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A QUESTION,

Joy zomes and yoes; hope ebbs and flows
Like the wave;
Charge does unknit the tranqguil stremgth of

men,

Love lends fife a litlle grace,

A few sad smiles, and 1hen

Both are Isid in one cold place,
In the erave.

Dreams dewn and Iy, frionds smilo and dio
Like =wpring tflowers;
Our venntod life is one long feneral.
Men Fx graves with bitter tears
For their deadd hopes; and all
Muzed with donbts and sick with fears
Cennt the honrs

We ornnt the honrs. Theso dreams of ours-
False and hollow,
Do we o hence and find they are not  dead?
Joys we dimly apprebend,
Faces fhat smiled und fled,
Fopes born here, eed born to the end,
Shall we follow®
Matthew Arnold

HER TENT.

She was thevmbadiment of beatty.
™Wone conld ‘have thought otherwise,
seeing her as che sat there alone vn the
piazza, herlovely form slightly inelined,
her hands clasped on her lap, and one
small and dhapely foot lightly tapping
the floor; ithe long, sweeping lashes
drooping langunidly over her dreamy,
lustrous eyes, and o sweet smile play-
ing aroun! her scarlet month, which
was open ‘just enough to exhibit the
even tipeof her pearly teeth.

The restless, crimson tide rcoursing
beneath tthe pure, transparent skin
would secasionally suffuse her cheeks
and then pass gradunally away, only to
surge back agoein and mandle [face and
neck with a burning blush.

Yes, Minerve Lambert was beautiful,
and mever did she look more so than
now,sss, flushed with appsrent exeite
mextt, : and totally unseonseions of the
charming picture she formed, she sat
there where the lomg ‘trailing vines
swaved to and fro on onu side, casting
fantustic shadows on {he dloor. and on
thew ther motley flowers vodding lazily
inthe gentle breeze thet lifted sweet
fragrance from their .coroform crests,
white the slanting beamswof the avening
surrested like a lalo wor her bowed
head.

Minerva had twe dovers—that is, two,
oxdy one of whom she conld think of ac-
wepting as her companien ihrough life.

Literally, she had at least a dozen,
ba’ only two dared hope for her hand.

“These were Lersy Besumont and
Bliark Spencer.

iLeroy was the sen«f wesithy parents.
AMlark was comparafively poor. Leroy
mwas very handsome, withidark, flashing
«sves, black, glossy huiir and fierce-look-
ing mustache; Mark svas not, though
his bright aisd eser-smiling counten-

ance wore snything but s<disagreeable
aspect,

man should becore her husband nnless
he was.i.n every respect worthy :;I her.
- -

Mark Spemver stood heneath the
wide zpreading branches of the old elm
tree, leanimg against its huge trunk
with his arm folded on his breast.

It was just the night for a meeting of

lovers, The moon looked down with
modified splendor frem her starry
throne. Her image was reflected in

the limpil stream. Her tempered
licht flooded the little gable and
stenling throngh the rustling branches,
foll npon the face of Mark Spencer.

Though the features were not reg-
ular, thers was something attractive
sbhout the face. 1t was so open and
wandid, and there was such a good na-
tured smile on the manly brow. The
verdiet of one capable of reading the
heart in the fuce wonld undonbtediy be
good, and even a casual observer would
he struck with the gentlemanly appear-
ance of the young man.

Just now the conntenancs was bright
with hope. Wonld not Minerva Lam-
bert soos he in his arms telling him
how much she loved him?

This, he thonght, was the reason
why he had been requested to meet her
there, preferring fhat romantic spot in
which to tell him of her love.

He heard a footstep behind him.
turning  hastily, he beheld the hand-
some Apolly, Leroy Beaumont, walk-
ing briskly along toward him.

He was much surprised to see him ap-
proaching, and so was Leroy to find
Murk ‘there, for he stopped short and
held up both hands, exelaiming:

“Mark Spencer!”

“Ar. Beaumont,” returned the other,
with a slight nod.

“Why are yon here?" cried Bean-
mont.

