
RESCUED. 
"LUtle lad, slow wandering across the sand 

so yellow, 
Leading sately a lassie small—Oh! tell lae 

little fellow, 
Whither go you, loitering in the summer 

weather, 
Chattering like sweet-voiced hirds on a bough 

together?" 

" I am Robert, it you please, and this is Rose, 
my sister, 

Youngest of us all"—he bent his curly head 
and kissed her; 

"Every day we come and wait here till the 
sun is setting, 

Waiting for our lather's ship, imd mother 
dear is fretting. 

"Long ago he called away out of sight and 
hearing— 

Straight across the bay he went, into sunset 
steering; 

Every day we look lor him, and hope for his 
returning ; 

Every night my mother keeps the candle lor 
him burning. 

"Summer goes, and Winter comes, and 
Spring returns, but never 

Father's step comes to the gate. Oh! is he 
gone iorever ? 

The great, grand ship that bore him off, think 
you some tempest wrecked her ?" 

Tears shone in littleKosa's eyes, upturned to 
her protector. 

Eagerly the bonny lad went on: "O sir, look 
yonder! 

In the offing see the sails that east and west
ward wander; 

Every hour they come and go, the misty dis
tance throughing, 

While we watch and see them fade, with sor
row and with longing." 

Little Robert! little Rose!" The stranger's 
eyes were glistening; 

At his bronzed and bearded face up-gazed the 
children, listening; 

He knelt upon the yellow sand and clasped 
them to his bosom— 

Robert brave, and little Rose, as bright as any 
blossom. 

"Father! father! is it you!" The still air 
rings with rapture; 

All the vauished joy oi years the waiting ones 
recapture! 

Finds he welcome, wild and sweet, the low, 
thatched cottage reaching; 

But the ship that into sunset steered upon the 
rocks lies bleachingj 

—Celia Thaxter, in Wide-Awake. 

On The Verge of Death. 
From the New York Herald. 

A GYMNAST'S A D V E N T U R E . 

I had among my fellow-students a 
special renown for my skill in every 
kind of gymnastics. Athlete exercise, 
in the widest sense of the term, was to 
me a pleasure to which I had surren
dered myself, body and soul, and in 
consequence of which I possessed, al
though not tall and strong, some mus
cle and a high degree of confidence, 
while I had acquired, in perilous sit
uations, presence of mind, all of 
which qualities form even now a con
siderable portion of my character. 

When at last my studies were ended 
-and I had obtained a situation as pas
tor in Western Germany, I did not give 
up my old inclination for gymnastics, 
and there was considerable talk one 
fine day that the young clergyman of 
the Church of St. Blasius had been 
seen hanging in his garden by his legs, 
and in this headlong position caressing 
his little son, who was crawling under 
him on the ground. I possessed such 
an article of humanity since, on my 
accession to the pastorate, I had enter
ed into matrimony: 

But my favorite diversion, when I 
had a few leisure hours, and the sun 
was not too scorching, consisted in 
climbing to a narrow projection en the 
lofty church roof, and walking about 
there while I smoked my cigar. 

What a magnificent place this old 
church roof was ! Quite another world 
Than that which lay far below me—a 
region of rock and stone, without veg
etation or water, except when i t rain
ed, and the gutters were filled, in 
which case this special realm present
ed little attraction. I t was a world 
where I had often indulged in star
gazing. 

I regarded this airy region as my 
special province, where I reigned in 
solitary majesty over my subjects,con-
sisting of daws and swallows—often 
very noisy and intolerable ones. I t 
excited in me a merry, perhaps some
what boyish feeling, as I thought what 
a look my superintendent would put 
on when he heard of my excursions in 
the narrow gloomy towers, and the 
great grinning stone heads, fat cher
ubs, scaly dragons and gutters of zinc, 
or on the pinnacles of thetowers,from 
which was presented a wild prospect 
over a picturesque landscape. 

Sometimes I climbed down in the 
broad gutter in the middle of the 
roof, from which nothing was to be 
seen above but the blue heavens and 
the swarming swallows and below the 
broad paved church square, on which, 
120 feet beneath, the people crept 
about like ants. 

I t was during one of these excur
sions that the event occurred which I 
will relate, and which thoroughly 
cured me'for several months of my de
sire for roof climbing. 

