SUFFICIEN | UNMT'O THE DAY,

Decauss in a dny of my dags to come

T ore wasath v grief fo be,
Bl my hoirt grow falnt, and my lips be
dumly,

In s duy that is bright for me?

Basiase of a aqbitle aonan of pain,
Lotkeo o pn'macisat throaded through

Ths Bline of my thonght, @l I dare refenln
From delight Feom the pars and troe ¥

I the hacsvest flalds alintl T eanse to glenn
Since the blosm of the apring has flel ?

Shall Twoll my eyes to the noonduy shesn
Since the dew of the morh hath aped ?

Nay, pbantom il with warning hand,
Nay, ghoats of the woary pasty

Sarome ns in nrmor of faish I stand,
Yemny not hold mo fast,

Your shndows aoross my sun may fall,
Bat as bright the san shall shino;

For Twalk ina light yo eantot pall,
The light of the King Divine

And whitover He sends from day to day,
I see th ot His nieno is Liove;

And He nevor will lot me loss my way
Tomy restin His home above,

MY TRIP T0 NEW YORK.

On one of the moist disagroeahle |

days of last Mareh T wallied two miles
to the pustoffice; not that Lexpoected

anything special, but then one must
o somewhere,  To my surprise |
found a letter, Tt was from my oll

seliool friend, Mary Ann Bromley, now
Mrs. Rihard Remington, of New
York. This is what she wrote;

My Déar Mactha Bates Perry—Yon know
ns well ns I do, that your birthduy comes on
the Ides of March. T like to refor toit in thit
way. It sounds classieal.  On that day you |
fire to recoive your legacy from yonr grent-
pint Percy, if yon nsk for it, necording to |
stroctions, It follows that 01 most come
to New York, and being in Nex York, yoo
must come to me, To conlide (o you n se-
eret: Tdo not find life in Now York per
fuctly delectabile, with o hoshand who s ol
livious of my exiztence eighitosn honre ait |
of twenty-Toar, But thenthero are compenss-
tions, shall present 1o yoa Seijao Africa-
nus, o prince in exile, who dmnsseme in
tunsely, Moreover, he cooks me toosthsome
dinners and drives me oat, Wik will take |
fimo bo look np from his br ol long enough
to nssure yon thrat ho s “very olntl (o sen
you"'—which will be the trath, Do not fuil |
Lo wierle e just whsa (o exiect you, il we
moy mest you—the prmoe nrd myselt, the
prinee beon tha box. Yon kuow you
wors nlwitys siteh @ goose, dead, bot alwnys
the dearzst of dewss, to your fricad, |

Mantsy I, Kisnvirin

I read this Litter sittine on the sel-
tee behimd the mobae eas’s in the
postalics, put it in my  pocket, tiel
down my veil, drew  on my woolen
mittens, and started home in the
teeth of the north wind in abont as
dazed a condition ns 1 had ever been
in my life, I could not even trust my-
sellf to think til I had found Nell.
Nell was my next youngest sster,
Tom eame between us, Tom  was |
nineteen, Nell was  seventeen, and,
though four years younger thaa 1, she
was wonderfully clever, and could see
duylight through a verplexity while |
wias adjusting my glasses, T founil
Nell in the kitehen trying to make the |
dish-wiper deserile an exact horizon-
tul with the line, behind the stove.
Bhe delibarately wiped her hands, and
gave the lttle sheet a horrisd glinee
upand down (but in that one glance }
she took it all in), then hande L it back
with a deeldusd nod of apyroval.

* Putty—I'd offer you my hand if I
waus sure of ity helng elewn.”

* What wou'd you do, Nell, if you
were inomy place?”

“I 1 were in your place, you
tmpter!  Why don't you ask me
what 1 would not do¥"

“That is it, Nell, you ean see your
way to the end of everything belore
1 ace mplish the first steps.”

“Well, then your first steps lie In
the diréction ol the postoffice, with an
aceeptance of your friend's invita-
tion,”

o h"']]

-you know I've never bepn

twenty miles from home in my life— |

you know that olil legaey, Is it worth
going after—I linve no ddeq it is any-
thing hut a few moth-eaten stufl
dresses,”

*Patty, never mind the legney—
very likely it isn't worth the price of

| beans and brown breaud part of us, and

west window tonehed her linir to sach
| i bronze,

know that you havs Rept ws, body and | that —the only thing that hal stood | mewnt to do for the n all.