“What right have you fo.ask ?” calmly
reforted the yonng man.

His rival colored.

*Sir, you are impudedt,” said he, an-
grily. :

“1 deny the charge, Mr. Boaumont,
and you have no canse fo speak thus.”

“*Again I ask you why you are here?”

Again I tell you that it does not
econcern you, and vou have no night to
agk."”

“Then, sir, will you please leave this
yince; as it is here I am to meet a cer-
tain person.”

And with a hanghty look the osten-
“tations fellow consulted his heavy gold
swatch,

“Minerva should have been here ere
tthis,” he muttered, as if fo himself, but
with a furtive rlanee st Mark Spencer
£o see what effect his words produced
on him,

Mark was supprised: but, pretending
ihat he did not hear the words, he said:

“No, sir; I will pet leave this place,
for I, too, am waiting for a friend.”

m

ing yon to meet me here is accemplish-
ed. Good evening, sir.”

“Stay, Miss Lambert. Shall T call |
to-morrow and receive your answer, or |
can T hiear it now 2"

“Not now. To-morrow if vou wish,
yonmay see me at home.” |

And on the following day DMark
Spencer, with throbbing heart, sat be-
side his love.

When she felt his strong arm stealing
around her trembling form, when she
felt his lins pressed to hers in a sweet
betrothal kiss, and heard his low-mur-
mured words of endearment, Minerva
Lambert felt a sweet fecling of rest
coming over her, and she laid her head
on his breast, wondering how she ever
conld have thought that she loved
Leroy Beaumont more than she did
this noble-hearted man.

L

HEOW QUININE IS USED.

Made the Basis for More Than Three-
fourths of the Presoriptions Put Up by
Druggists.

New York Mail and Express.

If all drugs of the pharmacopeia, ex-
ecept opium and guinine could be
dumped into the sea, I bolieve mankind
would be the gainer in more ways than
one.”

It was in this strain that an old-sehool
physician expressed his disgust for the
healing art in the presence of a report-
er for the Mail and Express.

“Then you consider opium and gqui-
nine the staple drugs.

“Assuredly. Quinine especially so.
More than three-fourths of all -the pre-
seriptions written to-day have for their
basis quinine. Itis used asa tonie, as
a sedative, as an jrritant, as an antiph-

not used for. “Why, the advertisements
it 18 the most important drug known.

ductions in quinine.””

“And have these great redunctions
been made in price, the quality or the
weight 2"

“In the price without doubt. You
ean buy the best article now for $1 an
ounce. Ten vears ago the same article
sold for 25. Half that sum has been
paid for it within the past five years,”

“Then the demand is fulling off 2"
| “On the contrary, the cemand is
greater than ever. The real cause oi
‘the rednction is, I think, the throwing
of immense lots of the drug upon the
market, When Congress removed the
ten per cent. duty, the surplus of the
foreign market was rnshed eover here.
"Then, too, the failures of Alexander

“Do yon mean Mirs Lambert 2"

I‘I ‘.lo."

“Then, sir, yon epeak falsely!” cried
Leroy, flercely.
%o meet her here.”

“I beg your parden, but——"

“Cesse! Hold your tongne!” thun-
dered the handsome anan. “Aundacions
seoundrel! know you not that Minerva
Lambert is soon tc become my wife?
She cares nunght fer you. Your jeal-

They were not frienids, but it was be- | ousy prompted yor!to come here and

wenuase of their rivadry. They had never
Been  personally acqnainted. Leroy,
thinking that features suclhies his were
-essential to any one who..would win the
hand of that beauts, was, cunsequently
wenfident of his abliity to- gein the vie-

#ccy, and, perhape, was anprejudiced. |

Mark's opinion wwas different. Al-
‘though not nearlyso confident of sue-
«ess as his competifor, he was too noble
avmature to allow hatred..or even jeal-
sy to be excited avithini isnn, und e
believed that Minerva Lambert would
ned jundge by persowil appearance which
Ilrs most deservingof theumach-coveted

and.

