
ARABESQUES. 

in THOMAS HAJUiir AI/DI»01I. 

When all the panes arc hunir with frost. 
Wild w i/.iird-work of silver lace, 

J wheel my sofa on the rug 
Before the ancient chimney-place; 

And, hacking, in the firelight's glow, 
I hear the hemlock chirp and sing, 

As if within its ruddy core 
It held the happy heart of spring. 

Ferdou&i never sang like that, 
Nor he of Shiraz, I'll be sworn; 

I lounge and blow white ringo of smoke 
And watch them,lightly upward borne. 

Th« curling wreaths like turbans teem 
/ Of silent slaves that come and go, 
Or vizier.-), packed with craft and crime, 
Whom 1 behead from time to time 

Witli pipe stem at a single blow. 

And nov,- and then a fragrant cloud 
Taki gracious shape, at rny desire, 

And at my tide my *ad> stands, 
Unwinds her veil with snowy hands— 

A shadowy shape, a breath of lire! 
0 love! if you were only here 

Beside me in this mellow light. 
Though all the bitter winds should blow, 
And all the ways be choked with snow, 

'Twould be a true Arabian night. 

THE WIMtt t t UMBRELLA. 

An 1i\ery-l»ay Story. 
I t is lamentable tliat the moral sense of 

mankind takes so little account of the 
rights ot property as regards books and 
umbrellas. Many people who are, in most 
respects, excellent members of society 
will borrow books without stint, and if 
they do not return them minus the covers, 
will keep them without compunction, 
and when you hint that they have had 
them rather long, will mutter, "Confound 
the fellow! does he think I want to steal 
his books?" I have had dift'eiences with 
my best friends on tins score, and have 
even been asked whether I had not better 
fine everybody who retained my valuable 
volumes beyond a fixed time, as if I were 
a village library. Such insults have been 
born with meekness, because I have al
ways remembered with remorse how I 
once reveled in the thought of having 
made away with Johnson's umbrella. 
The l,i\ity of public moials in the 
matter ot umbrellas is truly awful, 
but retribution will sometimes overtake 
him who plots against his neighbor's 
parachute. Let me tell how it overtook 
m e : 

A long time ago I was madly enamored 
of Mary Jane Bowles. Mary Jane was 
what you would call a pocket Venus, and 
often have I been tempted to tuck her 
under my arm, like a packet of sugar, 
and fly to the nearest desert island. She 
was an artless girl and very fond of so
ciety—especially the society of young 
men with whom I was not on terms ot 
ardent friendship. I did not blame her 
for this, and when she invited me to tea, 
and I lound that Johnston had also been 
invited, my discerning eye observed that 
this was not coquetry, but pure exuber
ance of spirits. Mr." Bowles, I noticed, 
was of the same opinion, and it was a 
great satisfaction to me to have my judg
ment continued by so experienced a 
parent. Mrs. Bowles, had she been alive, 
would no doubt have agreed with us. 

I had knownM^ry Jane since she wore 
short frocks. Johnson had known her 
about a month. I t was pleas ant to bear 
her call me Sam and him Mr. Johnson, 
but somehow the familiarity in my case 
seemed to have bred not contempt—O 
dear, no! nothing of that kind—but a sort 
of nonchalance of manner. (How useful 
the French language is when one wants 
to express a very delicate shade of mean
ing!) But that was her artlessness. 

' 'Dear me, Sam," she observed, at the 
teatable, " what have you got such a long 
ace for?" 

Johnson's attentions had made me a 
little pensive, 

"Something must be long to make up 
for the prevailing shortness," I said. 

Johnson was much taller than Mary 
J*ano. I made a note of that sarcasm 
afterward. My impromptus was too often 
lost 

' 'Don't be impertinent, sir! Look into 
that spoon. Your face is exactly like the 
reflection you see there—isn't it Mr. John
son . 

He grinned. 
I t wiw then I observed for the first 

l ime the singular breadth of his visage. 
His grin seemed to extend across tne 
room. 

"If Mr. Johnson will hold the spoon 
horizontally, ho may admire his own im
age," I remarked, playfully. 

Johnson grinned again. He was one 
of those insanely good-natured men whom 
it is impossible to annoy. 

"Sam, you :ire outrageous," said Mary 
Jaue. "Mr. Johnson and I are going to 
practice our duet. You stop hero and 
talk to pa," 

Mr. Bowles bad to be aroused from the 
do/e into which he usually dropped after 
tea. I t was in that habit that my pene
tration hud detected his conviction that 
Ma!y Jane was an artless creature. 