I must inform you that around the 
outside of the cathedral, just where 
the roof terminated, ran a smooth pro
jecting edge about a foot wide. Under 
this, considerably lower, just above 
the great entrance, was a huge stone 
projection, which formerly supported 
a colossal figure of St. Peter, holdiuga 
great iron lantern. The statue had 
long ago disappeared and half the lan
tern was broken off, so that what was 
left had the appearance -of an arm
chair without legs. 

Standing on the stone eaves one 
day, above this relic of past centuries, 
the thought suddenly struck me that 

•it would be an amusement of a new 
and original kind to swing myself 
down and enjoy my cigar in this fan
tastic arm-chair. 

Without hesitating a moment I turn
ed around, kneeled down and seized 

the eaves with a|convulsive grasp, and 
the next instant was dangling in mid
air over the abyss more than 100 feet 
from the earth. 

As I looked in this situation, under 
me at the defective lantern, I found I 
A\as not directly over it—indeed,it was 
two feet further from the wall than I 
had thought. 

This circumstance, however, caused 
me little anxiety. Giving myself a 
swing, by which I easily pressed one 
foot against the building, I sprang safe
ly into my resting place in the broken 
lantern. 

Here I sat a long time smoking my 
cigar, drumming with, my heels upon 
the wall, fand complacently enjoying 
the cool of the evening and the mag
nificent prospect. 

The sun was setting before I had 
thought of undertaking my return, 
which I was especially induced to do 
by the sight of one or two persons who 
were standing beneath and gazing up 
at me. 

I t was not three minutes before quite 
a crowd had gathered around them to 
enjoy the spectacle of a man sitting in 
t . Peter 's lantern. 

"Hallo, ' thought I , " i t is now time 
to re turn! Some one will find out 
who I am.and then there will be a pret
ty gossip in the place," but I suddenly 
became aware that my return was not 
so easy. 

My seat was so constructed that I 
could not raise in my usual way. She 
sides of the lantern were of smooth 
iron, and so high that I could get no 
hold. There was nothing left me but 
to press my hands on the seat behind 
me, and raise myself so, and draw my 
legs after me until they could rest 
between mv hands upon the lantern. 
Then I could raise myself up to my 
full height and turn around on my own 
axis. 

This way of raising yourself every 
gymnast knows and practices, but 
every one knows, too, what an exer
tion of muscular strength in hands and 
arms is necessary in this procedure, 
and tha t any mistake would occasion a 
failure—perhaps, too, a fall below. 

Now, .there is a vast difference be
tween a bar erected on level ground 
and an iron lantern on the wall of a 
church 100 feet high, from which a 
fall upon the rough pavement must 
have an absolutely fatal effect. 

The more I considered my situation 
the less i t pleased me, and there I sat, 
smiled feebly at the multitnde below, 
which increased every moment.asham-
ed to cry for help or make known my 
fear. 

"Wel l , " said I to myself, "if I sit 
here any longer I shall lose every fa
vorable chance to escape. I t is ludi
crous to become bewildered like a child 
that has gone estray in climbing, quite 
aside from the astonishment that the 
story must cause, if i t comes to the 
ears of my parishioners and support
ers. Up, t h e n ! I will close my eyes 
and act as if I wero performing on the 
soft turf, of my garden. 

In the space of a minute I stood on 
my legs in the lantern and .wondered 
at my foolish weakness, when I ob
served to my terror that I still had the 
most difficult part of my undertaking 
to perform. Raising my hands above 
my head to seize the smooth stone 
eaves I became aware that they were 
at least a foot and a half beyond my 
reach. In vain did I rise on my tip
toes and stretch out my arms convul
sively ; i t seemed highly probable that 
I should have to spend the night, in 
this situation. 

This was truly no agreeable consid
eration, for the seat was only large 
enough for me to sit upright in it, and 
if I feel asleep, which was possible, I 
should be precipitated headlong upon 
the pavement. Then they could col
lect my bones the next morning. 

At this critical moment I was re
joiced at the appearance of the sexton 
on the eaves. He had missed me, and 
had come to seek me. 

"Silberman !" I cried, interrupting 
his exclamation of astonishment, " I 
am, as you see, in a peculiar di
lemma, since I cannot reach the eaves. 
You must help me. • I t is no use to 
bring a rope, since you would not have 
room to brace yourself. If you bend 
down, however, and reach me your 
hand, you can exert your entire 
strength and raise me. You are a pow
erful man and I am not particularly 
heavy." 

