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FEME TOM'S CHOICE. 

DAKOTA. 

There are more vacant seats in Cow 
gress at the present time than have 
been known before in many years. 
The death of General Logan makes the 
thirteenth vacancy from that cause 
since the election of the membership 
of the Forty-ninth Congress. 

It is definitely announced that Pre
mier Macdonald will order a general 
election to be held nejft month for 
members of the lower house of the Do
minion Parliament. It will be the 
most exciting political contest in 
which the Canadian voters were ever 
engaged. 

About $10,OC0,000 of the silver-
dollar coins went into circulation in 
each of the past two calendar years. 
Official figures show the circulation of 
that coin to have been as follows at 
these dates: Close of 1884, $41,315,-
040; close of 1885, $51,776,376; close 
of 1886, $61,340,389. 

At Quito, South America the only 
city in the world on the line of the 
equator, the sun sets and rises at 6 
o'clock the year around. Your clock 
may break down, your wateh stops, 
but the sun never makes a mistake 
here. When it disappears for the 
night it is 6 o'clock, and you can set 
your watch by it. 

The hot glare of the afternoon BUD 
streamed into the dingy, crowded wait
ing-room, and seemed to concentrate 
all its rays on the tiny enclosure in the 
corner which served for the telegraph 
office. 

It was hot, dusty, and uncomfortable, 
and the spirits of the little operator 
were at the lowest ebb. She was so 
tired of it all, tired of the noise and con
fusion, and the staring, unmannerly 
crowd; tired even of the ceaseless clat
ter of the instruments that she had once 
thought so musical. 

"Where are your blanks?" said a 
cheery, manly voice at the little receiv
ing window. "Oh, I beg pardon, here 
they are!" And then a moment iater; 
"What beastly pens you telegraph peo
ple always have! Do you buy all the 
defunct pens of the public schools for 
the use of your patrons ?" 

She raised her head impatiently, and 
encountered a pair of mischievous brown 
eyes, that were regarding her with 
rather a perplexed look. 

As he met her eyes, he reddened a 
little, and said: 
' 'Can you send this message through 

for me at once ?" 
"Yes, sir. Thank you!" 
"A very warm day. Good afternoon!" 
The straw hat was lifted from hia 

brown curl3 for a moment; and then 
after another prolonged stare he was 
gone. 

Laura Arnold looked with 

Nine Senators and five Representa
tives own the property in Washington 
in which they reside. The Senators 
areVanWyck Edmunds, Conger, Beck, 

cPherson. Morrill,Cameron, Palmer, 
and Sherman; the late General Logan 
also owned his residence. The list of 
representatives includes the names of 
William Walter Phelps, Ben Butter-
worth,ex-Speaker Randall, Mr. Spring-

^ er, of Illinois; and Mr. Barber, of Vir-
, ginia. 

The Troy Times, speaking of the 
'capitol at Albany, says that if the 
original plan of the capitol had been 
carried out, the building would now 
be completed at a C03t of not more 
than $5,000,000 at most. The state 
would have had a much handsomer 
and more useful structure. The idea 
of expending from $7,000,000 to 
$20,000,000 on a state capitol, is 
one of the most costly and ridiculous 
absurdities of this extravagant age. 

v- I 

"There is no doubt," said an elderly 
New York woman, well known as a 
-leader in one of the reform move
ments, "that there has been a great 
falling oft in the form, as well as the 
spirit, of courtesy toward women dur
ing the last 15 or 20 years. I have 
told several times that it was all on 
account of the persistent agitation 
that has been made by women for 

- the rights of women. Men think, so 
these arguers say, that il woman 
wants to be on an equality with man, 
she will have to give up the considera 
tion to which she has been accustom
ed. It may be true, but it is the agi
tation that has given women things 
of a great deal more importance." 

«S*# 

Later details of the Baltimore and 
Ohio railroad disaster show it to 
have been one of the most awful and 
sickening character. The express, 
running at the rate of sixty to sixty-
five miles an hour, plunging into the 
freight train with terrific force, and the 
consequences were what might have 
been imagined. A chaos of broken 
wood, glass and iron, men, women 
and children crushed and imprisoned 
in the ruins, the inevitable fire from 
the stoves, and a mass of flames and 
roasting humanity. The fault of this 
horrible calamity seems to clearly 
rest upon the crew of the freight train, 
who, knowing the close approach of 
the express, took no pains to warn it 
of ita danger. 

The banks of New York city did a 
very large business during the past 
ytme, the heaviest week deposits hav
ing been in March, when they reached 
the enormous sum of $395,3 74,006, 
The week following this date the heav-
M*t line of discounts took place, the 
amount being $359,685,003. It is 
not easy for the reader to grasp such 
enormous sums, and yet during the 
whole year this series of deposits and 
discounts has been maintained. This 
city imported during the past 
year dry goods to the amount of more 
than $115,000,000- It is also difficult 
to form any idea of such immense 
fignree, but it is more than $342,000 
a day being much the heaviest year 

, in this line ever known. 

