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TRHUE WORTH.

By the pleasant fire they sat one night,
Husband and wife alone,

And they talked of the changes they had

S2el,

And of how the years had flown;

Of the sons, now scatterad far and near,
And the danghters woood and wed :

¢ We're only two ia the house once mors
Oh, Mary, my wife! " he said.

“When we were alone, forty years ago
So veung, and happy, and poor,

There wasn't a prettior girl than you,
Nor a better one, 1 am sur

I promised vou then I'd make you rich,
If vou'd only share my life;

I'm worth a miilion pounds to-day!
A million of money, dear wi. 1"

“How much am 1 worth!” she,
asked.

He looked in her ten:l~ - face;

He looked in her eves, thoa closad his own,
And thought for a little space,

“ You are worth the life I've spent with you,
You are worth its richest joys;

You are worth m re gold than can be told—

You are worth my girls and boys,

“You are worth the years that are yet to
come;
You are worth the world to me;
« h, Mary there is not gold enough
To say what you are worth to me!”
“Well, dear, I was worth the world to you
More than forty vears ago,
A million is but a bagatelle
To the whole wide world, you know.

“So, then, we have never been poor at all;
Now isn't it nice to know

That you were a million billionaire
More than forty years ago !

We were happy then, we we are happy now,

So tell me the difference, Frank:!”
“It isn’t much,” he said with a smile;
“I've gathered a million from the pile,

And locked 1t up 1n a bank.”
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IN SEASOIN,
Oh. pallid meads! Ob, snow-clads hills!
Oh, wind-swept dales! Oh, frozen rills!
Oh, Nature—sad and sere and drear—
Cheer up! cheer up!
Sweet spring is here!

To beauty, life and love and glee
Her magic touch shall waken thee.
Oh, Nature—cold and chill and still—
Awake! Awake!
Thy sweets distil |

Ah! who Spring’s glories doth not span?
* - -

- ol

The editor: That mad-eyed man,
Who at the poet swears and gla“d§
And kicks him down
The sanctum stairs!
Jas, A, Waldron, in the Current.
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hat with bow. *‘Good
| morning.”

' She turned when he had left her, half
hurt thet he had taken her at her word
and gone away. Then, woman-like, she
L 18t 1nto tears.

“‘He can just g..,”" she said, sobbingly.
“Ife can go and rciorm the cor-cor-rupt
| party to which my father belongs; but
' oh, T do hope he will 1 e beaten.”

Several weeks before the election, ex-
Controller Scott, who _had been =o ot
cupied as to rare’y ecat at home
dining at bome with hig daighter.

a dignificd

Wils

It up any more:”

smilins |

As he r-ilmkt: he looked over the top of

A newspaper, which was well-known as
an organ of the popular party.

“I am not a friend to the ofiposition,”

' she said, proudly.

Mr. Scott langhed.

““What a girl you are, sylvia. You're

| an out-and-out partisan. But you needn't

have been so hard on young Arbuthnot.
He's. a nice young fellow—too nice to

!

l

u h_'..'

““So’vou and Arbuthnot cannot makcs

™

rum as a candidate of such a party as the-

. opposition; but; bless you, he hasn’t the

ghost of a show. Wearegoing to sweep
the polls this time.”
““Then yvou feel sure of vour clection,
papa’’ e B e
“I'd bet my last dollar on it.

‘““You are to speak in Billingham Square

' to-night, aren’t you?” Svlvia said, chang-
ing the subject deftly. **Thomas is going

b |

to drive me there,’
““Y ou must not think of sucha thing.”
“Oh, ves. I will go in the barouche,
and I won't even stick my head out once.

' Now, papa, don’t bother; Cousin Fred is
' going ‘with me, and you known 1 never

heard you make a stump speech.”
Sylvia had her way about this. Atthe

hour appointed for the mass-meeting, she

was driven to the grand stand, - Billing-

' sayvs,” she cned, leaning forwards

Lhe

vexation.

' ber.’

¥ ' . - &
ham Square was packed with péople. By

' the light of the blazing torches, carried

by the clubs who had turned out, Sylvia
saw such a scene as she had never wit-
HCSEUti I}Cfur{‘. “L‘l‘ C:H‘fi.'l;_:ﬂ j'ﬂllhi not

- get very.near the platform, and, as the

wind. yas blowing the wrong way, Mr.
Scott’s speech was all lost to her. y %
““I can’t hear a word, Fred,” she sgid,
turaing to her cousin.” |
Across the sea of upturned faces, show-
ing every gradation of virtue and intelli-

' gence, marking every station in life,

touching every phase of depravity, Sylvia
saw her.father haranguing the populace

" with all the earnestness of enthusiasm.

“Oh. T wish I could hear

what he
, But
her eousin drew her back. i ¥

““You mustn’t show your face, Syivia,”
said, emphatically. *‘There is a per-
fect mob around vou, and you promised
that vou wouldn't look out of the win-

' dow.”

“But I can’t hear,” she retorted, in
“T might as well o home.”
““I think 1t would be a great deal bet-
' said - her cousin.  “*But you can't

' drive through a crowd like this without

“Do you know,” said Sylvia, with a
restless movement of her pretty peacock-
fan, ‘I amreally unhappy this morning.”