"Oh, sir, I am sure that I cannot 
lift you !" he replied. 

"My good man, you must ?" I assert
ed. " I cannot indeed pass the whole 
night in this situation, and, moreover, 
I might pack up my bundle to-morrow 
immediately when this stupid story 
became known. Do not be foolish, 
therefore, but give me your hand." 

In reply, the sexton crouched down, 
unwillingly, and stretched out his 
hand, which I firmly seized with both 
mine by the wrist, while I swung my
self out into mid-air. I felt one or two 
convulsive jerks, and was drawn up 
about half a foot, but then at once let 
down again. He could not raise me. 

I looked up . Such a vision as met 
my gaze may I never in my life see 
again. I t was pale as dea th ; the pro
truding eyes stared with the expres
sion of measureless terror into the 
abyss beneath us, and a cold sweat 
stood upon his forehead. 

"Let go !" he cried. "Curses upon 
you, let go! You will break my arm! I 
can hold on no longer, and will be dash
ed in pieces below." 

He wailed like a child at this moment 
of extreme peril. My hair rose—my 
brain reeled. I expected myself, every 
instant to plunge below. My despera
tion gave me coolness, and I was sur
prised at the coolness and consistency 
with which I spoke. 

"Silberman," T said,"listen to mo and 

cease this unreasonable clamor. I can 
feel that you are gaining the coun
terpoise more and more every succes
sive second. If I let go of you I shall 
perish ; if not, we both will, and I as
sure you that I shall hold on as long as 
I can. You had better, thereforo, draw 
me up at once." 

I saw that he set his teeth together 
and closed his eyes. And then fol
lowed a terrible exertion of strength, 
and 1 was kneeling upon the eves. 
The sexton lay beside me in a deep 
swoon. I now bore him" carefully 
through the trap door to the vestry, 
and gave him water, so that he soon 
recovered consciousness; but neither 
of us have ever forgotten that perilous 
adventure upon the eves of the church 
roof. 

As for myself, three months passed 
before I again trod this almost fatal 
place, and you can easily imagine that 
I avoided St. Peter 's lantern like fire. 

The sexton kept the secret, assuring 
inquisitive questioners that an eccen
tric Englishman, traveling through the 
country had taken his seat in the lan
tern, and this story was currently be
lieved. 

Although the gymnastic mania was 
not entirely frightened out of me by 
this adventure i t only remained in a 
modified form and I have since confined 
my athletic exploits to places less peril
ous than the scene of those moments 
of terror. 

"Showing Off 'a Child. 

Are you a parent? 
If so, then you know all about i t . 
Of course your child, be i t boy or 

girl, is a paragon. They all are, in the 
estimation of their parents, which is 
perfectly r ight and proper. We have 
no fault to find with the great natural 
law which causes all progenitors, 
whether bird, brute, or human, to love 
their offspring. 

Everybody knows that there is, no 
surer method of winning the ill-will of 
a doting father, or mother, than by in
sinuating that his or her baby is not 
so "forward" and interesting as Mrs. 
Smith's Johnny. 

You had better upset a bee-hive, or 
tear down a hornet 's nest at noontide, 
when all the inmates are at home to 
dinner, than to venture upon any such 
declaration. 

In every well regulated family there 
is a baby, and the biiby is the autocrat 
of the household. He may be a month 
old, or he may be ten yeais old—no 
matter—he is " the baby" until the 
next one come3. 

When a visitor arrives for an after
noon call, just as soon a3 the weather 
and the fashions are disposed of, the 
baby admiration seance begins. If 
your visitor understands human nature 
to any extent, she begins by extolling 
the baby's eyes, and she says she has a 
lovely complexion, and such curning 
dimples in its cheeks, and such luxuri
ant hair, just the color of its father's 
but otherwise than its hair i t is the 
very image of yourself. 

And you feel extremely well satisfied, 
and steal a look in the mirror, and flat
ter yourself that those artful touches 
of pearl powder on your forehead 
where you are ever so little "motley," 
are not discernible, and you congratu
late yourself on the new hair restorer 
which makes your locks so black and 
glossy, and, as Charles says, "not a day 
older looking than when he married 
you!" 