Pa woke up, and asked me what were 
my views on tramways. His composi
tion was a fine crusty conversation, and 
he disliked innovations. His port wine 
was fine and crusty, too; but that is by 
the way. 

I listened to the duct overhead, and 
had a very distinct idea of what the old 
gentleman said, and of what I was saying 
my sell. I cannot sing, but it was not for 
that reason that 1 objected to the prepos-
teiously operatic way in which Johnson 
was conducting himself. 

"Tramways, my dear sir, are, as you so 
justly observe, the chief scourge of man-
Icind. From their earliest times they have 
been noted for their hostility to human 
virtue, and—" 

"I have lands and proud dwelling*, 
And all shall be thine," 

sang Johnson, up stairs. 
"And it is, as you say, monstrous that 

landed proprietors and bloated house
holders should over-ride the popular pro
test in this matter, especially as we know 
that—that for purposes of drainage tram
ways are—" 

"My dear boy, you are not well," inter
rupted Mr. Bow les, kindly. "Have a glass 
of wine." 

When I left the house that evening I 
was thoughtful. I t struck me that John
son had Mary Jane in his mind's eye. I 
could not damage that organ of vision, so 
I decided that nothing would be gained 
by hit t ing him. But something would 
have to be done. I wanted to marry 
Mary Jane. She WBS a charming girl, 
a n d fier father had a little money. 

My suspicions about Johnson were con
firmed next day I met a lively friend, 
who said: 

" O, you know Johnson?" ,, . . . . 
" Well?" 
" He's going in for the little Bowles. 

He told me he should propose to her to
morrow night, when he takes her home 
from Twig's party." 

" Perdition!" 
" E h ? Slap-up girl, isn't she? There's 

my omnibus. By-by I" 
Going to propose when he took her 

home from Twig's! By all the powers, 
he should not take her home from Twig's! 

I t had been agreed that I should escort 
Mary Jane to the halls of Twig. I t was 
a fine night apparently, but 1 took my 
umbrella. I t was a new one, surmounted 
by an alligator's head in German silver. 
Fervently I invoked Jupiter Pluvius to 
befriend me,and hoped that Johnson would 
leave his umbrella at home. 

I t was less than ten minutes' walk, b u 
there was time enough to show a little 
preliminary tenderness, if not to put the 
grand question itself. With an artless 
girl like Mary Jane it was best to ap
proach such a subject by degrees. 

" Twas just such a night as this," I 
said, softly, " when you and I Mary Jane, 
trod the grassy turf beside that murmur
ing brook— " 

"O, I remember!".sheexclaimed,laugh
ing in her guileless way. " I know what 
you are going to say. That was the time 
you fell over the stile, running away from 
the bull. And your nose was done up in 
sticking-plaster," you know; and you 
scratched my face with it, sir!" 

I had forgotten that circumstance; but 
what did it matter? 

"Yes, Mary Jane , " I said, passionately. 
"And why did my nose scratch your face i 
Because my lips were Becking that par
adise which now—" 

''Good evening, Miss Bowles.' ' 
I t was Johnson. I saw his grin in the 

moonlight, and—confusion!—he had 
brought his umbrella. 

There was a little dancing at Twig's, 
but I had no pleasure in it. My mind 
was full of Johnson's umbrella. I t came 
before my diseased vision like Macbeth's 
dagger. I clutched at it, and I had it 
not. 

Time wore on. I stood at the window 
alone, and looked out at the weather. 
Heavy clouds obscured the moon. Heavy 
drops began to fall. Then the temptation 
had me in its grip. 

' •nis umbrella! I gasped. "I—I ' l l 
hide i t . ' 

"It 's going to be a nasty night, after 
all," said a hated voice at my elbow. " I 
believe only you and 1 have brought 
umbrellas. " There'll be an awful scrim
mage for cabs. Luckily we haven't far to 
walk." 

"He was grinning more than ever, but 
he could not have heard me. A cab would 
not have heard me. A cab would not 
suit him, of course! l i e wanted to walk 
home with Mary Jane, slowly, so that— 
frenzy! I would do the deed. I would 
throw his umbrella— 

"O, Sam, do take me down to refresh
ments ! I asked Mr. Johnson, but he has 
forgotten me." 

She looked up into my face so bewitch-
ingly my heart thumped as if it were a 
door-knocker in the grasp of a demon 
postman. He knew she was thirsting for 
claret-cup, and yet he left her. Careless 
brute! What a husband he would make? 
Whereas in me—in me—she would 
find— 

"Mary Jane," I whispered, as we left 
the giddy crowd that stood around the 
liquids, "Mary Jane, may I see you 
home?" 