Webster Arbuthnot leaned over with
a look of such obhvious devotion that a
third party, if there had been any such
a disagreeable person present, could not
possibly have doubted his hopeless in-
fatuation.

“Tell me all gpout it,” he said, posses-
sing himself of the hand nearest him. |
““What is it that troubles my darling?”

Sylvia's sunny head drooped on his
shoulder.

‘‘Papa is going to run for Congress,”
she said, disconsolately; but was quite
unmindful of the start her lover gave,
“We always have such a disagreeable
time when pa is runrving for an office.
Oh, Webster” (sighing), ‘‘after we are
married, I hope you will never take to
politics.”

Webster got up quickly.

“I am sorry you don't like it, Sylvia,”
he began, in a nervous way. But a sud-
den burst of music from a brass band
broke off his speech abraptly.

“It 1sa parad2,” Sylvia cried excitedly,
springing to the window as the band at
the head of a body of delegates, turned
the corner.

Webster followed her reluctantly.
had grown suddenly pale. 3

“*Sylvia,” he said hurriedly,

““It is the opposition,”™ she interrupted.
‘““See! Thereis the banner. ““We want
reform, and we have secured it by the
nomination for Congress —" H

Sylvia gasped.

4 of Webster Arbuthnot?”

“Darling!” he cried, flinging his arm
around her, “‘LLet me explun. T was
just going to tell you, ——when”

**Then you are are going to run for
Congress, too! And against papa?”

“They forced the nomination upon
me. [ was the compromise candidate.
Heaven knows I did not seek the honor,
but I was 1n such a position that I could
not——"

““Oh, no doubt,” she answered causti-
cally, frecing hersell from his embrace.
““Those honor= usua!ly are thrust upon
one, it seems.”

“*Sylvia, you are unkind.”

““And no doubt you expect to defeat
papa. Oh, the arrogance of some men
is astounding.”

“Don’t be angry, darling. 1 amsorry
that your father and I happen to bz the
opposing candidates. But every man
has a right to his opinion, and it cannot
make any difference to us, what are our
vespective politics.”

“No? It makes just this difference,
Mr. Arbuthnot -

“‘Mr. Arbuthnot? Sylvia!”

‘I should be sorry to marry a politician
any how—they are always a low set; but
I will not marry one of the opposition.”

“Oh, my darling, don’t say that!”

“I mean it.
like politics.

Ie

‘i' : A
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If you would rather en-

cage in them than please me, you may

do so. Ihave nothing more to say.”
“But you would not have me give up
my honest convictions just because you
oppose them, Sylvia, You could not re-
spect me as a4 man.”’
“I mean exactly what I say,” she re-
plied, shrugging her shoulders. *‘I have

no desire to bhamper you in any way.

Let us consider our engagement at an
end.”

Webster drew back and
her.

looked at
Her tall figure was drawn up to

its full height, her eves flashed, and he !

knew by the haughty curl of her proud
lips that she was Doth earnest and angry,

“As you will,” he replied, taking his |

through the crowd very-easily:
there's a dear boyv.”

sresented

You knew that I did nd

" but not dead.

killing some one; sothere’s nothing todo
but wait till it breaks up.”

“If I only had some chocolates. Don't
be disagreeable, Fred. Won't you run
over to Marron's and get me a box?”

Fred hesitated.

“] won't stir,
minutes.

and it won't take ten
You're a man, and vou ean get
Do,

Fred got out,and did as she bade him.
Sylvia sat 1n the carciage, looking curi-
ously at the surging crowd. The horses
shied a little at some passing torches,

- and Sylvia leaned “forward thoughtless-

ly. so that the light feli full upon her

beautiful face, with its misty glory of yel-

low hair. A5 ‘
The crowd saw her.

“Whew! ain’t she a stunner? eried

- some coarse fellow, with a leer in his eve

and in a moment several ugly faces were
peering in the carriage door,myking vul-
czar ecomments and shouting their approv-
g

Jut ,l‘ll::

rather the papers would do the square
| thing. This attack on Arbuthnot’srecérd
- 1n the custom-house isdownright mean.”

.

deposited its rich alluvial mud.

With a low, frightened crv, Sylvia

shrank back in‘o the carriage.

“I" say, beauty, gimme a
vou?" eried a'low fellow, wit!
on the door, and his foot on t]

“This 1s Mr. Scott’'s carriace™ she
cried, frantically. -“Help! help!?

A strong hand came to her deliver
ance. The rutfian was dragged away by
the collar; there was a fierce scuffle out-
¢eide of the carriage, and, cowering in
one corner, Sylvia heard -the ecry of
“*Police!”  Then there was a- roaring in

K1S8, won't
1 his hand
1€ .'.-rtl‘ll,

“her ears, and she came veri{ near faint-

ing. Suddenly ecome one touched her,
and said, in low, tender tones:
“‘Sylyia, are you safe:™
“Webster!” she sobbed,
God!

‘*COh, thank
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have the consolation of knowing 1t was
a good man.”

But Arbuthnot was right. A greatl
many of the opposition did vote for Mr.
The wound he had received,
morcover, awoke general sympathy, and
so brought him votes, He had m the
district a majority five hundred,
which elected him.

When the returns were all in, and
Webster know positively that he was de-
feated, hé éame to Sylvia with a smiling
face.

