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O N  T H E  B R I D G E .

It was young Itobin and his 
Stood on a bridge at evensong.

Night's countless lamps wereUJit »  ,
Below th e  s trea m le t slid  a long .

Across the rail she lightly leant,
A nd gaVed in to  th e  qu ie t s trea m ,

W h ereh i she saw  w ith  deep  c o n te n t 
T he  buried s ta rs  reflected  gleam ;

Buv never stars shone half as bright 
t s  Klsie’s eyes that summer night.

A round her taper waist an a rm - 
Mer irai laut Kobin s—gently lay ,

,i/plaee and hour there 1 ^ ' “
That owned no kinship to the day.

Familiar sounds upon the gale 
Were softly wafted to the ear,

And from the darkness of the yaie
The love-lorn mavis fluttered clear,

Hut sweeter than the song he sung 
The words that trembled on her tongue.

The shadows deepen in the dell ;
Weird bats athwart the water play ,

And on the fitful breezes swell 
The village church-bells

Through all the windings of the gl»41*- 
T Thestately trees, like phantoms stand ; 
Ä  was leading man and maul 

Far onwards into fairyland ,
And neither had on earth a part,
Save only in the other s heart.

Anon, from yonder wooded ridge.
The cold moon climlw the blue expanse.

She glorifies the rustic bridge.
lieu- beam s upon the brooklet dance ;

She softly winds about the twain 
The radiance of tier liquid light.

As though, for lovers, she would fain 
Create a fairer day from night.

Her silver signet—nothing loth—
She sets upon their plighted troth!

HV B O N N I E  > V E E  W I F E .

and

by s. I. HAP.
You speak of the grace 
And beauty of face 

Of Persian, Circassian and Greek—
Of the rose-tinted glow 
Ami the whiteness of snow 

That adorns each .’air velvet cheek—
But my thoughts ever stray- 
ill a far different way 

From these maidens of gay Hastern life— 
And 1 look with delight 
On the brown eyes so bright 

Of mv sweet, my lionnie wee wife.

When death hover'd near 
And poised his dread spear.

And the heart felt sore from repining—
And the clouds up oil high.
As they rolled slowly by,

Seemed bereft of their bright silver lining -  
Her fond cheering smile 
Would try to beguile 

The mind from its visions of strife—
And hope that lay dead 
With life would be fed,

By my sweet, my bonnie wee w-ife.

Then drink to the toast 
Of our gay gallant host 

In a beaker of wine ruby red—
To the maiden so fair 
Who proudly will share 

He life with tlie mail she will wed—
May she cling to the vine 

*. That fast shall entwnie 
The cords of her dear heart for life—

And pass down life’s stream 
In one blissful dream, 

hike me with my tKinnie wee wife.
--------  ♦ -  -♦

T H E  E I R E  O F  H O M E .

1 hear them tell of far oil' climes,
Anil treasures grand they hold—

Of Minster walls where stained light falls 
On canvas, rare and old.

My hands full down, m y b reath  com es fast,
1 tut ah, how can I roam  ?

My task I know, to spin and sew.
And light the fire of home.

Sometimes 1 hear of noble deeds :
Of words th a t  m ove m ank ind  ;

01 willing hands that too ther lands 
Bring Light to the poor and blind.

1 dare not preach, I cannot write.
I fear to cross the foam ;

Who, if I go, will spin and sew 
And light the fire of home ?

My husband comes, as the shadows fall,
From the fields with my girl and l»oy ;

His loving kiss brings w ith  it bliss 
That lias no base a lloy.

From the new-plowed meadows fresh 
brown,

I catch the scent of the loam ;
Heart, do not fret, ’tis something yet 
To light the fire of home.”

H O B  T H E  B I T E R  W A S N ’ T  B I T

Ned and Jimmy, little shavers,
Brothers dear—and mine—

Always hungry ; any hour 
Suited them to dine.

Once, when mother had shme apples,
Ned was given two:

• Take one down the yard to Jim m y,
T'other one’s for you.”

Thus spake kind and thoughtful m other—
Ned walked slowly out ;

From his birth, keen, cute and cautious,
Never long in doubt.

In each hand he turned the pippins.
Sized them, squinted sly :

“ Both alike; Jim  loves an apple.
But no more than I.”

tjuick he bit a piece from Jim m y's,
And then a bite from his :

It was worth four silver dollars 
To see Ned’s calm phiz.

’Here’s an apple, Jim, from m other!”
"W hy, it's bitten, Ned!”

"So is mine, l/ook, here's the other !”
That bright youngster said.

.1 ininiy, puzzled, took the apple,
Ale it to its core.

Ned, serenely, put k ù  luncheon 
With those gone before.

Years have sped since gentle Jimmy 
Joined the cherubim ;

Ned still lives, and of earth’s rations 
Gets what’s due to him.

L i f e  in  a  C a r a v a n .