And of course you are so pleased at 
the good sense of your visitor, that 
yon invite her to stay to dinner, and 
you tell Charles that night, that Mrs. 
B. is the most delightful woman of 
your acquaintance! She admired baby 
so much ! 

We have observed tha t when there 
ia company, mothers usually do their 
best to "show off" their children, and 
children on such occasions seem en
dowed with a fatal facility of not 
"showing off" well. They are like the 
end of the world to the Millerite sect 
—they do not come off as advertised. 

Little May "speaks her piece' ' about 
that historic lamb, with " i ts fleece as 
white as snow," splendidly, when no
body but thf> fau'ily is present; but 
when Mrs. Smith I ims in with that 
Johnny of hers,-^ui .jou bring Mary 
before the footlights. ;md confident-
ally expect she At ill astonish Mrs. 
Smith by her performance, she forgets 
half the piece, and puts her thumb in 
her mouth, and, on being reprimanded 
for i t , begins to cry, and fills the 
house with her frantic screams, and 
crowns the catastrophe by falling over 
an ottoman, and displaying to the vis
itor that ragged place in the embroid
ery of her petticoat, which you had 
flattered yourself nobody would see— 
it was so out of s ight ! 

And just as you are picking h«r up 
and trying to hush her fretful cries, in 
comes Tommy with his face dirty, his 
pants torn, and in deep, trouble about 
the loss of his kite, and the one bad 
word which he has picked up in his 
association with the street gamins, 
comes out- with emphasis, and Mrs. 
Smith draws her virtuous Johnny to 
her breast, and declares ."he must be 
going. 

Mother, did you ever dress your baby 
up in his very best, without some dire 
mischief of dirt or general ruin be-
falling him ? 

Did you ever keep his hair a week in 
papers, so that ho could speak his part 
at the Sabbath-School concert in all 
the glory of curls, but what i t was sure 
to rain on the momentous occasion, 
and make his hair as straight as fence-
posts ? / 

Did you ever forget to wash his 
hands after he had indulged in the lux
ury of doughnuts, or bread and mo-
lasses, but what he left the marks of 
his lingers on your dress, or that 'of 
some caller ? 

Did you £ver' intend to carry him 
anywhere without his having a crying 
spell and spoiling his eyes just pre
vious ? 

Did you ever—but there, we might 
go on asking questions of this kind 
until we filled the paper, and still not 
come any nearer in our seekings after 
the reason of why it is that children 
cannot be "shown off" when you want 
to show them. 

Anecdotes of Vanderbilt. 

I had known the commodore for I 
suppose 50 years, but i t was only with
in thp last 25 years that our relations 
assumed a character of intimacy and 
friendship. I was to have been one of 
the family party who made the tour of 
the world in his steam-yacht had not 
a t tha t particular moment political and 
journalistic business of an urgent char
acter detained me here. He did not 
love Albany and seldom cared to visit 
it, and though a man who when neces
sity demanded was ready to accept the 
situation, the corruption which reign
ed and ruled at the State capital of late 
years was very forbidding to him. But 
at Saratoga we met every summer and 
had long talks together over men and 
things. 

As an amusing instance of his ob
stinacy in adhering to any habit as 
well as opinion he had once formed, 
I may mention that when the fashion 
of falls to pants came in and the old 
flaps went out, the commodore, Frank 
Granger and myself were the last three 
who adhered to the old form. I am 
told tha t when railways were first in
troduced into England, a member of 
parliament, Col. Sibthorp, resolutely 
refused to travel by them, and always 
posted down to Lincoln (which he rep
resented) in a postillioned chaise; and 
I know myself that Mr. Cauley, a mem
ber for Yorkshire, and Col. Wyndom, 
member for Sussex, always went down 
to the house of commons, to their 
death, in drab breeches, top boots, 
buff vest, and blue coat with brass 
buttons. Well, we should have held 
on to the flaps with a similar tenacity 
had not the tailors at last rebelled and 
refused to make after our pattern. 