"If you are a good boy perhaps you 
may. But here's Mr. Johnson, and I owe 
him a dance." 

He took her away, but she looked 
back at me with a smile. I really never 
saw such an artless girl in my life. 

And now, to make assurance doubly 
sure, I crept up stairs to the room where 
the umbrellas had been left. I h o gas 
was ©ut and the window open. The mel
ancholy voices of divers cats seemed to 
protest against the crime, but my nerves 
wore firm I could see nothing. No 
matter. I knew where my enemy had 
put his umbrella. I groped for it. I 
grasped it by the ierruled end. Just then 
a footstep startled me. I rushed to the 
window and dropped the hateful thing 
into the black abyss below. There was 
a splash. I felt a sardonic joy. Ho had 
brought his umbrella for fear of rain. 
Well it might do its duty in the water-
butt! 

I listened. All was quiet. Th'> next 
room was in darkness. There could be 
no one there. I went down to the refresh
ment room, diank a glass of wine,chatted 
a while with Mrs.Twig, and recovered my 
self-possession. Then I sought Mary June. 
Johnson had just crossed the room to her 
when 1 entered. Suddenly she w*vs seized 
w ith a violent fit of coughing. I ran for 
a glass of water. When I returned the 
coughing became worse than ever. 
Yet that unfeeling monster, Johnson, 
griuned until I thought the corners of 
his mouth would meet in the nape of his 
neck. 

When I asked if she felt better, Mary 
Jane went off again; and presently the 
cough was so bad thai she had to leave 
the room. I remarked to Johnson- that 
she must have caught cold; and then he 
coughed. No doubt she had been out 
on the balcony with him to see whether 
the rain had ceased. But wait a little, 
my grinning friend! 

Every body was now going away. 
With a fiendish delight I saw Johnson 
walk up stairs to get his hat and coat and 
his—Ha! ha! I waited till he came down. 
He was perfectly cool, and—did my eyes 
mock me?— he had in his hand an um
brella! I could not see the handle, but 
of course it was mine. The fellow's im
pudence staggered me. I tore up into 
the room above. There was no umbrella 
there. I t icas mine! 

I went down, resolved to make an ex
ample of Johnson. l i e stood in the hall, 
eisurely putt ing on his gloves. 

" Excuse me," I said, calmly, " but you 
have got my umbrella." 

" I think not," he replied, with his 
everlasting gr in! 

" But, you have, sir. There can be no 
mistake about it. Pray is your umbrella-
handle an alligator's head in Germ—in 
solid silver?" 

" 1 think not," said Johnson, coolly. 
He held up the umbrella. 
I t was not mine! 
" I am quite ready, Sam. What 's the 

matter? You can't find your umbrella? 
0 , dear! And Mrs. Twig says she has 
lent every umbrella she has. Are you 
sure you brought it? O, thank you, Mr. 
Johnson. Good-night, Sam; Mr. John
son will see me home. I t isn't raining 

much, and you won't get wet if you run 
all the way." 

I don't know whether I got wet or not. 
For that matter, I don't know how I got 
home. I believe the Twigs thought I 
had been drinking too much. Perhaps I 
had, or how could I have thrown the 
wrong umbrella out of the window. I t 
was found some weeks later, and when it 
was brought to me in a pulpy condition 
by young Twig, who is the smallest of 
wags, he suggested that I should adopt a 
water-butt and umbrella as a crest 
Johnson did propose to "the little Bowles" 
during the walk home. They are mar
ried now. That umbrella business re
mained a mystery, but I am still con
vinced of the artlessness of Mary Jane. 

M "- . 

Why Ho Was Blown Up. 

He was a little old man, with a restless 
black eye and an equally restless jaw,the 
latter being constantly employed in the 
mastication of "fine cut," while the for
mer found business in more directions than 
there are points to the compass. Iron 
gray locks projected from under his 
slouched wool hat, and a beard of the 
same color straggled far down over the 
front of his blue woolen shirt. His voice 
was shrill and piercing, and all nis as
sertions were of the most positive de 
scription. , 

He carried a small bundle in a hand
kerchief, and shortly after taking his seat 
in the cars at Reno, for this city, he 
turned to the passengers nearest to him 
and said: "Boys, there are some curious 
ups and downs in this country. One day 
you see a man's breeches half-soled with 
a flour-sack, and the next he is a million
aire, rolling in his coach and four, 
lolling back and smoking a Havana 
cigar a foot long. There is a flip, a flap 
and a flop, and he is back in his old 
breeches, driving a bull team. 