James Bishop died recently near Lon- I 
don, aged eighty-three, from a fall from , 
his caravan, in which he had lived without j 
interruption for the last thirty-live years, j 
During this time his wife gave birth in the | 
caravan to eighteen sons and two daugh
ters, all of whom were reared there. One 
of the latter became the mother of Silina 
Young, the female Blondin, who crossed 
the Thames on a tight rope. The other 
married a showman, and was mother to 
twenty-four children, all of whom were 
horn and reared in a caravan. Bishop 
brought up his eighteen sons to trades or 
the musical profession.

Stella Wymer had been gazing out of the 
window in the short February twilight. | 
thinking of nothing in particular, but idly 1 
dreaming.

Sweet fancies some of them m ist have j 
been, for a tender light shone in her eyes 
and a happy smile wreathed her mouth.

But everywhere, in our busy, practical \ 
country, idle, dreaming hours are short, and j 
when Sarah came in to light the gas she j 
sprang up with a gay song on her lips, and 
taking a package from the window seat 
she had just left, settled herself in an easy 
chair under the glowing chandelier and 
began looking over a number of very 
pretty valentines. Finally, moving to a 
desk, she proceeded to direct them, while 
aunt Clara, with pretty scarlet zephyr 
work, sat rocking and singing softly to her
self by the grate.

The door was opened with a jerk and 
closed with a bang, and a pretty, lively 
school girl of twelve years danced across 
the room.

“Won’t we have fun at school to
morrow ?” she exclaimed gleefully, throw
ing herself oa the soft rug before the lire. 
“All the girls have promised faithfully 
to show their valentines, and of course 
some will lie horrid. Are you getting 
some ready for the office, Stella?” she con- 
tinned.

“Yes; papa is going down in a few 
minutes and will take them,” replied 
Stella, without turning her head.

“I wonder what valentine means, and 
why folks send them ?” queried the little 
girl meditatively. “Doyou know, Stella?”

“No ! That is, I ’ve forgotten. Don’t 
bother me now, Pearl !” was that young 
lady's reply.

“It means something” persisted Pearl, 
with her usual pertinacity. “Everything 
means something, don’t it, aunt Clara ?”

Aunt Clara smiled and nodded as she 
counted some stitches, and Pearl went on.

“I wondered why they called me ‘Pearl’ 
until I found my name, Margaret, means 
pearl, and I found out S tella means star, 
so I suppose valentine has a meaning.”

“It has,” said aunt Clara.
“Oh, tell me, please !” cried Pearl, sitting 

up straight on the rug, with her feet curled 
under her like a Turk.

“Well,” said aunt Clara, with a long 
pause, while she rapidly tinished a scallop J 
and laid down her work.

“Longcenturies ago—in the ninth century, I 
I think—Pope Valentine, of Rome, estab- j 
lished an annual custom of the poorer clergy : 
drawing patrons by lot for the commenced 
year; these patrons or benefactor' u n 
called Valentines. After his death he was 
cannonized for a saint, and his feast day 
was kept on the fourteenth of February, 
which was thought to be his birthday. ' 
This is also a very ancient custom in 
Britain. Then the birds are supposed to 1 
choose their mates on that day, which 
probably accounts for the innumerable 
love messages.”

Aunt Clara glanced mischievously over 
to Stella, who blushed rosily, and Pearl 
sprang to her 1'eet with :

“Thank you, aunty. Now I must get 
my lessons."

She danced out of the room as she had 
entered, and Stella, placing her bundle of 
valentines on the hall table, seated herself j 
at the piano and played soft dreamy 
chords, while a refrain rang in her head—

‘ Birds clioosc their mates.
Will he choose me to-morrow ? ”

A glow of delight swept over her at the 
thought. She was not unmaidenly nor 
forward, for Ralph Morton had revealed 
his love in various nameless ways, and 
had won her's by gentle, persistent atten- | 
tions. Of course he would send her a val
entine. and that would conlirm his recent 
actions.

As she thought she played sweet, melo
dious strains, which almost translated the 
dream she would never have told.

Aunt Clara understood it, .and her fancy 
work dropped idly in her lap, as she. too, > 
dreamed, but her's were sad dreams of the 
past. 1

On that same evening, whlie Stella lived 
in the rose colored future, Ralph Morton 
sat in his room, writing in his’ best 
hand on the daintiest of note-paper, j 
headed by a beautiful monogram. He j 
had looked over bushels of valentines, 
which were voted “elegant,” “lovely,” and j 
“too sweet,” hv his sister, but none of them i 
expressed what he wanted to say to one 
at least; so, having something ol poetic ■ 
talent, he called the muse to his aid and j 
penned in tender, glowing lines his love j 
and hopes.

He enclosed a pretty trifle—a tiny pin, ! 
representing a rose bud and fern leaf, tied 
together with a lover’s knot, which he 
begged her to w ear next evening if she 
accepted his love. He read it over care
fully. directed it, then leaned back in his 
chair and gave himselt up to fancies. He 
heard the door bell, and then heard .Tack 
admit some one who inquired 1'or Ralph.

He knew the voice at once, and the step, 
too, as it came up to his room. It was 
Frank Wood, his best friend and almost 
constant companion. Hastily snatching 
up the envelope addressed, "Miss Stella 
Wymer,” as well as several others of less 
importance, be thrust them into his port
folio jnst as Frank, after a slight knock, 
entered.