‘Bat Minerva, it mmst be adid, had a!
Her |

Fev romantic noticne in herlaad.
{father, knowing thewepntation of Mark
Bpencer, advised bherto accgpt him in
preference to the ather, |bhut she hesi-
tated.

My, Beanmont wasso0  hatdsome, so
: and gracefnl, smnd he bad such
bright and flashing eves. and then that
eapiivating mustache was un adornment
that 3r. Spencer conld.not boast of.

Xl she love Leroy Beaumont ? She
thought she did, though when in the
socicty of Mark Spencer she was in
doubi. She was not espable of read-
ing her own heart.

Keww. they bad both proposed. This
very.giey they had both leen =& her
feetpauring forth the story of their
love, and begging for hers in return.

Ofeourse they did net de-this at the
same: time, but at different hours of the
day, ani neither knew .of dhe  other’s
proposul.

She @i not give them her answer,
but dismissed thom both with the infor-
mation ithet they must wait nntil to-
morrew, and thus give hertime to de-
cide. Thep she set her wits to work.

Whiah should she accept? She was
in a dilemma. She was a little partial
to Beaumont, but then she knew so lit-
tle of his charucter. Spencer she knew
to be a -4rne gentleman, but then he
Incked that attractiveness of feature
which, she thoaght, would have made
him look 8o mueh more noble and gman-

Iy.

She hit mpon s plan which pleased
her, and shie immediately began the ex-
ecution of it

She wrode two notes exnetly alike,
and sent sne of them to eaeh of her
lovers. *

They ran fbus:

“Meet me st 8.0'clack this evening ot
$he old elm free on the river hank,
mear my father’s house. ”

At was all she wrote. She knew they
swpuld both be at the appointed spot at!
the appointed time, each hinking bhim-
Aclf the favored ssitor.

She wasthinking of this as she sat
alone on the piazzs, whene the long
evening shadows were creeping across
the flser, and the raye of the setting snmn
were struggling tl:l'-;:ﬁl;.n|1 the network
of vines o kiss her blushing cheek.

She eould think of no better way of
finding out whether Leroy Beammont
was & true gsntleman or not.

It was to see how he would mct on
finding his rival at the place of meeting
that she had eoncluded to make this
.pﬁoi.nirment with both.

bher plan failed, she would eontrive
another, for she bad resolved that no

witness onr meeting. - ch ?"

“ “Tis false!” replied Mark, quietly.
*'I knew not that euch a meeting was
in contemplation. Buat, sir, I bave ne
«lesire to bandy werds with youn; there-
dore I wish you good evening.”

He bowed and wns:about to withdraw
#om the spot when Leroy produced &
g istol and pointed itat him.

Mark was no sowerd. He folded his
=:ms and looked ealmly into the dark
muzzle of the weapon.

“Shoot,” said he; “shoot,
Beaumont. T am unarmed.”

' “Peace, gentlemen'” cried a silvery
woice.

| They Iooked simulisneonsly and be-
heid Minerva Lambert standing there
in the moonlight, her tall, queenly
form clad in & dihite.

Mark lifted hie lLat politely. while
{::is rival stood sbocksetill, staring st
e

Mirerve steppedl provdly forward.

“Bfr. 13eaumont,” sudd she, confront-
inguhiat gentlemsn, “T heve witnessed
your procecdings emeesen came here,
and (have overhesed tthe conversation
carried on. betweew youusnd Mr. Spen-
cer. .Sir, you have proved yourself a
viilise: anc | & coward. You reviled Mr.
Spenear w ithout esuse. ¥ou were going
to sheot hi m even gfiter he told you that
he was miarmed. Anil, 'kesides, you
told m that I mes your promised
wife, wihich you know s fdlse, |

“You. ask ed me fhis dayrdor my heart
and hotd, s also did M ~Soencer. I
gave mneithor of yeu an.snswer,
cause I wishe d to carryaontua little plan. |
I knew mothing of yows ipass life, sir,
nor whather you al pwesent had the
reputation of being goaodoer bad. I
could nei thik of puining - life to
that of ome wl o, commaentivély speak-
ing, is unlmowit 0 me.