.‘"li-ll\..

stopped oo moment woth alittle choks),
(¥ bave boen sister and eouncilor
| and friend, hrewd and buttsr, and sun-
| shine, and Hife to us all; anl while you

v Deon all this, wint hoave y o done
| for youraell 2 Tulk alwat furnishing
{ ==tulk about accomptishment ! Iatty,
vou're o wialking eneyelopeidin an'l yon
know it! No, I won't stop, You
have not livel on the top of the cars
to b sure, but you eun repeal more
Shakeonapre,”

I put my hand over her mouth,
*What good will Shakespeare do me?
It is you who ought to go in my place,
and you shiall," cried I, springing up.

AR T could! T4 my nane Martha
Dates Pecry? Was I the first born,
[ named from my great-aunt  ates,
lezally appointeld lier suceessor, to go
to New York on my twonty-first hirth-
diy, and receive in due form whatever
there might le—as you've very well
known all your life?" finishel Nell,
springing up wmd spreading out her
hianils,

And sn, as the situation seemed to be
foresd upot e, 1 eonldn’t do uny better
thin to propare for it.
black alpaea dress and sent (or a pint
ol ammonin to cleanse my old Lrowl-
cloth eloak, | gave
struetions about honscholl matters-
how long to buil the beans for Satur-
duy and how much salt to put in the
brown Iypeadd,

“* Now, Dame Dusden, please don't!"
suld. Nell, tossing the nfth pair of
mended stocking s into the basket, “ 1
will tuke gou | cire, You naay bLie sure,
and don’t vou forget all about us™

COh, Nell, ws i T ever could!™

“Then forget all abont the baked

buy yourself o nice dress and be the
queen you deserve to e

I looked over at Nell.  She had
coiledl her ha'r in henvy puffs on the
top of her heal and the T7ll around
her neck wid as white as snow, She
had sab down where the gold from the

No painter coulid ever hope
to catel ity though 1 could well believe
he might alimost wish to die for it,

Aflter dinner the day before L wis to
Leave home, | went up into the garret,
hroom in hand, and dasted, in-ide and
ont, an old horse<hair trunk which hal
done duty thronga two genorations of
my ancestors.  To cleanse it frone the
st of two desyudes ancl dreag it to the
Ught of day, down atortuous, winding
prasir of baek stairs to my chamber wis |
the work of an hour. 1 had folded a
newspaper in the bottom and had
commenced the unique task of packing
when Nell opened the door of oy
roomt,  **In the name of all that's ho-
mutn, what are you dolng »*

“Prying to coux mysix linen colinrs,
and as many handkerchiefs to adapt |
themselves to the dimensions of this
paper box," 1 replied, sjueezing down
tha cover,

Nell stood a momentas if undecided
what to do next, then she suddenly
collapsel in the doorway, and threw
her apron over her head, rocking her-
self hivk and forth, and sending ont
peal after peal of lnnghter,

*When you gel rewly or recover |
yvoursell,” I sulid, “perbaps you will
be willing to tell me what yon are
laughing at.”

“That trunk! horsa-hair in New
Yoirk! Why Lutty, it was that iden-
tical trunk that Mrs, Noah nsed before

| she went into the ark, and it has sur-

vived to this day " |

*Whichi 1 regard as o ¢lear illustra-
tion of the surviva! of the fittest,”- 1
replied, Inying in a dress,

“But yon know 1 hive a better one,
at least I have one that does not look
guite so much LKe a mammy ease s |
that, and to drag that trunk in here,
and  lay it fguratively speaking at

| your feet, shall be my first—""' |

L planted mysell firmly against the |
door. * No, Nell, that trunk is yours,
not mine, you pleked berriea for that
trunk in the broiling sun, while 1-—'

S Stadd at lome and cooked us Some-
thing to cat over a brolling stove, Tt
belongs to you as nucl as lo me and |

"

new pair of shoes, but what of that ; | you shall take it™

its the going to New York, and the

* N, Nell, I will not; Tamn a perfeet |

visit with Marian, and the prinee on | goose, 1 know, bat I will not De apier-

the hox—and—"'

0" 1 eried——<hotly, “he's & huam-
bug, anyway I have no falth in him,
and I sha'l vell Marian 80 when I write
her 3 shie was always taking up with
humbugs—and that's why she took up
with me”

“Tell her what you please, only
write hor,” said Nell, putting over the
potatoes for dinner,

After dinner 1 wrole my lettier,
Nell insisted that Ishonld go that very
week,  “It isn't but o minute now to
v hirthday anyway, and you want
to ke the most and bLest of your
visit."