“Jack told me you were here as I came 
up,” he said, as be threw himselt into a 
chair Ralph .offered.

“That's right,” replied Ralph, wiping his 
pen and closing the inkstand.

“Going to the club ?” inquired Frank, as 
Ralph settled back for a talk.

“Hadn’t thought of it. No; I guess 
not.”

“I came around for you. Yon know 
that matter comes up to-night, and if you 
and I are not there the other set will win, 
and our club will be like most of the oth
ers, just a place for gentlemanly rowdy
ism."

“I had forgotten that,” cried Ralph, rising 
with alacrity. “Of coarse I ’ll go. We 
have worked too hard to let onr clnb be 
rained now.”

H e  m ade  a  rapid  to i le t  and  as  h e  took  
u p  has  hat ,  w h ic h  h e  h ad  forgotten to  
lea v e  on th e  h a l l  rack , h e  sa id , “A s  w e  go  
b y  th e  office I ’l l  t a k e  m y  m a i l  d o w n .”

F ra n k  sm iled  as  R a lp h  drew  a  n u m b er  
o f  v a len t in es  from h is  portfolio  an d  com 

menced a story about a valentine, which 
lasted until the club-room was reached.

The next day was mild and pleasant 
with a bright sunshine which glorified 
every nook and corner.

“Just the kind of a day for birds to 
choose mates,’’ observed Pearl at the break
fast table.

The carriers were loaded down with the 
unusual quantity of mail, but to most of 
them it was a pleasure to deliver the white 
messages and see the smiles and blushes of 
expectant maidens.

A huge bundle was left at the Wymer 
mansion, for, besides the regular mail. 
Pearl as well as Stella received a large num
ber of valentines.

Sorting over the bundle, Stella selected 
her own, and ran away to her own room 
where she looked over the dainty missives 
one by one. In vain ! There was nothing 
from Ralph ! She was greatly disappoint
ed,[and, in spite of the indignant protest of 
her will, the tears gathered in her eyes and 
blinded her so she could not see the ele
gant fancies she was mechanically turning 
over.

She knew Ralph’s writing so well, and 
besides she knew exactly who sent all she 
had received.

She staid in her room all the morning, 
and schooled herself so well that when at 
lunch she went down and exhibited her 
pretty valentines with a gay, girlishly tri
umphant air, no one suspected her aching 
heart.

“He might at least have sent a common 
one, as the rest have done,” she thought.

She came down to dinner in beautiful 
and becoming evening dress, for she was 
going to a party where she would meet all 
her set, and although her head, in sympa
thy with her heart, was aching terribly, 
she hid her pain and was unusually gay.

About half-past eight the carriage was 
ready, and she stepped in and was rapidly 
driven to the elegant home of Louise Ran
dolph, where the brilliant lights, bright 
flowers and richly dressed guests appeared 
like a kaleidoscopic picture to her tired,ex
cited brain. But people in society are all 
masked, and Stella, whose one year out had 
initiated her was very successful in her 
role of careless gaiety.

While chatting with a group of friends, 
Ralph came in.

An instant she felt suffocated. He came 
eagerly towards her, but she returned his 
bow with one so cold and haughty that he 
retired abashed.

She could not understand his curious 
gaze which comprehended her whole ap
pearance, and she could not hear his almost 
audible groan as he turned away, saying 
to himself :

“She did not wear it; she shows she 
despises me. I'll accept uncle’s offer and 
go to Baltimore; I’ll go to-morrow.”

With pale face he sought the hostess 
and asked her to excuse him ; he w as not 
feeling well and should be obliged to be 
up early to take the train, and Louise, 
turning from a group of admirers, said 
g« n ? v :

’Xeiui:uly, Mr. Morton. \ou  do not 
look well. But where are yon going ?”

“To Baltimore to enter into partnership 
with my uncle, who is a lawyer there.”

“Is it not a sudden move ?”
“Not exactly. I have had it in contem

plation for some time. And now-, good
bye!”

She gave him her hand and he left the 
room and house.

Returning home he packed in feverish 
haste, and then went to bed to toss in rest
less dreams until morning.

Stella outshone herself that evening ; she 
was the belle of the occasion, and sus
tained her gaiety until, at supper,she heard 
a gentleman ask Louise :

“Where’s Morton? I thought 1 saw him 
here.”

“He was here," she replied, “but he ex
cused himself some time ago. He said he 
was not well and was going away to-mor
row.”

Stella thought she should faint, but 
pride and will kept her from it, and she 
heard the next through a buzzing sound in 
her ears :

“Yes, going to Baltimoie to go into his 
Uncle’s law office.”

Stella could not even pretend after that, 
and as soon as possible, after supper, she 
excused herself and went home.

Over and over she said to herself :
“Going to-morrow and never said a word, 

not even good-bye.”
At last she sank into a troubled sleep 

and heard some one sing :
“Birds choose their niâtes,
But I am left alone.’’

