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THE JOKERS' BUDGET.

TITn ESTATE

For Solo!

suilding Ixofs,

Timber laois,

Wood Lofs,

), Ef., Etc.

My Calf Skm Business is absorbing my capital, time and

attention, and, having decided to close out all of my other

branches of business as well as my miscellaneous personal

property and real estate, I offer for sale all the land I own

except that occupied in my business and my dwelling, and will

dispose of same at very low figures and on easy terms of

payment

Living in Houses Built upon Spiles
Above the "Water A Village
Without Women. ,

From days people living
ferred to place their dwellings iu con-o- n

the marshy borders of lakes have pre-venie- nt

positions for their boats, and
have used spiles, driven into the edges'
of the lakes, for the foundations of their
dwellings, which were at once houses
and wharves.- - On the banks of Lake
Maracaibo, in Venezuela, are several of
these villages, aud they are to be found
in obscure places in Asia and on the west
coast of Africa. i

Taking the Shell Beach cars from New
Orleans and passing through a fair and
fertile country, up the ancient battlefield
where Jackson won his laurels,
wuwtu Iuuo litis VI lV;ilULaklVHD
repaired by the Confederates may stilt
be seen, you reach in an hour the shores'
of Lake Borgnc. There is a fine new
club house here, owned by the Hunting
and Fishing club, containing sleeping
rooms enough to accommodate half tho
club at once. From tho observatory of
the club house can be seen with a strong
glass what looks like p cluster of low
huts away on the distarit curve of the
lake shore. This is the village of
lake dwellers.

There is an hotel here, too, kept by an
old Spanish Creole and his wife, a shy,1

slender, brown girl with bare feet and a
calico sun bonnet of immeasurable depth
of tunnel, and a dim obscurity down in'
its depths in which her big dark eyes look
soft and shadowy. They keep a pet alli-

gator about the place; tied to a stake,
aud inclined to be extremely open with
strangers who pat him on the head and

. - . . . . it.. li... ; . i . . i
small eye, lifts ins upper UU ami sums it
again with a ban that is unpleasantly
emphatic. There is a solitary pelican,
too, with clipped wings and an ex-

tremely reserved disposition, whose bill
the hotel keeper, with an eye to decora-
tion and exquisite Iberian tato, has
painted a vivid green. A long pier runs
out from the hotel, a hundred yards into
the lake, where a boat may be hired to
go anywhere, even to the Malay village,
though the little French boatman warns
you they, the Malays, are not sociable,
and are lamentably careless in tho use of
the knife.

The village is an hour's sail across the
curve of the lake, and there, in the
brown, oozy marsh, away from any hu-
man habitation, with only the flat, dim
horizon in sight, is this primoval phase
of civilization. A sleepy,crawling bayou
runs through the vill ige, and the water
marks on piles tell how high the tide
rises at certain seasons, so that they are
surrounded entirely by water in tho
spring. Just below a little coarse grass-prick-s

through the slimy earth, leprous
with salt residuum from the tides and
swarms of fierce, bloodthirsty mosqui-
toes rise in clouds as feet wadicg through
the mud disturb them. There are eight
houses here, built up on piles ten feet
high, and made of hewn tuubers roughly
put together and admitting air and light
everywhere through the crevices. They
are oblong squares divided into threo
rooms, with button shutters hung on
leather hinges, and no door to any door-
way, except the one that leads to the
rude, unroofed gallery. The houses are
mostly thirty feet long by eighteen wide,
and some six or eight men occupy each
one. Almost all of the men are away
fishing at the moment, but an ancient
weather-beate- n party greets us civilly
enough in Spanish difficult to under-
stand. His face is the color of old leather,
and seamed ns if cut with a knife. There
are two or three others lounging about
with pipes'in their mouths, move or less
free translations of the first aucient mar-

iner, but not a woman to be seen. It i
a strictly a masculine community. No
woman is allowed within its borders.

There is a legend at the Shell Beach
that once, yearning for the sweet ameni-
ties of feminine companionship, one
woman was imported as an experiment.
In less than a week ties of friendship
frtnf. Via! lnutnl ftr vnfira wita aniimurl- - ...
The .wb of the vilic wort Rat at

tuatea with knives, arose, l ne neaus 01

the community consulted together. It
was evident that this duky Helen was
destined to bring on a warfare like that
of the Kilkenny cats, so it resolved itself
into a question of the first law of nature.
The whole body, exhausted with dissen-

sion, consenting, the unhappy female was
taken out into the marsh, tied to a stake,
and abandoned to the mosquitoes, who
made short work of her. They picked
her bones clean, since which time no

woman has been allowed to set foot with-

in the village. But this is only a legend.
The men support themselves by hunt-

ing and fishing, and live in a primitive
fashion, ruled over by a sort of patriarch,
who settles disputes and governs the
community in all important matters.

The sole amusement is gambling with
an original sort of card, of which there
are only twenty-seve- n in the pack, all of
them quite unlike the cards in general
use. This, with a game something like
the "old horse" of children, forms tho
occupation of all their idle hours. They
have no religion apparently, and if crime
is committed among them who knows?
The waters of the bayou would tell no
tales, and blood might cry aloud from
those vast, lonely marshes and no ear
listen closer than the low, blue skies.

They have but little furniture. Tho
only touch of high art is displayed in tho
dull brown blanket suspended before the
inner door. They sleep on boards sup-

ported on trestles, with no bedclothes
other than a blanket, and, above all, no
mosquito netting. There are great,
heavy tables of hewn timber, where they
cat their meals and play their games. A
few pots and kettles, and huge earthen
jars, where their water remains cool and
fresh, complete the list of their posses-

sions.
Twenty years ago or more a rew Malays

aud Lascar seamen deserted from' their
ships at the New Orleans levee, drifted
out here, and found the desolate marsh
to their taste. They have gradually ac-

cumulated more Asiatics from time to
time, until they number now something
like fifty men, who live this simgle,
amphibious life with perfect content-

ment. Dwelling almost all of the time
upon the water and crawling out upon
the slimy banks to eut and sleep; drop-

ping into unknown graves, and as ob-

livious to all the outer world as if in an-

other planet. New York Sun.