" Three days ago I was not only well 
to do, but fixed for life,as I thought; but, 
bang! she went, and I was flat on my 
back again. Not my fault—-not a thing 
I could foresee and guard against—jist a 
reg'lar dispensation of Providence, as you 
may say. Never heard of sich a thing 
before in all my life." 

"Bottom drop out of yer mine?" asked 
a passenger. 

" Mine be b lowed! No, I had a tenpin 
alley, and was doing a land-office busi
ness—jist a coining money, as you may 
«ay—when all went to smash in an in
stant." 

" Burn out?" asked a listener. 
" B u m out! No, worse than that— 

blowed u p ! " 
"Blowed?" 
" Yes, blowed u p ! I t was the most 

terrific explosion and one of the most 
curious you ever heard of. Some fellows 
come in one morning to roll a game for 
the drinks, my first customers that morn
ing. 

"My Chinaman, Hop Sun, set up the 
pins for 'em. One of the men took up a 
ball—one of the biggest—he took a short 
run and let drive—I can see him now. 
The ball no sooner struck the alley than 
there was a report that shook the whole 
building, tore up the planks, and shat
tered the glass in the windows. Each 
bound made by the ball down along the 
alley was followed by the same kind of 
report and the same kind of wreck and 
ruin. The ball reached the pins, and 
made a Hen-strike,' but at the same in
stant there came such an explosion as 
shook the whole town. All the pins w e e 
shivered to pieces, and splinters from 
them filled the walls and the roof. Noth
ing was left of my Chinaman but the 
soles of his shoes and a few stripes of his 
blue cotton blouse. Not enough of him 
could be found for the Coroner to set on; 
he was literally exterminated by the 
shower of splinters from the alley and 
the pins." 

"What caused the explosion?" asked 
some one. 

"Well, you see they had a certain kind 
ot club in my town that they wanted me 
toj ine . I refused, tellin' 'em I wasn't 
qualified, and could not conscientiously 
become-a member. This got the club 
down on me, and some ot 'era slipped 
into my place at night and greased my 
alley and all the balls and pins with nitro
glycerine. Blast sich a town as Austin, 
and seech an organization as the Sazelec 
Lyin' Club, anyhow! By their doin's I 
am again a poor man—again a wanderer, 
roamin' the wide world without a dime. 
Will any gentleman please let me 

ave the price of a square meal and a 
night's lodgin'?"— Virginia (Jity (JVeo.) 
Enterprise. 

•mv 
Some Ante-Nuptial Dange r s . 

A charming young lady of Illinois had 
a lover who doted on her and prided him
self on his learning. This young woman 
was one of the most beautiful and accom
plished of the sex which is noted for its 
beauty. She had been to boarding-school, 
and money had been lavished without 
stint on her education; she knew French 
and Latin, and enough of Greek to be 
actually classical in her literary tastes; 
she read only the very best books—not 
the kind which young ladies too much 
incline to, but those trom which much 
learning was to had. And all this seem
ed like polishing the already-polished 
diamond. 

Besides this, she was happy in ^possess
ing, to an eminent degree, all those ac
complishments which make a young lady 
attractive in the society of tne period. 
She was brilliant and witty in conversa
tion, knowing exactly what to say and 
where to say i t ; she danced divinely, 
dressed like a Princess, and bore herself 
with the grace and charm of a Juno. She 
was more than a lady, for she knew how 
to cook, and once, took the first prize for 
the best loaf of bread at the County 
Fair. 

In due time the woman with all these 
splendid accomplishments made the us
ual preparations to throw herself away 
on the young man who had monopolized 
the most of her time for a year or two. 
This innocent and confiding man little 
knew what a terrible calamity lay in 
wait for him. Business called him from 
home for a few days while the wedding 
preparations were going on, and he 
wrote and she wrote, as young and en
thusiastic hearts will do under such cir
cumstances. I n a little while the neigh
borhood was horrified to learn that the 
match was off. The wedding preparations 
ceased, and all was solemn. 

Then the young woman sought redress 
in court. Moved by that curiosity com
mon to her sex, as well as the other sex, 
she wanted to know why he had declined 
to fulfill his promise. „ I t was such a 

natural request that he was compelled to 
give bis reasons, and did so without in
direction, by producing one of her glow
ing letters, in which she described hee 
happiness in view of the coming *\nup-
sbals," and incidentally referred to her 
Mimond" ring. The stony-hearted 
wretch declined to marry anybody who 
could not spell nuptial, particularly with
in a month of her wedding-day. 

