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LIEUT. GREELT'S SURPRISE. 

HE'S ALWAYS SPRINGING QUEER WEATH
ER OR INVENTIONS ON THE PUBLIC. 

\< 

'ASuffering Citizen Tries W 6 ? ^ Square by 
Exposing a Dark Secret of the Lieutenant's 
Tei.as Life—Filling Telegraph Insulators 
with Hornets and Turning on the Warm 
"Weather Faucet—Angry Linemen. 
I suppose that Brig. -Gen. and Chief 

Signal Officer Adolphus Weather-pro
phet Greely thought he was very funny 
when he sent that Lapland blizzard 
<neu here Monday to put us all in a 
congestive chill. If so, I would like to 
iniorrn him privately that his reputa
tion as a humorist in this town will get 
a chronic case of mange if he infects 
us with another joke of that kind. It 
rnav be that the General's meteorology 
got a little mildewed during the several 
pleasant seasons he spent at the North 
Pole, and that he thinks it is the proper 
caper to give the country a January 

j freeze-dut in the midst of an April 
thaw; or, perhaps, he contracted a lik
ing lot Esquimaux climate, and prefers 
hia balmy and ethereal spr-ng trimmed 
with unexpected and superfluous bursts 

— i of blue-nosed weather, but I can tell 
hirn that when the average Citizen-at-
woik is pining for early flies and as
paragus, he doesn't enjoy slopping 
around in wet feet or going with chat
tering teeth to a premature grave. 
Easter Sunday Gen. Greely was all 

_ right. He gave us clear, millinery 
weather and plenty of it, and although 
several dozen of our most beautiful 
dudes were wilted by the heat, no one 

- ventured a complaint. But after this 
/ tropical touch, what did he mean by 

sending out such a rneasly, Wiggins 
bill ot tare as this: 

y ''For the middle Atlantic States, bliz-
^ zards, cyclones, frost, snow, rain, had, 
i sleet, with local areas of slush; rising, 

falling or stationary barometer; wind 
i \N. E., S. W, or calm." 
\ "* Does he think that after giving us 
] * t "burn and fieckles, and getting us out 

P)R. J il-stora and m the way of juleps and 
iv straw nurishment, this is a nice 

] -*sort of thing to practise on a long suffer-
^ O g community? Are we going to have 
I ®Qt any sudden brigadiers swelling around 
- j ^ ^ n d trifling with our holiest rights in 
5 °his wanton and piratical manner? Is 
"'*•' Ihis his idea of fun, raising merry Cain 

I all over die country with his low-down 
\ Manitoba ep.socles, when the humble 
1 cit zen wants to wear a blue necktie 
1 and go a fishing? The weather last 

week was pretty good for bullfrogs but 
j that's the best that cau be said of it. 

_ I hate to tell tales out of school, but 
if Gen. Greely doesn't tone down his 
ideas of spring a little I will narrate an 
incident of his brief career in Texas. 

)ther 3 c a m e down there in November, 
x875, to build a telegraph line to San 
Antonio from Fort Brown. He had an 

_ insulator which he and other experts 
had gotten up in Washington especial
ly lor this line. It consisted simply ot, 
a well-lacquered sheet-iron cap over a 
dry wood screw, and had the general 

jt appearance of a tomoto can on the end 
vor«. a broomstick when in position. 

__ N> 11, the line was built—400 
miles of it—aud for two weeks or a 

' \ 7 raonth it worked like a dream. Sud-
ienly warm weather came along, and 

ien warm weather strikes the lower 
Minn. ^ Grande it takes hold for keeps. 