“ Duat, Nell, where i3 the
come from ¥

“Never mind the money,
manaee that! Potatoes sell for €1 o
busthiel now, and I heard Tom say
there were thivty bushels over in the
cellar"

“But the going 1s only the bezsin-
ning," cried I, throwing my=elf into
the old ehintz-coverad rovking chair by
the south window,
when I get there?
for you, who have seen something
of folks and of placei; you've had
two qguarters’ sehooling in Brown
academy, and you Know .-.nllll'lhillg’ to
begin with; while I have digged and
delved in this kitchen all my 1life, vou
know | have!" She came over to me
quickly, but | hadn’t hacl my say yer.
“1t's heen pinch here, and pinch there

money to

Wi oin

with all of us, avd the nly accomnlish- |
ment I possess of my ehildhood's fur- |

nishing Is old Meb's warwhoop,”

“1 would do it then, now, if 1
wanted to," sald Nell, smiling. *You
won't ! Then you shall listen' She

sat down and put bher wrm aroundd me

What am I to do |
It's all very well |

fect shivn—I will go down 1o New
York, neither the one thaag nor the |
other—only  just what T s,
take no borrowed tinery and no bor-

rowel trunk,* |

*But couldn’t we manage to pu’l
ont these horrid brass 1etters on the
side?"  Marian will know you when
sl sees you"

“And I muern she shall”™
tlaring up. = M, I, stands for Martin
Perryv: It also standsfor Martha Perry,

that's my nawe, and ' not going |
bk upon iL uatil 1T do sometbing to | pitiable, but

disgrace it. The B in the middle
| peedn’t make uny great difference thnt
I can see””

“ Wait till yon get bhack from New
York, and then tell me what vou think
about the 1 in thee aiddle, you un-

| waorkdly ercature,” langhed Nell, as 1
Fslammed down the cover, and she
| helpud e fasten the old strap,

* Aud now,” sl I, * one more thing
retnalns—1 must rush to the wools, 1
must pive myself one mors Indian
warswhoop, it Ldie for it,"

“ Oh, it won't kill you, von will live
all the longer ! take the carving knife
with you for atomahawk and if yon
moet the ghot of eld Meb fn the forest
shdes, give her wmy compliments, and
[ be sure and be back in time for supper

—it's poor economy to be absent st
mel time,”

Nell wes laughing, ns she shut the
doors after me, but she unconscionsly
used oo worl that sent my nerves all
rensoning.  * Beunomy," didn’t | know

| all whont its hatelul twists and turns,
Woasn't I the oldest of six children and

I mended my [ “stuek in my throat™ so, these lust

Nell minute in- |

| other, and vet there

[ will |

eried T, |

You have been mother* (she | between us and the poorhouse, [hndn't | of my old home, and of the oLy corner

1 seen my mother's pale face grow
paler avery yeur, Hll three yYears before
fthe first day of winter, £he placad in
my arms the little baby for whose 1ife
shy gave her own! I aceepted the
trust a8 an older sister's portion, snil
[ heneefortli 1ite beams to me mowe
thun ever a duty. The only eharnctor
that gave any eriginality to my ehild-
| howl was the Indian woman Meb, who
strolled into my native town without
giving any account of the way she
came, and who after a while disip-
peared mysterionsly,  But she tanght
me the war-whoop of her tribe, and 1
| had never forgotten it.  There hind
been times when it had been my
| safety-valve, :
That night I held Tot longer than
| nsual lingering over the undressing,
Come what might, I had always given
| the child her half-hour every night. 1t
| was her time; I broshed her Blonile
corls and sing softly to her, Belore
I retired fither came stumBling into
my room and placed twenty dollars in |
my Lamd, T wanted to thank itm, bt
somehow 1 couldn't speak — words

days,

“1's'pose you won't hev to pay from
the depot to Richard Remington's |
house, though I should ruther pay my
wiay in a ‘speetable manner, than to be
beholden to such a feller as Mary Ann
Bromley deseribes. Mary Ann Brom-
ley was allers o high flier, in mv
opinion, an’ Ldn hope she won't get
You into trouble with her flighty
wiays,"”

