A MODEL CARDENER.

Bill Hedgor was n gnrdener
Who sirned his daily meat
By toiling zmleudy all day—
His :eal wits hn d lo beat.

Eoa was n man of tender parks,
And thooglitful for his years—
E'en when he out his onions down
His o563 wonl 1 811 with tears,

Mo was o pit ful and kind
Ho'd dread to ent his Inwn;

Bt thoagh ho'd never rhock his {riends,
He'd often shock his corn.

A nsoraof enroof: oft he'd give
To faed a widow's kine;

Such cema of chiarity are rare—
Full twenty ear.ats tins,

His wra.ched ho:se gonld harlly eresp,
Bill propped him whi'e he grazed;
Ho said ho'd bavo a better steed
When liis celery was o sod.

Ho'd sometimen caclifoser to him
When he hnd done his work—

Ho loved it stewo | in buttermilk,
Or briled with greons nanid pork.

But denth ot last mowel William down,
And they planted him in loam,

And gave him for his epitaph—
“He found sweet poase ot home!"

IS WIFE

The sun had just set when I arcived
at Somerset station. A whole mile to
walk in the pleasantest part of the
pleasantest country in the world! Soft |
hills, bathed in the sun's parting glow,
dotted the landseape on every side, and |
over all smiled a tender, brooding sky,
What keen enjoyment the anticipation
of a summer all alone with iy best
friend had afforded me—and now I
wis almost there, There was  the
house; old, brown and many-roomed,
and most of the rooms on the ground
floor.  Grandmother herself had be n
the architect of the establisnment.

An enthusiastic lover of nature was
this old lady of sevenly vears. Yus,
there she was! T canght a glimpse of
her white sleeve on the win lowssill,
I would walk softly in and surprise
her, How exquiste the taste of this
presiding genius ! Heliotrope, migno-
nette and white roses | Grandmother's
rose hushes were the envy of the whole
neighborhood. shy little violets bor-
dered the graveled walk leading to the
low dour-stone, and over beyond, in
grandmother's pet ficld, millicns of yel-
low-hearted daisies nodded and beck-
oned to the soft evening breeze. Avolil-
ing the trencherous pebbles, I cut qui-
etly across to the front door, stealing
with cat-like (read through the long,
narrow hallway, and entering the
sitting rooin on my tip toes, Wonder-
ful victory! Twice before had 1 tried
this wonderful dodge, and each time
had the oMl turkey gobbler betraved
me.  Where wis he on this oceasion;
and why, when 1 really need his ser-
vices, did he not prove my friend?
Softly, softly, cnly a step or two more,
The sensation of the nest minute
wasn't anything to speak of; I mean
by that it was indeseribable.  The
back of grandmother’s big armchair

uite hid the vecupant, and nothing
?qubt.ing. I made with great dexterity
for grandmother's eyes. 1 found tle
eyes, but they didn't helong to grand-

mother. 1 knew that bhefore their
saucy owner had imprisoned my
hands,

“Who is it?" said he, like one first
awakening from w sleep, * Let me
guess. The fingers are too little for
Madge, and too lng to belong to'
Sarah 1"

I found my tongue then, 1 woull
not wrench my hands away. That
would be rudeness; for he evidently
supposed them the property of some
intimate friend.

“Please release me” T soid; and
then, as he rose quickly —apparently
surprised by the voies ol a stranger—
I added, rather Indicrously, I suppose,
for the tall feilow in the shirt sleeves
laughed right heartily, ** 1 thought you
were grandmotl.er ¥

“Never was tuken for an old lady
before,” he answered, with provoking
nonchalunce; snd then added, as he
hastily threw on 4 dressing-gown,
“ what do you think about it now ¥"

“1 think I should like to know
where grandmother is, and—"