Brep i e thermometer crawled up to 100, and 
lverd 

-eveial weeks of this spell the line 
"~~ .h to get mysterious kinks in it. 

fY- Lhere was trouble somewhere, and 
' plenty ot it. The line wasn't down, 

J£ hut it seemed to have lost its grip on 
through massages. San Antonio had to 
\o it-5 business with Fort Brown by re-

>u h -mo at Laredo. In a few days Lare-
—las do could only telegraph as far a3 Ring-

*on gold Barracks, south, or to Fort Clarke, 
ilo.th, and through messages from San 
Vntonio to Fort Brown had to stop off 

*nree times en route and take a rest. At 
tLe end of a week the trouble was 
woise j e t Lieut. Greely—he was 

_ p1 i'u lieutenant then—sent couriers 
g\ 'oping up and down the whole cir-

' cu t They couldn't iind a place where 
•"ti*1 w^e was down or in contact with 
ir< i •s or anything. But they reported 
something queer with insulators. 
L ovt Gieelv was wild with indignant 

_ s.i ^e. The idea of an "insulator" 
gvin^ \rong which had been coneoct-
pcl n Washington especially for Texas*! 
St d the telegraph line wasn't working 

g a^ hotter as a telegraph line than as 
wiJiiVV "n litie or a clothes-line, so he bor-

_ wed a mule from the quartermaster 
^ 1 tstarted out to investigate. He 

~ no back in light ^marching order 
A.tfc t evening with a sad secret in his 

and several inflamed lumps on Real J 
insurant Countenance, and minus the way-
Sleepy! a a imy mule. The simple truth 

_- that the Texan hornets, who are 
J ^ ss and lazy beasts, thought the 

" A t t O n ' ins«lators were a shelter kindly 
>vided by Government for their 

- ^* use, and had gone to work 
Titles ex*. [ every blessed one of them 

Particular att , Antonio down with mud, 
' 1 Q " V - ey and general cussedness, 

' • ^ the line was literally 400 miles of 
XxSW a(jeS " i n active eruption. Lieut. 

— .reely wrote on to the Washington ex-
' perts, who promptly got a new breed 

of insulators, solid as a brick and 
i lGli *^Ar Pr00*- These were shipped, 

ci Lieut". Greely induced a gang of 
A " ->ncent and unsuspecting linemen to 

sigN a cast-iron contract to take the 
old insula '̂cs down. 
The "repa^i ng" party left Fort Brown 
on April tJ. By this time the hornets 

•> > t 

i 

had raised an uproarious family in 
each insulator, and the first lineman 
who shinned up to serve a writ of eject
ment got a dose of trouble which made 
his hair curl. The waj' those hornets 
expressed their opinion of Signal-Ser
vice hospitality was sinful. It cost the 
contractor forty-six able-bodied line
men, nineteen barrels of bread poultice 
and a case of refined arnica to 'repair' 
the first eight miles of that line, and 
the operations ceased. When the line
men got so they could see well enough 
out of one eye to shoot they went gun
ning for Lieut, Greely, but he had al
ready fled the State in a blue fog, and 
the next I heard of him he had barri
caded himself somewhere in the neigh
borhood of the North Pole- The line 
remained in an active and warlike 
statu quo until winter, and telegrams 
were forwarded by the aid of a slow 
but persevering mule. After the first 
blizzard had calmed the hornets down 
a little and frozen the families into 
solid lumps the contractor resumed his 
labors and recouped his losses by ship
ping the insulators to Baltimore for 
canning clania and sent seven dozen 
crates of assorted stings to England for 
sale as sewing-machine needles. 

Now I am a peace-loving citizen and 
I do not wish to imbrue my hand in a 
brigadier's blood without just cause, 
but if Gen. Greely cooks up any more 
such walrus climate for this latitude as 
he gave us last week, just as I am on 
the eve of a fishing trip, I will send 
marked copies of the above story to 
those capering linemen in sunny Texas, 
and within a week there will be an im
portant vacancy in the Signal Office.— 
Henry Guy Garleton, in New York 
World. 

