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IF WE HAD BUT A DAT. 

"'"-'We stioutt fill the boon with the sweetest 
things. 

If we bad but a day. 
We should drink alone at tlie purest springs 

In our upward way, 
We should love with a life-time's lore fas an 

hour, 
If our hours were few! 4 

We sbouid rest, not for dreama, M for 
fresher power 

To be and to do. 

We should bind our weary tad wesdwi Will 
To the dearest light, 

We should keep our eyes on tke heavenly 
hills 

If they lay ia sight. 
We should tra:uj>ie the pride and the discon

tent 
Beneath our feet, 

We should take whatever a good God sent 
With a trust complete! 

We should waste no moment* in weak regret 
If the day were but one; 

|f what we remember and what we forget 
Went out with the sun. 

We should be froia our clamorous selves set 
(re* 

To work or to pray, 
And to be what our Father would have us be, 

Sf we had but a day. 
—Mary Lam JMBMMO*. 

LOVE BY T£LE6BAP^» 

Miss Pearl Silverly was t^t*£faph 
operator at Jones' Station, and Lucy Lor
illard operator at Nineveh, the next peint 
#i communication, with nothing but the 

»distance to prevent their intimacy. They 
lad never met. however, except electri

cally, and were total strangers t<> each 
jfther till one New Year's morning, when 

% occurred to Miss Pearl to send the fol
lowing telegram to her nearest neighbor 
and fellow-laborer: "To Lucy Lorillard— 
A happy New-Year. Pearl Silverly"— 

{artly because she was idle, as hers was 
branch route, with very little business 

£nd less pay, and partly because she 
Iras in need of a friend and a friendly 
^n>rd, She hud lately been in the habit 

I
If atnusinir herself wondering if this 
i.ucy Lorillard found life pleasant, had 

^ther, mother, lovers and friends, and 
•as like herself in nothing but in being 
• telegraph operator. 

The answer returned promptly: 
14 Thanks. The same to you, and more 
also. If wishes were horses, etc." 

" llather slangy," thought Pearl," but 
good-natured. I guess she has a broth
er at home." And so the ice, once 
Jlsawed, had no chance to stiffen again 

?!ter this. There was little business, as 
said, going over the lines from Jones' 

Station to Nineveh, and, as the operator 
pt the last-named place seemed likewise 

' jb have unlimited leisure on hand, the 
J»vo held frequent electrical tete-a-tete*, 
jfcml Pearl began to feel as if she had 
known Lucy Lorillard from infancy—as 
if they had gone to school arm in arm 
•nd learned their lessons from the same 
book. 

Pearl's home, if it deserved the name, 
was in her uncle's family, where there 
^rere three cousins and an aunt, but no 
incle now; a home where she hardly 
Ifclt at home, where she enjoyed no corn-

Ianionship, where she was perpetually 
arassed and annoyed, where her opin

ions were ridiculed, and her sentiments 
|(nd tastes received no sympathy; a home 
$bere there was no room for expansion 
ixcept in the way of " long-suffering 
flnd bearing all things." She always had 
g dread of returning to this roof-tree at 

'"flight, a sort of ecstasy at leaving ii in 
#ie morning, especially after this new 
''friendship had begun to coruscate across 
ler days. To be sure, she ate her daily 
fere ad and slept the sleep of the just at 
Aunt llidden's, but she hoped and as-

Sired and lived at the telegraph oflice, 
nee friendship is as much a necessity 

|0 the human being as good dinners and 
floft couches. She could never exactly 
tell how it came about, but gradually, 
|rom exchanging pretty civilities and 

{leasantries and the news of the day 
cross the wires, she found herself pres

ently telling this Lucy Lorillard, upon 
j|hom she bad never set eyes, almost 

" Everything she knew and felt and suf
fered or enjoyed, and receiving expe
diences and confidences and words of 
lomfort in return from said Lucy Loril
lard. Noihing was too trivial and noth
ing too great for the two to discuss across 
#ie lines between Jones' Station and Nin-
§\eh, which had suddenly sprung into 

•'Remarkable activity, and which at one 
Vine caused Lucy to remark, telegraph
ically, " Our linen have fallen in pleasant 

f laces;" while Pearl answered; "When 
am here at the oflice, and can rap out 

a message to you, I forget who 1 ain, and 
feel no longer homesick lor a home that 
doesn't exist, and alone in the world. 
You are in my thoughts, sleeping or 
waking. If it weren't lor you, dear Lu
cy, I think my heart would break. No 
one ci:n tell how grateful I aui for your 
friendship." 

Lucy: "You silly puss! grateful tome, 
indeed! I receive a great deal more than 
1 give. I am so happy that you think of 

E, sometimes. Keep thinking. To live 
your thoughts is * kind ui iuuuoi tal-

•'Cimie! who's silly now? Anybody 
would think we were lovers." 