The'Century Magazine prints for the 
" first time these words of Abraham 

Xiacdln given in an official reprimand 
fa ayoting officer who had been court 

_ A titled lor quarrelling: "The advice 
0-: n| m father to his son, 'Beware of en

trance to a quarrel, but being in, bear 
it that the opposed may beware ol 
thee!' is good, but not the best. Quar-
xmI not at all. No man resolved to 
jgaka the moet of himself can 
time for personal contention. . _ _ 
kas can be afford to take all the con 
Mqoences, including the vitiating ol 

temper and the loss of self-control. 
~ things to which you can 

than equal right, 

after him 
a tumult of pain in her heart. 

And it was thus they met after five 
years of separation—they who had been 
such friends in the old days. How silly 
she had been to think of him, and cherish 
his fond, foolish, parting words, all these 
years! And now, when at last they 
met, he had no word of greeting for her, 
only the careless courtsey of a stranger. 

She knew he had been successful, and 
was eminent in his profession. Perhaps 
he did not care to recognize his old 
playfellow, for life had not gone smooth
ly with her since they parted; and she 
told herself proudly that she was glad 
he had made no sign. 

"I beg your pardon," said a voice at 
her elbow; and she turned quickly to 
see him back again. "Surely I cannot 
be mistaken. It is Laura Arnold!" 

"Yes, it is Laura Arnold," she said, 
as she put her hand in his. "I am very 
glad to see you, Dr. Varney." 

"It was 'Laura' and 'Frank' between 
ns two, once upon a time," he said, 
holding the slim white hand closely in 
his. "Are you going to put me at 
arm's-length because I did not at once 
recognize my little gipsy in the very 
proper, not to say stately, young lady 
who looked ready to snub me at tha 
slightest provocation?" 

"'Laura and Frank let it be, then," 
she said brightly. "But what has 
brought you from home this hot weath
er?" 

"The medical convention and—other 
business; but please may I come inside, 
and talk to you comfortably ?" 

"If you will make yourself as compact 
as possible. This office was not intend
ed for the accomodation of people who 
have six feet of perpendicularity to dis
pose of," 

He came in and sat down opposite 
her, watching her while she worked, and 
making gay comments on the people a3 
thev passed. 

"\Vhat a handsome, goodly face it was, 
and how pleasant to have him there, 
chatting of the old home and friends, 
until she seemed to smell the mignonette 
in the old garden, and hear the babble 
of the little stream in the meadow, where 
they two had spent oo many happy 
hours!" 

' 'Do you know," he s.ud, as he watched 
her pen glide swiftly over the paper, 
"the telegraph has always been the 
mystery of mysteries to me ? I have not 
a much better idea of it now than I had 
when we pounded the poles, on our way 
home from school, to hear what was go
ing on over the wires." 

"It is not hard to understand," she 
said, laughingly. "What were you do
ing when you should have been study
ing your philosophy and familiar sci
ence? You were always an idle boy." 

"I will be good, now I have found my 
little mentor again," he said, leaning 
forward, with a dangerous fascination 
in the brown eyes. * 'I wonder how I 
have managed to mh along all these 
years without you." 

"I think you have borne up wonder
fully. You don't seem to have peaked 
and pined." 
' 'Well, no—that is not in my line. 

But that is more than I can say for you, 
Laura. Suppose we make a bargain ? 
We will exchange trade secrets. You 
shall explain this mystery of the tele
graph , of which you are the high priest
ess, and I will tell you how to get back 
some of the old-time rose3 in those pale 
cheeks of yours." 

"Agreed!" said Laura merrily. 
"When shall we commence?" 

"At once My first prescription is 
that you shall go out with me for a 
drive to-morrow morning." 

"That would be very pleasant; but I 
am afraid it is not possible. I must be 
here at eight o'clock." 

"Certainly; and I will be at your 
boarding-house at six. We will have 
two hours in the pleasantest part of the 
day, and I will sei you down here at 
eight o'clock." 

"It would be very nice," said Laura 
wistfully. 

"Of course it would," he said, rising 
to so, and holding her hand fast; "you 
will come, Laura, for the sake of Auld 
Lang Syne?" 

"For the sake of Auld Lang Syne, 
then," she said, rising a blushing dim
pled face and shining eyes to him, very 
different from the woe-begone counte
nance that had greeted him when he 
come. 

Dr. Varney's handsome thoroughbreds 
were at the door of the shabby little 
cottage where Laura boarded punctual
ly at six the following morning, and sne 
was waiting for him. 

The prescription seemed to be work
ing wonders already, for certainly there 
was no lack of roses in her bright face 
in the morning. 