“And what am I doing here® le
interrupted, with another laugh
“Your grandmother has gone to
spend the evening with asick neighbor,
1 belong to the next house—or rather
am visiting my sister, She was unex-
pectedly telegramed away, and as 1
have been ill, and am not quite well
enough to take care of myself in the
abgence of u housekeeper, your blessed
grandmother offered to look out for
e until my sister’s return, My name
is David Alcott, nnd yours, I tuke it,
is Miss Susan Flis,” And then we
shook hands,

That evening muarked a new era in
my lite. 1 was comfortuble, as was
always the ca<e at grandmuother's, and
I was happy too—happiér than 1 had
ever been before. What it meant was
of no sort of consequence to me then,
I did notstop to analyze my sensativns,
but enjoyed to the utmost the strunge
entertuinment fate and placed before
me,  Mr., Aleott showed where grand- |
mother had left the strawberries after
tea, and then 1 skimmed a pan of
morning's milk, and prepared my
supper.

“ You have been to tes, of eourse?”
I inquired of the gentleman, who hal
pgain taken up his book,

“ Yes, but I should like a few straw-
berries, if you can spare me some.” So
it chanced that he drew a chair up to
the little round table, proving a moit
interesting companion.

Iu an hour or more after our little
meal was over, I sat on the door-stone
alone, walching for grandmother,
Then he came to the door and said :

“You nesdn’t expect her before @
o'cloeck. I wish I could sit here with
you."

“ And why not#' I asked.

“Pecause I am still in quarantine, |
Perhaps L might make it pleasant for |

you indoors. If you are fond of being
read to, [ will do mmy best.”

“And thers is nothing T am fonder
of, 1 answered, and followedl him
into the honse,

“Make your sclestion,” he said,
pointing to a table quite overlald with
Illlrﬂih‘.

ssomething of hers," Treplied, plek-
ing up an*editiin of Mrs. Drowning,

“ All right ! now to please me, open
at random, and T will read there."

I langlingly assented, and placed
my foretinger plump on Lord Walter's
wile-——

“ But why do yon go P said the lady, as both
wat under the yow,

And her oyes wers o'lve in their depths, as
tho ken'ten beneath the sen Llue.

“ Pecanse I fenr you," he answared; * be-
enuse you are far too falr,

And able o strangle my soul ina mesh of
your golden nair,”

“ Please don't go en,” I interrupted,
“ 1 like the poem, but someway it isn't
pleasant now.”

1 thought ss much,” said grand-
mother, entering just here. =1 fely
sure you had ¢ome when I saw the
light ;" and no pet st ehil |, a Laby,
was ever more welcomsd than L hy my
dear dea | father's mother,

“You promised e, David, you
would certainly go to bed at 8 o clogk,”
sald the old lady, reproachfully, after
having sat sfied hers<lf that 1 hadn’t
changed a bit since she last saw me,

“lint how could 1% he asked, with

wood and gall, as well as its honeyed
swertness.

A party of friends-.David's friends
—came down from the eity, and as we
were walking slowly into the grove
they came upon us from the depot
roal. 1 had David's arm. 1t was my
arm—1 knew it—and we should walk
that way forever, Greetings and in-
troductions were over, Shall I ever
forget the face of that man who alined
straight for my soul with his poisoned
arrow ?  Walking up to David's side,
with a contemptible familiarity, be
i

“=aw your wife last week, Dave.”

“ AL replied my compunion, per,
fo tly at his ense,

“Coming down in the 3 o'clock
train, it possible,”
“(iood,” replied David; and then

followed inquiries abont various friends
in o thoroughly eool and self-possessed
manner, It seemed to me that my
hea t stopped beating, The hand on
his arm involuntarily clen-hed itself,
and there it remained until we arrived
at headquarters, a little round bhun b of
vor's and knuckles,

“Yon won't be gone long, Lorchen 2"
inquired David, as I moved away, os-
tensibly to help the committee of ar-
rangements to decide where the tables
should be set.

“What's that you call her?' my
mortal enemy wsked, inquisitively.