“‘] am beaten,” he said bravely.

SCott.

of

“But

1

I shall count my loss as little if you will |

only renominate me as your husband.”
She looked at him with shining eyes

and held ont her hand with a sweet 1m-

pulsiveness.
‘““You are elected—bv an overwhelm-
ing majarity,” she said, softly.
He took her in his arms and pobtics
were nowhere.
- “But I think that

BRIGHT AND LAUGHADBLE.

CUMOROUS SKETCHES TAKEN FROM
OUR E:LZCHANGES.

(mriosity— A Weddiney Costom —1Te

ton'd i old ' p _ |
tem in Hia k Inki, Btr, Etec,

Little Dick—*Is yon going to be my
new b:other?”

Mr. e Rich l:‘«ﬂﬂ"”"'l‘**—"ll suitor)
my little fellow.”’

““You is goin’ to get hitched to my
dster, ain’t vou?”’ i

“Your lovely sister and T are ere long
o be united in the holy bonds of matri-
mony.

“I'd like to sce 'em."

¢‘See what?”

“*The bonds.

-*‘Yes,

SQister has been blowin’

ibout how many you have to everybody

' what comes, - ~-Call.

I ourht to ask you |

to foreive me.” she said at leneth. ‘*You |

have behaved beautifully, dear; and 1
am proud of you—if—you do belong to
the opposition. I think every man has
a right to his convictions, provided they
are generous, and—and-—if 2 man has a
taste for politics—a real taste 1 mean—
of course he can’t be blamed for ”

further humiliation for Webster stopped
her mouth witn kisses.

The second vear of their marriage,
Arbuthnot was again nominated for Con-
aress, and ran so much better than the
candidate of the popular party that he
polled a higher majority than any candi-
date who ever ran in that district.
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Irrvigation in Egyp:

The ancient wealth of Egypt nas ever
been in its crop of corn. As surely as
tlke seasons come round, so surely has
the Nile risen vear by vear. From the
earliest time the valley of the Nile has
been divided by earthen embankments
into a succession of great flats, measur-
ing occasionally as much as 100,000
acres,
sezies of short canals into these flats,
where the water stands two or three feet
deep until it has soaked the soil and

time the Nile has subsided.

four or five months after the crop 1is
reaped. No ra'm has fallen on
but the soil has Dbeen
saturated to require mno further
watering. A rich crop is produced, but

by this system only one crop in the year, | oAl
Fx-Alderman James Pearson has an intl-

and during the summer months, when,
from its latitude and température, one
might expect Egypt to be vielding sub-
tropical fruits, the empty fields lie baked
and parched. Muhammed Ali Pasha,
whose genius and energy created modern
Ecvpt, soon recognize i that more might
be obtained out of the soil than this one
crop of wheat or becans. e set to work,
therefore, in Lower Ecypt to deepen the
canals, so that thev should flow in low
4s well as high Nile. His people were
not long in discovering the benefits this
conferred on them. Pumps and water
wheels soon lined the banks of the
canals. Egypt became known as a cot
ton-producing country, and during the
American civil war, twenty years ago,
wealth poured into 1it. But this new
system was a vastly more complicated
one than that which it superseded. To
suit the convenience of wealthy men
numerous canals were cut, without sys-
tem or arrangement. Complaints soon
began that the crops were deterlorating,
that the soil was being exhausted, no
longer replenished by lying two months
a vear under muddy water,
places a salt fllorescence

the s rface fatal to vegetation. In high

The rising flood is diverted by a |

By this |
The drying | . o
. s | were as empty and licht as yvours is,
mud is rudely plowed and sown, and e PL - :

{

it, |
sufficiently

In many |

appeared on | Twenty-third street railroad, and when

Nile there was abundance of water for |

all, but in low Nile, just when the cotton
crop wanted it most, there wazs least to
be had, and then the peasant’s poor little
patch had every chance of being with-
ered, while the pasha’s broad acres were
flourishing. Worst of all, this great
network of canals was vearly
with Nile deposit which had vearly to
be removed, and an unpaid army of 60,-
000 peasants was employed for about
half of every yvear effecting the neces-
sary clearaaces. In the long, narrow
valley of Upper
portion, the old Pharaonie system of 1ir-
rigation still prevails, and here the
Egyvptian has little to learn. In the
delta the new cultivation with perenniul
irrigation is practiced, and in this, the
richest part of the country, Lord Duffer-
in soon saw the gravest reasons for anx-
iety. A system had been created which
the people did not understand. Ignor-

- ance of the most ordinary rules of engi-

Take meé home <= take me home!” |

Hehad gathered hei in his arms, and |

she was too much fnchtenad to resist.

“‘Drive on,” he cried to the coachman. |

But this was impossible now, forthe way
was fairly blocked. :

In the crowd a fight- was in progress,
for the rowdies who had accosted ﬁ}‘h'iﬂ
the interference of some one
who had come to her rescue, and a
passage-at-arms followed. Two fellows
in particular closed in a scufile, and, be-
fore the police arrived, “they had drawn
weapons.’ . :

The sharp report of a pistol was heard
unexpectedly.  But, in the surge of a
scuflie, the course of the ball was chanced
completely. Flyving wide of its intended
victim, it sped over the heéads of the
crowd -and struck Sylvia’s father. who
was still 'S]Eﬂking. He fell forward,
blood gushing from a wound in his side.