A New Dress tor Dandies.
It is rumored, says a New York letter

to the Boston Ilerahl, that tho much
agitated reform in men's dress is about
to be inaugurated in our midst. Several
well-know- n artists and their friends
havipg decided to discard the sombre
evening dress, which hus been a uniform
for waiters as well as gentlemen, have
agreed upon a style that seems more
suitable to the occasion. The favored
garb is nothing less picturesque than a
combination of the Venetian and French
of the time of Charles IX. One model
is composed of a gray waistcoat and
doublet of violet velvet, embroidered
with silver, trimmed with fine lace at
the throat aud ruffles at tho wrist, worn
over violet satin trunkn, slashed with
white, and pearl-gra- y silk stockings. A
Venetian flounce of velvet, ornamented
with a white ostrich plume fastened with
a jewel in front, sets off the costume,
which is completed by shoes of colored
leather with ribbon bows. Other styles
appear in the colors and modifications
suited to the wearer's taste aud age. -

Professional Perjurers.

"A while ago," said a well-know- n

Buffalonian yesterday, "I had a lawsuit
in Chicago. 'Just after the case was
called my lawyer called me out and
asked if I knew the man who sut near
me in the court room. I said I li'l not ;

never saw him before. 'AVell,' said the
lawyer, 'do vou want him for a witness?'
'No,' I answered, 'what do I want him for?
I never saw him before in my lifo. Who
is he?' 'lie's a professional perjurer,' the
lawyer replied, 'and will swear to any-

thing you tell him to. I didn't think
you wauted him, but I thought I'd let
you know.' The case went to trial with-

out tho perjurer, and I lost
Courier.

was at heart. She bore herself well on
the long journey home, and rose to the
emergency which the sad occasion de-

manded. The old homo of her mother,
with its solid furniture and its familiar
apointments, became hers ; and within
a month's time the Templeton family
had removed from their narrow home in
a side street to tho spacious home of
Maria's childhood on the favored side of
Walnut Street,;Philodelphia. The will-Mar- ia

knew would be all right, and,
being engaged in the more congenial
details of arranging the house for her
own family, had left this mysterious
business to her husband and the family
attorney, and that unknown but ultimate
combination, the prothonatory court and
the register of deeds.

Mr. Templeton had told his wifo each
week after their return from California
that he would bring home her mother's
legacy in a day or two; but a full month
had passed away without the appearance
of the conventional tin box from the
safo deposit.

At last, ono Monday afternoon, when
Maria had returned from a day's busy
shopping at the grand central depot of
John Wanamakers the conversation
with which this story began took place
in the hallway of the Walnut Street resi-
dence.

Aunt Amelia had come!
Aunt Amelia was to be domesticated

in Maria Templeton's new homo, and
was to be a coastant factor in the
equation of tho home life of the new
establishment.

At breakfast, dinner and 6upper, on
the stairs and in the drawing-room- , m
her own room and in the guest-chambe- r,

by day and by night, in the short days
of winter and in the long days of sum-
mer, at every turn in existence, she,
Martha Templeton, was continually to
behold the face of Aunt Amelia, and bo
ffr arr a rf Vidv nronon on oiiKa inatin rr

the ways of the household to her own
depraved and intricate will.

"No, John," she exclaimed, as the
bleaching white of the sense of ennui
took the place of the glow from the ex
citement of shopping which was on her
cheeks as she entered the house "no,
John, this cannot be. There must be
some mistake about it. My mother never
would inflict such a load of care and
responsibility upon one whom she loved
so much as she did me. Let me see the
will."

John handed his wife a stiff piece of
parchment from tho inner pocket of his
coat, and, spreading it out upon the
piano in the parlor, laid his finger upon
the following passage:

"I give and bequeath to my cousin
Amelia Burton Cranbrook, otherwise
known as Aunt Amelia, tho interest on
the 6um of thirty thousand dollars,
during her life, tho money itself to bo
given to my daughter Maria on the death
of tho said Amelia Burton Cranbrook.
And it is, moreover, my wish and desire,
as the condition upon which the afore-
said sum shall descend to my aforesaid
daughter Maria Templeton, that the
aforesaid Amelia Burton Cranbrook shall
live with said daughter Maria, if the
aforesaid Maria occupies during her life-

time my residence situated upon Walnut
Street, in the city of Philadelphia.

"You could move out, Maria, and go
back again to your residenco'on South
Nineteenth Street," said John, as he
wntole1 tho tlazort .Toole on lita wifos
face; "but then you are so comfortably
settled now that it would be a pity to
take up the carpets one week after they
nave been put clown, liesides, you would
have to go, every few days, to see your
Aunt Amelia at her boarding-hous- e on
Mount Vernon Street."

All further conversation about the
will was interrupted by a knock at tho
drawing-roo- door.

"Miss Amelia wants to know if there
is any more boiled milk for her choco
late?" asked the waitress. "The milk
I took up before was scalded ; and she
says, ma'am, please not to forget her
belladonna pills, and the pepsin. And
one thing I most forgot. She wants
John to go up to her boarding-house- ,

and fetch down her hot water spine
bag. She left it behind when she packed
up her trunk."

"Don't let mo keep you, Maria," said
her husband. "You have been waiting
for your mother's legacy go into tho
kitchen, my dear and get it some hot
milk for its chocolate."

Amelia Cranbrook, Mrs. Pentreath
Jones's cousin,'otherwise known as Aunt
Amelia, had been an invalid from her
youth. The shawl and the sofa were her
daily companions, and what had once
been her mind had. now become a mere
registering machine, like the clicking
indicator of stocks on the endless tele-
graphic slips of a modern broker's office.
llcr imagination lurmsnea tne racts ior
this daily quotation of physical stocks,
and her" retentive memory kept the
books of this physical, mental, and
moral firm, known as Amelia Burton
Cranbrook.

There were intricacies in her will
which stood in a vital connection with
certain mysterious integuments of her
liver.