“T planmed this meefivg -with the
hope that itenigh ¢ give me .an insight in-
to your truechaiacter, andl T hgped not
in vam. I fesircd to see mour,actions
an confronticg your rivalbheawe. 1 have
seen. 1am aatisiied. Go, sir! pever
speak to me again nor allow'yourFoot-
steps to wlngcr toward my heme,
which vou here so often viamtell .rsa
wolt’ in sheep’s elothing.”

Pele and tremibling, Leroy Desumont,
listened to this speech. cowering befare
the neeusing gaze of those flashing ayes
like a.criminal ressivingr his sentence.
When she had fipished he stood erect,
and for a moment a bitte r retort saemed

Leroy

spoken.
He said not a word, but furned ab-
wuptly ox his heel, with a contempiuo-

ons toss of his head, and walked proud-

Iy away.

When he was lost to viesv in the dark-
ness, Minerva turned to Msrk, who had
been a silent spectator of the little
drama that had just been performed,
and said, in a trembling voies: :
“Mr. Spencer, I hope you will for-
give my making a tool of you for the
execution of my stratagem, and subject-
ing you fo the insults of that man.”
“As to that, Miss Lambert,” he re-

piied with a respectful bow, “There is
nothing fo forgive,”

“PThank you, sir. But I cannot stay

“Bho did not ask you I

gort a3 any man who could
the city of New York.—New York Let- |
fer.

Boehringer & Co.. the largest manu-
facturers of gquinine in the world, and
| G. C.-Myer & Co., the largest dealers
in ehinclhiona bark, kave had much to do
‘with lessening the prices. In conse-
« quence of those and other failures there

ine in London which will soon be forced
to a sale by brokers who have advanced
money upon it and took the drug as
collateral.”

“Y think not. Bottom has been
reached and before long poor ‘fevera
ager’ patients will baveto pay for their
quinine. The estimated product of
000,000 ponunds a year. Connting that
+one pound of quinime, this would neces-
sitate the gathering of 36,000,000 pounds
nof bark. I understand, however, thut
there is o Mexican bark which yields
the same amount of quinine to one-
half the amount of hark, and if thisis

they otherwise would.
the Peruvian bark.
quinine is made does not necessanly
kcomie from Peru. Mueh of it comes
from Cevlon, Liberie andl Java, and it
ids hinted that beiore long it will be
«nccessfully cultivated an the United
States.”

“Is the bark expensive?”

“ It varies in price from 25 cents to ¥l
mn ounce. But besides guinine, which
is-the fifth essence of the bark, cinchona,
winchenidea and other preducts are got-
ten from it. Until recently Germaay
and Italy werk the greatest producers
df quimmne but at present the leading
manufactures in the world are located
iv _Philadelphia.”™

Though ealled

So Soon Forgotten.

Trwas looking throngh @ serap-boek

only a little while ago, and I ran ncross
the:mame of a man who but & very short

be- | time hack was the leading feature at

Long Branch, whose store on Broad-
way -was a palace, and who had the
hantisamest place in Philadelphia and
was known in all the realing of display.
E refer o H. . Helmbeld, who paid
millions of money to the newspapers of
the land, nine-tenths of whem tarned
wpon'iim in hie time of sorrow and
tivnlation, giving him the stones of
radienle for the return of the bread of
psimonage he had so recklessly thrust
upan -the waters of endeavor in
otlear (iays Where is Helmbold |
to-day? The last I knew he was |
in sn idzsane asg'um in Eumope. I
conldn't ell to save my life where heis.
Last week was gix y=ars only sinee the |

Aug. 12, M78, of hemorrhage of the
lungs, 2 elaver fellow, a bright, cheery,
sunbeamy kind of pesson, an enormouns
favorite. I was showig his pictare to |

to tremble on his lips. Itremained un-'|;a young lady within a week, s woman

49 years old, 8 great theater-goer within
the past three years, and she had never |
heard of him! And yet six years age |
fhis photographs were in everingi:l's al-
bum, and he was as well known onm
Fifth avenueand our chisf places of re-
2 named in