The commodore had a very ready 
and pithy humor. I may mention one 
or two specimens which I did not see 
recorded in your paper. On one occas
ion a gentleman called on the commo
dore to propose for one of his daugh
ters, and commenced, by the most 
eager and vehement protestations, to 
assert that he was not actuated by any 
desire to obtain her fortune, but was 
animated by the sincerest and purest 
affection, and inspired by admiration 
for her personal and mental beauty; 
and when, to emphasize these protes
tations, he was about to renew them 
again, the commodore stopped him, 
saying quite quietly, " I did not know 
she had any fortune." On another oc
casion, when, al ter the commodore had 
displayed lore than usual judgment 
and ability in the conduct of a railroad 
negotiation, his son-in-law. Horace 
Clark, said to him, "Commodore, i t is 
a pity you had not a college educa
t ion," he answered, "Had you a col
lege education, Horace?" "Yes, s i r . " 
"Well, Horace, I do not think I could 
afford to swap with you." 

When the late Sir Henry Holland 
was in this country he breakfasted 
with me very early on the morning of 
the day of his departure for Europe, 
and I said, "Now let us see, have we 
got through with everything?" 

"Wel l , " Sir Henry said, " there is 
one of your merchant princes of whom 
I have heard a great deal—Mr. A. T. 
Stewart. 1 should like to see h im." 
" I will take you to h im," said 1; but 
the commodore immediately came up 
to my mind, and I said, "There is a 
great railway magnate—a friend of 
mine—I should like you to see first," 
and I drove him off to the commodore's. 
After the usual expressions on intro
duction, Sir Henry said: " I should 
likp, if you will permit me, < 'oiamo-
dore Vanderbilt, to see your bureau? 
of affairs." "What bureaus?" asked 
the commodore. "Your departments 
of business. Where do you couduct 
your affairs?" "There, said the com
modore, pointing to a boy at the oppo
site end of the room seated on a stool 
at a desk. "The rest is the re , " added 
I, pointing to the commodore's head. 
"But come; pull out your busiuess 
drawer for Sir Henry. Show him the 
materials of work." The commodore 
pulled out the drawer, when, to the 
astonishment of Sir Henry its contents 
were found to be a check-book and a 
box of cigars. Sir Henry subsequent
ly went over Stewart's monstrous 
building, and at the close of his visit 
remarked to me: " I have no doubt 
that Mr. Stewart is a keen, close man 
of business, and directs everything, 
but your commodore is a genius. lie 
mnst have other habits that would in
terest me . " When I told Sir Henry 
of his passion for trotters and the 
whist-table, and his habit of daily be
ing for many hours in the open air, 
Sir Htnry said: "1 divined as much 
from his freshness aud the ease with 
which he seems to transact affairs." 

His prescience was not remarkable. 
On one occasion he was pressed to din
ner to meet some' important railway 
men who had come together to put 
through one of the largest railway en
terprises in the country, but he de
clined, saying: v"l cannot wait for my 
dinner until 6, but I will look in in the 
evening," which he did, and after lis
tening to the statements of the parties, 
he said decisively: " I will have noth
ing to do with t h i s , " and then took his 
leave. One of the most influential of 
the parties followed him into the hall 
and tried to induce him to reconsider 
his decision, adding, "Well, at all 
events, you will think over i t . " 4 ,I 

will think over i t , " said the commo
dore, "if i t pleases you, but will not 
change my mind." A month or so 
after a large check was sent to him as 
his portion of the profits, but he at 
once returned it, saying, "This money 
is not mine. I will have nothing to 
do with i t . " A short t ime afterward, 
and the enterprise, although sustained 
by the strongest railway interests of 
the country, collapsed, to the heavy 
loss of all concerned. 

During his entire illness—and I was 
a repeated visitor at his bedside— his 
spirit of terse, quiet humor and his 
clearness of judgment and expression 
never forsook him. One evening, a 
fortnight since, a glass of some reviv
ing medicine was handed him. Taking 
the glass in his hand he said, with 
rather a solemn air: "This is the last 
time I shall take t h i s . " His family, 
thinking he was despondent, com
menced to encourage and cheer him, 
when, with a merry twinkle in his 
eye, he said: " I t is the last t ime that I 
shall take this—that is, what is in this 
glass." Whenever a business matter 
was brought before him during his ill
ness he gave his juagment with as 
much precision and vigor as at any 
time during his life, and I was present 
when he gave to his son, William, bis 
parting advice, which, for lessons of 
wisdom, conveyed in language of ex
traordinary force and lucidity, I can 
only compare with Polonius' advice to 
Laertes. One of the secrets of his at
tachment to me, especially more re
cently, was tha t at a t ime when he 
was in the habit of saying of his son 
William, "Oh, Will is good for noth
ing; Will will never do anything," I 
always cherished and expressed the 
abiding conviction, to whieh he after
ward fully arrived, tha t he would 
leave in his eldest son one amply able, 
as a worthy successor, to accept and 
sustain whatever responsibilities he 
might bequeathe to him. 