A W e s t e r n Wi ld G-oose S tory . 
"I want to tell you a little story about 

my boy out in Newbraskey," said an 
old farmer in the smoking-car to the 
party of drummers who had been tell
ing him some pretty tall yarns. '-My 
boy is a good deal of a genius in bis 
way, lemme tell jou, and none of 'em 
gets ahead of him. T'other day he rig
ged up a kite. It was the biggest kite 
I'd ever set^eyes on. It was about six 
feet wide, an' twiee as long, an1 on the 
top of it my boy placed a . few green 
branches which he'd cut from a cotton-
wood tree. -JWhat*s them fer?' I inquir
ed. 'Never you mind, dad,' savs he; 
'I know what I'm about ' And by gosh! 
he did, He flew that kite up in the air, 
an' stood watchin' of it for a long time, 
when I says to him: 'You'd better put 
that thing down, now, an' get to work.' 
'Lemme alone, dad,' .he replied, Ti l 
git thar ye t ' And, by gosh! he did. 
The next time I looked at him he was 
a-hauling in on the kite line, with a 
smile on his face as broad as a furrer. 
When the kite came down near the 
ground I saw what he was a-smilin' at, 
an' it was enough to make a body smile, 
too. Any you fellers want te guess 
what was on that kite?" 

None of the drummers wanted to 
guess, and the old man continued his 
story. 

"Wall, sir, a-settin' on the top o' 
that kite was eleven o' the purtiest 
wild geese ye ever saw, Yes, sir, elev
en on 'em. You see, the geese was 
flyin' north puty thick, an' my boy had 
got up this scheme to catch 'em. There 
ain't many trees out our way, an' after o 
tat goose has been flyin' purty steady all 
day he gets kind o' tired like, an' looks 
around for a place to sit down an' rest. 
That's just what my boy was couiitin' 
on when he built that kite. By offerin' 
the geese a place to stop an' rest, an' 
by smearin' the top o' the kite with 
tar, so their feet would stick so fast 
they couldn't get away, he did the busi
ness. By gosh! but it was fun to pull 
them geese in. Just as fast as we could 
send the kite*up and pull her down 
again we got from ten to a dozen geese, 
an' in tour days we captured six car
loads, an' I'm takin' 'em to Chicago 
now to sell. None o' you smart, story-
tellin' fellers €on't happen to know 
what wild geese is wuth now in the 
Chicago market, do ye?"—Chicago 
Herald. 

Colored Soc ie ty N o t e . 
Sam Johnsing, a colored Lothario, 

calls at the house of Matilda Snowball. 
Finding only her youngest s.ster at 
home, proceeds to pump her. "Say, 
little gal, after I done come away las' 
night, did yer sister, Matilda, say sum 
fine things about dis heah elegant 
colored^ generman ?" 

''Yes, Mistah Johnsing, she did spoke 
about yer, for a fac'." 

"Ise gwinter to gib yer some candy ei 
yer tole what she sa d about me." 

"She said dat de biggest * mashers 
turned out de smallest pertalers."— 
Texas Siftings. 

N o I n s t a l l m e n t P l a n for H i m . 
"Do you love me. Jane, well enough 

to marry me?" asked a young Peorian 
of a Monson street maiden. 

"Well, I don't know, John. When 
I first got acquainted with you I almost 
haled you. Then I got so 1 could bear 
you.- Finally I liked you a little. If we 
marry, I may in time come to love you 
with all my heart." 

"No, thank you," said John, reach
ing for his hat, " I don't believe I care 
about marrying on the installment 
plan." ^ £ ^ 

And he fled into the' darkness, leav
ing behind him a victim with a broken 
heart and a patent bustle. I t is little 
things like this that leads us to de
nounce the mercenary character of the 
age we live in.— Peoria Transcript. 