ITe turned to go out, and I openel
the door for him. 1 think I never ap-
preciuted the sterling integrity of my
fathier's charpeter a8 1 did at that
minu¥:, One thing that he had said
revealed the true motives of his life.
e was nn old man—old and broken
before his yeass, bowed down, with
their acenmulated welght: his hands

| were rough with toil, his  maoners

were not foried after Chedertield; e
wits not always sure of his English, bnt
thank God, my father was an honest
man,  *To pay his way™ had been the |
rils of his life.

We arrived in New York on time, |
and Mes. Noal's trunk, my best black
alpiea and my made-over hroadeloth
cloak, All Ll have to siy about the
elretmstance is, hriefly, if 1 was not
el to the oeeasion, Marian IReming-
ton was, I foumd her as utterly unlike
what I remembered of her as one
wouian eould possibly be unlike an-
was the swne!
warm heart behind it alll I ever
wortal made eronked paths straight
and rough places pliin, she did. Every-
thing was delightful to me but the |
“Primee,” and toward bhin I did not
relent.

“1 am surprised at you, Marian,” 1
i, “notto see the evil in that man,
IT 1 know enything, [ konow he is not |
to he tristed,”

Marian only lnughed. “Your judg- |
ment is at fault, my dear. He has
been with us a year, and I have never
had oceasion to doubit his honesty; and |
fur his dinners, you must confess they |
are fuultless.”” They cectainly were. |

My birthday sun rose without a
clond; Mareh wis evidently making up
his mind to settle down to steady,
quiet work. Witn the old  yellow |
paper, contiaining the instructions ol |
my greataunt Bates—who, hy the |
way, 1 had never sesa—Marlan and 1]
mede our way without any trouble to
the place destgnatad, A more anati-
quated spot conld not e found in New
York,” sabd Marian, as she liftsl the
heavy Lrass knocker, 1 wonader it
hips not fallen or pushed nside, ages
agone,"

Judze of my surprise when, all pre-
liminaries having been arranged, 1
wits mule the recipient of n sguare
tin box ! whatever it might contiin it
hiad np weight to speak of, there wis
no jingling, no rattling, no moving
from one side to another. It was a3
empty as air, and lght as a feathoer.
Thers wiz no key to unlock it, no
word accompanying it, On onr way
home Marian ordered the “exile' to
stop at Mr. Hemington's office, anil
there in the midst ol a profound still-
ness, save for the squeaking of the
rusty hinges a8 they yieldsd to Mr
Hemingt m's “open s same,” puiltless
of wrappings or adortment of any
kind, we solemnly drew forth a brown
stocking bng—we turnod it inside and
out, held it up to the light of day,
opened it this wav and that—ther:
was nothing else—not even as much
#5 o baldl of yarn or o skein of thrombs,

Then wi went home, Marian amd 1L
We did not Taugh much, we certainly
did not ery: the whole thing sesmeld
s0 like the freak of Dmbecil ty it was
I was glad that | nor
any of my family had ever built any
| dr epstles over my legoney, that we hod
| never stopped in onr busy whisl to |
give it a thonght. When got to my
room 1 opened my hors-huir lrunk.|
and  deposited  0t,  tin box  amd
all, safe in the bottom,

It was & thud in my room tha'
awoke me, 1 cannot deseribe [t Ly
any other worll, It was not a foot |
step—it was not the turning of a key.
or the grat ng of a file in the loek, o1
the opening of a door, It wis not |
ottside or in the wall, but right in iy
room.  So perfectly did I possess myv-
self, when I awoke, thut I was able
instuntly to locats myself and
my belongings. As [ lay per-
fectly still, 1 heard a clock striking
th hour of *two" —the deal hwr of
the night. Prevntly, thare was a 1it-
| tle stir, as of the moving of ecautions
fect on the earpet, toward wy el 1
wis able then to locate the stand. My
trank stood in the coraer of the roum,
near the deor leading to the hal, |
hail wkel this door when [ retired,