“Mr. Scott is assassinated.” was the
cry that echoed through ‘the streets.
Svlvia heard it, and sank insensible into
Webster’s arms.

That was an awful night, Fred, de-

layed in a scuffle with a thiel who tried

to pick his pocket, came home, wild
with anxiety, having failed on his re-

turn to find either Sylvia or the carriage. |

Mr. Scott was in a dangerous condition,
It was a singular sight,
in the weeks that followed to see the op-
position candidate spending a'l his leis-
ure time at the bedside of his antagon-
1st.

neering, indolence, and corruption were
fast destroying the country.—Nineteenth
Century.

An Ancient Burial Custom,

At a recent meeting of the Anthropnol-
ogical Society of London, Mr. J, GG, Fra-
zer read a paper “‘On Certain Burial

(‘ustoms as illustrative of the Primitive |

Theory of the Soul.” The Romans had
a custom that when a man who had been
reported to have died abroad returned
home alive, he should enter his house
not by the door, but over the roof. This
custom (which is still observed 1n Persia)
owed its origin to certain primitive be-
liefs and customs with regard to the
dead. The ghost of an unpuried man
was supposed to haunt and molest the
living, especially his relatives. lence
the importance attached to the burial of
the dead, and various precautions were
taken that the chost should not return.
When the body of a dead man could not
be found, he was buried in efligy, and
this fictitious burial was held to be sutfi
cient to lay the wandering ghost, for it
is a principle of primitive thought that
what is done to the effigy of man is done
to the man himself.—London Academy.
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Mustaches in Curl Papers.

““That is one of the latest ideas in the
barber business.” remarked the proprie-
tor of a large barber shop down, as he

- pointed to several gentlemen with their

“You'll beat me now, Arbuthnot,”

Mr. Scott said, with the resignation of
extreme weakness. ‘‘Ten days before

- was impossible.

mustaches done up in curl papers.
**The trouble has always been to give
the mustache a nice curl, but the time
in which to do it was so short that it
At last the idea of

using papers was tried and found to be

election make or mar a candidate, and I
haven't the ghost of a show, lying here

like a helpless baby.” |
] don’t teel so. sure, sir,” saxd Web-
ster, quietly.
as controller, and a great many of the
opPolition are going to vote for you,"
‘Maybe so,  But, 18 1sm beaten, I'll

vy vl
=1

“Vou were very popular

just the thing. You see, when a custo-
mer gets into a chair the first
thing done is to roll the ends of his
mustache up in papers, in which condi-
tion they are left until the shaving and
combing has been completed, when they
are taken out of the papers, and found
to have & fine ourl,"==New York Sun,

tilled |

Egvpt, exceptin one |

' calling of the bridegroom.
Here she was .u]uu'(nl the nccessity for

turned

A Wedding Custom.

“I'm going to get married,” said he,
1s he placed a hand upon the counter as
larce as a Dutch cheese, 'Emll I want a
wedding cake.”

“It is customary,” said the pretty
bakerv eirl, “‘nowadays to have the ma-
terials of the cake harmonize with the
For a musi-
»ian we have an oat oake, for a man
who has no calling and lives upon his
(riends, the sponge cake, fora newspaper
paracrapher, spice cake, and so on; what
is vour calling, please?”

“I'ma pugilist.”

““Then vou want pound cake.”’—Z5os-
‘0 {*Hh".\"fhr,.r'.

He Could Hold Up His Head.
“I tell vou what it is, Mrs. Jinks,"™
said that lady’s husband, wrathfully, ‘I
lon't want you or any other man 1o say

I'm erooked in my dealings.”™
“\Who said vou were;” she answered,

sulkily.

“You did, madam, when you inti-
mated that I bad money, and lied to
keep vou from using 1t. | want to tell
vou. madam, I can hold my head upany-
where.”

“That’s nothing," she snapped out,

“Ain’t it? 1 think it's more than a
ereat many husbanis can say.”

“No. it isn't, either, if their heads

Jinks adjourned the meceting. —Mer-
-*f.-”,r.g.l_’- T'raveler.

el

Written in Hilack Ink.

A funny storyv coneerning some poli
ticians in the Thirteenth district is atloat.

mate personal and political friend named
Dr. Gilbert, a district politician of some
repute. One day, not long ago,
Gilbert called on Mr. Pearson and told
him he had a friend whom he wanted to
have appointed a driver on the Twenty-
third street railroad.

“Oh! that’s all richt,” said the alder-
man. “‘I'll give him a letter to Mc Lean,
the superintendent, and that will fix
him all richt.”

The alderman wrote a letter,
which satisfied Dr. Gilbert, and 1t was
over to the would-be driver,
who in due course of time handed it
to Superintendent McLean. The superin-
tendent read 1t an‘l told the :tllililt‘:lut
there was no vacancy ol the line at t hat
time. Some time afterward Alderman
Pearson. Dr. Gilbert, and a number of
other politicians were '::_‘_’;llljt'l‘l’ll in the
[tah House. and the conversation turned
on the trouble officeholders had In pro-
viding places for their constituents.