The winter passed as winters in society 
do pass, and Stella did her part so well no 
one guessed what a blank life seemed to 
her. Occasionally she heard about Ralph 
from Frank Wood, but she preferred not to 
hear his name where curious eyes would 
observe the wave of color creep over her 
face. Spring came, then summer with its 
heat and dust, and the general migration 
to mountains and sea shore, and still Stella 
existed, but friends mourned over her lack I 
of color and vivacity.

Autumn passed and the holiday gaieties i 
were over, when she received an invitation 
to visit at a Maryland homestead in com
pany with Louise Randolph. Glad of a 
change Stella eagerly accepted the invita- 1 
tion, and in February they found them
selves in the old-time plantation house 
with the evidences of early spring all 
around them.

“I am so glad," said hospitable Belle 
Carey, “that you are here in time for our 
St. Valentine picnic. Yon will meet some 
old friends, but I shan’t tell you their 
names. In fact, one of them will be here 
to-morrow with my brother.”

Next day Will Carey and his friend did 
not come on the train they had been ex
pected on. so Belle took Stella and Louise ] 
to a neighboring place for supper. They 
arrived at home alter dark, and Belle, in
tent on her duties as hostess went 
to give some orders about breakfast, 
while the other girls went into the big 
drawing-room, where there was no light 
except that given by the logs in the cheery, 
old fashioned fire place. Nestling down 
on the bear skin, the girls watched the fan
tastic pictures in the flames, and at last 
went to talking of a year ago. They 
named over the valentines received, and 
Louise exclaimed, as Stella named over 
her’s :

“And Ralph Morton !”
“No, Louise, he didn’t send any.”
“Oh, surely Stella, yon must be mis

taken ! He attended you offener than any 
other gentleman.”

“I know, and I was a little surprised,” 
said Stella, with an odd little quiver in her 
voice.

Louise saw the subject was painful, and

hastened to change it to the treat of a 
February picnic. They then chatted on 
other topics, and finally went up to bed.

After they had left the room a tall, dark 
figure raised itself from a sofa in the far
ther corner, and an emphatic voice said :

“If ever there was a fool, Ralph Morton, 
you are one !”

Yes, Will and Ralph had arrived dnring 
the girls’ absence, and after Ralph was 
shown his room, Will paid a visit to his 
stables. Ralph had dressed and come 
down stairs, and, lying down on the sofa, 
had fallen asleep. He couldn't discover 
himself without alarming the girls, and so 
became an eaves-dropper.

Hastening to his room he pulled out a 
portfolio from his valise.

Away back in the under pocket lay the 
valentine of a year ago. He had over
looked it when he took the others to the 
office.

Next morning Stella sat at a window ad
miring the light snow on the green holly 
bushes, which was fast disappearing be
fore the sun’s rays, when a knock inter
rupted her meditations.

A maid brought in a letter. Stella 
recognized the writing and tore it open im
patiently. There was her last year’s val
entine, and a note explaining its loss and 
discovery, and a few words more sufficed 
to renew his vows.

They met at breakfast, and the girls 
noticed Stella wore a new ornament on 
which Ralph gazed with brightening eyes.

Ralph took Stella to the picnic in Belle s 
little phætou, and the birds and brooks 
made musical accompaniment to the ten
ter words of her lover, while her heart sang 
gaily:

“The birds choose their mates.
And I choose mine. ”

DEL.

P e r m a n e n t  R i c h e s .

Although much has been said concerning 
the comparative cost of the mineral pro
duct of our mines, the uncertainty of min
ing speculations, and the unreliable charac
ter which is attributed to mining enter
prises, it would probably lie difficult for 
any other industry under the same circum
stances to present so favorable a showing. 
During the past thirty years 150,000 men 
on the Pacific Slope have added over 1,000- 
000,000 in gold to the substantial and in
destructible wealth of the country, and it 
may be questioned whether the same num
ber of people have produced, even where 
surrounded by the most favorable circum
stances, a sum which will nearly equal this 
amount in value, even should the charac
ter of the different products lie ignored. A 
bushel of wheat produced by the labor of 
the farmer has for a time a certain value 
which may be estimated, but when that 
bushel of wheat has been consumed its 
value dies practically, and no longer exists 
as a factor in commcrcia Itransactions. An 
ounce of gold or silver taken from the 
mines by the miner, and placed in the 
channels of commercial activity, may per
form its part as a measure of value over 
a .a again for years, and as it cannot 
he destroyed it retains this value power as 
long as it anywhere exists, and never loses 
this characteristic of value. We repeat 
our opinion many times stated, entirely 
ignoring the different circumstances and 
conditions surrounding it, that no produc
tive industry in this country has or can 
make s better showing in real wealth pro
duced than that which tends to the de
velopment of our vast and inexhaustible 
mineral resources, and we base this state
ment upon facts and figures which are 
readily available.

---------------- » ---------
T h e  W o r d  G e n t l e m a n .