What a pleasant drive it was, out ot 
the smoke and dust of the noisy town, 

spare I fjto the cool sweetness of the country, 
Still I where the apple-trees were scattering 

blossoms in snowy 
showers at every breath of wind, and 
the birds were singing a joyful greeting 
to the new-born day< 

T» Laura it was like going back ; to 
the brightest days of her life, only with 

had tgaddert. sweetness that < 

the outskirts of the> town, Dr, Varney 
said abruptly: 
' 'Do you know Kate Howard, Laura ?" 
"I know who she is. A cat may look 

at the queen, you know, Her father 
owns the iron mills, and they live in tho 
beautiful house wo just passed." 

"What do you think of her?" 
',1 think she is one tho most beauti

ful ladies I have ever seen, and I im
agine, one of the proudest. Why do you 
ask? You seem to be interested in her." 

"I am. The truth is," ho said, look
ing straight ahead of him, and speaking 
fast, "the medical convention is not 
the only business that brought mo to 
Kingston. I have thought seriously of 
asking Kate Howard to bo my wife. 
I met her last summer at Long Branch, 
and again in the winter, and I do not 
think she will say no." 

There was a moment's silence as 
the girl struggled with tho sudden 
feeling of pain and desolation that 
that came over her, and strove to say 
the kindly commonplace words that 
were expected of her. 

And then he went on: 
"It may seem odd that I should tell 

you this, Laura, even before I have 
spoken to her, but we have been almost 
brother and sister, and I would like to 
have God-speed from you before I make 
the plunge." 

"You have it, Frank." she said brave
ly. "May you win the woman you love 
and every good gift that life can give!" 

But the delicate beautiful face was 
very white, when he lifted her down at 
tho door of the station, and her eyes 
did not meet his when sho bade him 
good-bye. And in Dr. Varney's heart, 
as he drove away, there was a curious 
dissatisfied feeling that he could neither 
analyze nor account for. 

It was not quite dissipated when he 
sat that evening on the pleasant piazza 
of Mr. Howard's house, with the scent
ed breath of acacia and rose coming up 
from the garden, and Kate, looking very 
beautiful in her cool whito musiin by 
his side. And his thoughts would wan
der to a little figure in a simple gingham 
dress, and a delicate pale face set in a 
frame of soft brown hair. 

"Kata," he said at length, "have you 
ever noticed the little girl in the tele
graph office down at the station ?" 

"What a question!" said Miss How
ard, arching her brows in some sur
prise. "Of course I know there is a 
young person employed there in that 
capacity, equally of course, that is all I 
know about her." 

But Dr. Varney, honest fellow, never 
knew when he was snubbed, and blun
dered on: 

"I discovered in her yesterday the 
oldest friend I have. They lived close 
to us until a few years ago, and Laura 
and I were almost brother and sister. 
I had quite lost 6ight of her until I met 
her yesterday. 

"That is very nice, hut I don't see 
how it concerns me," said Miss Howard 
coldly. 

"She is quite alone in the world, 
Kate, and I thought if you would call 
upon her and be friendly with her it 
would make her life so much more 
pleasant." 

"I call upon that girl? You must be 
dreaming, doctor?" 

"Why not? She is a true lady, and 
it would be an act of charity, Kate." 

"Perhaps your standard of what con
stitutes a lady differ," was the haughty 
response. "At all events I have no de-
Bire to add to the list of my acquain
tances at present, and so must decline 
the honor you propose to do me ?" 

After a cold good-night Dr. Varney 
took his leave, feeling hurt and angry, 
and resolved that he would take more 
time to consider it before he spoke the 
words he had come to Kingston express
ly to speak. 

Nor did the note he received from 
Miss Howard the following morning— 
half playfully, half apologetic—alter his 
decision. He would go home and think 
it out among his patients. It was not a 
question to be decided lightly. 

And then he strolled down to the sta
tion, and over to Laura's little den. 

She wa3 busy, and did not look up 
for a moment, and he had time to note 
how white she was, and there were dark 
circles under the pretty blue eyes, that 
told of a sleepless night. 

She looked up with a smile of wel
come, but did not invite him in. 

He waited for no invitation, how
ever, but went iaside the railing, and 
with the light of a new resolution on 
his face, bent over her. 

"What have you been doing to your
self, little girl ?" he said very tenderly. 
"1 am afraid my prescription was not a 
good one. Shall I give you a new one? 
or have you lost faith in my treatment?" 

"You had better get Miss Howard's 
consent to your plan of treatment. It 
is just possible she might object to it," 
replied Laura, with a forced laugh. 

"Miss Howard has nothing to do with 
it, Laura. Shall I tell you what the 
new prescription is ? It is to go back 
to the old home with me—to the dear 
old mother who always loved you, and 
will give yon a gladder welcome than 
she could give to any one else—to go as 
my wife. Will you come, dear ?" 

She looked up with a startled ex
pression, which changed to one as 
haughty as Miss Howard's own. 

"Kate Howard has rejected you, and 
you, come to me in pique'" she said 
with a choke in her voice. 

"Laura, have I ever given you cause 
to think so badly of me ? Miss Howard 
did not reject me for she has not had 
the opportunity. I never really 
cared for anyone but you, though you 
may find it hard to believe after my fol
ly yesterday. I was attracted by Kate 
Howard's beauty, but I never loved her: 
and finding you here, has saved me 
from a great mistake." 