The young lady brought her portfolio 
into court and emptied his letters where 
the light of the law could shine up»n 
them. The first one read was in answer 
to her gush about the "nupsbals ," very 
brief and truly business-like, He wrote, 
" This marridge can never take place.* 
She not only found out why, but she re
covered damages. The Judge was a 
humane man, and congratulated the 
young woman on her narrow eseap« from 
a man who didn't know how to spell mar
riage within a month of his wedding-day. 
Philadelphia Times. 

How a >'ail i s Made. 

Although most of the people of this 
city are aware that more nails are made 
here than in any other city in the world, 
and that hundreds of thousands of dollars 
are annually brought into the city by the 
sales of this article, the majority "of them 
have but a vague and unreliable idea as 
to how nails are made, and whether much 
or little labor is required in their produc
tion. The description which we give is 
applicable simply and solely to the inan-
ulacturi' in Wheeling. The'ore of v> hich 
a nail is made comes principalis from the 
Iron Mountain mines in Missouri, or the 
mines on the great lakes, especially Lake 
Superior. Some little ore fiom the Low-
more mines nine mile-, from Covington. 
Va., is also used. The cost of the ore 
ranges from $7 to $« per ton, and one and 
one-half tons of ore make about one ton 
of iron. With each ton of iron ore are 
mixed 3,000 pounds of limestone, and 
from five hundred to six hundred pounds 
of mill cinder. 

This mill cinder is the refuse from the 
boiling and heating furnaces, and is worth 
about $2 50 a ton, though to furnaces that 
use the cinder for nails it is worth much 
more. The ore is taken into the furnace, 
placed in a hoisting machine and carried 
to a height of 85 feet to the top of a fur
nace. It is there put into a sort of hop
per, which has a bottom called a bell, and 
when the hopper is tilled the bell is low
ered and the ore falls into the great melt
ing furnace beneath, where the temper
ature is from 1,400 to 1,500 degrees. The 
gas which comes from this teirible heat
ing arrangement is carried off in pipes 
and by a very simple and ingenious plan, 
is made to assist in heating a furnace, 
thus saving an immense deal of fuel. 
The molten iron runs from a furnace into 
sand molds, and the iion chills shaped 
like a bar of pig iron that everyone is 
familiar with, the pigs avernging'lOO or 
more pounds each. When theyaro cold 
they are carried out and dropped across 
a breaker of solid iron and broken into 
two pieces. 

The boiling furnace next comes into 
play. The fragments of pig iron, a foot 
and a half long, are thrown into this fur
nace until they amount to 500 pound*. 
This is called a "heat" and although the 
first piece or two that are tossed in, are 
entirely melted in fifteen minutes, it takes 
from an hour to an hour and a quarter 
to complete the "heut" which has to be 
carefully stirred and kept in motion. The 
pig-iron, if allowed to, will b u m out a 
furnace in a very short time, and to pre
vent this, a superior ore which comes 
from New York is pulverized, mixed with 
water and daubed around on the interior 
of the work and chills, and forms a crust 
that preserves the wall;-. The "heat"' is 
taken out in balls weighing about 125 
pounds, which are put on little trucks 
known as "buggies" and taken to the 
"squeezer." Before describing the latter 
we should say that 2,500 weight of pig-
iron, will make from 2.400 to 2,500 pounds 
of muck iron, which will produce about 
nineteen kegs of nails. 

The "squeezer" is a cylinder with 
a corrugated face, something like a 
cog-wheel, which revolves horizontally 
within six inches of a concave plate, with 
similar ridges upon it. There is an open
ing on one side of the plate and when the 
shapeless mass of red hot iron is brought 
from the furnace it is shoved in between 
the two. The^cog-like ridges grasp the 
lump and force it around the squeezer 
until it drops out at the opposite end 
from which it entered, and is then a bar 
or "bloom." sixteen inches long and six 
in diameter. It then goes to the " muck 
roller," passing between two rollers like 
clothes through a wringing macnine, and 
is formed into bars four or five inches 
wide and three-fourth of an inch thick. 
A powerful cutting machine, called the 
" muck shears," clips these into blocks 
of different lengths. The block is made 
into piles and placed in the heating fur
nace, where they are welded together. 
A " pile " is a number of blocks varying 
as to size—for instance, for ten-penny 
nails the " pile " wonld be fourteen inches 
and three inches thick. 

The " pile " is then run through the 
nail plate, just as thicic as the nail which 
is to be cut'. These plates are cut into 
narrow strips and go into the factory. 
From the forging department we now go 
into the nail room, where a huudred men 
are busily at work and the machines 
sound like a vast number of telegraph 
instruments in full blast. The nail ma
chine, but of course isheavier and has 
more complicated work upon it. 