John Scanlon Prefers* io^meet 
D e a t h . ; v . ' '*• !"W 

Bather Tha i Eava His Leg Amputated-A 
New Experiment in Surgery Tried on the 
Fatient-The Theory of the Artificial Union 
of Bones Put Into Practice, and a Dog is 
Made to Save the Man's Leg and Life. 
One of the most interesting cases, 

from a surgical stand-point, that has 
been in this vicinitv for many a day is 
that of the patient John Scanlon, now 
at the Bellevue Hospital, says a New 
York special to The Cincinnati Enquir
er. Scanlon is a young man' of vigor
ous constution, a machinist at the 
aqueduct. He chanced to be near by 
at one of the accidents that have occur
red with so much frequency that it is 
safe to call them criminal, the explo
sion of a dynamite cartridge that had 
not been set off in the general blast, 
and was left a constant menace to the 
live3 of the workmen. Scanlon was 
struck in various parts of the body by 
fl\ing rock, but the most serious injury 
was tov the right leg. A p.ece of rock 
struck it at the right shin and carried 
away a portion of the tibia, or large 
bone. There was only a small section 
of the bone left on the underside. The 
wound in the flesh was extensive, "• and 
presented 

A. HORRIBLE APPEARANCE. 
When Scanlon was taken to the Hos

pital the leg, to the surgeon's eye, was 
incurable, and an immediate amputa
tion was recommended. Preparations 
were made to take off the leg, but the 
patient interrupted them and vehem
ently protested against the operation. 
He would not listen to the advice of the 
surgeon that to lose his leg would save 
his Ife, but insisted that he did not de
sire to live without his leg: and if the 
leg was to be buried he would be bur-
w.th it. Without the patient's consent 
an operation can never be undertaken, 
and the attending surgeon gave up the 
idea. The next best thing was done, 
although it was deemed to be of little 
use. The ent re leg was put into a plas
ter cast, made of bandages filled with 
plaster of Paris, which, being wet and 
wound around the leg, speedily dried 
and hardened. An opening was cut.in 
the plaster over the wound, called a 
window, so that it could be treated 
with antisept'c fluid to prevent the for
mation of pus, if possible. 

As was anticipated, the wound would 
not heal, and soon became ulcerated. It 
was only by the most careful watch
ing that blood poisoning was prevent
ed, and the patient, on account of an 
irritable disposition, developed by the 
gradual loss of strength caused by the 
drain upon his vitality to feed the ulcer, 
became a great trial to the nurses and 
phjsicians. H's stubborn will was not 
broken, however, and he still presisted 
in hia determination 

TO DIE WITH HIS LEG ON. 
The ulceration extended to the 

sound portions of the leg, though, 
fortunately, there was no appearance 
of gangrenous tissue. When the 
diseased condition extended under the 
plaster bandage, portions of it were 
cut away, and finally, as there was no 
prospect of any benefit coming from 
its future use, the entire bandage was 
removed. 

The modern surgeon's mmd is not 
satisfied with theories, and Dr. Brad
ley, who had charge of Scanlon, had 
been a pupil of Dr. Bryant, who fie-
quenlly discoursed upon the artificial 
union of bones and the chances of 
making it a success, came to the con
clusion that the patent was an ex
cellent subject to try the experiment 
on. Scanlon was spoken to about the 
matter, and as he was willing to do 
anything to save his leg, though he 
ttould not take a guarantee ot fifty 
years' life without it, he readily gave 
his consent, after makinar the surgeon 
explain every thing that was to be done. 

The patient was taken to the opera
ting-room and put under ether. The 
wound in the leg was enlarged and all 
of the diseased tissue was removed. 
It extended to the bone, which was 
found to be in a much better condition 
than was expected from the large 
amount of ulceration, which was 
thought to be due to caries. The bone 
where it had been broken was rough 
and spindles of it protruded. These 
were cut off with bone forceps and the 
ragged edges were smoothed with a 
file. Th s made a space of about two 
inches where the bone was missing, 
save the small piece in the under side. 
A fine saw was applied to the bone and 
a piece the shape of a triangle was 
taken out of the upper portion about 
an inch long. The depth of the cut 
was about one-quarter through the 
bone. A similar piece was also re
moved a little further to the outer 
edge of the bone. 