“ But I've got the railroad business
down fine.” said Alderman Pearson. *‘I
know Mclean, the superintendent of the

a man wants a position on that line 1
oive him a letter to MclLean. When it's
written in black ink MecLean knows he
needn't give himself any trouble about
it., but when Iusered ink McLean knows
I want the man appointed.”

“Oh, ho,” said Dr. Gilbert, looking
queerly at the alderman. **1 see, [ see.
The letter vou gave me the other day
was written in black ink."”

The crowd roared, and when the jolly
alderman tried to explain the crowd only
roared the louder.— New York Tumnex,

Precept anid Example.

““Papa, what is meant by always hit-
ting the nail on the head, in daily life?”

““It simply means, my son, that you
should come directly to the voint in all
your dealings with the world.”

*“*But how, papa?”

“Well, let me sce. Hum! Ah, I
have it! Run out to the shed and get
me a nail, a hammer and a pine block.”

““t:rt‘tht‘}' are, Ir;lp:l."

“Very good. Now I will place the
block on my knee —so. Then 1 will hold
the nail all ready for being driven into
the block—so. Now take the hammer

" and strike the nail directlv on the head

and it will enter the bloek. If von
strike all around the nail, without hit-
ting it, your blows will be wasted. Are
you ready, my son:”

““Yes, papa.”’

“Then—go!”

L

“‘Put that arnica bottle back in its
place, and then spend the rest of the
afternoon filling the wood-box. If 1
catch you shirking I'll baste you within
an inch of vour life. Do vou hear?”

‘“‘But, papa—wasthe blow wasted?”
Det roit Journal.

Yy

The Ruminating Ham,

A solemn-visaged old ram, with long
wool, was one day browsing in a valley
with a large number of animals, and
after the weather had been duly dis-
cussed, he remarked : '

““Now, just look at this suit of
clothes, Here's something strictiv first-
class. You don’t pick up raiment like
this on this road. I'm SOTTY you fellows
can’t dress in this stylg, but it can’t -be
helped. Yocu see I am a stylish gentle-
man by nature. My clothes are the
cynosure of all eyes.”

The animals passed on without re-
plying. In a few days the sheep-shear-
ing took place, and the old ram, along
with the other sheep, was deprived of
his fleecy garments, and made to look
very naked and homely. Soon after this
humiliating experience he met the ani
mals in whose presence he had boasted
of his fine clothes.

“Well, Major,” remarked the Goat,
addressing the Ram, ‘‘you seem to be
stripped for a Turkish bath.”

“Yes, and 1 congratulate him on the

prospect,” obseived the Bear.’

Dr. |

=

= a ge—

a voung Ass, jist from colleze, as he
nipped a mouthful of grass with classic
orace: ‘*don’t be discouraged, old fel-
111“’_” h

“*The }[:llint‘ seems to be -.'.Yriplltll for a

| }nrim !}j_ﬂn_" whiwin'!‘rti the ]’:llﬂf';ll'l.l. WiIh

Elis Wead —\Writ= |

' norant of the ways of good society.’

amiable sarcasm.

““I've had enouch of this,” retorted
the Ram, ina tone of offended dignity.
“1'll butt the life out of the next one of
vou that says anyvthing more on the sub-
ject. My cast off garments are worth
more in the market than the whole car-
casses of yvou. It is not good taste to
wear the same suit
wear it out. You are evidently very 1g-

Moral: This fable teaches that the
lamp of philosophy shines brightest

| against a somber background of adverse

circumstances,. —Lije.

Bill Arp on Farming.

It's a wonder to me, says Bill Arp 1n
the Atlanta Constitution, that everybody
don’'t oo to farmine.  Lawvers and doc-
tors have to sit ahout town and ]rl:i_‘.‘
checkers, and talk politics and wait for
somebody to quarrel or fight, or get siek;
clerks and bookkeepers figure and mul-

ine stars, and the flies on the ceiling,,
and the peas in the dish, and the flowers
on the papering; the jewcler sits by his
window a!l the vear round, working on
little wheels, and the mechanic strikes
the same kind of a lick every day. The-e
people do not belong to themseives; they
are all penned up like convicts in a chain
gang; they can’'t take a day nor an hour
{or recreation, for they are the servants
of their employers. There is no proies-
sion that gives a man such freedom, such
latitude, and such a variety of employ-
ment as farming.

There's no monotony upon the farm.
There's something new cvery day, and
the changing work brings into action
every muscle in the human frame. We
plow and hoe, and harrow and sow, and
oather it in at harvest time. We look
after the horses and cows, the pigs and
sows. and the rams and the lambs, and
the chickens and the turkevs and geese.
We cut our own wood, 2n raise our own
bread and meat, and don’t have to be
stingy of it like city folks. A friend,
who visited us not long ago, wrote back
from the town that his grate don’t seem
bigger than the crown of his hat since
he sat by our great biz friendly fire-
lll:lt."'.