Her will was a complicated knot of
stranee and undecipherable inconsis
tencies, and was the outward and visible
sign of her inward and intricate nerves.

With all her physical entanglements
and nervous complications, However,
Miss. Amelia Burton Cranbrook held
what she rejoiced to call, in religious
parlance, "clear views of trutn."

She thought it no wrong to read open
letters, unperceived ; to feign sleep or
illness or bodily inhrnnty, if thcreoy
she could have her own way without
blame or responsibility. Objectionable
newspapers disappeared from the library
after the manner of the Btrango disap-
pearance of modern commercial travel-
ers. Novels which upon inspection
proved to be of dangerous tendencies,
frequently furnished a cheerful glow to
her room from the open fire on her
hearth, and anticipated in their condem-
ned ashes tho sepulchral methods of the
modern crematory. To find out the
secrets of others, and never in turn to
be found out; to hinder the coming and
to speed the parting guest, to hunt most
zealously for "balancing Providences"
in the lives of others whereby tho
average happiness of humanity might be
reduced to her own level were tho indi-

cations of Aunt Amelia's improved con-

dition of health which made her friends
and companions submissive to Provi-

dence whenever she was compelled to
remain for weeks iu bed.

"I never can stand it, John; I never
can," sobbed Maria, ae sho returned
with the pitcher of scalded milk in her
hand for the invalid upstairs. "I cannot
make it out. Just as I wa3 beginning to
be reconciled to all this loneliness, in
fact that we had come back to the old
home, there comes this awful visitation,
this dark, black cloud on my life, which
I know my darling mother never
planned, but which some of those misera-

ble lawyers invented for their own ease
and satisfacton. Oh, John, John! who
will rid me of my mother's legacy?"

Maria Templeton burst into a flood of
tears as she threw herself into her hus-

band's arms and sobbed her soul out
with tears which were hotter, and 6cal-fln- d

more effectively, than the scalded

The Following is a

OFFERINGS OF
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THE DISAPPOINTED.

From Good Cheer.

There are songs enough for the hero.
Who dwells on the heights of fanio;

I Bing for the disappointed,
For those who aiisscd their aim.

I sing with a tearful cadence
For one who stands in the dark,

And knows 1hat his last, best arrow
Has bounded back from the mark.

I stng for the breathless runner,
The eager,' anxiom sonl,

Who falls with his strength exhausted
Almost in sight of the goal;

For the hearts that break in silence
With a sorrow all uuknown;

For those who need companions.
Yet walk their ways alone.

Thore are songs enough for the lovers,
Who share lore's tender pain;

I uingr for the ono whoso passion
It fciven asd in vain.

For those whose spirit comrades
Have missed them on the way,

I sing with a heart o'erflowlng
This minor sixain

And I know the solar system
Must somcwhero keep in space

A prize for that spent runner
Who barely lost the race.

For the Plan would be imperfect
Unless it held some sphere

That paid for the toil and talent
And love that are wasted here.

Ella Wheeler Wilcox.

MOTHERS LEGACY.

"Your mother's legacy has come,
Maria."

"Has it, John? who brought it?"
"It came alone in a cab."
"Came in a cab I What do you mean,

John?"
"Vhy, I mean what I say; it came in

cab, and walked right up stairs."
"Walked up stairs I I wish you

wouldn't tease mo so, John. What do
you mean?"

"Well, my dearest wife, in other
words, your Aunt Amelia has arrived
big trunk, little trunk, bandbox, and
bundle, She is now domesticated in
the second story back room, otherwise
known as the guest-chambe- r; and as her
head is very tired, she is lying down to
rest for dinner. I saw her, however,
doing up those iron-gra- y curls and cork-
screw ringlets of hers in brown paper.
They look like the little curls which are
run oil a piece of black walnut board by
a carpenter's plane. She likes her room
very much indeed, and seems to be
quite happy. So, brace up, Maria, my
dear, and begin now to enjoy your
mother's legacy.

Maria Templeton, the wife of the Hon.
John P. Templeton, Member of tho
State Senate from the County of Phila-
delphia, was the only child of a fond
and doting mother, who had just died.
Maria, or Pinkie, as she was familiarly
called by the members of her family,
was emphatically a spoiled child. A full-size- d

cabinet of household advisers in
Way of maternal aunts and elderly
cousins had assisted the late mother of
Pinkie, Mrs. Pentreath Jones, with an
assorted variety of judicious advice,
until this mother, with an infirm purpose,
had a will which was mended and reset
by outside moral appliances in the way
in which a broken plate is glued with
stratcna and is then loaded with heavy
weights, arranged on purpose to test its
latent strength.

Pinkie, as a child, had always vaguely
imagined that a comfortable inheritance
would one day be hers, after her
mother's death. Not that she wanted
her mother to die. In fact, though she
had a husband, she never thought of him
save as a social and financial ocolian
attached to the harp on the willows of
her daily life. Her mother was her only
and her constant comforter. Her hus-
band was a necessity, but her mother
was a luxury. John made continual game
of his wife's staff of medical advisers,
but Pinkie's mother hailed with delight
every new medical adviser and every
fresh plan in the lifelong search for
health. Every mineral spring in Amer-
ica had been tried, but it invariably hap-
pened that in one week's time after her
return home the same dreadful compli-
cation of maladies reappeared. The hot
springs of Arkansas, the warm springs
of Viginia, with their sulphur com-
pounds and their lithia alkalies and the
electric baths of all sorts of magnetic
doctors? had alike been tried, and had
proved worthless. Carlsbad, and Aix
Ie Bains, and the Engadine, and the
Grape Cure of Meran in the Tyrol kept
the ten thousand demons of inherited
and acquired hypochondria under for a
while, but, like their great leader
Abaddon In the Apocalypse, after each
short-live- d millennium they were loosed
again for a new lease of endeavor for a
little season.

