tut! tut!" quoth grandma, as 
.she wiped the syrup from Fred's 
;matted looks; "the idea of young 
men 6 years old having back-yard 
.manners!" 

"Wli-hat do you mean?" asked 
;Ted, stopping his howling, while 
Fred, too, paused to listen. 

"Back-yard manners, don't you 
know what they are?" said grandma. 
"Well, then, you just carry out this 
plan of food for the hens; and if 
'you'll stand there awhile and watch, 
I think you'll know what I mean." 

Considerably mystiflcd, the twins 
carried out the big pan, full of scrap-
lings from the table, together with a 
;generous sprinkling of corn. 

Now, grandma's hens were very 
tame, and as soon as they saw the 
pan they ran to it as fast as they 
could. First came the rooster, "Rob
inson." If you were to ask grandma 
why she gave him such a name, she 
would say, with a twinkle in her eye, 
"Why, because he crew so." 

, Well, there was Snowball, the 
White Leghorn; Nugget, a cute little 

:yellow hen; Donna Inez, a shining 
Black Spanish; Crosspatch, a big 
,brown hen, who was always scolding 
and pecking; .Tenny Lind, who had a 
happy, contented way of singing as 
she wandered around the yard. Then 
jthere were Rose and Priscllla Stand-
;ish, the two plump Plymouth Rocks, 
and—but, dear me! I can't begin to 
tell all the names. Ted and Fred 
put the pan on the ground, and there 
was a great fluttering and scram
bling. 

Nugget seized a long stem of mac
aroni; Donna Inez caught hold of 
the other end, and both pulled till 
the piece was divided. Rose Standish 
pecked away industriously at a big 
crust of graham bread. Snowball 
showed a fondness for stray bits of 
;meat, while Jenny Lind made a raid 
on cold potatoes. Priscllla worked 
at a lump of bread pudding, and 
denied quite as delighted as Jack 
Horner when she found a raisin in it; 
and when she held it up on her beak, 
all the other hens jumped for it, so 
that she only saved It by eating it 
with one big gulp. 

As for Robinson, he stood quietly 
helping himself to the corn, swallow
ing kernel after kernel down his long 
throat like a miser putting gold pieces 
In his bag. 

They all crowded, jostled, pecked 
*t, and scolded each other with many 
a prolonged "ker-r-r-r!" until both 
Ted and Fred were quite disgusted. 

Pretty soon the hens had finished 
1t all. Every scrap of food was 
pecked from the tin, every kernel of 
corn scratched out of the dirt, and 
beaks were briskly cleaned off by 
scraping them on the edge of the 
walk. 

Nugget and Donna Inez strolled 
down to the brook for a drink; Snow
ball took a dust bath; Robinson 
jumped up on the fence, flapped his 
-wings, and gave an exultant crow; 
the rest of the fowls stood with necks 
•wry, sleepily rolling their «yes, that 
4s, all except Priscllla and Rose 
Standish, who were pulling and tug
ging and quarreling over a bit ot 
gristle. 

"Hens arc greedy things," said Ted. 
"Awfully selfish!" added FreJ, sor

rowfully. 
"Well, you see how it is," observed 

grandma, coming to the door to hang 
out her dish towel. "Back-yard man
ners aren't very nice, are they?" 

The twins looked at each other 
and grinned sheepishly as the* 
thought of their fuss at the break; 
fast table; then they answered grandr. 
ma's question by a low but very de
cided "No'm!"—Youth's Companion. 

HOW OUR PRESIDENTS RODE 

Grant Liked Fast Bones, Cleveland Slow 
Ones, Arthur Pacers, and Harrlso* 
Coaehers. 
Sixty long years, with their sun< 

shine and shadow, have passed since 
John T. Price, the well-known livery
man of 311 Sixth street, first saw th< 
light of day, says the Washington 
Post, and all day Monday, the 11th, 
he was kept busy receiving congratu
lations on his golden jubilee. Mr. 
Price was born in Alexandria on April 
11, 1832, making Monday his 00th 
birthday. 