The deepest sea-sounding ever made
was in the Pacific Ocean in 1874, near

tne existence of submarine

logistic, in fact, I can not say what it is |
of the druggists show conelusively that

You can read everywhere, ‘Great re- |

is no less than 100,600 pounds of quin- |
“*Then quinine will'be cheaper still?” |

quinine of the world, 1 believe, is1,- |

it takes thirty-six pounds of bark to get |

-0 prices may notgo upso quickly as |

that from which |

how and framework
death of Montague, Mr. Wallaek's lead- | ° z
ing man. He died £n Ban F | gt:ﬁ:‘iy expended  $10,000

PRESENTED AT COURT.

A Woman's Story of a Fresentationata
Royal Drawing Room.

Do you think you can go to a

| “drawing room’ without learninghow
| to make a proper reverence? No, in-
| deed.
| house in the West End, where a very

You must go to a cozy little

elegant and guaint little old French
lady will show you all you have to do
for a guinea a lesson, and then on the
afternoon before the great day you go
to see the lady who is to present yon
to get the important tickets, and to
receive explicit instructions asto your
line of conduet, for, as the lady helongs
to the diplomatic eircle, she will be in
the room with her royal highness, and
you must enter alone. At her house
vou meet some gentlemen, and one
tells you that when he was presented
was the only moment in hislife that he
has known what fear was, anhd that he
was in agony lest he should trip over
hiz sword, and you think of your
three or four yards of train, and you
are sure that it will be much worse
than a sword. And another tells you
that the youngladiesusnally arewhite
and trembling with fear, and that often
they make a terrible fiasco; they tell
vou of one poor unfortunate, who, in-
stead of kissing the queen’s hand when
it was extended to her, shook it vigor-
ously, then realizing what she had
| done, lost her head completely, and,
| forgetting all the great line of persen-
| ages, turned her back andincontinent-
ly fled. .

By the time you leave yourinstruct-
| ress’ house, you are trembling inevery
limb, and you spend all the rest of the
evening making courtesies to thechairs
and sofas, and fervently hoping that
you may not disgrace your country
on the morrow.

Your landlord's daughter devotes
herself to you for the next day, and
makes tha most helpiul and oblioing
of little dressing-mauds, and at last
i yon are ready, all pearls, lace and
shining silk. 1t is quite a longdriveto
the park, Int suddenly you see the
Horse Guards and then you know you
have arrived, and inside the gates
vou find hundreds and hundreds
of" people waiting to =ee the car-
riages pass and standing on tiptoe to
catch a glimpse of you.  All the way
up the long drive the Horse Guards, in
their long plumes and brilliant scarlet,
are stationed at right and left, and in-
side the palace gates is a long row of
horsemen standing close together, and
you alight to the sound of martial
music.  When you haveleft yonrwrap
in n room near the entrance you go up
a very grand stairway, past men with
spears call “Beef-eaters,” dressed inred
and yellow: you hand one of your
tickets to the queen’s page, and are
| ushered with a great many ladies into
a hnge room, all red and gold, and
there you sit for quite a long time gaz-
ing at the lovely views of the park
through the wide windows, and study-
ing the dresses.

As you pass the door to thepresence
chamber you drop your train from
your arm, and the two chamberlains
—or whatever they arecalled—quickly
and deftly straighten it to its full
length as yon walk slowly forward, at
the door of the throne room some one
takes your second card; and then you
hear the lord chamberlain pronoune-
ing your, name in a very loud voice,
and now you are bowing to the
princess, you wish the ladies behind
you would not come quite so fast, for
you feel harried and areconscious you
are not making yourreverence theway
vou were taught; you courtesy to the
adies pext the princess: but how many
there are, or what they look like, you’
" haven't theleast idea;yousee the prince
quitedistinetly, and you walk sidewnys
and make a series of little diminish-
ing bows to the row of dukes or prin-
c¢es or whatever they may be, but of
. them you retain not the faintest im-
| pression. Suddenly wvou feel your
[ train hnstled on to your arm, for in
| your confusion youa have forgotten to

hold your arm out properly, and the

great deed is done! It has Iasted in all
| about fiffeen seconds; you haven't
i seen anything very distinetly, and you
| retain only one idea, that her royval
| highness was dressed in light yellow—
| but you have been presented at court,
| and surely ought to be satisfied. The
| next day wour mame appears in the

Court Cirenlar.—Christian Union.