Lucy; ''So we are, aren't we? I won
der if we should know each other if we 
were to meet by accident ." 

"I should know you, of course—see if 
1 wouldn't. You've got great dark Hotiid 
eyes, such as poets rave over, with dark 
Curling lashes, and a flickering color on 

Jour cheek, and thick waves of light 
irown hair; you're tall and slender, 

arid have a fatal dimple in your chin. 
There!" 

" You've omitted my principal feature; 
' otherwise you (latter my poor face and 

figure." 
"Oh, an aquiline nose; and, let me 

*dd, you are fond of perfumes and jew
els. " 

" I am fond of one Pearl, certainly.'* 
" Now it is your turn to portray." 
Lucv " Well, your eyes are large and 

Hue, like forget-me-nots." 
" Aunt Hidden says they're like burned 

holes in a blanket. Don't deceive your
self." 

44 Y our nose is Grecian." 
" It has earned me the name of Pug at 

home, however—not willing to contra
dict such a I)ansel as yourself ." 

" Your complexion is like the lily." 
''Pad, by your leave." 
"Your hair is a skein of yellow flose." 
" Pardon me; they call it unmitigated 

red ut J one-' Station; but no doubt they 
are color-blind." 

Sometimes they conversed in this novel 
manner about the books they had read 
and the journeys they woulu take when 

| their ships came in; about the music 
| they thirsted to hear; about Now and 

Hereafter. 
" It struck me oddly the other day," 

telegraphed Pearl, "that I had never 
beard your voice. Wonder if I should 
recognize it. When I listen to the 
* Traumarei? which somebody plays next 
door, 1 seem to hear you speaking to me." 

Lucy; " You thaii hear me some day 
—to some purpose. 

"I hope so. Would anyone believe 
that a companionship between two who 
had never seen each other could be so 
sweet ? I" so uptimes fear that it's too 
good to last." 

•• Don't you. ever come to Nineveh, 
•hopping?" 

'• >0; I'm too poor. I don't mind tell
ing it, because I suspect you of the same 
infirmity. Don't you ever come to Jotted' 
Station?" 

"Often—in spirit." 
' I used to be Miserable brfnw 1 

kt ew you! 1 used to think there couldn't 
be anybody so unhappy. The beggar-
woman had her child, the old crones at 
the work-house were friendly with each 
other, the humpbacked girl in the alley 
had a sister; and now I—have a friend!" 

'"Friendship is love without the 
wings,' the poet says. Wouldn't you 
rather say: ' I have a lover?' " 

" Now you're teasing. There's no love 
worth having without friendship for a 
foundation." 

"Amen." 
Later: 
" I'm going to confide in M how 

foolish I've been. I was invited to a ball 
—a county ball. Cousins Liz, lielle aud 
Pan accepted. I made their gowns-
such beauties! pink and blue and sea-

Seen tarlatan?, like sweet clouds. I felt 
;e Cinderella, and sat down and had a 

good, enjoyable cry after they were 
gone. I had nothing but my old brown 
alpaca to wear. I couldn't sleep half 
the night, thinking of what I had lost-
such giddy galops, such mazy quadrilles! 
—though of course I would have been a 
wall-flower!" 

" ' The flower that all are praising.'" 
" No; nobody but you." 
"No? I fancy you resemble the wom

an I heard a clergyman praise in his ser
mon last Sunday, with wjom he said it 
was pleasacter to meet than a poem of 
Browning's, Paul's epistle, or a chapter 
of Epictetus!" 

" I shan't listen to such flattery. Oor 
meeting will be one of disillusion's." 

Sometimes the telegrams were after 
this fashion; 

Pearl; "What are the latest things 
out in suits at Nineveh?" 

Lucy; " The young men." 
" No trifling. How are oversklrtef" 
" Very much pulled up." 
" Perhaps you can tell how they draw 

the hair now ?" 
• With brush and comb still." 
" I mean is it worn off the forehead 

n<^?" 
"It M very much worn off the fore

heads of the young ladies who crimp, and 
ofl the crowns of the men who live in 
their hats." 

'• How do you wear your own, pray?" 
" Curled." 
"Splendid! Have you such a thing as 
lover?" 
" I have one devoted lover, for a 

surety." 
Splendid! I've sometimes thought— 

but no; you'll tell him." 
' You won't mind when I assure you 

that my lover ia only myself, Lucy 
Lorillard. Now, you've sometimes 
thought " 

" It would be delightful tobt first in 
somebody's heart." 
" No matter whose?" ' 
" What a plague you are! It seems to 

me it would be so delightful to love 
somebody better than yourself—so well 
you could die for hioil" 

" He would be a tine 4 Agger of a man' 
to lei you die for him." 

" You do know how to {Hit Ml extin
guisher upon sentiment." 

