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THE MAD HOUSE.

Cold, durk snd gawnt, it Jooms agniost the sky.

1ta chimamyn lookiog Jike thin xrme onttlang

To violet doptha wheesin gold mootis hnve swing.
Thi might-winds seeenm nbout it shrill and high,

Harn Halils stroteh, plowghad sed blask, on svery slda;
Nosound oxcept s night-huwk's lonely ory,
An old min, heary.lnden, stumbles by,

Hin besdy bout—nn biving thivg beide.

Dall waters alids along this westorn wall,
Nolseloss | wild ayon pesr at them in their droama,
A wlow oloud bares the moon—wnd now it sesms

1 bsar & lowt moul's feightonad, plaading oall.

And whilo I stnnd bonoath the pale, nwent xtarm,
Thrwe foartul shrioks are outwnrd boroe to me ;

. And in U oalm moon's pascelul Light e

Horribils, grinning feoo throngh the ham,

10 we had lived with Eve, we wonld probably have considersd entire
nudity aa proper and desirable as some people now oonsider semi-nodity.

The violet does not care whether it s plucked by beggar or by king, so
long sa the hand that plucked it is gentle and the bosom it is placed within

e,

I would rather stoop to the conrse manners of some of God's lowlest
Inborers for hire, than to lower mysell to the loose morals of some of Hin
blusat-blooded princes,

Thera s only one thing more insufferable than the aggressively con-
ovlled man, and that is the good natoredly reminiscent one; yoo may snub
the one cheerlully, but how can yoo have the heart to hurt the other's feel-
ingn?

U0, dear! 1 want somebody to pity me," writes a disheartened friend ;
* my nice garden, into which | have put so many weary hours of toil and
cire, waa totally destroyed last night by s neighbor's cow.” Of course I
wympathilen with her, snd | hiave told her so; but I told her also—on the
principle that misery loves company—that, looking backward (with apol-
ogles to Mr. Bellamy) 1 conldl see, scattorsd all wlong my twisting and turn-
ing pathway throogh life, the waste places of gardens that I have made for
some nelghbor's cow Lo desolnte and destroy. I it not so with all of na?
Our gardonn, perhaps, are oot always composed of such homely, wholesome
hings as Inttnce, radishes, peare and squushes, but the neighbor's cow 1 al-
ways aomewhere around, and sooner or later puts her nose between our
pilings, and peors at us with inquisitive eyes, snd finally plants ber hoof in
the senter of our most cherished bed of blosmoms, And now that [ come to
think of it, 1 wonder if my cow aver goss around poking her noss into other

people’s gardens,

If your lines have fallen Into some quiet, unpretentions place, do not
compluin that it in doll and commonplace, and that ** there is nothing to
Vive for hers," us 1 have heard so many do, Why, déar heart, there is no
place on God's earth so bleak and barren, so quiel and lonely, so wind-
swept woid reinebeaten bot that there [y o great deal to live for right there,
and when yon have grown a littls older you will see it with clear eyes; and
you will, parhaps, look back to the country village and wish=0, how you
will wiah !~that you had been happy and content In that simple life. You
will know, then, that it ls nobler to live well & humdram life, than to wear
otit body mnd milnd and soul in & fover of galoty and frivolity and to stretch
ott your empty hands always to something you can not seles.  Better to aing
babiles to sleep ln the solt twilights that fold down over & cottage howe,
than to loll in velvel carriages and laogh st the bralnless nonsense that
e of the world whisper into your joweled ears.  And batter—lar better—io
dwall forever away from the lights, and the roar, and the temptations, and
this winm of the city, with u clean hoart nnd o pure soul, than to let the elty's
passlonate unrest creep Into your pulses and sot them to beating in & mad
chuse after—deoath,

Al trwchow have thelr tricks, It s i, and 1 find that thare are & good
many little tricks to the trade of authorship. For example, have you
noticed how imposaible it I lately for any writer, olil or new—bat especially