A certain Dr. McPherson, in Edin-
burgh, whom Mr. Templeton consulted
for his wife on their return from the
high-ai- r cure in the Engadine and the
grape cure in the Tyrol, advised a con-
sultation with a certain female physician
at Los Angles, California, who had made
Mrs. Templeton's complaints aspcciality.
He refrained from giving the name, but
gave the exact address.

The spring nftcr this, when Mr. Tem-
pleton started West on his annual wool
expedition for the firm of whose house
he was the nnknown term, the "Co, "he
took Maria with him.

While waiting in the citv of San
Francisco for the completion of the
wool purchases, Mrs. Templeton had a
severe attack of polykakia, or many
evila, consisting of headache, hypo-neuralgi- a,

malaria, nervous prostration,
and rheumatic gout combined. As she
lay upon her couch, in her India silk
wrapper, struggling to fortify her nerves
by frequent internal coddlings against
the coast breezes of the misnamed
"Pacific, "' her husband entered tho
room, and took a seat by the open fire,
with his back to his wife.

"Oh, John!" groaned the voice of
Maria from tho muflled depths of tho
pillows, "if you only knew how I was
suffering from this wretched Pacific air,
you wouldn't keep me waiting in this
way with'jour wool business. 1 on wouia
think more of your wife and less of this
everlasting wool-sorting- ."

John made no reply.
"Besides," continued Maria, "I am

very anxious to see tho Los Angles doc-

tor. When can we get off?''
Still no reply from John.
"John !" said Maria.
An oppressive silence followed, as be-

fore.
"John!" exclaimed Maria, what is

the matter? Why do you not speak?"
"I do not know how to speak,,' re-

plied John, as he took his wife in bis
arms. "Be a brave woman, Maria, dear.
I must be mother as well as husband to
you now. My darling child, you have
no mother; she died yesterday 1"

The proposed visit to Los Angeles
was of course omitted, and the carriage
of Mrs. John Templeton never stood at
the door of tho unknown doctor as the
chariot of Naanian the Syrian stood at
the door of the prophet Elijah.

Alter the first shock of tho blow had
passed away, Maria Templeton by a
supremo act of the will, oroufod herself
aud became tho brave woman which sho

Swordflsb. and Shark.

"What strange thing has come
athwart my hawse in tho last dozen
years ?" mused Capt. Carnes of the brig
,Mary. "Well, I might tell you of a bit
of adventure that happened to my
vessel one day among the Windward
Islands of the Caribbean Sea. We were
just to the cast of the group, and about
fifteen miles away, when there came a
dead calm. Tho sea was like a mill
pond, and the sun beat down like a ball
of fire. Ono of the men, who was aloft
for something, discovered a large shark
prowling around the brig, and I gave
the men permission to bait for him.
They baited a hook and tempted him,
but he would not even smell of the pork.
He was a straight-ou- t man-eater- , and he
wanted a sailor or nothing. He made
two or three circuits about "the vessel,
his dorsal fin showing above water,
and he then settled down off our port
quarter, about twenty feet away, nd
kept his eves fastened on the heads of
the men above the rail. .

sir, there was something so
aggravating in that shark settling down
there, as if determined to stay until
some of us tumbled overboard, that we
all made up our minds to drive him
away after some fashion. We had a
harpoon aboard, and one of the men
used it to give the fish several bad
gashes, but after each wound he'd make
a circuit and come back to the old spot.
You may rip a shark from stem to stern
and he won't seem to mind the hurt.
By and by the men got so hot that they
asked leave to man the boat and either
kill the grim devil or drive him away.
I consented, and a sailor named Wil-
liams scrambled into the yawl as she
swung at the davits to cast off when she
was down. The falls had scarcely been
manned when one of them parted, and
the boat dropped stern down. The
sailor was pitched ten feet away, and
as he struck the water there was a yell
from every man on the brig. He
pitched right at the shark, and we ex-

pected to see him grabbed up in a sec-

ond. Indeed, we all saw the fish whirl
over and make a rush, but there was
also a second rush, and as the sailor
swam alongside and seized a rope a ter-
rible combat began in the water. We
knew that one of the fighters was the
shark, but it was minutes before we
made out that the other was a sword-fis- h.

I calculate that rumpus lasted all of
fifteen minutes. They fought on the
surface and under it, they circled and
came back, they went under the brig
and around, and the sea was churned to
perfect foam all the time. The affair
finally ended by the 6hark turning belly
up, as dead as a hammer, and I guess
there wasn't a foot of him which hadn't
felt a thrust of the sword. He bled like
a stuck hog, and was only fairly dead
;when the swordfish took a run for the
'brig. He backed off about fifty feet
and came full tilt, and, as true as I'm
sitting here, he made her shiver as he
struck. That sword of his struck good
oak plank, sheathed with copper, but
nothing stopped it until it showed for six
inches in the hold. We saw him as he
backed off, and knew that ho had lost his
weapon. It was a terrible hurt, and
when a breezo sprang up and filled our
sails he was still floundering around the
shark's bodv, seeming to have lost his
Wi.,!.-is- s po.iits ultugcthtr. t

' 'On tho way down to Trinidad the
brig made considerable water, and
when we came to unload her cargo we
found the sword sticking into her as I
havo told you. A portion of it was
afterward carried to Boston, and proba-
bly is there yet."

A Fashionable Thief.

A Washington correspondant says;
Last summer when Prof. II. of Wash-
ington, a gentleman well-know- n to the
scientific world, returned from Europe
he brought with him a camel's-hai- r

shawl valued at $000 as a present for
his wife. A lady friend to whom Mrs.
II. exhibited, the gift enquired if there
was any mark upon it by which she
could distinguish it in case it wa3 either
lost or stolen. Mrs. H. replied that
there was not. At her friend's sug-
gestion ehe marked her initials upon a
narrow piece of tape and sewed them in
the centre of the shawl. Last week Mrs.
II. attended a reception at a fashionable
house in the northwestern part of Wash-
ington city. . Everybody who was sup-
posed to be anybody was there. When
Mrs. II., at the conclusion of the festivi-
ties, looked for her shawl it could not
be found. She inquired of tho maid in
(attendance, who remarked that a lady
at that moment leaving tho room had
taken a shawl similar to the description

iven by Mrs. II. The latter, address-
ing tho departing guest, politely said :

''Excuse me, but I think you are wear-
ing my shawl."