| may be mistaken, but it seems to me
a little higher grade of happiness to look
out upon the green fields of wheat and
the leafing trees and blue mountains in
the distance, and hear the dove cooing
to her mate, and the whipporwill sing a
welcome in the night, and hunt flowers
and bubby blossoms with the children,
and make whistles for 'em and hear ‘em
blow, and see 'em get after a jumpin’
frog or a garter snake. and hunt hen's
nests and paddle in the branch and get
dirty and wet all over, and watch their
penitent and snbdued expression when
they go home, as Mis. Arp looks at ‘em
with amusement and exclaims: “Mercy
on me: did ever a poor mother have
such a set! Will I ever get done maKing
clothes? Put these on right clean this
morning, and not another clean rag in
the house! Go get me a swith, right
straight, go! 1 will not stand it!”  DBut
she will stand it, and they know it—es-
pecially if I remark. *‘Yes, they oucht
to be whipped.” That saves ‘em, and
by the time the switch comes the tempest
is over, and some dry clothes are found,
and if there is any cake in the house
thev get it. Blessed mother! fortunate
children! What would they do without
her. Whay her very scolding is music
in their tender ears. I'm thankful that
there are some things that corner in the
domestic circle that Waull street cannot
buy nor money kings depress.

st SN S,
The Symptoms of Hydrophobia.

The first symptom of hydrophobia 1is
a sulky disposition. The dog slinks
away under a bed or lounge when in the
house, or into the darkest corner of his
kennel, or under an outhouse, and tries
to escape notice. When callzd out he
comes unwillingly, and goes back as
soon as possible. e 1s very nervous,
and frequently rearranges his litter and
skulks about from one corner to another.
His eves show the change that is coming
on. Doos sick with any disease are apt
to seek dark corners,but in hydrophobia
they are invariably restless.  The next
symptom is temporary hallucination. lHe
secems to hear something, and jumps up
and runs to the spot, or snaps in the va-
cant air as if for a fly, or stands in an
a titude of expectation. This symptem
is often overlooked, or, if noticed,
ignorantly supposed to indicate a return
of health. Another symptom is a de-
praved appetite.  He ceases to take his
natural food. and swallows bits of wood,
old leather, and all kinds of filth.  The
voice of the dog is then changed,
becoming hoarse and lower in
tone, beginning with a single open bark,
followed by three or four diminishing
howls from the botton of the throat.
The saliva, which at first is abundant,
dries down and becomes ropy. The dog
tries to clear it from his throat, and acts
as if he had a bone fast in his teeth.
Many people have been fatally bitten
when trying to help a dog get the 1m
aginary bone out. Folloxine this come
the paroxysms of fury which causes him
to fly at evervthing he meets and death
follows from exhaustion if the disease is
allowed to run :ts course.

A common and dangerous error about
hydrophobia is that the dog cannot and
will not drink water. The dog drinks
frequently until the fatal paroxysms are
upon him, and even when he is unable to
swallow he will thrust his nose deep into
the water in his fierce desire to drink.
lle will often obey his master and re-
ceive and give carresses until the last

1S

stages, and will even submit to punish- |

ment when liable at any moment to fly
into an ungovernable fury. o
The poison will not usually remain 1n-
active more than three months in an an-
imal which kas been bitten by a mad
deg; but unquestioned cases are on rec-
ord where animals have gone mad eigh-
teen months after they were bitten. Peo-
ple dislike to kill favorite dogs; but
safety demands that an animal that has
heen bitten by a strange or suspicious
dog should be killed.—XNew York Sun.
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The suvplying of sponges for the soft |

flesh of weaithy and high-fed New York.

ers has become guite a trade In itself. |

Cup-shaped spouges of fine texture sell

- YQuantum mutatus ab illig " exclaimed | ag high ne §135 to $20.

'
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©Maryland State Archives, msa_sc2929_scm3532-0072.jpd
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of clothes till vou shilacat %

i The value of crushed ice as a dressing
for wounds and sealds is a confirmed |
L '
: .11(_‘T.
' fresn lard and made 1nto a
 is placed in a thin cambric bag, and laid |
upon the burn.

NO. 40.

HYALTH HINTS.

For nose bleed, get plenty of

' dered alum up into the nostrils.
For earache take pinch of pepper .:ltld
- moisten it with warm water, place in a |
' small piece of linen cloth o
tie up firmly and place in the ear.
| will give immediate relief.

r in cotton,

The Medical World says: *“‘An excel-

ent local application for the temporary |
relief of neuralgia and gout is prepared |
together equal parts |

rubbing
thymol,

Dy

o

11]1

meethol. {*:nn]:hor and

mixed with
paste, which

The erushed ice 1s

As soon as the mixture
has melted apply a new dressing.
Dr. H. M. Lawson, of Cuthbert, Ga.,

' who is is described by the editor of the
| Southerii

Medical Record a ‘‘modest

as

' though worthy practioner,” announces a

“ure for cancer.
1erstand. in the

It consists, as we un-
heroic use of arsenic

pow: |

It |

~ombined later with causticapplicatious. |

' [n one patient suffering from epithelioma
tiply, and count until they get to count- |

n the left temple, one fourth of a grain

' of arsenious acid was given, and grad-

ually increased to three-fourths of »
rralun.