FROM BELLE TO BEGGAR.
CAREER OF A WOMAN ONCE EN
GAGED TOBALMON P. CHASE,

An Anthoresmnnd a Danghier of an OMcor

Planee ta Pinee bn (nest of Breand,
A recend letter from Olean, N. Y.,
to the Philndelphin Fresy tells the fol-
lowing story:

your correspondent noticed a gray-
haired woman begging at the foot of
the steps leading to the Fourteenth
street station of the Sixth avenue
elevated rond. A gentloman who was
with me said that the womnn's name
was Lucy E. Maclem, and that she
was o person of literary tendencies,

Residents of this place recognize in
the nnme a singular and unhappy wo-
wan well known here, whose strange
actions have cansed much comment.
Ier mania for bustles is a prominent
charncteristic of her wardrobe, In
gummer and winter alike she wore o
dark calico dress, with a long full
skirt and a waist of a slyle in vogue
twenty or twenty-five years ago. She
fis tll and in other doys doubtless
graceful, :

She was the danghter of Captain
Maclem, who served in the Revolution-
ary war, and who afterward moved
with h's family to Ohio, and from thers
to Springville, Erie county, in this

of the Hevolntion Wandoring from |

While in New York the other &Inyl

WISE WORDS,

The uatruthful man makes a poor
companion aml a worse friend,

Noever despair of finding a ludy in &
eabin or too confident of tinding one in
a mansion,

Harsh  words have frequently
alienated a ehild’s feelings and crushd
out all love of home,

If you count the sunny and eloudy

that the sunshine predominates,

How people deceive themselves
when they think those around them
do not know their real eharacters,

Habit ia alinost as strong as princi-

| le, and sometimes, when weare beset
| by & multiplicity of cares, ay a't in
its stemd.  Be carcful, then, that your
habits are of the very bost.
| The rich depend on the pacr, ns wel
as the poor on the rich.  The world is
[but a magnificent bullding; all the
stones gradually cement together. No
| one subsists by himsell alone,
| As in walking it s your greatest
care not to run your foot upon a nail,
| or to tread awry and strain your leg
80 let it be in a'l the affairs of human
| life, not to hurt your wind or offend
your judgment. Amd this rule, if
varefully observed in all yvour deports
[ ment, will be a mighty sccurity to you
| in your undertakings

diays of the whole year you will find |

* Lorehen,” replied David.
*“Why, that's a Dutch name, isn't
it? 1 thought she looked liken for-

a comieal gesture in my direction.
“Well, T hope you won't be any the

worse for it to-morrow.” sald she; | eigner”
“and now to bed with yon this I hedard no more, waited for no more,
minute!" but watched wy  opportunity, and

“Denr okl Vagrant, gool-night,” | when sure that no eyes were upon e,

Slate, Lucy Maclen and her sister| The most agreeable of all compan-
Sars moved from there about twenty- | lons {8 a simple, frank man, without
five years ago to this place.  When the | any high pretentions to an oppressive
two girls were young Lucy was a great | greatness ; one who loves life and un-
belle, was very pretty, talented and | derstands the use of it ; obliging. alike
gay, and her admirirs were many,  at all hours, above all, of a golden
She wrote l"“’tf_" of some merit, ug‘h@l ll.‘,!li[ll?r. and steadfost as an anchor.

obeying in-tantly; * and
dreams to you, Miss Ellis"

“Niee buy that," £a d grandmother,
as the door closel,

“*Boy ¥ 1 repeated.

“Yes, boy I

“1Ie is twenty-five years old if he is
i day.”

“What of that? You are twenty,
anil what are you but a girl, 1 should
ingquire? Four weeks ago there didn’t
anybody round here think he'd ever
get out pgain.  The doctors gave him
up, and his sister was alnost crazy;
but the fever turned, and he went to
slesp and slept two days steadily, and
when he woke up he was as bright as
a button.”