"You are mistaken," was the freezing
reply. "I have nothing that does not
belong to me."

A closo inspection, however, con-
vinced Mrs. II. that she was correct in
her surmises.

"You shall not leave this room," said
she, "until I have personally satisfied
myself that I am in error." Then, turn-
ing to several ladies who were watching
the proceedings with astonishment, Mrs.
II. continued:

"If ono of you ladies will examine the
Under side of that shawl, you will find
my initials sewed in the centre.

Tho garment was grasped by two or
three curious hands simultaneously. A
single glance showed the letters "E. J.
II." precisely as Mrs. U. had said.
Meanwhile tho aristocratic thief was flee-

ing down stairs as fast as shame aud
ridicule could drive her. She is the
Wife of an officer in the United States
Navy, and a Jdescendant of one of the
bluest-bloode- d families.

Forrest and the Lions.,

When Edwin Forrest was playing nt
the Old Biwery theatre in New "iork
city, his piece was followed by an ex-

hibition of lions by their trainer, Herr
Driesbach. During their stay there
Forrest remarked one day that he had
.never experienced the emotion caused
Iby fright that he was never scared in
'his life. Driesbach heard the remark
and ono evening took Forrest home
Avith him. They entered a house and
after passing through long and devious
'dark passages, Driesbach opened a door
and said: "This way, Mr! Forrest."
As Forrest entered the door was slam-
med behind him. Forrest felt something
touch his leg in the darkness and reach-du- g

down his hand touched what ho
thought was a cat's back, which he gent-
ry stroked. A rasping growl greeted
the motion and he saw two fiery eye-

balls glaring at him. "Aro you afraid,
Mr. Forrest?" asked the lion tamer, who
iwas invisible in the darkness. Forrest
replied, "Not a bit," when the lion
tamer snfd something and the growl
deepened and the back began to arch.
Forrest held out for a few minutes,
when ho exclaimed: "Now, let mo
jout, you infernal scoundrel, or I'll break
every bone in your body." lne non
king kept him there and he did not
dare to move a finger, while the lion
kept moving ngainst his leg. Forrest
finally promised a campagne supper if
Driesbach. would take him out, wliicli
was done and the bet was immcdiatly
'paid.

Maria ran upstairs vf ith the scalded
milk, and found that Aunt Amelia was
rapidly developing a "spell" upon her.
The excitement of tho change was tell-
ing upon her system. She missed her
spine bag. A heavy cold had fixed
itself upon her digestive organs and
started up tho innumerable layers of
malaria which had settled down upon
her liver, nerves, and jpleen.

For weeks Maria watched her legacy.
Weeks grew Into months, ahd months

into the second year. Aunt Ameliafrewnot energy enough to live, and yet
she had too much vitality to die.

To get a little rest Mr. . Templeton
took his wife to Atlantic Citv, one March,
and the brave and .honest 'little woman
soon rallied, " ; -

"I want to go backi.agaih, Johu,w she
said, after the secondtwecat 'the shore.
"I am stronger now. J arrested. I miss
my work and care for'poot Aunt Amelia,'
and I want to get back to-h-er again, ot-
her 6akef and for my cjjWSfc'Ljftke, andi
for ruy own stie, !'"'"'-- ' "

Mr. Templeton was sileut for a few
momentsr-an- d then said: "Pinkie, my
dear, I have just received a telegram
from sister Eliza the Charity sister,
whom you left in charge of the house
while we were away. Aunt Amelia died
last night."

After the poor snarled and twisted re-

mains of Aunt Amelia had been laid by
the side of her life-lon- g friend and care-
taker, Maria's mothor, as Maria Temple-
ton rode back from the grave In the
closed carriage, she nestled in her hus-
band's arms, and said, in a suppressed
tne, "John, I think now I know what
my tmother meant by the legacy ofAunt
Amelia. I did not understand it then,
but I think I do now. But who suggest-
ed tho idea to mother?"

John was quiet for a few moments,
and then replied: "Well, to tell the
truth, Pinkie dear, the advice came
from the doctor whom you never met at
Los Angles. I mean the one Dr. McPker-so- n,

of Edinburgh sent you to see."
Maria started, and then added:

"Why, how did she know anything
about me?"

"Well, to be strictly honest," replied
her husband, "that is the singular part
of it all. You see, Dr. McPherson saw
that what you wanted was to have some
mission in lifo, and to stop thinking
about your own ailments. So when I
told him about my cousin Rebecca, who
lived at Los Angeles, and who had been
cured of being an invalid by taking care
of the five boys of her widowed sister
who died five or six years ago, ho said
the best thing to do was to take you to
see a woman who had been cured of all
her troubles by having a mission in life.
I told your mother all about it a month
before we started, and she cot Dr.
McPherson's prescription put into her
will."

"But it dont make any difference
now," added John Templeton, as he
printed a kiss on his wife's forehead.
"I know my wife has learned a great
lesson in life, and will never be without
a mission after this."

"Is that the history of my mother's
legacy?" asked Maria, with a bewildered
air, as she looked up into her husband's
face.

"That's all there is to it at present,"
said John, and then he added, with a
curious look. "only. Maria, it's like the
serial stories in the magazines it's to be
continued, jou k
Union.

The Greatest Clock In the World.