(my defens doss Head-
Cmy sealp left,”

| stoeking-bagr

[ eut evenly, or else—"

| father's farm stuck ke o ridge pole | but the intreder must bave pleked his
fon the very roekiost, blen oit corner! way there, for the room had no othor
of all New Englund, with its sterile | aecess,  Whoevor e was, he wasmak

I thooght

whoere [ used o st ol rewl In the
wfternoons, of my hooks an | thelr bos
longngs. This hal occupisd but o
socofid, Tot in it 1 had Dved Years, A
little Jor of tae bed ! e was thers
then.,

Marnn'a room was separated from
mins by a don'de wall, I I serenmed
she might not hoar me. Was thero
nothing, then, nothing? I lifted a
silent prayer for help and the answor
came Hlke a Nash.

It was the accomplishment [ re-
ceived from old Mel that savel e,
I eoncentrated all my strongth in
one wilil whoop, It was enough to
waie nll the sleoping Indians west of
the Misslssippl,  Symething clicked
ngainat  the bedpost and somebody
rushed out of my room, hitting his
feet against my trunk at the door,
with more noise and less ceremony
than he liwl observed in entoring.

“You lhave hnd a terrible night-
mare,” =afil Marian, shiveri ng allover,
“T thongiht every redskin that ever
lived was ftourishing a tomahawk over
I hope I've got

“ Marian, how did you get luto my
room ¥ [

“Tound the door wide open—lucky
that your door was not locked, th mgh |
Rick wonld have burst the door to
hiwve reached you"

“Is there anything under my hed ¥”

“ Droagming yet, are you. dear?’ She
smiled as she stooped. The night-
lamp in her hand tlashed over some-
thing on the carpets It wasa burglar's
lile,

Seipio Africanns must have received
an urgent eall to his own country, for
he was never seen therealtor in this
I suppose hethonght that tin bhox cons
tuined viluables; failing to find it une
der my pitlow, he would have searched
my trunk.

“Wiho wounld have Lelieved it of
him,” said Marian, the next day at
dinner,

April Fool's day eame on satardny,
last year. If a mine of siiver had
opened at my feet in New York, T he.
liove I should have hastened home to
spomd the day with the ohilidren,  We |
usal to make it a Kind of high day, |
had come on with my tin box and
Just the same, lowever,
and after o morning of merry-making
1 sat down with Nell to mend stock-
ings,

“ It is strange abont this hae,” gaid
Neoll, tugging nway at a stitch with
the point of her seissora,

“IWhat is strange abont it 2"

“ Pon't you notice how it puckers in
this corner? It seems as i€ it was not

I wns honeyveowblng the heel of
Tom's new sock and didn't notice
Nell's sudiden silence till she pulled at |
my sleeve,

“ bty

She held a little paper in her hand,

“Tfounl it sewed i this seam.”

She had spread it ont and was trying
to read it: *To any one who has wit
and perseverance enough to lind this
paper, T give and hequeath—"*Why,
Party! whit does it meen?”

st means, my dear Nell," said 1,
glaneing over the papers and noting the
signature, it means that you have |
been left a fortune and you are going
ta be the queen you deserve to he, and
that I am the true April fool after
all!"—=Springficld Republican,

Shaving a Pig.

('hief Jnstice Chase in his 1111}‘[[1']111]
gave little promise of his future ca-
reer, He was near-sighted, hnd & bud -
pediment in his spoech, and wis stoop-
shonddered,  shambling and slouchy
in sappearance and galt, Owing th
tie death of his father and the pove
erty of his mother he was adopted by
his uncle, Hshiop Chase, of Ohio. T
Cleveland Leader ¢ U5 the following
amusing  story of  his  early life:
“One day the bishop went away
an one of his trips into the diocese, anil
told  Salmon  to quit school early
enongh dn the afternoon to kill and
dress a pig. The young man had never
done anything of the Rind, but he
Knew tnat he must lirst
gateh the pig.  TTedid this after great
tronble, and finally Killed 1, But now
the qiostion urose how he stonll ges
the hair off, e had heard that the
farmers usually sealdod hogs, aml s
he hented o lot of wiater and sousel
the pig in,  But he held the pig in ton
long, and the water was too ot 81
that the huir was simply set, amd
would not come out at all, The futare
inrist dug away with his fingers until
they were raw, it to no effect, 11«
linally bethought  himself of  the