I did not ser my new friend for two
days. Ile had overexcited himself,
and the result was solitude for this
length of time. 1 rowmmd the lelds,
and haunted the woods, read, wrote
and thonght. I never did so much
thinking in so short & space of time,
with such unsatisfactory results.

“Where under the sun have you
been all this afternoon 2" sald grand-
mother, ns at sunsct the second day 1
dragged intothe kitchen poreh. © You

pleasant

hiave torn a great slit in your dress, |

Sue, anil you look like w fright, 1

have want y1 you—mor'n your Worth— |

for the last three hours.”

“What ase you making,
mother "

* Ianada.”

“How many quarts of this stuff
does your putivnt consume, Mr Ll s,
in the conr=e of twenty-four Lonrs ="

grand-

“That {s ace rding to his appetite, |

Misg *apee ox,” said a rich volor at
my eibow; and there st od N r, Aleott.

“They've sent for me up toJones’,
They think the baby is dying.” broke
in g oandiother, while I stood blush-

ing lLike an embarrasse L school-givl. |

“Aand I want you to keep h use and
tuke care of him while I go up a wiile
and see if I ecun do anything to lLelp
them,” And the provoking ofd lady
tiipped away as composelly as it it
were the most commonplace thng in
the world for a young ludy to be lett
with the care of an invalid, and the
snid invalid a man and a stranger, A
few minutes sufliced to pase me en-
tirely at my ease, and no veteran hos-
pitiel nurse was eve: more comp sedly
exiacting than 1 in wy new role,
Grandmother's orders  were expiivit:
David musn't think of such a thing as
reading aloud, and he must le on the
lounge in the sitting-room until she re-
twnel, Suchan evening asthat was ! I
read to him out of Auerbach—anil this
took us naturaly tothelthine—and then
found that my companion had traveled
among all my fayorite Europeun eitles,
What wonulerful pictures he drew me
of the Cumpazoa, the Coliscum and
the Forum! How exquisite was the
play of the moonlight on the Sabine
mountains, and how charmingly pie-
turesque the sketeh of the old Romun
ramparts, in some places bare anl
Black with age, with here and there
patches of scarlet and greéen wde ol
popples and ivy,

Grandinother came all too soon, She
never was unweleome lalire,  Six
weeks of this dolee far niente lif—
and then
There is no good of life bot love—Yut lovel
What elso looks good is & me shade flung

from love—
Lave gilds it, gives it worth.

I kpew as well as the gqueen and
poor Constanee whit there was ino life
worth living for—wiat love meant.
Not ong word was spoken between us
of the one subjrct that all-engrossed
us, and yet I knew that his heart was
us irrevocably in my possession as was
mine in his.

One day, when he was fully well,
wa attended alittle pienie inthe grove
down the road.

“We'll have a good thne today,
Lorchen,” he said, as we made our pra-
jarations in the morning, “1 wli

| tuke out my serap-hook, and when the

others are engaged, an'd won't miss us,
we'll wander oil by ourselves, und en-
joy after our own fashion—won't we,

| Lorchen ¥

* Lorchen ! How that wonl
thrilled me! and how it epitomisedl
the tender purity of his regard for
me !

Oh'!

scriballe !

Bieap the sonl in one pure love,
And it w.1l Inst thee long.

What kind of a love was my soul
Ay ! love has its worie.

steejel in?

I 4 DBat whit?