While this was being" done a large 
dog had been anaesthetized, and a por
tion of the right leg was amputated be
low the knee. The flesh was turned 
up from the bone for several inches. 
The surgeon then proceeded with the 
delicate task of -$>$$&%* 

%43v4_4 CUTTING THE BONE % 

So as lo fit the triangular excavations 
made in the bone in the patient's l e e 
It was tedious work, because extra pre
caution was taken that no condition 
favorable to success was overlooked. 
The bone was not as large as a human 
bone,'but as all the bone in the pati
ent's leg was not gone it was deemed 
of suffeient size. When the*trian«nilar 

\- JtliiX 

extension had been satisfactorily cut 
the dog was laid on its back and firmly 
strapped. Its leg was drawn to the 
patient's leg and the the bones were 
united, the triangular pieces being 
placed in the receptacles provided 
lor them. \P*\ 3$te\TXs\„ 'Z 1 

The fit was only fair and some furth
er cutting was done to make it as per
fect as possible. Bandages were put on 
firmly around the patient's and dog's 
leg to hold them together, so, that 
movement was impossible. The dog 
remained firmly bound to a table and 
-the patient, with his canine attachment, 
was taken to his cot. The operation 
lasted three hours. Stimulants and 
morphine were given to the dog and 
man, and both speed.ly came out of the 
anaesthetic condition and suffered but 
little from the shock. 

The dog made frantic eftorts- to re
lease itself, but finally came to the con
clusion that all efforts in this direction 
was useless and became quiet as a 
lamb. 

THE ARTIFICIAL CONNECTION 

Was continued for two weeks under the 
most antiseptic conditions. Both the 
dog and man were watched carefully. 
It was troublesome for the dog to take 
spoon victuals gracefully, but it did the 
best it could. An examination of the 
the bones showed that union had taken 
place after a few days, and when it was 
deemed strong enough the dog was giv
en some ether, and enough bone was 
sawed from the leg to make up what 
the patient lacked. The dog was then 
taken to a place of its own, where 
it was given a luxurious bed, and the 
flesh was drawn over the stnmp of bone-
so as to give the animal as much leg as 
possible. * 

The patient's leg was then set. The 
new growth of bone was firm, and was 
pressed against the bone in the leg:, 
bandaged and then done up in the plas-
ter-cas-t again with the little window 
cut in i t Grave doubts were express
ed by many surgeons that union would 
take place, but it did, and in an unus
ually short space of time. The wound 
in the leg that had been so long ulcer
ated healed rapidly, and at the end of a 
month there was only a scar left. The 
patient was then able to walk around 
the ward on crutches, stepping lightly 
on the foot of the bad leg. Last week 
the plaster was removed from the leg. 
The muscles, of course, were stiff from 
inactivity, but the leg was as sound as 
the often mentioned dollar. The leg is 
about half an inch short, but it is be
lieved that exercise will remedy this 
defect. The patient walks with crutch
es jet, but the leg is getting stronger 
and better every dav, and will soon be 
well. The dog that lost its leg to save 
a life is well, and can be seen any day 
runn ng around the hospital stable. It 
shows a great fondness for Scanlon, 
wh'ch is reciprocated with a will. Maybe 
the canine does not know how much 
good he has done, but he acts as if he 
thought the world owed him a good hv-

A P a r a l y z e d F a r m e r . 
A Detroit butcher named Joe Will-

etts was up in Mecosta County a few 
days ago to see some relatives. Joe is 
built alter the old-style architecture— 
one story and a basement—and any 
man who picks him np for a consump
tive is bound to feel sad over the mis
take. While out riding one day with a 
friend he came across a farmer who 
was trying to "yank" a stump out of 
the, ground with a yoke of feeble look
ing steers. The stump had begun to 
"give," but the steers strained and 
twisted and pulled and couldn't budge 
it another inch. 

"What are yon trying to do?" asked 
Joe as he stopped his horse. 

"Trying to pull out this infernal 
stump, sir," was the reply. 