| hisliop's razor, nnd getling it, shavel

the ple from noseto tail. Every one
eongratulate l hin upon the good joh
he had done, but when the hishop next
triedd to shave himsell he came as near
4% bistops everdo to using profane
lunguaze.” \
- ——— .

A Poor Cure for Insomnla,

A Californin man troubled with in- |
somnia was tild that he would be |
mreld by going to bad, elosing his eyes l
andl pleturing in the mind & flock of |
sheep jumping a fende oneat o thine.
The axperitnent nearly made him in- |
sane, *1 jumped about 2000 oyer
the fenve,” he savs, “und there wers
abiout 100G left,  Sleep! 14
given §1,00) not to see those sheep
Jump that fones, 1 eonld have gone |
to sleep right away but for the 2,000,- |
000 stupid, white-faced sheep standing
wialting like a lot of fools for me tue
jump "em over the fenes, Jump ‘em, |
did I say? I had to boos! ‘o, hoist |
every one of those G000 sheep
over that pasture fenee, and when 1
turnel and looked back there were |
14,000,000 shesp, stuphl, blank-faced,
white, wonly imps walting there, each |
spving, * Me, too, my turn pext' "—
RBuoston Globe,

FASHION NOigks.

White tollets are moere masses of
embroidery.

Small buttons are nsed, but speckled
|

in colors to matoh fabries,

Postilion backs ars the most
quent finish for pointed corsages.

Navy blue remains the favorite color
for yachting aad mountiain suits,

The empire puff worn at the bottom
of the skirt hus besn revived in Parls,

Late importation of Paris dresses
have larger tournures and hip draper-
ies,

Buckles, large and small, are the
popular millinery ornaments this sea
BOTL.

Box plaitings and flat puffs appear
around the bottom of many pointed
bodices,

Sleeves of dresses
and wraps are
should :rs.

Long lace mitts are finished with

fre-

and of mantles
e high on the

|

S0l Tudl feathered ont ruchings, matchs |

ing the shades in the dress or its triin-
niings,

Embroidereil nun's veiling
crize for young ladies who want a
dress that s © fust tao lovely for any-
thing."

Viery  wide rildions birocndsd with
single limge roes are amomg the im-
portations,  The gquestion I3 what can
U donye with them,

Tercolored ginghams, cheoked in n
carker shade and bordered with the
same bn o Greek pattern areamong the
novelties in waeliing Lubries,

Gathered blaek laee eloaks shirred
and trimined with Barcelona laee and
wide satin bows are among the most
distinguished summer wraps,

Draperies neross the hips  remain
very luege; back depperies do not de-
seemd very low on the ddress skirt,
especially when there are flounces all
aronnd the skirt,

All the shiniles of gray ars fashion-
abiy worn, and some very  pretty gray
climberys have been mle ap and
trimmed with white Saxony lnce and
clustiring loops of gray ani pink satin
ribilwon,

The newest =ateens are com!inations
of apricot, visl rasplierry, strawberry,

| oF gray tints, plain tints with shaled

roses, palm leayves or bulbous blos-
soms on tinted groun:d, matehing the
pliin: materiad,

Noew pelfsses are male of mixtures
of stk wad wool in bodian or Persian
putterns, andin oriental Llending of
enlors,  They ure linel with apricot,
strawherry or olive (willed sk, wasl
finished with hows of wide satin rib-
Lon,

The Petersham felt Lt for young
lndies nnd misses is a8 mgsculine a4
any worn by vouths in their teens, It
is of London felt, with =loping crown
and slightly rolled brim, nmlits severe
trinniing is & ribbed velvet band and
steel buckle, Two kid bands, with
buckles and straps, also trim these
English walking-hats, anid the binding
of the hriny must be of the same kind,