dav long to be remembered !
Oh ! day of henrtache and agony inde-

[ said the gentleman, with a rare ~mile, | struck the puth leading to the road,

and in less than an hour was home
agnin in Granimother Ellis® sitting-
roon,

“Oh! grandmother ! grandmother!
What misery has your terrible indis-
eretion brought me ! T groaned alond
—for grandmother had gone away to
spend the day. There at the foot of
the lonnge were his slippers—there on
the bark of the lolling-chair his dress-
ing-gown. Icould not turn my eyes
without beholding fresh evidences of
his precious personality. What should
Ido? I couldnot leave until grand-
mother returned. Such a blow as that
I felt sure the old lady would never
rally from. T must sutfer and Keep it
to myself, and get awny at the earliest
possible moment. In my agony I
threw myself upon the lounge, and
buried my head in the pillow—the
pillow upon which his head reclined
50 often—the head T had so foolishly
called mine. After awhile tears re-
lieved the heated bLrain, and I fell
asleep, I dreamed that I was in the
water. I could not stir.  Huge waves
threatened to submerge me, Just
beyond on the bank, almost within

speaking  distanee, stood David, a
beautiful woman by his side—his
wife !

s David! David! take hold of my
hand! Don't you ser I'm sinking?"”
I cried out in my terror.
| “ Wake up, Lorchen! wake upl”
salil a familiar voiee ap my side, * Here
are my hands, dear. They are both
yours—nant one, Lorchen, but both.
Do yvou understand that?*
“But, David—but ="
Can it be that my lit-
tle brown bird was scared home be-
Lvatse of--"

“ Peeause of your wile”" I managid
to =ay, with his face close to mine,

“It was my chum he meant, Lor-
chen! That's what we always ecall
them at eollege, T'll get a divores
from that fellow, dear, if you will
promise to be my own real wife ¥

And 1 did—Helgrarvia,

How to Keep Cool,

Said a New York physician to a
Mourning Jouwrnal reporter,

It is supposed by most persons that
if they buthe in cold water, drink iced
lemonade, ginger ale, ice-water, ete,,
sleep with a thin coyerlet over them,
eut cold dinners and rub their faces
with their pocket handkerchiefs every
few moments that they will be cool, or,
at least, as comfortable 4s the weather
will permit, Now this is all wrong.
A cold drink makes one feel excesdingly
comfortable for a few moments, and
then the individual will feel warmer
thun ever and perspire more profusedly.

The best way to keep cool is as fol-
lows: Do not drink any ice-water,
take only one glass of suda or lemon-
ade a day; est 8 warm dinner, but do
not eat quite as much as you want;
tuke Lot coffee or tea for breakfast,
Just as you do in winter; sleep with a
very light gauze blanket over you in
the night, and take a sponge bath in
tepid salt water hefore retiring, This
mikes the body cool and  keeps
mos uitos away, do not wear a heavy
hat or a sight collar, wear light flannels,
low-cut shoes, carry an umbrella, and
above all donot rub your face too often,
heeaus: the a tion only heats the skin
[to o greater Jegrec and makes yon
perspire more freely, If this advics i3

| strictly followed you will be cooler and
healthier,

Effect of Tobacco on Boys,

| Dr. (i, Deepisne has had in his
| charge thirty-cight youths, from nine
|ty fifLeen yeurs of age, who are addicted
| to smoking, nod has made Known some

interesting results copcerning the ef-
| feets of tobaceo upon these boys, The
extent to which tobacco was used
variasd, and the effects were of course
unequal, but were very decided in
twenty-seven onses,  With twenty-two
{of the boys there was disturbance of

cir-u'ation, palpitation of the heart,
Limperfect  digestion, sluggishness of
| intellect, and to some extent u craving
[for aleoholic stimulants. Twelve
“:::ti nts suffered from Lleding of the

nose, ten had constant nightmare, four
| Lad ulcerated mouths, and one became

w victim of consumption. The symp

toms were most marked in the young-
est children, butl among those of equal
age the best fed were least affected.
| Eleven boys stopped smoking, and
"were cured within u year,

pag's of Graham, Godey and the
Kndekertocker testified., One of her
best pleces was a satire on a school-
her offense, It had a great run in the
newspapers of that day. She had a
wide eorrespondence with men of
letters and, among others, with Mr.
Longflellow,

She became acquainted with the late
Chief Justice Salmon P. Chase in the
bloom of her youth, and the friendship
estahlished terminated in an engage-
ment of marriage. Correspondence
ewmtinued betwern the two for some
time, when suddenly the letters ceased.
The reason of this Lucy would never
disclose, but it was not very long after
this that her friends noticed that her
acti' ns were very s'range. She mani-
fested more and more erazy impulses,
until finully she became hopelessly in-
sane. For twenty years she has wan-
dered aimlessly, dependent upon the
charity of her sister Sara.