"Aud the steers can't do it?" 
"No, nor any other %oke in these 

parts. 'It 'll take a pound of gunpow
der to lift that stump." 

"Shoo! now, but take off your cattle. 
I'm something on the pull myself." 

"You! Say, do I look like a fool? You 
can drive on, stranger." 

But Joe jumped down, slipped the 
chain off the yoke, drove the steers to 
one side, and then walked over to the 
stump and sa d: 

"Sometimes the dirt flies over half 
an acre of ground. Better shade \ our 
eyes." 

With that he spit on his hands, 
clasped his arms around the stump, 
and without a bulge of his eyes he lift
ed the whole thing out of the earth and 
flung it aside with the remark: 

"Shouldn't like any better fun ,than 
to pull those steers backwards over the 
fence, but we must be going now. So 
'long, old man." 

And he climbed in and drove off. At 
a bend in the road half a mile away 
they looked back. The farmer stood 
there, mouth open and eyes as big as 
Bermuda onions, and when they wav
ed their hats at him he never moved a 
hair. He couldn't He was parah zed. 

•Free Fress. 

R e c a l l e d a T o u c h i n e Song . 
"The bald heads, resembling billiard 

balls, one sees in the front seates at an 
opera bouffe entertainment always 
make me feel sad," remarked Jinks. 

"Why so?" asked Dinks. 
"They bring to memory a touching 

song." 
"What song?" . . " 

/ "Why, carrom me back to old Vir-
ginny."—Peoria Transcript. 

mi 
WANTEE1HER PIES. 

An Old Woman "Who K n e w That Some 
Accident "Was H a n g i n g Over Her. 

A sharp-faced, rather old woman, 
angular and given to sudden snaps, 
accompanied by her daughter, in 
whom there was a strong maternal re
semblance, were among the passengers 
on a "mixed" train in southern 
Missouri. 

"Bet this land wouldn't sprout a 
black-eyed pea," said the old woman, 
contemptuously waving her hand at 
at a washed hillside. * " , 

"Yes," the daughter replied, an' I'll 
bet them folks up thar ain't got nothin' 
much ter eat." 

"By the way, Puss," said the old 
woman, "speakin' o' somethin' to eat 
puts me in mind o' them pies. Air 
you shore you put 'em in the carpet
bag?" 

"Yes'm^know I did." 
"Ah, Lord," replied the moth

er," I jest don't know how some tolks 
gits along nohow. As for me, w'y I'm 
jestobleeged to have something to 
eat, no matter whatever else I 'm 
obleeged to do without. Now there 
was your pore father w'y, I jest know 
he liked something to eat better than 
any pore old soul that ever lived. 

"I know that, mother, but don't cry. 
These folks will titter at you." 

"I don't kere if they do, for I jest 
kain't think that I've got to give him 
up. Jest a few nights before he was 
took down on his mortal bed, he woke 
me up in the middle o' the night an' 
says* 'Patsey, les* got up an' eat a 
snack.' 'David,' says I, 'there ain't 
nothin' cooked an' the fire's out an' the 
wood's green.' 'Never mind, I'll fix 
all that, 'says he, an' Puss, that pore 
old man got outen his bed an' split up a 
a troff that we kept bran' in, an' kin
dled a fire. He did enjoy eatin' more 
than any pore old man I ever seed. 
Puss, air you right shore you put them 
pies in the carpet-bag?" 

"Mother, I jest know I did." 
"Well, Puss, you know that I've had 

so much trouble lately that I kain' t put 
no confidence in anything. The other 
day when Miz Gregg brought the tur
key aigs, I jest couldn' keep from coun-
tin' 'em, although she ashored me 
there was a dozen; but, Puss, don't you 
know I kain't help but believe that one 
o' them.aigs was addled when she 
brought 'em You noticed that we 
tlidn' have to persuade her much to 
Btay to dinner an' eat. My stars, I 
never did see a body cat so; but then, 
she did say the custard was good. Puss, 
we've botji had so much trouble, that 
t declar' I don't teel safe about them 
pies." 