The feeder (man or boy who feeds the 
machine) sits on a high stool and has in 
Lis hands his "feeding rod," which is in 
icality a pair of powerful spring nippers 
with a handle like a broom. One end of 
the rod is held by a forked "rest," behind 
the feeder, and the other end holds the 
strip of iron to be made into nails. If the 
rest is slanted to the right hand side it 
gives the nail a sharp point, and when it 
is turned to the left the nail is made 
blunt. The man turns the rod every time 
a piece of iron is clipped off, so as to make 
each nail have the same slant and the 
same kind of point. Two knives, made 
of very hard steel cut the iron. The low
er one is called the bed-knife and is im
movable, but the upper one moves up and 
down every time a nail is cut. 

Behind the movable knife is a gauge 
which is regulated by a screw, and is 
moved at will. When a slip of iron is 
pushed between the knives the gauge 
will only allow it to enter far enough to 
make the clipping for the nail and no 
more. The piece that is clipped is held 
against the bed knife by a spring at

tached to a gauge, and then carried down 
to the lip of the " back piece,'" when a 
nipper catches it and turns it under the 
lip and into the bed die. The latter con
tains a " score " or groove the shape of a 
nail, and half of the nail is- pressed into 
it by the moving die containing the other 
half of the nail mold. While the nail is 
thus in the gr ip of the molds, the - head
er"- a sort of small hammer- with one 
blow forms the head, and then the part i 
recede and the nail drops into the box 
below, completed, with the exception of 
' blueing " or annealing. 

One movement of the machine makes 
the nail, and one movement also sends the 
.various parts back to their place*. When 
it is desired to make '-clinching" nails, 
they are taken to a small furnace heated 
red, and then allowed to cool in iion box
es. "Blueing," or g h i u g nails, the pecu
liar blue color that prevent-, them from 
rusting and makes them much handsomer, 
is done in the same way. except that a less 
degree of heat is necessary. Nothing 
else is used in coloring them." One feeder 
can make fiom thirty-two to thirty-five 
kegs of twenty-penny spikes, or four ke»s 
of tour-penny nails in a dav. The keg* 
are made by a local cooper." and cost thir
teen cents each. America is the onlv 
country in the world that makes a nai'l 
with the head projecting on each «Jd«\ 
The English nail is a clumsy affair, with 
the head all on one side, and therefore 
Ameiicacan easily compete with Great 
Biitain in the foreign m a r k e t s - )V fueling 
Register. 

Ear ly Morning Sights in a C'itj . 

I t is interesting occasionally to anV-
early in the morning and see the citv get 
up and shake itself into wakefulness 
Scarcely a sound is heard as you walk 
out, but presently the street-lamp mar 
comes dodging along on a rapid walk, 
stopping at every qoint to turn out the 
gas. He disappears around Vu> corner, 
leaving a track of semi-darkness behind 
him, and then comes the paper earner, 
with a great, heavy sack dangling at his 
side, which he gradualy lightens by pull
ing out the damp sheets, one by one, stt< k 
ing them under doors, tossing over tran
soms, and throwing through upper win
dows with an unerring precision of aim 
<|tiite remarkadle. He dodges about from 
one side of the street to the other, aiming 
for this house, missing that, and theu 
darting over again to the opposite side to 
repeat the same mano-ver. After him 
comes the grimy laboring man with a tin 
dinner-bucket, hastening to his work on 
the other side o f town, hurrying by and 
paying no heed to the inebriated "loafer 
embracing a lamp-post, and accosting 
him with: ° 

" Uh-uh-ick! Mvfrenwal—uh-ielfs you 
hurry?" 

Then comes a belated milk-cart, rat
tling over the cobble-stones with a noise 
nothing else under heaven can make, 
turning the corner on one wheel, and 
disappearing like an ill-founded hope. 
The noise dies away in the distance, and 
then comes an omnibus on its wav to the 
depot, regaidless of dreams and visions. 

In the all-night saloon two or three ill-
looking men, with breath like pestilence, 
are standing at ti e counter with halt cm-
tv glasses, condemning the conduct of 
some absent one who had done something 
scandalous, aud "went back on his pards, 
who alius treated hint white, an' would a' 
died to do him a gobd turn." The baa' 
keeper rubs his sleepy eyes, looks uneasi
ly at the clock quite frequently, pours' 
himself out something very red, gulps it 
down with watery eyes, takes a walk to 
the floor, looks impatiently out, slams it 
with a disappointed bang, returns a td 
says: "Brandy Bill is at his old tricks 
agin." 