He would have said more, but her 
"call" wa3 sounding on the instrument 
and a customer was pounding frantically 
to attract her attention. 

"You shall take one day to think 
about it, and I will be waiting for my 
answer when you close the office this 
evening," he said at parting. 

But the glance from the long-lashed 
eyes, as she bade him go, was all tho 
answer he needed. 

And now they are married and happy 
with children around them. And some
times Frank meets Mis3 Hownrd, and 
the hard scornful lines he reads in her 
countenance convince him that he acted 
wisely in his choice. 

Twenty Thousand Soldiers Snow
balling*. 

In January, 1864, while the confed
erate troops were in winter quarters 
at Dalton, there came a big snow 
storm,and 20,000 soldiers went into a 
regularly organized snowballing. On 
one side of a branch was the parade 
ground of the Georgia and South 
Carolina troops, and back of that the 
quarters. Oa the opposite aide of the 

rxtMiU mronrtA nf t.Vm 

parade ground were their quarters. 
The ground was frozen to a depth oi 
live feet, the snow was a foot deep, 
and no indication of melting. A day 
was appointed for the snow battle. 
The Tennesseeans marched out and 
formed a line of battle, their drums 
beating, bugles blowing, colors flying 
and officers mounted. Every soldier 
had a knapsack full of snowballs. 
The Georgians formed and prepared 
to make the attack by crossing t!uj 

branch. There were 10,000 men on 
each side and the scene was very im
posing. As soon as the Georgians cross
ed the branch they met a terrific 
fusilade from the Tennesseeans, who 
were at home in the snow. The com
mander of the Tennesseeans, a hand
some fellow named Gordon, who was 
from Franklin, Tenn., was captured, 
but a bold dash was made by the 
Tenneseeans, and ho was rescued. 
The Georgians and South Carolinians, 
being unused to the snow, were at a 
great disadvantage, and were forced 
back across the branch. As the Ten
nesseeans crossed the branch they wet 
their snowballs, and tho next volley 
fired at the Georgia and Carolina boys 
was terriblo in its effect. Pressing on, 
the Tennesseeans captured the quar
ters and proceeded to loot the whole 
shebang, carrying off rations, tobacco, 
oipes, and everything else that did 
not belong to the government. That 
snowballing, in which 20,000 men 
took part, was no doubt the biggest 
thing of the kind that ever occurred 
in Georgia, or will ever occur again. 
—Atlanta (Ga.) Constitution. 

FAT'S SHREWD PURCHASE. 

ed 
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How a Worthy CoupleSaccaeclcd in Secur
ing for TheinselvsE a Home. 

"Pat," said a.Boston Globe roporter 
to a prominent political light of a sub
urban town. "I hear you have been 
buying a house." 

"An' is it matin' fun o' mo ye are?" 
said Pat. 

"Makingfun of you? Why, no, Whj 
should I make fun of you!" 

"Well, I didn't know but yees had 
heard howl bought it?" 

"Why, no, Pat," said tho reporter, 
"how was it ?" 

"Well, I'll tell yez, only yez musn'l 
be afther puttin' it in the Globe." 

"Ye see, the hoose was a foine one an 
it was advertised to be sold at auction, 
because the mon was a-goin' to build ' 
a bigger one." 

"Yes, I see," said the reporter. 
"'An'," says Bridget, says she, 'Pat. 

cudn't we buy it, sure,' says she, 'an' 
move it onto the bit of a lot we own ?' 
says she." 

"And a very good plan, too,"said the 
reporter. 

"'An',' says I, 'Biddy,' says I, we'll 
see,' says I. 

"Weil, when the day came, I went to 
the auction, an' I stud in the crowd, 
an' by an' by tho feller what did the 
talkin' stud up forninst tho corner ol 
the house, an' says he 'Gentlemen, 
says he, 'how much am I bid for this 
hoos ?' says he. 

"'An','says I,'I'll give yez $15,'says I. 
'' 'An' says he, 'I have thirty alridy,' 

says he. 
"'Thirty-foive,'eays I. 
"An' thin they commenced to bid, 

one an' anither, an' I bid with the rist. 
By an' bye they all stopped but two oi 
three, an' I had bid a hundred an' fifty. 

" 'A hundred an' sixty,' says the man. 
" 'A hundred an' sixty-foive,' says I. 
"An' so we wint on, foive an' tin dol

lars at a time, until there was only one 
mon lift, an' he was round the corner 
where I cuddent see him, but the auc
tioneer could see him, becase he stud 
forninst the corner d'ye see? 

"But I was hound to hr.ve tho house 
an' 1 kipt on abidden' till I had bid two 
hundred an' ninety-foive. 
" 'Thray hundred says tho mnrtheriu' 

villian. 'An',' says I, 'let him have it,' 
says I. 'Not anither cint will I give.' 

"'Sold for thray hundred dollars,' 
sed the mon, an' the crowd began to go 
away. 