Some of Luecy's habits are very
singular. For years she haunted the
hanks of this eity, continually inquiring
for remittances that never eame.
ally she gave this up and to k to bor-
rowing, or trying to horrow, small
sums of money, Her usual manner
was to enter a store when the pro-
prietor was most buslly engaged,
apn'ogize for ber intrusion in a lady-
like manner and ask for the loan of

from twenty-five cents to 2. Never
more than that and never less. A re-

fusal haid no effect, u8 she would re-
turn next day with an apology and a
similur request, She has frequently
been to New York and several years
ago she went to Washington to sce
certain members of Congress about a
subsily which she elaimed she was en-
titled to as an authoress, It is a

all her travels, Sowme say she did not
use any money at all, but trusted to
the gallantry of conductors not to put
ler off their trains between the sta-

as possible on one train she would
patiently await the arrival of the next,

Some of her vagiries are shown by
an incident that happened hers five or
six years ago, TheoloreTilton was to
lecture one evening, and she took her
stand at the foot of the stairs nwaiting
his coming. When he appeared, in
company with several men, she went
toward him, touched him on the shoul-
der and said;

“ Mr, Tilton, T want you to pay me
the money you owe me."”

Tilton whas so astonished that for
some time he was unable to say any-
thing, but at leng!h askel her for what
he was indebted to her,

“ You have been nsing my lecture
long enougl,” she replied, *and now
I want yon to pay me for it,”

New York’s Most Interesting Widow,

The most interesting widow in
America is Mrs, Hemersly, says a
metropolian letter writer, She is tall,
erect and singularly impressive in
Learing, Ier carringe can  be no bet-
ter deseribed than to say it is that of a
West Point militury man, softened by
reproduction in the other sex. That
i8 1o say, she was a happy medinm be-
tween stilf dignity and pliant grace,
she had o very pretty, it not abeauti-
ful, face, but it was her high brewding
that distinguished her above all others
of equal comeliness. She might have
been the acistoeratic heroine stepped
out from a conpventional soclety
novel., She is the daughter of Com-
modore Price,of the United States navy.
She is in rearing and chig neter all that
her demeanor promises, and a widow
at thirty, with §5,000,000,

Japanese Dwarl Trees.

The dwarf trees are often planted in
bronze vases, with huge peonies and
grotesque rock-work for the decoration
of a room, One of the ancient em-
perors is sald to have carried a Hitle
old pine tree about with him in his
carriage when he travelsd, They and
the factitious scenery of the gardens
furnish the subjects of the Jupaness
landscape artists, who, like the Chinese,
seldom go to nature directly. Most of
the curious and unnatural forms that
wo sea on Jayanese ware and screons
and so forth are the inventions of the
gardeners, and not of their brother
artists who work with brush or chisel

There are three women at Someraet,
Xy., who are mothers of fifty children.

master, who in some manner had given |

Fin- |

mystery how she obtained money for |

tions, and when she had gene as far |

For such a one we gladly exchange
the greatest genius, the most brilliant
wit, the profoundest thinker.

The Sultan’s Harem.

| A Turk'sh gentlerman who recently
arrived in New York, and who is the
' son of N.de Castro Bey, privite coun-
sel to the sultan, told a reporter some
interesting things about the harem of
the son of the sun. The first question
asked by the reporter was suggested
by & habit which is by no means con-
|1me:l to American ladies, but is uni-
versal throughout the feminine world.
ITe wanted to know If the ladies of
the harem flirted, to which Mr. de
Castro replied:

*“ No; they can't. Like all other
women, however, they would like to."