The famous clock of Strasburg is pu t
completely into the shade by the great
World Clock, or the 10,000-yea- r time
indicator. It was constructed in Ger-
many, during many years' labor, by Mr.
Christian Martin, clockmaker. The
clock marks the years and leap years,
and will run for a hundred centuries,
when its mechanic works will have to
be changed. The face of the clock is
about ten feet square, and has a large
number of dials and little niches where
122 little figures have their abiding
place. These latter are to allegorize
human life. Every minute a sorrowful
looking angel hits a bell with a sledge
hammer. When he has done this fifteen
times another angel in a red robe strikes
the first quarter. The genius, dressed
in a Louis XIV. costume, turns a dial
so that the figure is shown. At the
same time the figure of a child appears
at a lower door. At tho second quarter
a youth appears, at the third a middle-age- d

man with spectacles and a high
hat, and at the fourth a decrepit old
wreck with a white wig While all
this is going on below, Death, in the
shape of a Comanche Indian with wings,
has been vainly endeavoring to hammer
a bell in an upper niche, but an angel
has headed him off in every case and
protected the human family "by raising
tho right hand in an allegorical rela-
tion," as per programme, until the
fourth quarter. Then Death gets tho
better of the struggle, strikes the hour,
and bundles the old man off into eter-
nity.

The twelve apostles are trotted out
each hour. Above them is a figure of
Christ, who blesses with both hands
each apostle in passing with mathe-
matical exactness. At morning, noon,
and night a number of bell ringers ring
their respective bells with vindictive
energy and an old man drops upon his
knees, as if some on had kicked his
legs out from under him. All these and
many other wonders exposing the fam-

ily secrets of the Rodiac, the heathen
gods, tho seasons, the moon, and the
globe all run regularly. The whole
structure is surmounted by a cock,
which crows at 8 ead-c'ioc-

All Tangled Up.

There is In Sumter county, Ga., a
certain pond or swamp of 100 acres or
more. The water is very shallow, and
grass grows luxuriantly in it. Here
horses and cattle lovo to feed and ducks
congregate in groat numbers. They do
not fear the horses and cattle, but are
very shy when a man is around. Jim
Murray thought by hitching his horse to
a flat bottomed boat he could drive all
over tho swamp and kill no end of
ducks. The plan worked well at first.
The horse drew the boat easily, but
when at the right time Jim said
"Wlioa," and jumped up to firo at the
ducks, tlicre was a hitch in tho pro-
gramme. The horse stopped, but the
boat didn't. It quietly floated on and
banged against the horse's hind legs.
The horse jumped, and at that Jim took
a header backward into the water, his
gun going about twenty feet beyond
him. Just where the gun went is not
certain. It has not been seen since.
The horse and boat kept right on.
When the horse wanted to stop, the
boat hit his legs and urged him forward.
When the boat wanted to stop the horse
didn't know it. Finally boat and horse
got thoroughly tang-le- up, and the lat-
ter went down. Then Jim's brother
Tom, who hod been watching tho bIiow
from the solid land, waded in and cut
the horse loose, and at the same time
Jim waded out. The boat was not hurt
in the least.

At Home. A young lawyer, who has
lately made Atlanta, Ga., his home,
said the people had impressed him well.
Ilcsftid: "I think it is a pcoplo that
will drive hard bargains with you all
day, and ot night spend all the profits
in making you comfortable."

THEN AND NOW.

THBN.

When a boy and when at scliool,
For fear of getting fleeced,

With trembling limbs I bad to rise
To say my little piece.

Now.
And now I tremble Just the same,

Bnt can this difference see,
The one that has the piece to sy

Is wife instead of me.
Troy Telegram.

AN UNSATISFACTORY EXPLANATION.

"Mr. Featherly," inquired Bobby,
"what is meant by a 'bee line'?"

"A 'bee line,' Bobby," explained
Featherly, with an air of cnidition,
"means the manner in which a bee flies
to its hive after it had loaded itself
with honey."

Bobby's face assumed an expression
of perplexed amazement. "

"Then what did pa mean," he asked,
t)T l fwwrmet'-vo- n "OTt-th- e-

street that you weren't making a bee
lino for some saloon ?" N. T. Sun.

FREE AND INDEPENDENT.

Mrs. Hendricks (the landlady) Bless
me, Clara, look out of the window and
see who is ringing so violently at the
door.

Clara Why, ma, its Mr. Dumley.
Mrs. Hendricks (with a sigh of relief)
Thank goodness he has brought the

money to pay his back board or ho
would never dare ring like that.

VERY SERIOUS.

Cincinnati Wife (reading the paper)
I see that the city is threatened by a

water famine.
Cincinnati Husband (yawning)

Ye-es- ?

Wife And it is likely to advance the
price of beer- -

Husband (excited) What's that t
Let me see that paper.

THE REASON WHY.

"Papa," asked a little three year-old,

"why do I say a short prayer and you a
long prayer?"

"Because you are not old enough to
learn a long prayer," explained tho
father.

"Is that it?" I thought it was be-
cause I haven't got wicked enough yet
to say a long prayer."

THE INVESTIGATION.

"You seem to take a great interest in
our Society for the Reformation of Dis-
charged Convicts," remarked the presi-
dent of the institution to an Irishman
who had contributed five dollars.

"I do, indade, sir."
"Ah! I suppose you were neverso un-

fortunate as to be a convict yourself?"
"Niver, sor, but I have a dear brother

who is a New York Alderman and there's
no knowin' what his fate will be."
Texas Sitings. .

DOTS AND DASHES.

A Minneapolis congregation left the
church one Sunday because the minister
took his text from St. Paul.

"What is an Anglomaniac?" It is an
American who carries his umbrella in
New York when the cable announces
rain in London.

Flipkins was passing along the street
iand saw a truuk outside the door of a
Vlpnlor hcnrSntr trip lrrni1 TMa erA

' V no L," saiil r liyKiim. . 1

the worldcalling on men aud women,
but the name has been spelled Pluck on
all of her cards that have come under
our eye.

"I've just purchased a diminntive
saliva dog," observed a Boston girl to a
friend. " A saliva clog ! What sort of
a dog is that ?" " Why, one that is a
pure extract of Spitz."

A Delaware young man rode fifteen
miles through snow drifts to see his girl.
A year after marriage he may iefuse to
go down to the grocery, two hundred
yards distant, to buy a mackerel for
supper.