{he latler—to say * thero was & time?'" It is invarishly *‘time was."
“Time was when these mountains were green with trees,” et cetera, I
might be persuaded that it is cansed by & love of brevity, were it not that,
on the very next page, we are confronted by ** what time," osed in place of
{hat dear, old word ** while,” 1t is * what time the tempesta on their heel-
wings Ing,” instend of * while the tempests "—and so on. It is rather ef-
fective at first, but by and by, one grows pale at sight of it. It is like s
black velvet bonnet trimmed with a spray of gold and red sutnman leaves:
the first one you see is ravishingly lovely, the second looks familinr, the
third old, and the fourth haggard and anbearable, Now, if while reading s
book or & magaxine article, I stumble unexpectedly opon *‘time was " or
U what time,” I fold the covers of ibat book or magasine firmly together,
und 1 say very soitly and politely, but with the grimmest kind of determin-
atian: **No, thank you ; | don't want any more of you!"  You do not have
to put on & flimey silk and & paste dismond to prove to the world that you
are & troe woman; nor do you lisve to employ high-sounding and effective
plirases to induce people to rend what you writs, if you have something to
write which Iy worth reading.

* He is highly educated, & polished gentleman, and & ¢harming con-
versaticnalint,” they told me; so I fell rather in awe of him when he was
presented to mo. For fifteen minates everything went on swimmingly—
which T do hope 1 not slang. There was no need for me to say a word; I
hiad only to lexn back in my chair and look intarested, surprised, amused,
or consolatory, as his *' charming convernation ' required, and he did all
the rest. He was "' an eastern man,” and he was quite sure that what he
didn't know waa not worth a thought, and our beautifal west was a ** howl-
ing wildernesa " to him. Tn his * highly educated and polished ™ way, he
pitied all who dwelt in this heathen land. At the end of twenty minutes I
tremblod on the brink of an swful yawn, but recollecting in the nick of time
how intensely interested I was, I conquered (he temptation valiautly,
though it cost me nome tears and a dilation of the nostrils which I sincerely
hope hie did not observe. He seemed to recognize st a glance that [ necded
information and he gave it to me—0, rivht manfully and freely, Thare was
no denying that he talked beautifully; but by and by, it did oceur to me
that I should love to hear the sound of my own voice once in a while.
Whin, finally, at the end of an hour, he went away, beaming, T was con-
vineed not only that he was a ** charming conversationalist,” but also that
he was an unbearable egotist and & plain, common bore, And since that
dreary day 1 have fought shy of * conversationalists,” and cling to the good,
old-fnshioned '* talker.”

It is wald that when a woman tips & waiter, ahe does it before she has
been served, while s man always waits antil after the service, This proves
how deep and gobile is woman's wisdom, Waiters and Pullman car porters
are specially sttentive to men hecavse their imaginative minds always see
a possible tip in the near foture, while they wre nsually unattentive (o
women ooaccompanied by an escort, Therelore, if a woman wishes to se-
cnre extra service and atlention; she should give the attendant to under-
stand beforehand in a qoiet, dignified way that she means to puy him, At
the same time, there is eomething repolsive o u refined woman in the very
thought of alipping Afty cents into the black palm of a burly negro, merely
to persuade him not to be indecently rude to her when she is traveling
alone, It would be more sensible and modest, I think, for esch woman
who s not treated politely und sitentively by employes who are paid by s
company {or such service o quietly put in & complaint at headquarters. If
pach woman would do this, it would soon become safer and plessanter for
women o travel alone, No company wishes to get mach a repulation for
citrelesn attention to women thit they will hesitate to travel alone over their
lines, Abont a year ago a gentloman trled to engage a stateroom for his
wils an a Paget sound boat, but conld only secire one berth, as the pumer
informed him that he must pot two ladies in each root.  When the gentle-
man's wilo entered the stateroom late at night, she found the lower berth
octopled by & woman of bad repute. She immedintely mtamed to the
oabin, and sending for tho purser, requested him to remove the woman
from the room. He became very indignant, and tried to eruah her with his
lordliness and bigh-mightiness, seeringly Informing her that hee husband
had understood that another * lady "' wan to occupy the room with her,
Then shis looked him, quietly and modestly and noflinchingly, straight in
the eye, and said she, very low but sternly: * Did my husband give you
permission to insalt me?  Either you remove the woman {rom my room, or
1 nit here in thin oabin all night, and when we reach our destinstion, report
your conduct st headguarters,  We will see if the company wishes it known
that & woman can not travel on it boats withont receiving insuit.” In
twonty minutes she had full possession of her stateroom, und was treated
with the most obwecuious politeness for the remainder of the trip—and with-
out giving anybody any 'tips" too, And when, u mouth later, she re-
turned on the same boat, the purser came 1o her courteonaly and asked her
to designate which of the ladies in the cabin she prefarred to share her
staterogm.  And she smilingly * designated.”