“ Why ean’t they "

“Their religion compels them  to
hide their face whenever they meet a
man, If they happen to be met with-
vut a veil they will gather up one of
| their skirts and throw It over their
neads,"

“ Whera does the sultan obtain his
wives?"

* From Circassia and a certain part
of Asin. These countries are noted
for the beauty of their women, and the
sultan has emissaries stationed there to
| make selections and importations, The
| governments of these eountries often

send portly young women to thesultan
| us presents to obtain his good will and
favor.”

* Are the women blondes or bru-
nettes ?”

* Brunettes,"
| * Do they ever bleash their hair?”

“(Oh, yes. DBlondes are so scaree
that they are in great demand, and the
women use a plant for turning their
Liair yellow.”
| “What is the color of their eyes?"

“Black as jet and as bright as dia-
monds,”

“ Are they petite or large ?"

“small of stature, but very plump,

When young they are really the hand- |

somest wonien in the world, but they
don't last a great while,”

“They fade, do they "

#Ye. 'Their lives are 8o luxurions
that they declin® from want of health-
ful exercise"

“What do they do?"

“Sit on low divans under bright
cunopies and smoke cigarettes and
drink strong coffee,”

“ How do they dresst™

“1In lpose, bright garments.
dress in the Turkish style, but arve
adopting the European fashions as
murh a3 possible,  The sultan has
often issued decrees against the adop-
tion of European tastes, bat the women

don't eare about the dress nowadays, |

and when on the street many of them
weir high French heels anid bustles,
They always wear white muslin veils,
however, which sdd much to the se.
ductiveness of their general appear-
ance."”

“ How do the ladies wear thelr fin-
ger nails 7’

“They bleach them red, and have
them cut short, The nails are short, 1
suppose, becanse they are afraid their
tempers might get the better of them,”
and Mr. de Castro stroked his mus-
tache and laughed heartily.

A Busy Man,

Mr, Blinn had leen coming in late
for s veral nights and reporting to his
wile that he was busy until midnight.
Her suspicions were aroused, however,

and she interviewed ope of his com- |

punions withotut telling him who she
WS,

“ You know Mr. Blinn ?" she asked,

“ Oh, yes, ma lame, g.ite well. e
is a particular friend of mine.”

“ You have been with him a good
deal of lnte?"

“ Yes, every night."”

“He is quite lusy &t night now,
isn't he?”

“He has been very busy, indeed,
every night when I have se.n him,”
| and he lnughed,

“ Will you tell me the nature of his
business ¥"'

“Well, he was trying to walk on
both sides of the pavement at once
go ng home, and 1 assure you,midame,
a busier mun 1 paven't seen for & long
time, If he has told you he wis busy
lnte ot night, you may tuke my word
for it that he was telling you the un-

| adulterated truth, and no discount ta
the trade -~ MerchantTrave'or.

They ]

e e
DAWMN,

Tha dawn fiita from somber fold
OF the mantle of night, and with tints of gold

Ilumines the skies;
And as he beokoned his myrind hosts
The night with ita weird and spostral ghost®
Before him flies,

He sands the brenth of the morning a'f
Todrive the wolf to his tangled lair,

Out of man's sight;
And the verpent ernwls with a hissing sound
Back to his caverns nnder the ground,

To nwnit the night,

He speeds the wird, with I's mormurs of
rest,
To awaken the robins within their neat,
And bid them sing
And tells it to pause as it wanders awny,
To enross the leaves and the Nowersis gay,
And their pe.fomes fling.

He azon n lily. with low bant head,

Drooping and withore | an 1 almost dead,
Ont in the street :

He sonda the raindrops tendorly down

To wipe from ita face the dust of the town
With their silvery £ ot.

The breath of the flowers and the enrly morn
| Touches o mother whose enild, new.y-born,
| Lies on her breast.