Two persons came to a clergyman to
have a dispute settled. Each believed
the other to be in the wrong. After ho
had heard them all through, he settled
it in this way : "Let the innocent for-

give the guilty."
"Do you ever sweep under the bed?"

inquired the head of the family, of her
young domestic, whilo examining the
Spare room. '.'Oh, yes, often. Its so
much easier than a dustpan, you know,"
replied the servant.

A Good Day for 'Em. "What luck
did you have fishing yesterday, Penny-bunker- !"

asked on Austin gentleman of
a well-know- n impecunious character,
who owes everybody. "Splendid! While
I was out on fhe wharf twenty men
with bills called at my house to collect
money."
i "We feel," writes a Western editor,
i"that an apology is duo to Widow
Grimes. In our issue of last week we
istated that sho had eloped with an
eighteen-year-ol- d mm. The truth was
;hat she was thrown from an eight-yea- r
pld mare, which she was riding in a
loop, and which slipped and fell. Mis-

takes will happen in the best regulated
bewspaper onlces, and we are confident
that when we state the item was sent
over a telephonejwire, no other apology
Will bo needed."

A Special Mall Story.

A broker in New York told a reporter
a story of tho special letter delivery. A
customer of his at New Haven, writing
him a letter of importance, had put on
a special ten-ce- stamp to insure quick
delivery, but had forgotton to put on
tho . two-cen- t stamp which is also re-

quired. Instead of forwarding the let-Jt- er

and collecting the two cents at des-

tination, the postmaster at New Haven
wrote to the broker saying that such a
letter was held ot New Haven and would
be forwarded to him on receipt of two
cents to pay the postage. It was four
days after the letter was mailed before
it reached its destination. The post-

master had spent a cent for the Govern-
ment to inform the broker of the mis-

take. The broker spent two cents pos-

tage to send a two-ce- stamp to New
Haven and used up two cents' worth of
stationery. Besides all the worry and
red tape fiye cents at least were spent
in collecting tho two cents, and the
principal feature, tho special delivery,
was utterly lost sight of. It would ap-

pear to be possible foi a letter thus im-

properly mailed to be forwarded with,
out any nonsense. The fact that it
bears a ten-ce- stamp for special deli-
very is evidence that it is of sufficient
value for the person to whom it is ad-

dressed to pay the missing postage.

A Railroad Torpedo. A man in
Painted Post found a railroad torpedo
while walking on the track. He took
it home and, not being cognizant of its
nature, gave it to his son to wear as a
dumb watch. The boy sold his "watch"
to his brother, who thought it needed
"regulating" and went at it with a
hammer. The explosion which followed
tore out one side of the younger boy's
mouth, severely injured the other in the
leg, besides doing other damage to win-
dows, etc.

Twelve Japanese girls have been
sent to Paris to learn the stylos and
bring them back. It is thought that
this will discourage matrimony and in-

crease the number of old bachelors in
that country.

A LITTLE HUMKKOre READINU FOIt
TUB l.EISUKE HO CHS.

What a Pittsburg Girl Would Have Done
At the Opera The Husband Wba De-

fended Ilia WM e CJrounds far a Pension
Dots and Dashes. Etc Etc.

. VERY TIPSY.

Wife This is a nice time of night to
come home. Ain't you ashamed of your-
self!

Husband (pulling off hi3 boots and
putting them carefully in tho bureau)
Don't -- er scold. Couldn't get away

er moment sooner. Had a hie-- big

argument.
W. Big fiddlestick!
H. Fact, I 'sure you. Whadcher

think? All er boys of the lodge in
it. Queshun was, wnichof us had er

tiiost Hiniallc and cr Vitif til 5o.'
I beat 'em all. Described you hie
beautiful eyes, silky hair, cheeks hie
roses, teeth pearls, lips cherries tem-
per er hie like nangel. Offered to
fight 'em if they wouldn't admit it.
They gave in, 'n here I am late, late .

er victorious, finest wife in er
world.

W. (with a sweet smile) You are a
sad fellow, John. I'm afraid you'll
never be anything better. Let me help
you take off your coat, dear. Boston
Courier. -

,

WANTED HIS MONEY'S WORTH.

Dr. Pighead visits Mr. Coldham, the
pork manufacturer.

"Well, mv dear sir, I don't see that
there's anything radically wrong with
you. Go to bed early, don't drink any-

thing stronger than coffee and you'll be
all right in a week."

"What, are you not going to give me
any medicine ? "

" Certainly not. You don't need it."
"But you get your $33 just the

same ? "
"Yes. Just so."
"Well, I don't think it is a square

deal. S'posin' you bleed me, put a
mustard plaster on the back of my neck
and gimme a dose of salts. Everybody
that works for me's got to earn his sal-
ary ! " Chicago Rambler.

A FORTUNE. '

One day last fall a strange woman ap-
peared at a farm-hous- e in Indiana and
announced that she was a clairvoyant,
who had come down from Chicago to
show the farmer where to dig up a jug
containing twenty thousand dollars in
gold.

"What's the charge?" cautiously in-

quired the farmer.
"Two thousand dollars, in advance."
"Shoo! that's outrageous."
"But think of it. You will have $18,- -

000 left."
"Y-- e s, I suppose so, but I reckon

we'll let the old jug rest for a while yet.
1 drawed fifty dollars in a lottery last
month and I cleared seven dollars in a
bucket shop this week, and I don't
keer to pile it on too thick. Even now
the old woman wants new shoes, and
the gals aro crazy to have the house
painted two coats." Wall Street News.

didn't go skating.
Small Boy I say, Jimmy, ma's just

ot !i. new churn, ono of them bogs two- -

minuto churns what bring de butter iu
no time.

Jimmy Is it painted blue?
Small Boy Yep.
Jimmy Stan's up high like, wid four

legs?
Small Boy Yep.
Jimmy Cog wheels on de outside,

an' a crank?
Small Boy That's it.
Jimmy Did the feller what sold it to

yer ma have warts on his neck?
Small boy Yep.
Jimmy (earnestly) Scotty, I feels

sorry fer you. Ma got one jes' like it
las' week. Dy'e know why I wasn't
skat in' all day Saturday?

Small Boy No.
Jimmy I was churnin'.