To say that a man was born a gentleman 
means not at all that he is courteous, re
fined and intelligent, but only that he was 
horn of a family whose circumstances at 
some time has been easy and agreeable 
and which belonged to a traditionally 
“good society.” But such a  man may be 
false and mean and ignorant and coarse. Is 
he a gentlemen because he was born such ? 
Ou the other hand the child of long gener
ations of ignorant and laborious boors may 
be humane, honorable and modest, but 
with total ignorance of the usages of good 
society. He may be as upright as Wash- 
ingion, as unselfish as Sidney, as brave as 
Bayard, as modest as Falkland, but he 
may outrage all the little social proprieties. 
Is he a gentleman because he is honest 
and modest and humane? In describing 
Lovelace should we not say that he was a 
gentleman ? Should we naturally say so 
of Burns? But, again, is it not a joke to 
describe George IV as a gentleman, while 
it would be impossible to deny the name 
to Major Dobbin ?

----------------» ♦  --------- ----
S h e r i d a n ’ s O f f - H a n d  G r e e k .

[London Family Herald.J
Lord Belgrave having clinched a speech 

in the House of Commons with a long 
Greek quotation, Sheridan, in reply, ad
mitted the force of the quotation, so far as 
it went. “But,” said he, “had the noble 
Lord proceeded a little further and com
pleted the passage he would have seen 
that the quotation applied the other way’” 
Sheridan then spouted something ore ro- 
tundo, which had all the ai*, oi*, Jcous and 
hoes that gave the world assurance of a 
Greek quotation ; upon which Lord Bel- 
grave very promptly and handsomely com
plimented the honorable member on his 
readiness of recollection, and frankly ad- 
mitted that the continuation of the passage 
had the tendency ascribed to it by Mr. 
Sheridan, and that he had overlooked it at 
the moment when he gave the quotation. 
On the breaking up of the House, Fox, j 
who piqued himself on having some Greek, 
went up to Sheridan and asked him : 
“Sheridan, how came you to be so ready j 
with that passage ? It certainly is as you ! 
say, but I was not aware of it before you ! 
quoted it.” J t  is almost unnecessary to 
observe that there was no Greek at all in 
Sheridan's impromptu.

T h e  E n g l i s h  T h r o n e .

The throne of England, so splendid 
when covered with silk velvet and gold, is 
in fact only an “old oak chair,” over 600 
years in use lor the same purpose. Its 
existence has been traced back to the days 
of Edward I. The wood is very hard and 
solid ; the back and sides were formerly 
painted in various colors, and the seat is 
made of rongh-looking sandstone 26 inches 
in length, 17 inches in breadth and 19j in 
thickness, and in this stone lies the grand 
peculiarity of the chair. Numberless 
legends are told in connection with it, the 
truth probably being that it was originally 
taken from Ireland to Scotland and served 
at the coronation of the early Scottish 
kings.

A  S C I E N T I S T  D E M O N S T R A T E S .

H e  S h o w s  a  G r o c e r  H o w  T h e o r i e s  

.May b e  P u t  i n  P r a c t i c e .

[Detroit Free Press.I
He sat by the stove in a Michigan avenue 

grocery store for full twenty minutes be
fore speaking. He spread out his legs to 
encircle as much of the fire as pos
sible, drew his sleeve across his nose at 
regular intervals, and there vas a strong 
smell of burning boot leather as he finally 
looked up at the grocer and asked.

“Can you tell me why combustion causes 
a draught?”

“No, sir!” was the prompt reply.
“I t’s positively wonderful how ignorant 

the masses are on scientific subjects,” con
tinued the man as he helped himself to an 
an apple. “Can you tell me why this isin
glass in your stove is not consumed by the 
heat ?”

“I guess it’s because you keep all the 
heat oft’,” was the sneering reply.

“You are a liar, sir. and you say that to 
excuse your ignorance. Now, then, what 
pressure does w ater exert on the human 
body at a depth of sixty feet?”

“I’ll exert a pressure on your body if 
you call me a liar again !” exclaimed the 
grocer.

“I want to ask if you understand the 
principle by which birds fly ?”

“You get out of this ! 1 have no time to 
fool away with such nonsense !”

“Nonsense !” piped the oid chap; why, 
I don’t believe you know the amount 
of oxygen you consume at each respira
tion ?”

The grocer laid hold of the man to draw 
him to the door, but he caught a Tartar, 
and was flopped on his back.

“I exerted a force of about one-eighth 
horse-power to accomplish that,” said the 
old man as he knelt on the prostrate 
bodv. “A dead blow of twenty pounds 
from my list would flatten your nose, 
while two pounds additional would crack 
your skull.”

‘ Git ofl’n me or 111 slay you.”
“I seize your hair with a clutch equal 

to the grasp of a hand lifting fourteen 
pounds of iron and I bump your head on 
the floor with a force equal to nine 
pounds.”

“Let go my hair,” yelled the grocer, as 
he kicked and struggled.

“You are now exercising a fqrce equal to 
eight pounds to the square inch,, said the 
old man, as he bumped him again, “but it 
is useless. I shall now exercise a force 
equal to the clutch of forty-eight grasshop
pers to shut off your wind, and I will 
then administer a kick equal to the lorce 
necessary to upset a cord ol four-loot 
wood.”

When the grocer got up the man was 
across the street.