A Thundering Big Organ.
TLetter in San Francisco Alta.
The organ has 2,704 pipes and fifty-
| seven stops. Some of the pipes are
' thirty-two feet long and large enough
to admit the bodies of three men.
| the towers that rise on either side are
forty-eight feet high, with a niche left
| between them for the Goddess of Mu-
sic. This immense temple of music,
which is nearly as large as a cottage,
is elaborately earved by hand.
It is illll)()h‘-b‘ihlﬁ to estimate the cost
ofit, as it was built in early days,
when freighting was done by ox

! teams across the plains, and many of

the workmen only received provisions
for their labor. But they are a people
who will not be outdone, and when the
Episeopal Church built their beautiful
organ here the Mormons at once be-
gan to improve theirs, which was all

and have
on it.
g = fthat vast auditorium, 200
feet long by 150 wide, where the ncons-
tics are so perfect you can hear a pin
drop from one end to the other, amid
the cool amd silence and solemnity of
the vast amphitheater—ior it iscircn-
lar in its formation, with the melo-
dious, rhythmical, silver-toned strains
of that powerful organ, under themmas-
ter band, one is exalted for the time
being, and fed, as Iimagine he will
when brought te face the.great Master.
When listeningto the grand offertore
{in D) by Baptiste I imagined I knew
what Dante's “Inferno’ was; pandem-
onjium seemed let loose, when a low
vowe in a minor strain began to sing,
and one could only think of the wail

the entrance to Belring’s Sea. The | of a lost soul, and the tears unbidden
depth was 4,655 fathoms and the cast | start—so sad, sosweet, so far away
was made from the United States ship |
Tuscarora. The shallowest water in

the middle of the Atlantic, 731 fathoms,

shows
longer. My sole purpose for request- | mountains 10,556 feet nigh.

is this voice, which after all iz no voice
at all, but only the effect of the organ.
Then comes a burst of melody, like a

hallelujah chorus from athousand ser-
aphimand cherubim. Theeffect of the
“Corneling March,” by Mendelssohn,
on this superb organ, played by this
brilliant performer, can be more easily
imagined than described.

Deaths of Distinguished Men.

The Boston Herald has collected ac-
counts of the deaths of several eminent
men which are peculiarly interestingat
this time.

Napoleon I. died of a cancer in the
stomach. Heunderwentall therise and
fall of health and hope, depression and
despair which have marked Grant's
illness. But the cancer, being in the

stomach, cansed much severer pain
than Grant's. Toward the last he
could not digest his food. Hewas tor-
mented by a constant thirst. His
pulse beat withfeverish quickness. He
was fully aware of his fate. *“The
monarchs who persecute me,”” he said,
“may szet their minds at rest. Ishall
soon remove all cause for fear.” His
dayswere almostgivenover tospasms
of pain, to vomiting and intolerable
thirst. During the intervals of rest
he would talk oceassionally. He said
he was going to meet his subordinate
generals. “They wlll experience once
more the intoxication of human
glory. We shall talk of what we have
done with Frederick, Ceesar and Han-
nibal, unless,” he added with a pe-
culinr smile after a pause, “unless there
should be as great anobjection in the
upper spheres as there is here below to
see . number of soldiers together.”
On the 3d of May he becamedelirious,
and amid his ravings these words were
distingnishable. “Myson. Thearmy.
Desaix.” His sufferings contined until
almost the last moment when he sunk
into unconsciousness. The day before
the death of Frederick the great, al-
though feeble and confined fo his bed,
he went through with all his cabinet
work, dictating to his clerks clearly
and intelligently, but with {eeble
voice. The next day was spent in
a stupor and occasional opening
of the eyes. He knew, how-
ever, of his condition, as he asked
what the doctors had said about him.
In the night he asked what o'clock it
was, said he should rise at 4, told an
attendant to throw a quilt over one
of his dogs that was shivering with the
cold, and after coughing and clearing
his throat said, “We are over the hill.
We shall be better now.” This was
his last speech and two hours after he
was dead.