Later; 
Pearl: " I've got something dreadfhl to 

tell you." 
"And bad news travels fast." 
" I've got a lover." 
" 1 knew that before. What's dreadful 

about it?" 
Oh, I don't want him; lie's old. He 

might be my grandfather." 
• Saints and ministers of grace defend 

us!" 
" And Aunt Hidden says it's mj duty 

to marry him." 
'•And I say you sha'n't." 
" He walks with a crutch, but Aunt 

Hidden says I can ride in my carriage. 
He is deafi but she reminds me that I am 
not dumb. He wears a scratch, but Bhe 
jissures me that 'scratch' is only mascu
line for chignon." 

" Did I understand that you were will
ing to die for him?" 

'• I'd sooner die than marry him." 
"Good. But you won't do either." 
•' But I must decide to queen it at 

Gable Hall or be turned out of house and 
home." 

" My arms are open to you, as well as 
my doors." 

" How well that would sound, dear 
Lucy, if you were only a nice young man 
whom 1 might love! I hope you don't 
think I'm improper." 

" I think you're an angel, and the pink 
of propriety." 

" Squire Gable brought down the 
family jewels to dazzle me. Liz tried 
them all on. I couldn't touch one. I 
felt that the dead women who had shone 
in them would rise up and curse me if I 
should purchase them at such a price, 
and so cheapen love and all womankind. 
'Squire Gable has a grandoephew who 
will come into his property if he marries 
no one, hut he takes no notice of the 
young man, because his mother married 
against the 'Squire's wish. This is all 
hearsay, however; it may not be true. 
But in the meantime the nephew is quite 
poor, they say. I pity him. 

" And pity is akin to lovtj,* 
" Yes—love's poor relatiufl.* 
Still later; 
Pearl: " Advise me, dear Lucy. Aunt 

Hidden warns nte that if I refuse Squire 
Gable she will w ash her hands of me. St) 
I temporize, like a foil." 

" And the woman who hesitates is 
lout." 

" I demand a month for reflection. 
But when the month is ended, what am I 
to do? My salary here as operator 
wouldn't buy my salt. I don't know 
how to do anything else; nobody would 
give me board as a cook, sewing-girls are 
a drug in the market, und to beg I am 
ashamed." 

"If you marry him, I'll forbid the banns. 
All that I have is vours." 

" But the trouble is you haven't got 
anything to speak of, you dear old goose." 

*• Not much, to be sure; but enough for 
ns two." 

"I can't take even your bounty. 
You know the old story—poor and 
proud." 

*• Yon would rather take mj fceart and 
make no return?" 

" To tell the truth, I'm afraid to meet 
you. Now you can believe me every
thing that is beautiful; then there'll be 

, no more Elusion, and you may not like 
the result. And I should die if you turned 
against me." 

" Then promise not to marry tiie 
Squire; take his poor grandnephew in
stead." 

"If you'll forward the young man. 
They say he livea in Nineveh, and that 
he's "one of nature's noblemen. Do you 
know him?" 

'• I doubt if you'd agree to the descrip
tion if you knew him as well as I do. 
However, you might prefer him to his 
granduncle." 

" I should prefer the King of the Can
nibal Islands." 

"Then why reflect so loig?" 
"To gain time." 
" To waste it, 1 should say." 
" So be it. I'll refuse him to-monww, 

and trust to luck." 
" Never put off till to-MOROW what 

can be done to-day." 
Later; 
"I feel so wicked! I shall not refuse 

the 'Squire, and I shall not marry him. 
He was found in his library chair stifl 
and cold last night. Aunt Hidden says 
no doubt he has left me something hand
some, and if he hasn't, ii's a justice upon 
me! I shall never accept an iota. It be
longs to his poor nephew, and would be 
only legalized highway robbery." 
" You have the nephew's prospects 

very much at heart; he ought to feel 
flattered." 

Later still; 
" Liz and Aunt Hidden went to 'Squire 

Gable's funeral. I had a nervous head
ache. and so escaped. Liz came home 
raving over the 'Squire's grandnephew. 
the only mourner—she had eyes for little 
else. But how foolish I am! What do 
you care about 'Squire Gable's nephew?" 

"Perhaps I care more than I'd like to 
own, alas!" 

" Ah, sits the wind in that quarter? 
Thev sent for me to be present at the 
reading ol the will. I didn't go." 
" You might have seen the grand-

nephew." 
" I wouldn't have gone to see the Grand 

Lama. But I saw him at church, aud 
thought it wouldn't be so difficult to fall 
in love with him as with the 'Squire, 
upon my word—now don't laugh—though 
he isn't my beau ideal." 