“Police ! police !” shouted the victim.
$  “You exhausted six gallons of oxygen in 
the first yell and live in the second,” yelled 
the scientist, “but it was simply wasted. 
“I will now make ofl' at one-quarter the 
speed exercised by an antelope in outrun
ning a lion. Good-by, sordid flesh-pot, 
good-by !”

A  W o m a n ’ s W a y .

[Chicago Inter-Oeean.J
“Let me have live two-cent stamps, 

please,” said the lady to the retail stamp 
clerk in the postoffice yesterday.

“Yessurn," he said, handing them out. 
“Can’t you let me have them in one 

piece ?” she asked.
“Certainly, ma’am,” said the (leak. “Can 

I send them home for you ?”
“Oh, no; I don’t live far—only on the 

North Side—and I ama going right home. 
I wouldn’t want to put you to the trouble.

“No trouble at all,” said the clerk. “I 
haven't much to do to-day, and could very 
easily spare an hour.”

“Very much obliged,” said the lady, 
smiling sweetly. “Dear me,” said she, put
ting on a stamp, “what a horrid bother it 
is to stamp letters ! Why can't we send 
letters and let the postoffice send in their 
bill once a month ?”

“They might just as well,” said the 
clerk, sympathizingly. “I ’ll mention the 
fact in my next message to Congress."

“Will you ? How nice ! But you musn’t 
mention my name. Say that the idea was 
suggested by a North Side society lady, 
won’t you ?”

“Certainly, ma’am,” said the clerk. 
“That’s the second letter this week I 

have sent to Gerty,” said the lady, but ton
ing her gossamer. “Gerty is the sweetest 
girl—going to Vassar now.'

“How does Gerty like v assar?” asked 
the clerk. *

“Oh, Gerty likes Vassar first rate: 
only she says that she don’t see much 
company.”

“Paper! All about the election !” yelled 
a newsboy.

“Dear me !” exclaimed the lady, “did 
they have an election yesterday ? Who is 
President now ?”

“Arthur, I believe,” said the clerk.
“Why, I thought Arthur was President 

last year.”
“Yes, but he is still President.”
“What was the election for then ?”
“For gaugers of mannalade and inspec

tors of hot biscuits,” said the clerk.
“Oh, well, I hope they’ll get good, good 

.men. I attended the Women’s Congress 
awhile ago, and you know it was decided 
that the ladies ought to take more interest 
in public affairs. Well, good-bye,” and 
she sailed away.

“Who is that woman ?” asked the next 
man in line, who was shaking and shiver
ing with rage.

“But me if I know,” said the clerk.
And the outflow of stamps proceeded.

A r e  Y o u  G o i n g  t o  K i s s  M e .

If  ever I go into a new locality again I 
will study up my geography better than I 
did this time ; for ignorance got me into a 
most uncomfortable position. As the boat 
neared Sanford I was standing with others 
on the deck, when a very pretty young 
lady came up to me, and with a sweet 
smile on her face looked into mine with a 
pair of lovely eyes and said :

“Are you going to kiss me, sir?” 
Ifsom eonehad offered to lend me ten 

dollars I could not have been more sur
prised, and hardly knowing what to say, 
and in order to gain a little time, I gasped 
out:

“Pardon, Miss, what did you ask ?”
I felt that she knew I had heard her, but 

she said sweetly :
“Are yon going to kiss me to-night ?” 
There was no misunderstanding her this 

time. I heard her, and so did others, and 
I felt the blood rashing into my face and 
I stammered oat :

“I would like to accommodate yoa, Miss

I would, truly; but I have a wife and 
thirteen small cnildren on board with me, 
and if my wife should see me kissing you

“Kissing me ! you hateful old thing! 
Who asked you to kiss me ?”

“You did,” I yelled; “you asked me 
twice !”

“You old fool, I asked you if you were 
going to Kissme—Kissme City to-night : 
don’t you know anything?” and off she 
went, and if ever anybody felt meaner 
than I did I would like to exchange pho
tographs with him.

A I ) o g  a t  t h e  T e l e p h o n e .

[Sydney (Australia) Eye.
The telephone has enabled a physician, 

several miles away, to detect whether a 
child had the croup. The child's mouth 
was held near to the mouth-piece of the 
instrument, and the physician heard its 
cough. But more singular than this is the 
following case of a dog recognizing his 
master's voice through the telephone :

Jack is a coach dog that found his mas
ter by telephone. In some way Jack got 
lost, and fortunately was found by one of 
his master’s friends, who went to his office 
and asked by telephone if the man had lost 
his dog.

“Yes; where is he?” was the reply.
“He is here, Suppose you call him 

through the telephone. The dog’s ear was 
placed over the ear-piece, and his master 
said:

“Jack! Jack! how are you Jack?”
Jack instantly recognized the voice, and 

began to yell. He licked the telephone 
fondly, seeming to think that his master 
was inside the machine.

At the other end of the line the gentle
man recognized the familiar bark, and 

; shortly afterward he reached his friend’s 
I office to claim his property.

H o u -  i t  S t r u c k  t h e  C o n d u c t o r .