Little glrls' dressos of Tarkey red or
blue peroale are made withlow, square
nechs il short sleesves, to wear over
white guimpes.  Blue bows are on the
rd dresses and red hows are on the
blue ones.  There are twelve tucks

| down  thefrmt and back of the long

wakits, and embroklered  rutles cover
the skirt. Their white pigne dresses
are trimmed with open guipure eui-
broidery, amd shrivap-pink bows are
worn with these,

Mongolian Gamblers in New York,

One Long High, a Celestial gentle-
man of leisure, savs that all the ouses
in Mott strect inhabited by Chiness
are gambling dens except two,  The
proportion of Mongolian gaming  re-
sorts in 1’ell street is even greater.

| There are two huandred professional

Chinese gmnblers in the elty.  They
make their living off the simple and
industrious hiundrymen around town.
Two fthousand doilars  bas  heen
lost st their tables o one night by o
single player.  Most of the yellow
men returning to China from New
York are gumblers who have been
lueky: A numberof Chinese faro deal-
ers have goneback to the fowery lund
with &.000 apiece, the result of a single
vear's sucesssful  banking in their
special line,  Mongolinn Liundrymen
are o infataated with games of haz-
ard that they have ot n lost in Mott
street the savings of menths and then
gimbled away théir clothes, shoes and
lat-irons.  As large asam as $250 is
sowetimes put up on one gome, and
won or lost in o monent,  The largest
bank in Mott street Las o capital of
10,000, The smaller one ones have
2300 and 400 each.  An average
biank has about §4,000. They play
muostly *“skin games.” A Chinaman
wlio last yenr leit the earnings of
several years at 4 gambling lonse in
Mott street is said to have committed
suteide, though the fact Was never
miule public.

When the yellow  gamblers lose
heavily they get excited aml kno 'k
el other down or degw their Knives
and i in a general ght.  The cases
of assanlt dnd battery wimong  Chinese
which come up at the Tombs police
court almest Invariably are gambling
rows.  The combatants either fight in
the gaming den or rash from it into
the street und join battle there. By a
tuctic agresmoent neither defendiant or
complainant permits the character of
the resort they were in to be known
to the codart. When the gune does
not run right the gambl ors adjourn to

the sidewnlk and hari-kari cach other
there, —Nete York Journal.
- | ——
Kind words produce their own

image in men's souls, amd w beautiful
image it Is,  They soothe and comfort
the henrer,

is the |

l

MY OWN EHALL COME,

Bearena I fold my hinndas and wait,
Nor care for wind, or Lade, or se4,

1 eave ne mors ‘gainst time or fals,
For lo! my own shall coms (o me.

I stily my hasls, 1 make dalnya,
For whnat avals this
I stand amid the eternal way

And whnt is mine shall ko oyw my [aee

whgie pnoa?

Aslesp, nwake, by night orday,
The freids I seck nre secking me;
Nowind ean driva my bark nsteay

Nor change the tide of desiiny.

What mattar if 1 stand alone?
I wait with joy the coming yonrs,
My hearl shall ranp whoro it has sown
Aud garner np the fruit of toars,

The planets know their own ond draw.
The tide turns to the aeng

I stand socons mided nature's law
And know my ewn shall come to ma.

The stars coms nightly to the sky,
The dews fall on the lea:
Not tims, nor spaes, nor dees, nor high,
Can koep my ow: away from me.
Denrer News,

HUMUOR OF THE DAY,

A relie hunter —A fellow
g to captury a widow,
Thieves are always willing to ta}
o hand ™ in any bas.ness,

A sound edusation ein only be o

ealdenvo
in

| tained from a masic master.

Spring fushions prevail all the yed
rottel ot the dreus.—Neow Yo
Jorwrna.

A min late'y married, was askel i
the elub abiout Liz bride, s sl
pretty ¥ No” replied he, “she
not, hut she will bz whea her fath
dies,”

Literary query: A new hook is e
Fitlesl “Short sayings of Great Men
| When are we to bave She > Greal Sa
ings of Short Mon*'—New Yor
Nerrs,

Nothing s0 strongly tests a man
verneity as o be summponed too t
door to be confranted by the questio
“Are you the head of the louse?"-
Yoniees Stabesninn.