"Let those laugh who win." 
Miss Liz was w ondering if the'Souire's 

nephew would settle down in the old 
place or go sky larking over the world, 
and if Parson Longm^ter would bring 
him to call, or how she should contrive 
to make his acquaintance, and whether 
green or blue became her complexion 
best, like the foolish milkmaid in the 
story; while Aunt llidden's mouth was 
watering on account of the old china and 
silverware at Gable Hall, "that might as 
well have been in the family as not," she 
grumoled. "and there wasn't a track in 
the carpets nor a scratch in the furniture, 
and I've no doubt there's silks that would 
stand aloru- folded away in the attic, and 
nobody the better.'' 

And while she bewailed Pearl's folly 
Lawyer Verdict dropped in to say that 
the 'Squire had left his money to Pearl 
and cut off the poor nephew with a pal-
try $500! 

Pearl hastened to telegraph the news 
to Lucy Lorillard. 

" Now I fear you will notwiah to share 
my cottage, gentle maid?" 

" You don't sui»po»e I'm going to keep 
the filthy lucre?'" answered Pearl. 

" 1 certainly do." 
"I wouldn't touch a copper of it for 

the world." , 
** If you don't keep every ceflt I'll have 

nothing more to say to you." 
" You're joking, of course." 
" I was never more serious in aylife." 
" I can't believe it of you." t 
44 If you give up the money yi>u tllll 

give me up, too.'' 
"Then dearest friends must part; |M 

are not the one I took you for.' 
" I'm your best friend, however," 
" I couldn't follow your advice and sat

isfy my conscience." 
"Then you love your conscience belter 

than me. 
"I could not love you, dear, so well, 

Loved I not honor more." 
u Let me persuade you to keep it." 
"You cannot; the woman doesn't live 

who could." 
"Let me come and talk to you." > 
" You may come and talk till the bftav-

ens fall." 
"Shall our interview take place at your 

aunt's?" 
"With Liz at the key-hole and Belle at 

the closet slide? No; here at the office. 
The messages are t(H> infrequent to sigtii 
fy; only you and I haw kept the wires 
from rusting." 

" But a!l that is at an end. To mor
row, then, at the oflice. Ain't I a disin
terested mortal to travel to Jones' Sta
tion just to persuade you to keep u for
tune t" 
" Excuse me If I call it a fool's er

rand." 
" Philanthropists are always called 

names. Au rtroir." 
Pearl wailed at the oflice next day in a 

fever of expectation. What would this 
friend be like, whom she was about to 
deny herself, 1 his friend whom she hitd 
once longed and now dreaded to see—per 
suasive, and difHcul' to resist, with soft 
dove eyes? Every step upon the stairs 
sent a quickened pulsation through her 
being, yet she was aireauy absorbed JU 
her reverie when the office door swung 
open and adtuiiled a dark-browed woman. 
In an in-tan? the color flamed and flick
ered in Pearl's cheeks, her eyes dilated, 
her hands trembled; but the dark browed 
lady calmly wrote a message anil made 
way for the gentleman who had entered 
behind her—a somewhat short and thick
ly-built man, with large gray eyes and 
curling blonde hair and mustache, %bom 
Pearl instantly recognized as 'Squir« Ga
ble's nephew. Again the warm flush 
stained cheek and forehead. Had be 
come to upbraid her* Had he come to 
demand his to appeal to her sense 
of justice? What 11 Lucy Lorillard 
should meet him. then? Why not steal 

to Pearl, who presently dropptt in a hesp 
irto the nearest chair and ^urst into 
tears at the discovery tha_t Lucv Lor 
illard was a man' 1 

The telegram read: 1 
Let me jicrsuade yon to only 

'Squire Gable's money, but til graceless 
nephew, Li I  T I^ I I I . I .VKD. 

" It was perfectly inexcusao| I sllow." 
Lorillard averred, latir; "buswhat can 
a man de when a pretty girl whes him 
a happy New Year? ltook }i|ns to sat 
isfy my eves many a time a 
found she was more than fan-
her. And as for the rest I h 
ternal grandfather, one Jo 
peace to his ashes 
legacv of his name, 
spised till I found oat 
ly loved nobody so 
illard." 

And so, yon see, Pearl 
after all. 

oft. and 
painted 

fe my nia-
Lucy 

PERSONAL AND 

rl waslersuaded, 

LITERARY. 

JIV aoifi iweniy-
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i as • .niss ami caneu 
dauie " Aft j- they got 
ae said he ipped they 
lis mistakes i |et iquette, 

IT handsome proud lace, 
is, made mosinr of white 
lresses were [always of 

a inarch upon Lucy and put it utterly 
beyond her [tower to be persuaded ? Not 
that she doubted herself. Why not, be
fore he could demand it or reproach 
her? 

" Excuse me," she faltered, "if I take 
this time to "peak to you about a matter 
that troubles me. You are '.Squire Ga
ble's nephew. I merely wish to say, as I 
may not meet you elsewhere, that I do 
not mean to accept the fortune left me 
in his will. 1 shall restore it to the 
rightful owner as soon as the lawyerscan 
ariange it." 