Dr. Elmore Palmer, of Boulder, Col.,
says that the climate out there is most
beneficial in uncomplicated cases
spasmodic asthma, for which it afords
the *light air cure.” In other
words he thinks the curative effects are
ilmost wholly due to the
ffects of lessened atmospheric pressure.
Whatever the explanation the fact 11
worth recording. e believes that this

licht atmospheric pressure

' with its coolness and dryness makes it a

favorable climate for consumptives 1n the
sarlier stages, but even then the best re-
sults are only to be obtained by camp-
ing out during six months of the
twelve,

Why Doctors Don’t Catech Disease,

“Some men,’’ remarked t’._':tptuin Hor-
.on. ‘‘can move in the wnildst of pesti-

lence and miasmata, and never scem any |

the worse.” *“low, for instance, do
vou doctors defend vour fortress?”

"~ “I'm glad you asked the question. We
defend the fortress first by using ordi-
nary precautions. We will not, if pos-
sible. breathe more infected air than we
can help. We will not be stupidly rash.
Depend upon it, my friend, that when
Dr. Abernethy kicked his foot through
the pane of glass in his patient’'s room
because he couldn’t get him to have his
window down, the excellent physician
was thinking as much about his own
safety as that of his patient. Secondly,

physicians know that they must live by |

rule when attending cases during a pes-
tilence. The body must be Kkept up to
the health standard. In times of epi-
demic let every one see to himself, at-
tend to every rule of health; live regu-
larly, and keep the stomach most care-
fully in order, and be abstinent. There

* m — —— e ————
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LITTLE THINGS

A little thingz, a sunny smile,
A loving word at morn,
And all day long the

The cares of life w

sun shines bright,
e made more hight,
And sweetast Il-!}l s woere boro

A little thinz, a hasty word,

A cruel frown at morn,

And aching hearts went on their way,
And toiled throuzhout a dreary day
Disheartenel, sad, and lorn.

Ah, bitter words and frown! With thee
No want nor pain compares,
Oh, pleasant words and sunny smiles,
Y our hid'len power our griet beguiles,
And drives away our cares.

—f('harles f,rﬂ‘f',;u:‘_l !h’”.

HUMOR OF THE DAY,

One swallow doesn’t make one spring,
but a wasp generally does, provided »*
18 sat upon.— G raphice,

The man on rolier skates always strikes
out. That's why he doesn't play base-

lrlln. m—— ”* ;*;-f,-f”:'- TI TN -'rr !

‘*Sheep shearing is done by machinery
in Australia.”™ In Wall street it is done

' 1n the old-fashioned wayv—Dby hand.—
'. LHEELH f_'{‘!!.fr:fﬂ,

' to "’
- come 111 ).

Professor (reading)—*‘Enter Mephis-
(Turning to Mr. C., who has just
“tood mornine,”  (General

' I.'UHHI'-.‘-{]'-. —_— f_*qu”f;.-‘;,r.frf ."“;‘ Ei E-J‘"tl‘j"_

of |

It costs f[.:l‘t}"twn centsto stop a frain.
In Fl}iti‘ of this expense we believe 1t 18
often cheaper to stop the train than it 1s

mechanical. |

tn_:_f{*t'nl‘!l‘ |

to throw a passenger off. — 'r‘f‘;*.‘-f.*{'.

Grover Cleveland is not hard of hear-
ing, but when anyvbody asks him who
his fi=st assistant postmaster-general 1s,
he sayvs “Hay ""—Merchant-Traveler.

In the sorinz the tuneful tom-cat thrilis
creation to the quick:
In the spring the back room lodger hur.s the
fruitless bob-tailed brick.
— Washington Hatchet,

Young hopeful (to his sister)—1 say,
Nell, pass me the butter. Nell (in a tone
of reproach)—If what, Johnnic? John-
nie (goaded to desperation by the delay)
—If vou can reach it.— Lise.

THE LEVEL-HEADED MERCHANT,
The merchant now deviseas
A plan brisk trade to win;
He straightway advertises
And rakes the shekels in.
— Doston Cowreer.

A New Jersey man broke up house-
geeping and went to a hotel to board in
order that his wife might enjoy roller
skating to her heart’s content. Opinion
is dividel on the question whether he
loves her or wants her to break her neck.
--(,;H‘H.

HARD TO EXPLAIN.

Some thinzs in this world

Are hard to explain:
T.oe lighter the dude

The heavier the cane,
The hngger the bat

The smaller the brain;
Does any one know
Why these things are sof

— Boston Courier.

is no other way of defending the fortress

of life against invisible {oes.”

¢ This living according to rule,” said
my friend musingly. ‘‘is a terribly hard
thing to have to do. At least, 1 am
sure most people find it so.”

“Few people,” 1 replied,
of doing anvthing of the sort, until actual
danger to life stares them 1n the face.
Some one e'se, 1 believe, has made a re-

mark similar to this before now, but it |

%
w

is worthy of being repeated

‘ And it is true,’” added Horton.
have been thinking a good deal lately—"

‘“ Most people who are laid low do
think,” I said.

“‘] have been thinking,” said my friend,
“that most of us err by eating more thaa
1S necessarv.”

-« How very true that is, Horton! Why,
in careful regulation of diet—a diet that
should incline to the abstemious— #2
have one of the best defences against In
visible foes of all kinds. This is one of
our posts, and should be held at all ris.s,
if we care for life at all
only. but comfort while we do exist.
is a fact which all should bear in mind.
that overeatine not only corrupts the
blood, but destroys nervous cnergy.’ —.!
fg[“““ry Doetor. in Casséll.
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Bach’s Bovhood.