The others drain theirglasscs, after many 
hand .shakings all around, and when "a 
man with a shoeky head aud a gift-1 took 
cover staggers in, and swears he nc\er 
drinks alone " it there's a stranger of 
white principle-, in the room," and wants 
to know "what pizen suits 'em best," at 
once takes the position of honor, and in
hales more foul breath in the shape ot 
triendely protestation than a mule would 
put up with, without kicking the roof off 

At the hotels the scrubbing brcgade 
ha« commenced it daily battle with dirt, 
and the clerk yawns on hii stool and 
twirls his moustache with the air of a 
task. 

A little later ami the newsboys are out, 
with noses red with cold, shouting their 
journals in quavering tones, and impor
tuning every straggling passer-by with a 
persistence encountered in no other call
ing. Then come the street-cars v. ith 
yawning drivers, and now and then a 
passenger, who rubs his eyes, and thinks 
regretfully of the recently vacat*d couch. 
The footfalls on the sidewalk become 
more frequent and less reverberating. In 
the market the scene is lively and ani
mated. The torches flare and splutter in 
the wind, and at slight distance give to 
the view a weiid, fantastic look, but on 
closer aproach the abrupt outline smellow 
down and fade away. The potatoes i.nd 
cabbages jostle the poetic element out of 
sight, and the matter-of-fact plodding 
faces of the vendeis remind you that life 
is sordid and stern. 

The gray dawn rolls away, and the first 
straggling sunbeams chase each other over 
housetops. Shop-boys are busy unb.u ring 
and opening up, sweeping out and gett
ing things in trim tor the day's batle 
with pront and loss. Thicker come the 
passing feet; men and boys, girls and 
women, hurrying forth to" take up tin-
yoke of toil for bread. Stir and bustle 
soon take thejplaces of quiet and rest; the 
streets sire noisy with the roll of vehicle-
and the sound of business. The great 
city has thrown off her slumbers, and the 
cares and and duties of another day are 
ushered in—Cincinnati Brcaftfast Table. 

,—. a , 
Who Loves a Rainy Bay? 

The bored editor, who, in slippered feet, 
controls his arm-chair, exchanges and ink
stand; who has time to hunt up delin
quent subscribers; time to decipher man
uscripts; time to make a bonfire of bad 
poetry; time to settle the longstanding 
quarrel between the type-setter and the 
foreman; and time to get up a new hum
bug prospectus for the dear, confiding 
public. 

Who loves a rainy day? 
The tidy little honsewife,who in neat cap 

and gown, overlooks the short-comings of 
careless cook and housemaid; explores 
cupboards, cellars, pantries and closets; 
disembowels old bags, old barrels, old 
kegs, old boxes; who with her own hand 
prepares some dainty morsel for the toil
ing husband, sews on the missing string 

or button, or sings to slumber a pair o* 
violet eyes. 

Who loves a rainy day? 
Idol Let the rain tal l : let the wind 

moan; let the leaflets tree tap against mv 
casement. Wheel up the arm-chair! Not 
a blessed son or daughtea of Adam can 
get in here to-day. 

A Country Gir l on the Shores of L a k e 
Michigan. 

From the Cincinnati C mmerrisl. 
Chicago. 

Bear Mother: I am having a gooa June 
—more gaiety than genuine comfort; for 
you see mamma, I am in constant fear of 
making some outrageous blunder, and it 
keeps me in a atate of nervousness that I 
do not believe even Dr. Mitehel himself 
could relieve or cure. I t is like a waking 
nightmare. There are so many hideous 
silver things on the table, that may be the 
Sphinx's tools for all that 1 know, and 1 
oiten refuse food that 1 am iust dying for 
because I am so terribly afraid" that I 
shall not convey it to mv mouth or swal
low it in Just the correct way. And 
whenever I get up to cross the room I feel 
as if I belonged to my hands, instead of 
my hands belonging to ni t . I have an 
unpleasant consciousness that the girls 
are all the time expecting me to mortifv 
them in some wav." 

They are very kind, but whenevei 
there is company present I hear them 
catch their bn-nth spasmodically every 
time that I make a remark-and you 
know I will talk no matter v hat happens 
I told a gciitlunan the other night that 1 
milked tluee tows at home regularly.and 
Ella told me afterwanl that 1 shoufd not 
talk about milking cow- in com pan v. il 
was not eustomat \ , and not quite proper 
and that very evening when we went to a 
party she wore a die-s that was nothing 
but skiit. for there was so little waist to 
it really it was not worth nn ntioning.and 
she put white p<iste on her forehead 
and red paste on her cheeks, and black in 
the corners of her eyes, and hhe walt/ed 
all the eieni.ig, with hei head on the «»cn-
tkmen's .boulders (1 saw them brush 
their coats afterward when' she hud let! 
some of her comph \ionj, and nobodv 
seemed a bit shocked. So 1 suppose all 
that was proper, but milking a good hon
est old cow is not con-idcml so. It make-
me feel a little confusi d in regaid to ihe 
true significance of words. I will writ* 
and ask Mr. Grant White about it. A 
fashionable young lady, who was even 
more economical in The waist depaitinent 
than Ella, asked me if I was not *er\ un 
comfortable, my cheeks were so red* and 
I was dressed so w a i m h . "Wh\ , " said 1 
"Miss Livingston, I always dies-, myselt 
when I go to parties," and she told Ella 
thai her little country cousin was verv 
spiteful. 