" Your motives are commendable ; bat 
do not disquiet yourself," returned the 
'Squire's nephew. "Another and later 
will has been unearthed, which render* 
your somewhat (Quixotic design unnec
essary, as the bequests are now reversed ; 
I have the fortuse and you the |500. 
Pardon; but I have a message to write." 
Which he scratched hastily off, and gave 

—John liussell Y'oung, latel kppointed 
private secretary to Cardinal |cCl"skey, 
was brought up bv the blues $f l*resby-
terian fathers, but he marrtfl into the 
Catholic Church. J 

—Henry Sevbert, of Philadfchia, who 
has given to that city fSO.OOOir the pur
chase of a bell to be hung in ti tow er of 
Independence Hall, has winjrawn his 
condition that the names ot lis family 
shall be inscribed upon the gii because, 
as he says, of " the cavil an j vitupera
tion" which has been called ait in the 
newspapers. 1 

—I'ri Carruth, convinced j that he 
"lacks the capacity to devlop a lead 
mine and publish an indepeileut Yine-
laiid newspaper at the saimjtime." re
tires from the Yineland Iwle/ ktlmt. He 
concludes his valedictory lias: "And, 
now, with charity for all pd malice 
toward none, we bid good-b\lo friends 
and foes, and settle back on 4ur pillow 
for a good, long, refreshing ip." 

—Edward C. Marshall, a so^of Chief-
Justice Marshall, seventy yea* of ajje.is 
a clerk iu the Pension < >ffict fat W ash-
ington, at a salary of ^l.'-t'f Seventy 
years of age, and only ah |t twenty-
three dollars per weeli 
>;reat Chief-Justice ot 
Court of the United 
much encouragement for a'fellow to 
have a renowned parent. 

—When Boyton was introdjeed to the 
court circle in England he ppfte to the 
Princess Beatrice as " Miss'-  jind t ailed 
the Queen " Madam 
through talking be 
would overlook his 
because he " wasn't posted tip in the 
business.'' And the royal p<#ple didn't 
get offended as vulgar people fouid have 
done and switched out of the foom in a 
hull; they only laughed. i 

—" The daughter of Ethjn Allen," 
says a correspondent, " w»4 a Mrs. 
Hitchcock,and lived in Burlington. She 
had several son«, one of w Imi, Ethan 
Allen Hitchcock, was an otli pr of rank 
in the I'nited States army, (having re
ceived a thorough West Poin ieducation. 
The other sons, all of whom toasted of 
unusual stature and manly b suty, were 
either iu the army or navy. I|e old lady 
was tall and commanding, <lth some
thing of her father's de termination 
marked upon her handsome oroud face 
Mie wore turban 
silk, and her dressi 
those rich, rustling silks woribv stately 
dames of yore, and called "|lue black.' 
She was very interesting in litf conversa
tion, and adored the meini'y of her 
lather, of whom she had un egoless fund 
of anecdotes." j 

The Last Station 

He had been sick at one < (the hotels 
for three or four weeks and file boys on 
tlw road had dropped in daiHto see how 
he got along and to learn i'|they ceuld 
render him any kindness, rhe brake 
man was a good fellow, andpne und all 
encouraged him in the li<>je that he 
would pull through. The d'fctor didn't 
regard the case as dangcrois, but the 
other day the patient began -Inking, and 
it was seen that he could n)t live the 
night out. A dozen of his friends sat in 
the room when night came, Itit his mind 
wandered and he did not recognize 
them. ] 

It was near one of the Repots and, 
after the great tracks and ijoisy drays 
had ceased rolling by, the lulls and the 
short, sharp whistles of the \|rd engines 
sounded painfully loud fTie patient 
had been very ouiet for half an hour, 
w'hen he suddenly unclosed lis eyes and 
shouted; 

" Kai-a-ma-zoo!" 
One of the men brushed tilt hair back 

from the cold forehead, and the brake-
man closed his eyes and was quiet for a 
lime. Then the w ind whirlc around the 
depot and banged the blinds on the win
dow of the room, and he liftvd his hand 
and cried out; 

" Jack son! Passengers going north by 
the Saginaw Itoad change curs!" 