In politics Mr. Vanderbilt was al
ways an old whig, and took the con
servative view of every question. He 
was not, however, at any time an act
ive politician. I t was not until his 
second marriage that he showed out
wardly any special interest in matters 
of religion. But when his mind was 
turned to the subject all his friends 
were surprised to find how much he 
knew even of its formulae, and how 
much he knew of it. 

•-•.. 
Forcing a Proposal. 

"Cordelia, how long is this thing 
going to l a s t ?" asked a Philadelphia 
mother, immediately after her daugh
ter ' s beau had bowed himself out. 

"What thing, m a ? " 
"Why, this courting business of 

yours." 
"O m a ! " 
"Yes, I think you may say 'O ma !' 

for hasn't there been a fire in the par
lor stove three nights this week al
ready, and only half a ton of coal in 
the cellar ? I declare i t does run up 
expenses at a fearful rate, just now, 
when your father is out of work. Be
sides, there 's the gas ." 

"But, ma, we don't use but the least 
speck of gas ," pleaded Cordelia. 

"Don't use but the least speck of 
ga s ! " echoed her mother. "Let me 
catch you sitting in that room with 
only the least speck of gas. I t isn ' t 
proper unless you are engaged, and 
I'll not allow it . I never did it . 
When do you think he will pop the 
question ?" 

"O m a ! " 
"Yes, 1 think i t is owe ma, and if 

you keep on at this rate your ma will 
owe everybody else. There is entire
ly too much nonsense among young 
people about their courting." 
8H"But, ma, I don't know that he 
wants me to marry h im." 

"Well, why don't you find out ? 
Isn' t this leap year? Where's your 
tongue ?" 

"But, ma, I can't ask him. I t isn't 
proper." 

" Isn ' t proper, indeed! Well, then, 
I'll ask him myself the next night he 
comes here. This courting a girl for 
five or six years isn't proper either, 
and I 'm not going to allow you to throw 
away all your chances in life on a fel
low that hasn't the courage to speak 
out. Has he said anything yet that 
sounded like business?" 

"No , " faintly uttered Cordelia. 
"No! Well, then, I'll And out the 

next time he comes." 
"O ma! don't. Wait a little longer. 

Maybe he'll speak out. He said some
thing to-night." 

"He did ! What was i t ?" 
"Why, he said that every young man 

ought to marry, and that he—" Then 
the trembling girl suddenly paused and 
commenced blushing. 

"Come, come, now, no nonsense," 
sharply uttered her mother. "What 
next?" 

"Why—then ho sneezed," murmur
ed the girl. 

"Sneezed, did he? What did he say 
after he sneezed? Speak out, now." 

"Why—I believe he said he had an 
awful cold in his head." 

"Bah!" contemptuously replied£the 
disappointed mother, and then in a 
husky voice she exclaimed: 

"Go to bed, Cordelia; go to bed im
mediately, but remember this: if your 
courting business is not settled before 
that coal is all gone I'll take a hand in 
it. Mind that now." 

Gleanings. 

Longfellow says, "some feelings are 
untranslatable; no language has been 
found for t hem." A man who slips 
on the ice at the top of an outside pair 
of stairs and goes to the bottom with 
a velocity that makes his sudden stop 
interesting, has these feelings. He is 
apt to think the world hollow, and 
that it should have been stuffed with 
sawdust. ' 

A thief in Troy grabbed a lady's 
satchel and ran. She pursued and 
caught him, bent him over an ash-box 
in an alley and broke two of his ribs. 

It is a harrowing spectacle to see 
a man who has been married but a 
year trudging along with a carpet-bag 
and an umbrella, en route to join the 
Servian army. 

A great deal has been writen tabout 
sisterly love, but you just find a sister 
who will give up a rocking-chair and a 
new dime novel to the best brother in 
the world. 

A man who jumped overboard re
cently to save his wife from drowning 
has explained the matter satisfactorily 
to his friends. He said she had a 
good deal of jewelry on her person and 
gold was high. 