Mamma, I really am a little con
cerned about my wardrobe; it is 
so distressingly plain, and I know 
the girls laugh at it. They say that my 
dress skirts must all have a fan in them 
Tne fan is just like a turkey's tail—so 
highly genteel, you know; and with a few-
yards ot silk and alpaca, I could alter 
them all. It is so funny. They just take 
any old rag for an under-skirt, and put on 
a flounce of silk—then with a polonaise 
over it, they sail round ebgant as yon 
please. They wani me to cut my hail 
shoit in front, and wear little curls and 
fri/./es, but Lncle David said, "No, Kate, 
don't you do any such thing! It is a le-
lief to look at you aftei seeing nothing 
but human poodle dogs and Skye tetrun* 
all the week. And the {jirls got up and 
pounded him until he gave them $5 apieet 
But I would like to look as otln r girls do, 
aud if you/are willing 1 shall I n / my hair, 
too. And would you can- if J powden .1 
my face? I would not Use the ied stuff 
for the world, but the whife is so differ
ent; and Ella says I have too much qolor 
I auppose Uncle will be sorry, but 1 think 
he must be very old-fashioned—he is so 
fond of his wiie. 

Perhaps \ou would like to hear about 
my cousins. Ella i» the beauty. She does 
not talk much, but strikes attitudes mid 
makes tableaux ot heiself, rolling up tier 
eyes, then lowering them again to show 
the long lashes, parting the lips to display 
the white teeth, and when she finds that 
some other girl is attracting too much at 
ten ion she puts her hand to her forehead 
as if in terrible agony, and looks as if she 
were going to taint in the most impres
sive manner. Then the recreant beau\ 
all gather abot her with fan and salts and 
water, and you have no idea how inter* <-t 
ing the little performance is - the first 
time you see it. But the fifth or sixth 
representation it palls a little upon the 
tancy, aud you W M I she would do some
thing else. "Ki lns littleside show,'" 
Clara calls it. 

Claia is the wit of the family, oi she 
considers her-elfso, but her wit i- merely 
personality, and what she says the stupid 
est person might say. if only rude enough 
She will call a gentleman a gieat goose, 
and then expect everv one to laugh as if 
she had said just tiie funnie-t thing in 
the world. And 1 think tlie people here 
are very obliging, for lliey do jaiigh quite 
hard when I cannot call up the ghost of :• 
smile. She said to me one day, "Y\ hy, 
Kate, \ou do not Hppreciate joke.-
They do not Mem to <nl< i vour head at 
all." 

"No," I answered, "they cannot v< ry 
well enter my head unless they have 
some little point to them," and she did 
not say anything more. 

Ida is a poetess, bhe -.md-. verses to all 
the Sunday papeis, and signs herself 
"Pine Cone." The first piece 1 read 1 
thought was bcautb'ul, but then all the 
others are just like it. I t make-, no dif
ference whether she writes about "Low-," 
or -'Death," or "Sleeping Iuvants," the 
same ideas have to oo duty in each, and I 
suppose it is the healthiest wav for a 
writer, as there cannot be any gr< at-train 
upon the mortal poweis. I do not be
lieve that Ida's efforts will ever produce 
softening <*f the brain. Clara is aivw^s 
mal:ing fun of her, and calling her the 
Inspired. It is too bad, for lil.i is as 
sweet as she can !>e. Scleral weeks ago 
we went to see the \essel that came a'-laae 
at Lincoln Park, and Clara managed to 
have Ida stay at home, for she said, "It 
the Inspired goes, she will gaze awhile 
upon the boat, then raise her eyes to 
heaven, and taking out her note book 
will write, "O, stately bark, by what mys
terious chance,' &c."" I t did sound just 
like Ella. But it is very strange that 
there have been no verses in the Sunday 
Tribune about that vessel. Such an in
spiring theme! The tuneful choir must 
have gone to sleep. And so must I . 
Your own KATE. 