"Mother, I keep tellin' you that I 
put :em in the carpet-bag. I'll jest let 
jou satisfy yourself." She reached 
over, lifted the carpet-bag on her lap, 
and opened it. The ba<r contained sev
eral small bundles, but no pies. The 
old woman gasped, and Puss exclaim
ed: 

"I jest know that I did pu t ' em in 
»ere, now; I know it, an' nobody 
aeenter say I didn't. Somebody has 
robbed us, that's what they have." 

"Come here a minit!" said the old 
Ionian, springing to her feet and shak
ing her fist at the conductor. 

"What is the matter?" the official 
isked, when he had obeyed the sum
mons. 

"Matter the deuce! Whar's them 
31CS?" 

"Pies?" 
"Yes, pies—dried peach pie3, two 

airn-overs an' a round one. Come, 
tvhar air they?" 

"Madam, I declare—" 
"Don't declare nothin'. Gimme 

ihem pies." He stepped back, but 
die fiercely advanced upon him. "I 
lilt all the time that something was 
join' to happen to'em, an' now I want 
em. Whar air they?" 

"Madam, I'll swear—" 
"I don't want no swearin',' I want 

;he pies—two turn-overs an' a round 
sne." 

"I assure vou I haven't got them," 
laid the conductor, "but I can't say as 
Much for that man." pointing to a fat 
>ld fellow who sat nodding. She flew 
it the fat man and shook him. 

"Great Caesar! What's the matter 
with, you? Here, confound it, what do 
fou mean?" 

"I want my pies!" she shrieked. 
"Damn jour pies! I don't know 

mythmg about them. Turn me loose!" 
"Look here, sir," she said, releas-

ug him and giving him an awful 
took, "whatever you do, don't damn my 
pies. They were baked yistidy, an al
though the fire wa'n't hot enough, 
.hey come out all right. Whar are 
ihey?" 

"Here they air, mother," shouted 
Puss. "I had holt o' the wrong carpet-
aag. Don't you see—two turn-overs 
in' around one." ( 

"Well, it's a blessed thing it turned 
!>ut as it did, I ken tell you. If I had'nt 
found 'em, th s road would have heard 
trom me, an' ic would take 'em longer 
to settle me than it does that fetch-tak-
ad state commerce bill. Hand me the 
round one. Puss. Ah, Lord," she add-
5d, when she had settled herself, "how 
much yore pore father did think o' sich 
pies, but he's gone." ^ 

A tear rolled across the face of the 
?ie and fell on the floor.—Arkansaw 
Traveler. 

A poor tailor makes a poor coat, and a poor 
writer makes a poor quote also.—Whitehall 
Timet. v* 

Shotua Flirts* be- Encouraged? 
"Henrietta" sends this startling in-

terogatory home to this- office, inscrib
ed on a Scotch-plaid sheet of fancy 
stationery, enclosed in a No. 5 filigree-
ornamented envelope, with a cupd sit* 
ting on the safety-valve of a fractured . 
heart,and we have no doubt that she im
agines her question to be a crusher. But, 
though staggering somewhat under the 
weight of the conundrum, we hurl back 
our answer: -̂  

"Yes, by all means flirting should be^! 
encouraged." 

We had a young friend once whom 
we thought everything of, and he fell a 
victim to the wiles of a flirt. He was^ 
a blonde, and she was a blonde, in a 
kingdom by the sea—Baltimore, for in- ' 
stance—and the terrible love stroke 
which prostrated him left him, to all 
intents and purposes, a mangled, bat- * 
tered wreck on a stormy sea of trouble. 
He thought all the world of the blonde, 
and would sit up all night and spin 
stories about her, and extol her fasci
nations, and talk about her eyes, and 
lie about her hair, and drivel on con
cerning rosy lips, pearly teeth, match
less form, etc-t long aftor the balmy 
goddess of slumber has wooed us to r e 
pose and attuned our melodious olfac
tory organs *o the-music of the spheres. 