"Thin says I to meself, I'll jist gc 
round the ithcr soide, an' see who the 
ould idge.t is that paid thray hundred 
dollars for the ould house. So I wint 
round and I mifc Bridget. 

" 'Biddv, ' says I, 'we've lost it,' says 
I 

" 'Pat,' says she, 'we've got it,' says 
she. 

" 'What do you mane?' says I 
"'I've bought the house,' says she. 

'But the ould rascal tho ithcr side ma J 
me pay thray hundred for it,' says she. 

" 'Biddy,' says I, yez may jest knock 
me down wid yer dish-cloth,' says I. 

"An' that's the way I bought the 
house, but don't put it in tho paper." 

Lincoln Reverenced Women. 
In the January Century Nicolay and 

Hay introduce as follows their ac
count of Lincoln's love affairs: "Up
on a temperament thus predisposed 
to look at things in their darker as
pect, it might naturally be expected 
that a love affair which was not per
fectly happy would be productive ol 
ereat misery. But Lincoln seemed es
pecially chosen to the keenest suffer
ing in such a conjuncture. The pio
neer, as a rule, was comparatively 
free from any troubles of the 
imagination. To quote Mr. Mc-
Connell again: 'There was no 
romance in his (the pioneer's) compo
sition. lie had no dreaminess; medi
tation was no part of his mental hab
it; a poetical fancy would, in him, 
have been an indication of insanity. 
If he reclined at the foot of a tree, on 
a still summer day, it was to sleep; it 
he cazed out over the waving prai-ie, 
it was to search for the column of 
smoke which told of his enemies' ap
proach; if he turned his eyes towards 
the blue heaven, it was to prognosti
cate to-morrow's rain or sunshine. 
If he bent his gaze towards the green 
earth it was to look for "Indian sign" 
or buffalo trail. His wife was 
only a helpmate; he never thought of 
making a divinity of her.' But 
Lincoln could never have claimed 
this happy immunity trom ideal tri
als. His published speeches show 
how much the poet in him was con
stantly kept in check; and at this time 
of his life his imagination was suffi- ' 
ciently alert to inflict upon him the 
sharpest anguish. His reverence for 
women was so deep and tender, that 
he thought an injury to one of them 
was a sin too heinous to be expiated. 
No Hamlet, dreaming amid the tur
rets of Elsinore, no Sidney creating a 
chivalrous Arcadia, was fuller of mys
tic and shadowy fancies of the worth 
and dignity of woman than this back
woods politician. Fes men ever lived 
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i STRANG!; MENCII STORY. 

The counsel for the defence had 
pleaded insanity. IIow could so 
strange a crime, he asked, be other
wise explained. 

Among the reeds, near Chatou. two 
dead bodies had been found one morn
ing with their arms twined about each 
other—a man and woman—both well-
known members of lashionable so
ciety, rich, not young, and married 
only the year before—the lady having 
been three years a widow. 

They were not known to have had 
any enemies—the bodies had not been 
robbed. It appeals that they had 
both been stabbed with some long, 
pointed instrument, and then flung 
from the bank into the river. 

The inquest has not brought out 
any fresh facts. The boatmen of the 
neighborhood were questioned in vain, 
and the authorities were on the point 
of abandoning the investigation when 
a young cabinetmaker of the neighbor
ing village, named George Louis, and 
nicknamed "Le Bourgeois,"voluntari
ly gave himself up as the murderer. 

In reply to various questions asked, 
he answered only this: 

"I knew the man for two years; I 
knew the woman only for six months 
past. They used often come to get 
me to mend old furniture tor them,be-
causo I am a good hand at tho busi
ness: 

And when they asked him: 
"What did you kill them for?" 
He replied, obstinately: 
"I killed them because I wanted to 

kill them." 
Nothing further could be got out of 

him. The nmn was of illegitimate 
birth no doubt; as a child he had been 
first left in the care of a paid nurse in 
the country, andhadteen subsequent-
lo abandoned by his parents. He had 
no other real name than George Lou
is, but, as he grew up, he proved to 
be a remarkably intelligent boy, with 
naturally fine tastes and good inan-
nerp, and his comrades had, therefore, 
nicknamed him "The Bourgeois," by 
which name alone he became subse
quently known. He had the reputa
tion of being remarkably skillful at 
the trade of cabinetmaker, which he 
had adopted. He was even able to 
do some wood carving. He was also 
said to be very excitable in his dispo
sition—a believer in communistic and 
also Nihilistic doctrines—agreat read
er of sensational novels and tragical 
light literature; also a man of some 
influence at elections, and a first-rate 
stump orator at workingmen's meet
ings or political gatherings of iarmers. 

The counsel for the defence had 
pleaded insanity. 