The Black Hills may be mentioned 
as some of the hills that all flesh seems 
to think it is heir to. 

The following conversation took 
place recently in an hotel: "Wai t e r»" 
"Yes s i r ." "What ' s t h i s ? " " I t ' s 
bean soup, sir ?". "No matter what i t 
has been, the question is—what is it 
now?" 

An old lady in Middlebury, Wis., 
crossed over a bridge marked "Dan
gerous" without seeing the sign. On 
being informed of the fact on the 
other side, she instantly turned in 
great alarm and recrossed i t . 

That was a scrupulous young lady in 
Boston who refused to meet her lover 
—Justus, his name was—at home, be
cause she heard a minister say 
that Justus shouM always be meted 
out. 

The most important event in a man's 
life is commonly supposed to his mar
riage, but i t is not always so, as the 
most important event in a Kansas 
editor's life is his triennial change of 
shirt . 

The Whistling Swoid.or the Whoop-
er-up Terror of Mangier*s Gulch," is 
the latest dime novel sensation. The 
hero cliches thirty Indians a t one time, 
rescues nine beautiful maidens, and 
cuts his throat because he can't mar
ry all of them 

The beginning of a new year is u 
critical period in every young man's 
life. If he swears off on cigars and 
lager the danger is tha t he" will go to 
the other extreme of keeping a diary. 

" I can't pass you to-night," said the 
door-keeper of a coneert-room to an 
inveterate dead-head. "Well, I don't 
want you to pass m e . " said the dead
head. "You just stay where you are. 
and I'll pass you!" 

"Young man," lie said solemnly. 
" I ' m sorry to see you smoking tobac
co ; " and the young man assured him 
that he wasn't; that it was a Connecti
cut cigar. 

I t isn' t Chinese cheap labor that 's 
going to ruin u s ; i t ' s the disposition 
to lean up against the sunny side of 
the fence and let some other fellow 
speed the plow. 

Worcester Press : After reading so 
much about the safety of the Ashta
bula bridge, we cannot help wonder
ing that the rest of the road didn't 
cave in and leave the model of 
solidity and firmness still standing. 

Boston Globe: I t is noticeable that, 
people will take advantage of the< 
slightest pretext te get panicky in a 
church and rush o u t ; whereas when 
there is an alarm of fire in a sample-
room, it takes over an hour to get 
three or four men out of doors. 

An honest, country-woman is con
fronted with the effigy of the woman 
eut to pieces exposed at the Morguu 
for identification. "You recognizo 
it ?" "Yes, perfectly; it is my sister-
in-law's cousin. Only when I knew 
her she wasn't in wax." 

A negro in South Carolina, com
plaining of the hard times, declared 
they were the hardest ever known. 
" W h y , " said he, " I works all day an' 
steals all night, an ' yet I 'm blest ef 1 
kin make an 'onest liven"!" 

The following is a genuine copy of 
a bill made out by the hostler or an 
inn in a village of Dorsetshire.Eng:— 
"Afortheos (hay for the horse), 3d; 
clininosonsha (cleaning horse and 
chaise,) 4d; brininonimomigin (bring
ing him home again), 6d.—total 1>. 
Id. 

When M. Scribe replied to the mil
lionaire who wanted him to lend the 
use of his genius for a considera
tion, that it was contrary to scripture 
for a horse and an ass to "plow togethe. , 
the man instantly parried the snub by 
saying, "By what right do you call rn*> 
a horse?" 

A wonderful evolution freak has 
just come under our notice. A yeai 
ago one of the illustrated papers pic
tured the New Year coming in as a 
comely and tripping maid. This year 
the same paper represents the same 
year going out as a gray-haired, tot
tering old man. Will Prof. Huxly" 
explain ? 

A prominent Connecticut writer is 
noted for neglect in his personal ap
pearance. The night before Christmas 
a gentleman spoke to a friend of mak
ing the author a present. " I want to 
get him something that he would 
keep," observed the gentleman. " In 
that case I would suggest a cake of 
soap," remarked the friend. 

Whenja young and inexperienced man 
has been invited to dissect la turkey, 
and is in a cold perspiration over the 
uncertainty as to which end the wish
bone is situated in,nothing pleases him 
so much as to have the scientific person 
who is present request the company to 
watch and note the beautiful system 
of anatomy displayed in a fowl. 