Having been in business at his 
present stand for twenty-seven years, 
he is full of reminiscences of great 
Americans who patronized his flyers. 
Among these was General Grant, who 
came in one day and said: 

"Price, I want to take a spin over 
the road to-day. Let me have one o( 
your fastest trotters." 

When the General returned he was 
profuse in his praise of the horse ho 
had driven, and said: 

"Price, that fellow was chain-light
ning itself." 

General Grant's Arabian steeds, 
presented to him by the Sultan of 
Turkey, were placed in Mr. Price'.' 
care when they flrst came here, as 
were President Harrison's coach 
horses. 

President Cleveland was afraid of 
runaway or skittish horses, and ak 
ways asked for a gentle animal. Mr. 
Price met ex-President Cleveland at 
the depot upon his arrival here with 
seven carriages for himself and party. 

President Arthur's favorite was a 
pacing horse. He always said that a 
pacer attached to a carriage produced 
the most delightful sensation. 

He only furnished President Hayes 
with one horse for an early morning 
horseback ride in the country beyond 
the Soldiers' Home. Mr. Hayes asked 
for a gentle horse, and would not 
make his final selection until he had 
seen several tried by the stable boys. 

General Sheridan always asked for 
an equine full of life and tire. Hi 
was a daring and reckless rider. 

Ruimlan 8uperntltlon. 
Ignorance is seen in its true colors 

when it interferes in the practical af
fairs of life, and strikes a death-blow 
to prosperity and happiness. A 
traveler in Russia writes, in the En
glish Illustrated Magazine: 

One village through which we 
passed was the embodiment of filth 
and squalor. A destructive fire was 
raging at one end of it, and round 
this all \he inhabitants were gath
ered. One house was already burned 
down, a second was one mass of 
flames, and the fire was rapidly 
spreading to a third, yet not a hand 
was raised to arrest its ruinous prog
ress. Oaths, prayers, the wailing of 
women and whining of children filled 
the air. 

"Why on earth don't you put out 
the fire?" shouted my companion to 
one of the peasants, who approached 
with a servile and wistful look, as if 
he expected an offering of money. 
"Have no buckets?" 

"Surely your excellency deigns to 
know that it isn't buckets we need!" 

"Well, it isn't strong arms, either. 
I fancy. Why don't you go to work?" 

"Your grace wouldn't have us fly in 
the face of heaven! We've sins 
enough on our souls without 
adding that black crime to them. 
Wasn't it God's own lightning that 
set Hetroff's house 011 fire, a couple 
of hours ago? And bad as we are, 
there's not a man in the village that 
would raise his hand to undo God's 
holy work." 

My friend raised his hand, waved 
it despairingly, and we drove on. 

"It's a mere waste of time to rea
son with them," he, said. "They 
would as soon commit suicide en 
masse as put out a fire that Gcd had 
kindled with His lightning." 

Cheap and Superior Oas. 
Parties in Pennsylvania have foi 

some time past been producing a gas 
for illuminating purposes, the quality 
of which they claim is far superior 
for the use named than any other 
now made, and can be manufactured 
at about one-half the cost. The re
sult is reached by means of a feedei 
and a number of retorts, the lattei 
being kept at a certain degres of heat, 
and the oil is forced through tliem 
into a tank which is kept full of wa
ter. By means of this simple arrange
ment the desired object is attained, 
the gas is formed by the contact of 
the heated oil and water, and from 
this tank passes on to another—the 
supply tank—ready for consumption. 

Giant Tortoise*. 

There used to be a giant species ot 
tortoise in Mauritius. Van Neck, 
the discoverer of the dodo, found 
some there which were so large that 
six men could be seated in a single 
shell. Another authority states that 
2,000 or 3,000 of them were sometimes 
seen in one drove. 

A. Homesick ri|. 
J. D. Burton, of Smithville, Ga., 

bought a pig the other day and took 
it home. It did not relish its new 
quarters and returned to its formei 
owner, "swimming half a mile across 
a pond In its Journey." 

A ST. LOUIS man burst a blood ves
sel trying to pronounce the word 
"Pantechnicon." St Louis society fc> 
organized on a one-syllable basis. 