How, indeed, was it possible that 
this workman could have knowingly 
killed his best customers—rich and 
generous customers, as the prisoner 
himself had admitted—customers who 
had given him more than 3,000 francs' 
worth of work to do in the last three 
years (there were his books to prove 
it)? There was only one explanation 
possible—insanity—the insanity caus 

by the long haunting of onepersist-
; idea—the idea of a dectasse, the 

man who deems himself a social out
cast, and who avenges himself on two 
bourgeois of all the bourgeois. Here 
the lawyer made a skillful allusion to 
the nickname of Le Bourgeois given by 
the country people to this foundling, 
and he cried out: 

"Is not the very name an irony,and 
an irony well calculated to intensify 
still more the nervous exaltation of 
this fatherless and motherless boy? 
He is an ardent Republican. Nay!— 
what do I say? He belongs to that 
very same political party which the 
republic shot down or transported for 
life in former days, but to which she 
opens her welcoming arms to-day— 
the party of those with whom incen-
diaranism is a principle, and mur
der the most ordinary of political 
methods. 

"Those atrocious doctrines—public
ly proclaimed to-day at mass meet
ings—are the cause of this man's ruin. 
He heard Republicans—yes, he even 
heard women, women!—clamor for the 
blood of M. Gambetta, and for the 
blood of M. Grevy—his ill-balanced 
mind capsized under the shock—a 
thirst for blood came upon him—a 
thirst for the blood ot the bourgeois! 

"It is not this man should be con
demned—it is the Commune!" 

Murmurs of applause passed through 
the court-room. Everybody felt that 
the counsel for the defence had won 
his case. The counsel for prosecutioc 
did not even make an attempt to re
ply. 

Then the judge put the usual formal 
question to the accused: 

"Prisoner, do you wish to say any
thing further in your own behalf?" 

The man got up. He was of low 
stature and frail aspect, with flaxen-
fair-hair, and bright steady, gray eyes. 
A powerful, frank and sonorous voice 
burst from the chest of the slender 
youth, and immediately—with the 
utterance of his very first words—he 
entirely changed the opinion that the 
audience had previously formed of 
him. 

He spoke loudly, and in a declama
tory manner, but so clearly that 
every syllable was plainly audible, 
even at the further end of the vast 
court room. 

"Your Honor, as I do not wish to 
be placed in a madhouse, and as I 
would prefer even the gullotine, I am 
going to tell you all about this affair. 

"I killed that man and woman be
cause they were my parents." 

"Now listen to me and judge me." 
"A woman was secretly delivered of 

a son and sent him far away, some-
wh(re, to a professional nurse. Did 
she even know whither her accomplice 
bore the little innocent creature—in
nocent, yet doomed to endlpss misery, 
to worse than to death, since he was 
abandoned, since the nurse, failing to 
receive the monthly stipend, might, 
as nurses often do, let the child waste 
away, suffer from hunger, die from 
neglect? 

"The woman who nursed me 
was honest—more honest, morenoble, 
more of a woman, more of a 
mother than my own mother. She 
brought me up. She erred in thus 
doing her duty. Better far to leave 
such children to perish—such misera
ble foundlings cast away at the out
skirts of villages, even as refuse is 
dumped beyond the limits of towns. 

"I grew up with a vague idea that 
I bore the brand of a disgrace. The 
other children called me 'bastard' one 
day. They did not know what the 
word meant—one of them having that 
day heard it uttered for the first time 
by his parents. I did not know what 

most intelligent boys in the school. 
I would have been an upright man, 
your Honor—-perhaps a man above 
the common run—if my parents had 
not committed the crime of abandon-, 
ing me. . ':'" 

"That crime was committed agAinst 
me. I was the victim—they were tho 
criminals. I was helpless—they were 
pitiless. They ought to have loved me 
—they Hung me from them. 

"I owed them my life—but is lite a 
gift? Mine,at all events, was simply a 
curse. After their shametul abandon
ment of me, I owed them nothing but 
revenge. They perpetrated against me 
the most inhuman, tho most mon
strous act which it is possible to com
mit against a human beins. 

"The man who is cursed at strikes 
back; the man who is robbed seeks to 
wrest back from the robber by force, 
that which belongs to him. The man 
who is duped, mocked, martyrized, 
kills; the man who has his face slapped 
in public, kills; the man who is dis
honored, kills. I have been worse 
robbed, worse duped, worse martyr
ized, worse insulted, and dishonored 
morally than any one of those whose 
anger you might condone. 

"I have avenged myself; I have kill
ed. That was my legitimate right! I 
took their happy life'away,in exchange 
for that hideous life which they impos
ed upon me. 

"You may talk of parricide! Were 
they ever to be considered my parents 
—these people by whom I was ragard-
ed merely as an abominable burden, 
a terror, a load of infamy—these peo
ple for whom my birth was a calam
ity, and my life a perpetual menace of 
shame? They sought only their own 
egotistical wiil, they had a child they 
did not want. They suppressed that 
child. And my turn came at last to 
suppress them likewise. 

"And, nevertheless, it is only a little 
while ago, that I was ready to leave 
them. 