I Bhalioks through the vine . wresthed window-

pane

he glittering drops of falling rain,
Filled with reat.

‘ And he sprends on the face of the little guost

All the rainbow huea that he loves Less
And the mother's eyes

Aro fil'ed with tha holy mother.lone

(That in nenrest kio th the angels sbove
Aund n sweo! surprise,

| Att
|

Tha light is gilding the tall tres to; s
That nre ladsn with myrieds of spacklng
drujm;
One fesey elend
Flonts like n ahip in the distanos nwony,
And the dawn mnking room for tie foll-
Brown day,
Liea in his shroud.
—Effiie M, Land,

HUMOR OF THE DAY,

A thunderstorm is a

affair,

A laughing stock—A eollection of
gool jokes.— Boston Couricr,

A hog may be considered a good
mathematician when it comes to square
root.

Watermelons are here and the popu-
Iation will soon double up.—New York
Jomrnal.

'eople should
about the tarifl.
duty.—Picayuns,

To wash a mule safely, do it with a
garden hose, and stand on the other
side of the fence while you do it.—
Puck.

We are told that last year nearly 400
persons were Killed by the wind in this
country. This is probably a wmild way
of informing us that they were talked
to death.—Statcsman.

“ Sponge underclothing is the latest
sensation,” writes a fashion seribe. 1t
is nothing new, ‘Tailors aponge every-
thing, and fashionable young men
sponge the taflors,—Picayunr.

A Syracuse soda fountain exploded
the other day, breaking a young mun's
leg and his jaw. We have always
tried to impress the female mind with
the fact that the blame things were
loaded.— Hartford Post.

An exchange informs its readers
that servant girls are flocking to China.
American servant girls always were
death on that kind of erockery. Chinn
newds to keep her weather eye open or
the domestic may succeed in breaking
her.—Statesman,

A Los Angeles rancher has raised o
pumpkin so large that Liis two children
{use a halt each for a ermdle. This
| muy seem very wonderful in the rural
distric's, but in this city three or four
full-grown policemon have been found
asleep on a single beat.—San Franucisco
Post,

Mr. Bergh, the S, I, €, A. man,says
it ia cruelty to animals to cateh tish
with a hpok. There wouldn’t bemuch
fun in fishing if a man had to dive
| under the water and hold chlorofrom

to a fish's nose until it became uncon-
scious, and then hit it on the head with
| & hammer.—Norristown Herald,

In North Brazil there are no pro-
fessionul dressmukers, the finest’ladies
usuilly making taelr own costumes,
When & wan buys his wife a two-dol-
lar dress he doesn’t have to give her
| ten dollars to get it made,  There are
| some things in North Brazil worthy of

imitation in thiseountry.—Norristoren
| Herald.
| A young man dressed in the highest
of fashlon and with a poetic Lun of
| wind, was driving along o country
road and, upon gazing at the pond
which skirted the highway, said : “Oh,
how I would like to have my heated
head in those cooling waters!’ An
Irishman, overhearing the exclamation,
| immediately replied ; * Bedad, vou
might have it there and it wouldn't
sink."—DPretzel’s Weakly.

high-toned

informn themselves
It is every man's

Lucky Lawyer,

An Austin lawyer caught a tramp
In his omice stealing some Iaw books,
which the latter intended to pawn.
Seizing the intruder by the collar, the
| lawver exclaimed:
| You scoundre!, T'll have vou tried
| and sent to the penitentiary.”

* Let go my ne k, colonel. If you
are going to have me trigd, 1 reckon [
had better engage vou for my lawyer,
as you have the luck to be on hand."”—
Nirtings,

Ou the Market,

«Well, what is the best thing on
the market this morning,” inquired
| Jones of his youthful yartner tlie other

day.
| Tho young man deliberately scrutched
his head and replied :

«T'he Lest thing 1 have seen on the
mwarket since my experience in the ex-
chonge is a nice young lady—lires
pressible,