FORGOT IT.

A wealthy citizen of a neighboring
city had been out until tho small hours
with convivial companions. It was not
exactly a "dry locality," that he had
visited, and he arrived home slightly
exhilarated. He managed, by describ-
ing several erratic rather than geometri-
cal lines to get to his bedroom and into
a chair. Then he called to his wife in
a stage whisper :

"I can't get my boots off."
"What's the matter with your boots?"
"Nozzin," (in a faint whisper.)
"What's the matter with your hands,

then?" she cross-examine- d.

"Nozzin."
"Why don't you pull your boots off,

then?"
"Maria, I've forgot the combination."
Boston liecord.

EIGHT nOTJUS A DAY.

"Papa," said the' daughter of a large
employer of labor, "are you in favor of
the eight-hou- r Bystem?"

"Well, daughter," he answered,
"under certain circumstances, I am."

"Oh, I'm so glad," she rapturously
exclaimed.

"Why, my dear, why are you so in-

terested?"
"Because, papa, George has been

only staying four hours every evening,
and ho told ino last night if you favored
the eight-hou- r system he needn't go
home so early. You dear old papa, I'm
so glad you are in favor of it," and sho
threw her soft white arms about his
neck and choked off all explanations.
Washington, Critic.

HEB ItEVENGE WAS TERRIBLE.

"Here is rather a sad incident in the
paper, my dear," said Squildig.

"What is it?" asked his wife.
"A Bohemian girl at Chicago com-

mitted suicide to spite her lover, who
had offended her."

"The foolish girl ! I - wouldn't have
taken out my spite in that way."

"What would you have done?"
"I'd have married him."
And Squildig went downtown won-

dering how he had offended his wife
before they wcro married. Pittsburg
Herald.

GOOD GROUNDS FOB A TENSION.

"I don't see upon what grounds you
can secure a pension. You were not in
tho army during tho war."

"I know, but I was in the Home
Guards."

"Were you wounded or disabled?"
"No; but I first saw the woman who

is now my wife while we were on
parade. Since then I've had nothing
but trouble, and think the Government
ought to give me a pension." Phila,
Chronicle.

AT THE OPERA.

Fanny There is a gentleman on the
right bowing to us.

Arrabella (who is learning to play
euchre) Oh ! then he is the best card
in the pack when the joker is out.

F. What do you mean ?

A. Oh! he is a right bower.
This joke is copyrighted. All rights

reserved. Boston Courier.
OFF TO PARIS.

Clara (to friend) Have you heard the
good news?

Ethel No, what is it?
Clara (triumphantly) Papa has been

bitten by a mad dog, and wo are all
going to Paris.

One 250-Ac- re Farm with fair dwelling, bams, sheds, etc., suitably
into tillage, pasture, wood, timber, sugar place and apple orchard; running

water at house and barn, school house on land that was formerly part of the farm,
saw-mi- ll within one-thir-d mile, soil strong and productive, and farm would bo re-

garded worth $3,000 as farms are selling. Will sell it for $2,000500 down, bal-

ance $100 per year.

One 50-Ac- re Farm, fair buildings, good water, good soil; price $750260
down, balance 50 per year.

One Farm near Hyde Park village, suitable for a laboring man
who wishes to keep a cow and raise his own vegetables; prica 8500150 down
balance 50 per year.

One Dwelling Ilouse In Hyde Park village, location good, buildings new
and good size; price 81,000300 down, balance 50 per year.

Sixteen Acres of Land just out of
meadow, not one-ha- lf acre in the piece but
measure. W in soil part or all.

Several Good Building Lota in Hyde Park village. To enterprising and

Industrious young men who can raise $00 dollars to put into land and labor, I
will furnish the timber, lumber, stone, briok, nails, glass, doors, sash, shingle
and lime, wherewith to build respectable houses, and allow payment therefor to
be made in $25 semi-annu- payments. Land in parcels of one, two and three

acres will be sold on favorable terms to those who want land with same near by

Price of lots, $75, (100, $125 and $150 each.

Partial List or my

REAL ESTATE

Hyde Park village a choice desirable.
what is good; prioe $30 per acre by

188.5,

One Store in Hyde Park village, known as the "Corner Store," or "Page's
Block." It is rented for five years at two hundred dollars per year, bnt ar
rangementa can probably be made to have the lease vacated if desired. Price,

$2,000 $500 down, balance $100 per year.

Sixty Acres Timber Land in Johnson. This lot Is lease land and not sub-

ject to taxation, bnt is subject to an annual rental of $12. Will sell my equity
for $125. I never saw the lot, bnt anf informed that it is within two mUes of a

sawmill, no bad hills between mill and lot, and is represented to me to be cheap
for any man desiring a logging job. Terms, $50 down $25 in one and $25 in
two years, two dollars per M. stumpage reserved nnUl I am paid.

One Timber Lot of about one hundred acres, lying on the banks of the
mill pond which supplies the new H. 8. Haskins mill in Hyde Park. Prioe $300

f100 down, 25 par year. Two dollars per M. stumpage reserved till lot is

paid for.

One Eulldlng Lot in Belmont, Mass., within a few rods of both the Vt. and

Mass. and the Fitohburg depots at Waverly. Price $100 100 down, balance 50

per yea.

An examination of the property wfll show I believe that I have placed valu-

ation much below what good judges would appraise it, but I am determined tc

close it oot and relieve myself of the care of it at the earliest moment practicable.

Parties desiring safe and paying investments will find this property well worth

their examination. To such as want for their own use either of the parcels of real

estate above offered, I confidently recommend A3 CHEW any one of the above

described lots.

CARROLL S. PAGE. milk in her hands.
! "There, there, my darling! do your
daily duty," replied her husband.
"Remember that old motto which was
on the fireplace of the Lutterwork rectory
of John Wyclilfe: 'Do the next thynge.'
Do your duty, and be brave about it,
and a blessing will come to you yet out
of your mother's legacy."

Jlyao rarlc, Vt., Feb 2,
On tho line Tho clothes-- p in.
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