"About two years ago, as I have al
ready told you, the man who was my 
father entered my shop for the first 
time. I had no suspicion then. He 
ordered two articles of furniture made. 
He had previously—as I afterward 
learned—made inquiries about me of 
the parish priest, under promise of 
secrecy, as you may well imagine. 

"He camebackoften;gaveme plenty 
of work to do.andpaidmewell. Some
times he would even converse with me 
about this topic or that topic—differ
ent things. I felt an affectionate re
gard for him. 

About the commencement of the 
year he brought to my place, for the 
first time, his wife—my mother. When 
she came in she trembled so much that 
I at first supposed her to be aillicted 
with some nervous disease. Then sho 
asked for a chair and a glass of water. 
She said nothing; she etared at my 
furniturelike acrazy woman; and when 
he asked her anything she could only 
answer, 'Yes,' 'No,' at random. 
By the time she left I had begun to 
think that her mind was slightly af
fected. 

"She came again the following 
month. That time she was calm 
and self-possessed. They gave me 
quite a largo order, and chatted 
with me for quite a considerable time. 
I saw her three times more after that 
without suspcctmg anything; but, lo 
and behold, one day she began to 
question me about my life, about my 
childhood, about my parents. 

" 'Madam,' I said 'my parents were 
miserable wretches, who disowned 
me.' 

"When I said that she pressed her 
hand over her heart and fell senseless 
to the floor. I thought to myseif at 
once, 'That is my mother!' But I 
knew better than to betray myself. I 
waited to see her come a^ain. 

"You may be sure I made inquiries. 
I learned they had only been married 
the July before, my mother had then 
been a widow three years. There 
were whispered rumors that they had 
loved during the lifetime of the hus
band; but there was no proof. I, I 
was the proof—the proof they had be
gan by hiding, and had afterwards 
hoped to destroy. 

"I waited. She came at;ain one 
evening, accompanied, as usual, by 
my father. That day she seemed to 
be very much affected. I do not know 
why. Then, just as she was going 
away, she turned and said to me: 

"I'wish you well, because you ap
pear to be a pood young man and an 
industrious one. You will be thinking 
about getting married one of these 
days; I want to help you to choose 
yourself a wife that you know will 
suit you. I myself was once married 
against my will, and know how much 
suffering an unfortunate match nuiy 
cause. Now I am free, without chil
dren and rich—mistress of my own 
fortune. Here is your dowry.' 

"She handed me a big sealed envel
ope. I looked at her very hard. I 
said to her: 

" 'You are my mother.' 
"She shrank back a little and hid 

her face with her hands, so as not to 
see me. He—the man—my father— 
caught her in his arms and shouted 
to me: 

" "Why, you must be crazy!' 
"I answered: 'Not a bit. I know you 

two are my parents. You cannot 
tool me that way. Confess the truth 
and keep your secret: I will have no 
ill will against you; 1 will remain just 
what I am— a cabinetmaker.' 

"He moved back toward tha door, 
supporting his wife in his arms she 
was sobbing. I rushed to the door, 
locked it, put the key in my pocket, 
and said again: 

" 'Look at her, and dare to deny 
again that she is my mother.' 

"Then he lost his temper, turned 
white—terrified at the idea that the 
scandal which had been so long hush
ed up might burst out all of a sudden 
—that their position, their honer 
would all be lost at once; he stuttered 
out: 

•' 'You are a villain trying to black
mail us. This is what comes of trying 
to do good to the people—trying to 
help and befriend clowns and brutes.' 

"My mother, completely overwhelm
ed, could only cry out, over and over 
again: 

" 'Oh, let us get out here!—let us get 
out.' 

•'Then, as the door was locked, he 
cried: 

"'If you don't open this door at 
once I'll have you arrested for as
sault and attempt to blackmail.' 

"I still kept my temper; I opened 
the door and watched them disap
pear in the darkness. 

"Then, all ol a sudden, it seemed to 
me that 1 had suddenly been made 
an orphan—had been again abandon
ed—flung out into the gutter. A fright
ful oppression, mincled with anger, 
with hatred, with disgust, came upon 
me; I felt within me something like an 
uprising of my very life—an uprising 
in the name of justice, in the name of 

ran to over take them—along the bank 
of tho Seine, which I knew they would 
have to'follow in order to reach the 
railroad station of Chanton. 

"f canie up with them very soon. 
The night had become perfectly black. 
I walked stealthily through the grass, 
so that they could not hear me. My 
mother was still crying. My father 
said: It was all your fault. Why 
did you insist on seeing him? It was 
simply madness for people in our po
sition to do such a thing. We could 
have done him all the good imagina
ble without showing ourselves at alL 
Since we cannot possibly recognize 
him, what was the use of making 
these dangerous visits?" 

"Isaw everything red that moment 
—don't know how it happened—I had 
my compass in my pocket, and 1 
struck him with it—struck him as 
hard as I could, and as many times 
as I could. 

"Then she began to scream, Help, 
murder!'—and pull out my beard. It 
seems I killed her. too. How do 1 
know what I did in that moment? 