Our friend used to beat his landlady 
out of board bills, and borrow money 
to buy opera tickets for his girl and 
tafty on a stick for her little brother. I t 
was the most compete mash we ever 
saw, Henrietta, and we have seen quite 
a large number of this description; but, 
compared to this pyrotechnic display, 
they were are all tame and second-class 
affairs. Well, to make a love story in
terestingly short, she bounced him one 
evening, and the jig was up. Sho jilt
ed, sacked, mittened and fired him out 
of her affections, with all the hissing 
velocity of an old shoe brush thrown at 
a wailing cat. When he came in that 
night to go to bed, he looked like a 
stricken deer, a wounded fawn wrestl
ing with sciatica. For five long weeks he 
raved in delirium. Then he recovered, 
shook the dust of Baltimore from his 
heel taps, jumped his board and doc-
toi's bills, and aimlessly wandered to 
Leadville, carrying with him our best 
suit of clothes, six pairs of cotton socks 
and a tooth brush. 

Well, he was grub-staked by a philan
thropist, struck it rich, opened a min
er's supply store, married the daughter 
of a bonanza king, has two blue-eyed 
children and a loving wife. The 
blonde female bursted up all the heart 
furniture she came in contact with, re
fused about th rty-five splendid offers, 
and retired from the business. She 
doesn't draw well now. She is faded 
and passee. She wanes and wobbles 
on the down grade. It does us a bush
el of good to see her grit her teeth 
when the fellows, like the Pharisees, 
pass by on the other side and give her 
a wide berth. She is elected—to stay 
at home, and bids fair to make as 
vmegarry an old spinster as you will 
find in a day's walk. 

Yes, on the whole flirting should be 
encouraged. It certainly saved our 
young Leadville friend from a fate 
almost too horrible to mention. And 
whenever we see a young man strug
gling in the gill-net of a well-con
structed, athletic flirt, we fell like say
ing: 

"Steady, old boy; you will feel all 
the better when you get out. "—'Texas 
Siftings. 
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J a y G o u l d E a t s Sna i l s . 
Jay Gould has set down-towners to 

eating snails. Nearly every afternoon 
since his far-western trip the great lit
tle financier has stopped at the office 
of a transatlantic steamer company, 
staid a few seconds m the agent's sanc
tum, aud emerged with a brown paper 
paicel, which he carried home with the 
air of possessing something very prec
ious. These packages contained each 
about a quart of snails, of the spec es 
eaten in some parts of France, and es
pecially imported by some of the steam
ship men as a favor to friends. Mr. 
Gould got his appetite for snails in New 
Mexico, however, and "got it bad," as 
one close observer declares. He has 
the things cooked under stringent or
ders to boil them first in their shells, 
then submerge in a highly flavored 
sauce, and finally roast them. They 
are served in the shell, which by this •-• * 
time are thoroughly browned. When ** 
eaten, they are piled hot on a plate, af
ter the manner of roasted clams, and 
the eater extracts them by lioldino1 a 
shell in his left hand, while with a fork 

*T 

in his right he gets the curious morsel p 1 
out. The taste is pleasant, if one isn't 
squeam.sh, and a liking is easily acquir
ed for the "escargots," as they are call
ed in the restaurants where there they 
have been this neeksuddenW introJuc- ^1 
ed. Some are brought from Fiance, ^ 
but the bulk are gathered by boys in 
the outlying d.str cts. Mr. Gould has 
hitherto been famous for a plain diet, 
and so his mauia for snails is all the 
more a Wall street wonder.— New York 
Sua. 
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^ P - * A C o n v e n i e n t E x c u s e . 
r^One beauty about the new scheme of 
executing criminals by electricity is 
that it gives the family a chance to 
dodge the issue by saying that the hus
band a^d- father had been struck by 
lightning. This is a much more gen
teel way of alluding to such a catastro
phe than to say "John was hung."—• 
Crawfordsville Journal. 