The men understood. The brakeman 
thought he was coming «ast on the 
Michigan Central. The effort seemed to 
have greatly exhausted him for he lay 
like one dead for the next Irtre minutes, 
aad a watcher felt for his [ ulse to see 
if life had gone out. A tug going down 
the rivei sounded her whist.e loud and 
long, an<i the dving brakemc£openedhis 
eyes and called oot: 

"Ann Arbor!" * 
He had been over the roa'l a thousand 

times, .but had mM<le his last trip. l>eath 
was draw inir a spectral tridn over the 
old track,and he was brakeman, engineer 
and conductor. ) 

One of the yard engines uttered 9 
shrill whistle of warning, a« If the glare 
of the head-lights had shown to the en
gineer some stranger in peril, and the 
brakeman ( ailed oat: 

" Yp sianty—change cars tore for the 
Eel Kiver itoad!"' 
" He's coming in fast," whispered one 

of the men. 
"And the end of the 'run' will be the 

end of his life!"said a second. 
The dampness of death !»gan to col

lect on the patient's forehead, and there 
was that ghastly look on tb« face which 
death always brings The slamming of 
a door down the hall startle l him again, 
and he moved his bead and faintly 
called; 

"Grand Trunk Junction—passengers 
going east by the Grand Trsnk change 
cars?' 

He was so quiet after that that all the 
men gathered around the bed, believing 
that oe was dead. His eye* closed, arid 
the brakeman lifted his hand, moved his 
head, and whispered; 

- De " 
Not "Detroit," bat Death! Be died 

with the half-uttered whisper on his lips. 
And the head light on death's engine 
shone full in his face and covered it 
with such pallor as naught liltt death 
can bring—Detroit Fru rr*t»* 

MISCELLANEOUS ITEMS. 

—What is the exact width of a broad 
grin? 

—Thiers, he great French statesman, 
is worth $4,000,00#. 

— Umbrellas can be issued to soldiers 
in hot weather as ray-shuns. 

— What is wanted to make man and 
wife pull together? Accord. 

—The gold found iu the Black Hills is 
said to be one of very Siouxperior qual-
j ty-

—As the young lady remarked about 
the infant, " How sweet! But how bald 
for one so young!" 

—Still the guillotine falls and the fated 
whisky gaugers and storekeepers are be
ing " axed" to retire. 

—And now they say that Gen. Putnam 
never entered a den after a wolf, as sec
ond school readers affirm. 

—The grasshoppers have devoured the 
tombstone of the Kansas man whose 
memory was ever fresh and green. 

—In the human family wealth covers 
a multitude of sins, but in the bovine 
family fat covers a multitude of deform
ities. 

—According to Floss the most effect
ive counter-irritant, next to a dry goods 
clerk, i9 the superior biped of the jew
elry store. 

—The Chinese have a simple but very 
effectual cure for drunkenness. It con
sists in separating the unfortunate's head 
from his body. 

—A land patent was recently issued 
from the Marysville (Cal.)office K George 
Washington Christopher Columbus Schil-
lenbergannanzi. 

—A hotel landlord who is sadly 
troubled has placed in his wash-room an 
inscription from Dante: "Who enters 
here, leave soap beliiud." 

—Now it appearr that the Maryland 
peach crop is to be so unsually large that 
the steamboat lines are increasing their 
facilities for transportation. 

—Caudle says that his wife, at least, 
whatever may be the experience of 
census-takers with others of her sex, is 
always ready to fell her rage. 

—A printer hard of hearing at a spell
ing match the other evening asked the 
Captain to " Write the plaguy word down 
so a fellow can lell what 'tis." 

—There is a horse named Billy up in 
Rochester, N. Y., that is thirty-six years 
old, and doing his part in plow ing gar
dens and such work this spring 

—Titusville is excited about a new ell 
well which is yielding '.HX> barrels daily. 
Titusville has been much depressed of 
late, but oil's well that ends well. 

—The New Bedford (Mass.) Htandaril 
says it is estimated that W¥) scholars of 
the public schools in that city are now 
absent on account of the measles. 

—•' Heaven's Own" is the name of a 
new Nevada town where a railroad pas
senger saw a woman pinning her hus
band to the fence with .1 pitchfork. 

—Ten Japanese manufacturers have 
signified their intention to exhibit at the 
Philadelphia Exposition, bringing over 
goods amounting in value to #1H0,000. 

—A Brooklyn husband named Allen 
discovered that his wife had stolen 
his check -hook and drawn in his 
name. He sued the bank and got the 
full amount restored 

—'The Indians out West have a regular 
mating season iu the spring when they 
do all their wooing, omitting such fool
ishness during the remainder of the 
year. 

—The plan devised by Gen. MeClellau 
to substitute solid masonry wharves for 
the present wooden ones at New York 
lias been abandoned for a compromise of 
tvood aud stone. 

— in Germany there are nearly 1,000,-
000 more women than men, and wives do 
not lift the hair of husbands so readily 
as in countries where the supply of the 
sex is more limited. 

— Bed ('loud says he's always ready to 
smoke the pipe of peace with his pale-
faced brethren if they'll only furnish 
him a little better tobacco. 1'urk 
Commercial Advertwtr. 

—Tobacco raising has proved the 
financial ruin of North Ifndley, Mass. 
Kecenl failures foot up $t.'-,'.'».000; leal 
estate has fallen one-third in the town, 
and business is almost hopelessly stag
nant. 