"Then I leaped right in front otthem 
and supplicated. I stammered out: 
'You know very well you are my par
ents—you have rejected me once; will 
you now repel me a second time? 

"Then, your honor, he raised his 
hand against me—he did—I swear it 
by my manhood, by the law, by the 
republic! He struck me!—and when 1 
took him .by the neck he pulled a re
volver out of his pocket. 

"Then, when I saw them both lying 
there dead, I pitched them into the 
Seine, without reflection. 

"That is ail. Now, iudge me!" 
The prisoner resumed his seat. In 

view of this revelation the case was 
held over to be tried at the next ses
sion. It will soon come up. If w« 
were on the jury what would we dc 
with this parricide? 

A Portrait of Henry Clay. 
December Century. 

Mr. Clay was tall and broad-shout 
dered without being bulky or fleshy, 
and when at all excited was of stately 
and commanding presence. Though 
his long limbs were loosely put togeth
er, yet his manner was neither awk
ward or uncouth, nor ever embarrass
ed; on the contrary, it was easy and 
natural, and wholly unpretentious; it 
was the easy, nonchalant air of a 
man accustomed to the ways of the 
world, and conscious that he was at 
least the peer of the foremost in every 
crowd in which he happened to be. 
Indeed, my own oppinion is that he 
was never in the slightest degree, even 
in his early youth, awed by the pres
ence of any one; he never seemed to 
feel, and my belief is he never felt, that 
ho was ever at any time in the pres
ence of any one superior to himself. 
And therefore he was not only 
strikingly at ease, but at home, 
wherever he was, whether among hia 
neighbors or strangers, whether at a 
social gathering or at the bar, or as 
the Speaker of the House of Represen
tatives, or on the floor of the senate; 
and in my judgment he would ihave 
felt equally at home at a con
ference with kings and emperors. 
He seemed to have not only an'\in-
stinctive consciousness of his own 
strength but for his own special cat-
pacity for leadership. Therefore he 
would take the lead to himself as il1' 
unconsciously, whatever the occasion, 
and as naturally and as gracefully as 
if it were his birthright; and few there 
were, if any, who ever seemed to be 
surprised that he had taken the place 
for which nature appeared to have 
designed him. Indeed, without any 
appeorence of self-asRertion on his 
Dart, and as it unconsciously to him
self, there was a something in his pres
ence and his manner that gave to him 
an authoritative air, and made him for 
the time the central, the commanding 
figure of the group about him. 

Points for Porkerites. 
Boston Herald. 

If you want to find out the true 
character of a man get him into a 
game of porker. He is bound to show 
his true colors there. It does not 
make any difference whether he is a 
winner or a loser, ho will show him
self ]usfc as he is before he gets through. 
It takes a cool head and lots of nerve 
to keep quiet inagameofpoker, watch 
the players and never be moved 
by the jokes, growls and jeers of fel
low-players. There are some players 
who never know when they are bein^ 
whipped around the bush. These fel
lows are never satisfied with the text 
of the game. If the ante is twenty-
live cents they will invariably make 
it seventy-live cents when it comes 
their turn, so as to make a jack pot. 
But it is seldom that they win one ol 
these big pots. Some quiet duck, who 
had no hand in the job, will open the pot 
with two pair or better, and then one 
of the smart Alecks, with a small pair 
and an ace, or a bob-tail flush will 
raise the pot and attempt to steal 
by a reckless bluff. But he always 
gets a call, and in the end finds him
self only the deeper in the hole. And 
then he swears, calls the fellow who 
beats him a ti«ht-bellied player, and 
thinks he is playing in terrible hard 
luck. A man who makes it a practice 
of bluffing in a small limit game, or 
who invariably comes in on a small 
pair when a jack-pot is opened, is 
nothing short of a chump. Put that 
in your pipe and smoke it, as it fits a 
good many of you. There are some 
players you never can satisfy, no mat
ter how you plav; so the only way is 
to attend to your own business, keep 
your mouth shut and your eyes open, 
play your hand for all there is in it. 
see that the cards are well shuffled 
and cut, and when you find a chronic 
growler or a bluffer in the game, study 
his game and make him your meat. 

Mrs. Cleveland's Lau^nasc. 
Cincinnati Enquirer: Mme. Romero, 

wife of the Mexicon minister, intro
duced a friend to Mrs. Cleveland and 
asked her if she spoke Spanish. Mrs. 
Cleveland smiled with ineffable sweet
ness and replied she did not, aud said 
further: 

"I fear I do not speak any language 
but my mother tongue." 

It was right royally said, and should 
be a rebuke to those who have been 
cracking their throats and their 
tongues in their endeavors to speak 
the language of every foreign envoy 
stationed here, and who get only ridi
cule for their awkward attempts. 
Mrs. Cleveland would have had the 
hearty approval of Mme. de Struve, 
wife of the Russian minister, who re
proved some American girls ior talk* 
fng their bad French m the White 
House, and told them it was not po

ll 
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lite to speak other than the English 
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