IWall Street New s.]
A railroad man in Philadelphia, who 

j  went over to Philadelphia to hear a revi- 
I valist, sat for two hours and heard the 

good man advise and caution and entreat. 
When the meeting was over, the railroader 

1 approached him, and shook hands, and 
said :

“I was very much pleased with your 
remarks.”

“Yes ? Glad to hear it.”
“Your statement that Vice was a rail

road running direct to Hades, and that 
intemperance, gambling, speculation and 
divorce were regular trains to carry pas
sengers. struck me very forcibly."

“Yes? I presume the simile is gener
ally understood.”

’’But there was one thing that greatly 
troubled me,” continued the railroader, as 
he involuntarily felt in his side pocket for 
a folder.

“What was that?”
“Why, you didn't drop the slightest hints 

about the connections, and the distance is 
altogether too long for through trains!”

F a s h i o n s  i n  R u b i e s .

Philadelphia Press.]
At the head of these stands the ruby, 

which just now is, if perfect, still more 
valuable than the diamond. It is a diffi
cult matter to And large stones which 
match each other perfectly in color and 
size, and a pair of large rubies—twin 
stones—set in diamonds as ear-rings are 
valued at $4,000, while the same thing in 
sapphires, which rank third in the list of 
precious stones, may be had for $1,000. 
The Siberian, or star ruby, is an exquisite 
gem, deer» rose color in tint, which, like all 
other colored stones, is seen at its best 
when surrouuded by diamonds. For the 
diamond alone lends light to every other 
gem without losing either in brilliancy or 
clearness of tint. Occasionally, however, 
an unusually fine stone may reflect the 
light so vividly that the diamond setting 
catches its glow. Thus, in a magnificent 
Marquise ring the rubies in the centre are 
so intense in color that the pure white dia
monds which encircle them are tinged 
with pink rays, like the shadows cast by 
claret in the sunlight.

---------------- ^  ^ ---------------
A  S t o r y  b y  S e n a t o r  F r y e .

[I^ewistown Journal.t
“I see, " said Senator Frye, “that a Wash

ington paper, in a very complimentary 
notice, sets me down as a poor man, not 
worth over $25,000. ‘That’s too much, 
said Air. Frye. “But the fellow who wrote 
that does not know the reason I am so 
poor. It came al>out in this wise. I was 
brought up in a (Quaker family, and when, 
in my boyhood, 1 got a chance to go up to 
Boston my Quaker grandfather gave me 
$5 to spend. I did not know any boys in 
Boston and I could think ol’ no way to 
have $5 worth of fun without boys. When 
I got home my grandfather asked me how 
i spent the $5, and I, with the air of one 
who had done a virtuous action, said, T did 
not spend it at all, grandfather ; I saved it 
and have it in my pocket.’ Whereupon 
my grandfather said: ‘You may give me 
back the money, William I gave yon that 
money to spend at Boston.’ Ever since 
that,” said the Senator. “I have known 
better than to save money.”

----------------------------------
M O V I N G  A  N A T I O N .

A  C a u s e  W h i c h  .Must P r o d u c e  G r e a t  

E f f e c t s .

[Hartford Times, j
The article trom the New York Mail and 

Express on the immigration for 1883, con
tains some interesting statistics aDd some 
interesting thoughts. What will arrest at
tention is the marked preponderance of the 
German element in last year’s intlux. Out 
of a total of 390,400—which is a falling off 
of 55,000 from 1882—there were 165,219 
from Germany proper, or as many as all 
added together that came from Ireland, 
England, Italy, Sweden, Norway and Hun
gary ; and the Mail and Express calculates 
that the immigrants who were of Teutonic 
blood numbered 235,000. In any view of 
our country and its people, it is impossible 
—as our New York contemporary well 
suggests—to disregard the probable influ
ence and importance of this large element 
of the population. The Germans are, as a 
whole, decidedly a quiet, industrious, sen
sible and good people, very desirable in a 
country like oors. That snch a large and 
active element is already having a positive 
influence in liberalizing what might other
wise be the too narrow and rigid ordinan
ces and beliefs in religions and social mat
ters, cannot be questioned by any intelli
gent and candid observer.

A  C O R N E R  IN W A L L  P A P E R .

The Manufacture Limited to a Select
C o t e r i e  o f  .Mill M e n .

I Continent. J
For twenty-six years no one has been 

able successfully to start a new manufac
tory of wall paper in America, and the 
reason is easily found in the iron-clad rule 
ol this formidable manufacturing pool. 
Merchants who handle the product are 
compelled, under forfeiture of heavy bonds, 
not to buy of auy outside manufacturer in 
this country. Should any one violate his 
contract, from the heat y dealer who is 
able to furnish the required boud, down to 
the “ small fish” who purchase of the mid
dle meu, he is compelled, amoug other pen
alties, to pay “maximum prices” on which 
there is no passible profit. The salesmen 
are required to make oath not to violate 
the employer's contract in any particular,