—The buckskin mustang. Don Ellnlia, 
is expected to arrive here in a few days 
from Los Angeles ou the steamer Oriza
ba. This wonderful horse, without a 
pedigree, has an interesting history. He 
was for a long time worked in hauling 
stages in Arizona, and has done consid
erable cavalry service in that country. 
One of the feats performed by this half-
breed, while in the cavalry, WHS the car
rying of a soldier 100 miles in one day. 
lie was purchased by Smith A Billings, 
01 Los Angeles, two years ago, for a mere 
song, and put in training. He has trotted 
five races in the Orange Grove City, and 
w hen he scored - he rhut himself out 
of future contests in that locality until 
the racing stud shall be improved. This 
is the best record made on any course in 
bout he ni California. The last race won 
bv Don was a two-mile race for ijf'J.OOO. 
A brilliant future is predicted for the dun, 
and it is expected he will yet go to the 
string under the twenties.—fian Fratteit-
ru JiulletiH. 

The gtMk Kan eh In 
fornla 

Boathern Call-

liepresentatlve of Southern Califor
nia is the stock-ranch. Far down in the 
ban Joaquin Valley where the cars (a bit 
ol the nineteenth century injected into 
the eighteenth) bowl over the infinite 
dead w astes, singing with a clear, dry 
whir through the desert air—there is the 
land w here yet the Lethe of Spanish life 
lolls its lazy waves. Across this seem 
ing desert sluggishly creeps a stream 
coming out of somewhere and ending 
nowhere, for its ends are concealed In 
the all enveloping murk. A few willows 
and cottonwoods fringe its banks, and 
beneath them ruminate the Spanish cat
tle, with their Ion/, shiidng horns; sleek-
looking but leggy and high headed 
brutes, with a disposition to inspect, 
closely a pedestrian's heels. On the 
miglity plains around there is not a spear 
of preen herbage, nothing but the coarse 
burr-clover stems and leafage, now re
duced even to powder. But the cattie 
thrust out their Jong tongue* arid gather 
up the farinaceous seeds, thriving there-
ou. On the river-hank stands the ranch-
house, a s^ructuie of the meanest de
scription, pefhaps (a " dobic," long ami 
windowless. It has been theie sixteen 
years, yet there is not a j^anel of fence 
nor a single green leaf to ^belter the In
mates against the fervid iieat. Hard by 
is a little mclosure, Ju^t spacious enough 
to contnin three graves and a poor, 
struggling tree*of-paradise, li is little 
wonder that the son pistoled his step
father and graduated from this accursed 

spot to San Quentin. Livii 
house at such a temperature, a man 
might even take the life of his mother-
in-law. A little farther away there is a 
rick of allileria hay, the natural product 
of some moister river meadow, and har
vested for the supply of the vaqueros' 
horses. Such " hay" were best handled 
with a shovel, as it consists largely of 
vegetable powder, though exceedingly 
nutritious. The surroundings are com
pleted by the spacious circular corral of 
poles. 

Early in the morning, while it is cool, the 
Mexican and Indian vaqueros saddle their 
wiry little broncos, gather their riatas 
and cow-whips, leap into the saddle and 
scour away over the plains, disappearing 
from sight. Toward meridian the Chi
nese cook emerges from the cabin, his 
shaven pate shining in the sun and his 
pigtail gayly flapping, and with his tele
scope sweeps the horison. If the black 
specks far in the distance are moving 
homeward be goes in and hastens on the 
dinner. In half an hour the vaqueros 
gallop tip with their ponies' flanks 
smoking and bleeding from the cruel 
laceration of the spurs, loosen the 
sinches a little, and make their toilet 
with a comb which is kept hanging in 
the switch of an ox-tail. The "casual 
stranger riding up is saluted with a 
quiet " buenas dim, after which he 
draws up to the table, as expected to do, 
without ceremony. Everything eaten, 
to the gammoned pork and the cabbages, 
was brought down from San Francisco. 
After the meal the cigaritos are rolled 
and putted awhile, then the hersdsmen 
sinch and are ofl' again like a shot, while 
John, sly dog, brings out a lickerish mor
sel and discusses it alone. He is not 
eligible to sit at table with Greasers and 
Diggers, but he has his little reveuge. 