Bach had only begun to receive in-
structior from his father on the violin
when the latter died, leaving Sebastian
an orphan in his tenth year.
now went to live with his brother Johann
Christopn, who was an organist at l_‘hr-
duff. He gave Sebastian lessons n sing-
ing, and ciavichord plaving—the piano
not then having been invented.
little pupil

progress, soon knowing h's exercises by
' heart, and begging for something more |

difficult. For some strange reason his
brother always denied this request,
Christoph had a manuscript which con-
tained the works of the celebrated clavi-
chord compo-ers of that day. Sebastian
was not discouraged wnen his brother
refused to lend him the score. Fired by
his love for music, he managed to

i et the manuseript from the closet 10

which it was kept, and, child as he was,
he copied it all.  As he was allowed no

candle, he could oniv read on moonlight |

nights, and it was six months before the
work was finished. When his brother
found the manuscipt in his possession,

precious copy from him. -
- In 1698, Christoph died, and our
young musician was thrown upon the
world at fourteen, with his own living
to get. Through his beautiful voice he
obtained a position as chorister at St.
Michael's church, Luneberge. This was
a great advantage, for, beside his musi-

cal studies, he reccived an edugation. |

Bach fclt how recessary it is for one who
desires to progress in music to hear the
best masters of his art, and to that end
frequently trudged long distances to
neighboring cities, often staying after
his monev' was spent, toiling
hungry and forlorn, but with the mem-
ory of the music haunting and inspiring
him.,—St. Nicholas.

o
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Yichard A.Proctorsavs that there are no
less than 635,013,559,600 ways in which
a hand at whist can be made. That all
the cards in the hand may be trumps
(the dealer's. of course, must be taken),
the chance is but one in 138,753,380, 900
(one-fourth of the number just men-

tiopned,)

and not for life |
It |

“‘think |

iiII

A girl with three arms is one of the
attractions of a Louisiana show. This
voung lady ought to be sought for by
every marriageable voung man in the
neighborhood. She could put two arms
around a man’s peck while she turned
pancakes with the other.—Sun Franaciseo
. Post.

When first I went to the skating rink,
Said 1 to myself, said I,

Of the cup of pleasure I will drink,
Said I to myself, said 1,

I’'ll fasten the rollers on my feet

And some fancy skating do so neat—

My style with envy the crowd will greet,
Said 1 to myvself, said 1,

When I tried to straighten out my legs,
Said 1 to myself, said 1,

Old fellow, you're shaky on vour pegs,
Said 1 to myself, sail I,

I was cruelly spilled all o’er the floor,

And saw two mil ion stars or more,

And in sev'ral spots feel mighty sore
Said I to myself, said 1.

—Norristowa Herald.
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A Chinese Clubhouse.
Describing a visit to Cienfuegos, Cuba,

1

a correspondent of the New York Zimes
savs : One of my first adventures in
Cienfuegos was a visit to the Chinese
clubhouse. There are two of them, but
this was the larger. Purser Miles and I
went ashore together through the large
open shed that covers the landing place
and took a carriage for a short drive into
the town. As we were going up one of

| the streets we passed a fine large build-

ing that Mr. Miles said was a Chinese

The child |

The |
astonished his master by his |

home |

' clubhouse, and I immediately suggested

that we should go in and see it. Itis a
long time since I have talked any Chi-
nese. but the man on guard at the door
received us courteously, ushered-us into
an inner room, and sent a Chinese boy
after somebody on the other side of the
' courtyard. The entrance was through a
long, broad hallway, paved with marble,
" and leading to a fine, large room, also
marble paved, which opened upon a spa-
cious quadrangular courtyard in which
" were flowers and plants, and a fountain

playing in the center. l-:,'vur}'thing was

in quite as good order as In any of the
best clubhouses in New York, and the
marble doors, the flowers and the foun-
tain cave the place an appearance of ele-
exceeded by the
the Knickerbocker.
'The wentleman who had been
sent for proved to be ¢he
president of the club, and he soon came
and showed us every attention. He
spoke English fluently, and told us all
"about the club, and about its handsome

gance ceriainly not
l'llinu l.t';lj_":lll‘ oI

| ors, | building which had once
he was cruel enough to take the child's | SBORR, 2

been the residence of a wealthy Cuban
family. He showed us about the build-
g even pointing out an idol or two
standing on a shelf, and cunducte:d us to
q room in which the muster roll is kept,
where in a large frame are securel the
names of the 500 Chinamen who com-
prise the membership. We had previ-
ously selected some cigars from a glass
case in the first room we entered, and
felt rather taken down when, upon leav-
ing, they would not let us pay for them.
The president laughed at the idea of
strangers visiting the house being al-
lowed to pay for anything, and sent his
boy to bring a bottle of claret, which,
mixed with plenty of ice water, can be
appreciated nowhere half so much as on
a hot day in Cuba. The whole place 18
upon a scale of grandeur that I had no
icﬁra of finding in any Chinese establish-
ment outside the Orient, and after belng

treated by everybody we met in the most

{

courteous manner possible, it aimost
made me blush to think what a reception
any ordinary Chinaman would meet if he

.ghould happen into one of the fashion

! able clubhouses in New York. |