Careful housekeepor at breakfus
* Dridgot, Beidget, thore's a iy in th
room,” Ys, bl le, wadien, 1 Kno
there fs, It got in this raing whe
[ me hack was turned.”

I Printed sashes are =ald th he fasl
fonnble, bt on the erosssromds th
| wenther-benten pine-sash, wilth un ol
hat supplding the place of ginss, ma
still be seen.—-fHoxtun Hnllctin.

| It was “Darling George™ when

bridal couple left Omaha; it w
[ ** Dear George™ at Clicaga: ut Detrol
(it was “George aml when the
| reached Niagara Falls it was *sa
you !"

A ealeulation shows that a Dunde
spinner must spin sixty miles of yar
to carn &2, Almost any colintry stor
can produce men that will spin
longer yarn for nothing, —I'isbur,
| Telegraph,

Lightning struck a  contributioy
plate in a Western chureh just as th
dineon was piassing It around. < Thi
lis the first time anvthing has strucl
this plate for three months,” suid th
Hdeacon, thoughtfally,

“ Everything is as regular as clock
work about my honse" sl Brow
who wits siowing the splendors of hi
new residence to some of s Triends)
WY es" salil I"-l;_:;':, it 15 tiek, tick
wll the time, 1 suppose”—ZRosto)
| Z'ranseript,

A five }'t‘tl.l"lrlll who went to sthoo
for the tirst time coune home abt poon
and siid to his mother:  * Mamma,
don't  think  that  teacher  know

fmuch” *Why not, ' w Why

dvar:

shie kept asking questions all the time
she usked wher: the Mississippl rive
was"”

A girl, seven or  elght years old
slipped down on Woodwind avenu
the other day.  As she was  pieking
hersell up o pedestrian said @ Do’
ory, sissy”  “Who's going to?" sh
sharply  demanded, as she rose g
| *1 gitess when o gitl hinv got he
| mother's shawl on she ain't going t
let anybody know she's hurt "—20
troft Free Frress,

Twao little girls met on the street the
other day, and one sail to the other

“1've put all awy dolis into deej
mourning, aml it's so hecoming W
them ! Come over and see them '

S What did you do that for?” <Ok
we hiul a Clamity  Our dog got Kidled
and there diiin’t anybo Iy care but me
Land them ; we've just erind our eye
ont.”  Then the other little girl sal
in slow, deliberate tones @ May Wik
son, ain't you lueky, though?  There’
always sonething happening vou,™
Dutruit Post,
WY SHE'S SO CHARMING,
Poots may sing of houris foir,
With oh, sueh wenlth of golden huirg
Buch eyes, such lips ! such—I don't care,
They can't eompare with Jesaie |
Painters may blend their ealors bright,
With rninbow tints and soft moonlight,
But never in their wildest fight
Could they come near my Jessie,

Soulptors may chisel fram the stone

Idenls that nesd but breath alone

To live and move, and yet not one
Could ever equnl Jessio,

You nsk mee why this mniden rare

So charming is beyond compare ?

Well, her papa's & millionnire—
An only child my Jessle !

What They Do Not Say,

He : Your father must be worth al
least & million, and you would snahild
me to go through lfe in astyle T coule
never hope for without you. 1 do no
love you, it Is true, but-—one canno
expect everything., So let us marry

| If your father fails I can crawl out o

it somehow,

She : Very well! You will neven
amount to anything, but you are goo
enough as far as you go. 1 have trife
with so many men that most of themw

They shame him out of
his unkind feelings., We have not yet
began to use them i such abundance
as they ought to be used.

“ Do you suppose, brave hear , that
Tom amd 1 and all the rest of s, e
ginning with father and endiog with
Tot, do you supposs that woe don't

pasturnge, its wood-lnwns, its ulpill'.-']m_l.: his way stra‘eht for me. Wha'
corier lots an 1 its twoble-town build- | eonld 1 do? T thonght of my poor olid
ings, descended to him from his father, | father anl Nell, and the bov--of Tot
eavered all over with mort zages at " asleep in her warm bed, of what [ hal

hate me, and I may not get a Lette
offer. If I do I can break the engage
| ment.—New York Life.

e ——

Borlin wmakes abont 1LOOO arcordion
very duy, the year rounl,