Meantime, what are the vaqueros do
ing afar off? Perhaps amusing them
selves by lassoing up the survey stakes, 
to keep " the cusscd farmers" from set
tling iu the vicinity, or to annoy the rail
road surveyors. Perhaps tLey are pur
posely herding their enormous droves so 
as to trample down some poor man's lit
tle grain patch, his solitary hope of the 
year for the maintenance of his wife and 
children. The cattle lords do things that 
way in the "cow counties." Lumber is 
too costly to be thought of for fencing 
by any person not owning a fortune. 
The farmer watches his hard-earned crop 
as long as human nature can endure, but 
there comes a night w hen he must sleep. 
Iu the morning it is a field of dust. And 
so at last, bullied, badgered, "pastured 
out," trampled out, run over, insulted, he 
appeals, perhaps, to the first and last 
law-maker of California, the six-shooter, 
aftd blood is spilled Yet this infamous 
system is upheld year after year by State 
legislation! And for what purpose? 
Simply that these brutal bullies, these 
domineering " ox-born souls," may mo
nopolize the shambles of Sau Francisco 
with their mustang beef and cow-heel. 

If these bull-baiters reared valuable 
animals, their infamous tyranny and 
stamping out of small farmers would be 
more tolerable. But, like everything ac
climated in California, the Digger, the 
mustang, the mission gra|>e, the club 
wheat (will it be so with the American?), 
the cattle are " runts." In a good year 
they are eatable, but in droughty times, 
after the horns aud hide are subtracted, 
there is little remaining, and that were 
liest fed to a menagerie. Day after day 
they have to travel out farther from the 
water to procure grass, day after day they 
grow weaker, until at length they are 
mere skeletons, and their instinct tells 
them infallibly I hey cannot accomplish 
the journey again and return. Then 
they may be seen staggering, feebly 
thrusting and fighting about the pools, 
and mournfully rolling their hollow eyes 
around, until they go down iu some un
toward lurch, and yield themselves up to 
the ravens, if indeed those loul buds 
have not plucked out theii eyes before 
they ceased to struggle.— OUgduM l'w 
ert, in Atlantic Monthly. 

The Merry Month of May. 

The following is from the Londoa 
Punch: 

Sir. Punch, remembering the many 
changes in the weather that marked the 
course of last week, begs to offer the fol
lowing suggestions as likely to be useful 
duiing the present mouth ; Fashions for 
May; In the morning, the lightest gauze 
dresses for ladies, and the thinnest txv • < «1 
suits for men. Thermometer H5 dt% ui 
the shade. Iu the afternoon, furs und tin 
thickest cloaks lor Indies, Ulsters v 
over great coats for the men. Thermom
eter 0 deg. in the sun. In the evening 
waterproof wraps and umbrellas forb«iil 
sexes. Bain, hail, thunder, lightuinj 
and snow. Thermometer uncertain 
Amusements for May; Mondays am 
Fridays, garden paities, games of cro \ 
quel, flower-shows and lawn turns* ; 
Tuesdays, skating on the Serpentin< ; 
Wednesdays, Thursdays and Saturdays f  

floating down ltegent street, I'icci/®; 
dilly 'tnd Pall Mall in golas. Refresh 
mi nts for May; Meats—Curried meats' 
poultry anil gitine. Ices—Strawber
ries and artichokes and apricot; 
Drinks—Mulled claret, iced sherbo1 

spiced ale, cider and brandy an 
(boiling) water. The theaters for May 
Covcnt Garden, opera three nights 
week; grand Christmas pantomime o 
the off nights. Drury Laue, opera, Sit 
nor Salvini, skating on wheels and prou 
enade concerts. Lyceum, "A Midsun^ 
iner Night's Dream," Mondays, Wedne 
days and Fridays, aud during tl 
rest of the week "A Winter's Tale 
Further hints for May; Taking a -Val 
—Peojde leaving their Uourfe* durir 
this trying season of the year should" 1 
careful to avoid sunstroke or freezin 
To cure the first, apply ice; to preve' 
the last, cover over the part attacked 1 
frost with snow. On hot days wear fe 
helmets, as in India; on cold <lays, f 
caps, as in Siberia. The Garden—«. 
cold days it will be as well to covfT o* 
even the hardiest plants with straw, c. 
coanut matting, etc. WHeii the ghi j 
begins to rise orchids and other exotl 
may be safely exposed to the suit 
breezes of the summer's night. Yac.l 
ing—Persons disliking sudden < ban 
of temperature can scarcely do bell 
than to take a cruise, the coarse 
which should be bounded ou Uie no 
by Greenland aiid the Arct:c Zoi)<\ ; 
ou the aouth by the west coast of A lib: 
Motto for the month of May—^*Oh, wl1 

a lime we are having." 

—Lieut. John L. Clem, U. S. A , <», 
familiarly known as the "  litt le » IM 
mer boy of Chickamauga," has got 1; 
lkd. The wife of the little b*uvc v. 
cried because they shot bullets 
his drum is Miss Anita 14., d*u|!<!< > 
Gen. Win. B. Finch, commandant 
Fort Mciienry, Baltimore. 

*« •*+ • ~ 

—Th*, Supreme Lodge Knit :-
Pythias 1&V4.' refused a dispense' -
org.<u>*« a lodge of the order '>n 
island of Hawaii, composed'of • 

3m.... 