. and the penalty is discharge and ineligibil
ity to a similar position with any wall 
paper firm. Although the tariff on the 
imported article, at twenty-five per cent, is 
so low as to make large profits on importa
tions a surety, at much lower prices than 
prevail on American goods, yet under the 
impositions of the monopoly, foreign and 
home prices are ordered by the pool to re
main equal, thereby preventing outside 
competition. The penalty for underselling 
American goods is forfeiture of bond. One 
Chicago dealer who imports over fifty per 
cent, of the forr gn article entering the 
ports|of the United States, is placed undti 

i $50,000 bonds annually. He is obliged to 
give this bond in order to obtain any wall 

! paper of American make, which comprises 
one-half of his business. There are fifty- 
four firms in th9 United States which an
nually pay $2.000 each to get 15 per cent, 
discount on regular prices, The total 
amount of $108,000 pays the salaries of the 
Commissioners and other officers, liesides 
the expenses of periodical banquets at 
Delmonico’s.

A P r u d e n t  J u r o r .

[Galveston Xews.J
General Thomas Harrison, who was com

mander of a Texas regiment during the 
war and kuown by the boys as the “Jim 
Town Major,” was, soon after the war, 
elected judge of oue of the districts of 
Texas. Shortly after his election he 
visited one of the counties in his district 
for the purpose of holding court, and on 
his arrival in town impaneled a jury con
sisting of eleven white men and one negro.

About the first case called was one 
against a party for murder. After heariug 
the evidence, arguments of counsel and 
charge of the court, the jury started down 
stairs to consider their verdict, the colored 
juror happening to be in the rear. Follow
ing them was the attorney for defendant. 
At the head of the siuirs (and in hearing 
of the colored juror) the attorney was 
asked by a friend how he thought the case 
would be decided. Tlie reply was, “I think 
the defendant will be acquitted or the jury 
will be hung.

The jury went down the steps aud out 
in the yard, and upon looking around the 
colored member was missing. Upon in
vestigation they saw him making 2:40 
time in the direction of the brush. The 
Sherill was called and, after a vigorous pur
suit, Mr. Juror was captured aud brought 
before the court and asked why he had 
run away. His reply was: “He had heard 
a gentleman say if the man wasn’t cleared 
the jury would l»e hung, and as he hadn’t 
done nothing he didn’t want to ke any 
chances.”

A  D i s i n f e c t i n g  L u m p .

A disinfecting lamp can l»e easily pre
pared for purifving any place where a dis
agreeable odor is perceived, being especially 
useful in sick rooms and in damp cellars 
w here vegetables have decayed. Take any 
glass lamp for burning kerosene or oil, fill 
it with chloric ether, and light. The old- 
fashioned camphene or “burning fluid” 
lamps, with a small round wick, will burn 
longer and be of more service than the flat 
wicked lamps. While the ether burns a 
disinfectant escapes that will soon purify 
the most ofl'ensive atmosphere ; even that 
of a sewer.

T l i e  D a n g e r  o f  F a i n t i n g  C h i n a .

[Detroit Free Press.]
“Every time I look at this China,” said 

! one of the physicians who visited the 
I Homu-pathic Hospital fair, “I think of 

how the girls have suft'ered. Lavender oil 
aud turpentine are used in working on 
China. Everybody knows what turpen
tine is, and the odor of lavender oil is a 
combination of all that is vile. The fumes 
of these liquids in a close room amount to 
a poison that few- girls can withstand. 1 
know of a dozen young ladies who have 
almost become physical wrecks through 
the China craze: have lost their beauty 
and animation, and I will be glad when 

! the daubs of paint on a tea cup w ill no 
longer be thought charming.

---------------♦ .

H i s  F i r s t  C a l l  o n  N e w  Y e a r ' s  M o r n i n g .

On New- Year’s day morning as old Gov. 
Mattocks, of Vermont, was bathing and 
preparing for breakfast he unfortunately 

I leaned against the door at the head of the 
stairs leading to the kitchen. The door 
gava way, and the maids of the household, 
while bflsy preparing the morning meal, 
were astonished to see, rolling and tumb
ling into their presence, a chubby, fat old 
gentlemau in a most unpresentable attire. 

I But his wits were with him. “Ladies,” he 
exclaimed politely, “I wish you all a hap- 
py New Year:’’ and then liounded up- 

j stairs again, four steps at a time.

R e c e s s .

The time-honored recess has been aban
doned in the Rochester city schools, not 
perhaps definitely as yet, but the experi
ment of “no recess,” according to some 

j authorities, has proved such a success as to 
to make its continuance highly desirable. 

■ Among the advantages said to lie derived 
from it are continuous school session with- 

; out interruption in school work, better 
: health of pupils on account of freedom 
i from exposure to cold and wet weather in 

the midst of each session, discipline easier 
I on account of freedom from recess trouble, 

less tardiness and absenteeism, etc.---------- «. ♦------«----- *
A S o c i a l  D u t y  N e g l e t e d .

[Texas Siftings,]
Two ladies belonging to the upper ten 

division of Austin society met one day. 
Said one: “Have you heard that Mrs. R. 
died last night ?” “No, bless, me ! Is that 
so? That’s too bad. Why, she owded me 
a visit !” exclaimed the other.