Oliver Cromwell struggled with his
Tast illness for ten days. Toward the
last he was heard to say among other
things: “I think I am the poorest
wretch that lives; but I love God, or
rather, am beloved of God. I ama
conqgueror, and more than a conquer-
or, through Christ that strengtheneth
me.” But most of the time he was
speechless.

Blucher, who saved Wellington at
Waterloo, said to the King of Prussia,
who visited him during his last illness,
“I know I shall die. I am not sorry
for it, seeing that I am no longer of

any use.”
L

General Grant’s Last Speech.

At the annual meeting of the San-
itary and Christian commissions, at
Ocean Grove, August 2, 1884, General
Grant was present. He was introduc-
ed to the large audience and said:

“Liadies and Gentlemen: Under all
circumstances it is a difficult matter
for me to speak, and how much more
dificult under the present circum-
stances. An hour ago I mizht have
said something about the Sanitary
and Christian commissions. [ wit-
nessed the good done. They did a
great deal by way of consolation,
writing letters to friends at home for
the sick and wounded, and found where
their dead were buried. I hope you
are all having a good time here, to-
day. 1 appreciate®*®*** " and here
the wveoice of the great general was
hushed in sobs. and he sank into his
chair weeping profusely. He was still
a great sufferer from the broken tendon
of his leg, and the linancial crach on
Wall street, which had just swept away

his good name, over which he was very
sensitive, and this his first cordial
greeting since his calamities was too
much for the manly heart to endure
without tears of gratitude. It was
the only time the “hero of many bat-
tles’ was known to shed tears before
an audience though often called to
speak. Theaudiencewept likechildren
and for some moments silence brooded
over the vast aesembly.

This was General I/, B. Grant’s last
speech before a large public assembly.
It will be remembered by thousan
for years to come.

Tasted of the Staves.

1 like to talk with boys about 60
years of age and get them to telling
their reminiscences. By boys I mean
those hearty old fellows who, though
their hair hag turned gray, have as
much young blood in their veins as
they had when they were one-and-
twenty. “I suppose you all have
heard of old Farnier Allen,” said one
of these jolly patriarchsthe otherday.
“He was a great temiperance man,
you know. Well, thirteen years ago
we all went to camp at Portimul, and
Farmer Allen belonged to my com-
mand. One terribly hot day wehad a
clambake, and in the tenf was a big
barrel of cllamlmglw punch, strong

unclry, too. Allen came along very

ot and very thirsty, and looking in
the tent saw the batrel of punch.
‘Hello, boys! got some lemonade,
haven’t you?’ said the old man. “Yes,’'
rel';lied the boys, winking at each
other, ‘help yourself." Thefarmer went
in, took one glass, smacked his lips,
took another, and liked it so wellthat
he wanted more. In a little while he
came out of the tent looking very rosy
and very unsteady in his movements.
He v flected a moment, and then said:
‘Shay, boys (hic), thash almighty fine
(bic) lem™nade in thash bar-(hic)-rel;
but (hic) don’t you think (hic) it
tashta{hic)aleetlemite of thestaves?”

—Boston Saturday Evening Gazette.

all of his life's savings and imperiled |

e B,

Rich Actors and Actresses.
Little Lotta is declared to be the
richest woman on the stage.. Lheard
her fortune put aday or two ago at
31,000,000. This is, of course, ex-

,travagzant., She is, however, worth

all of $250,000, and I dare say, some- .
where near $500,000. In her e.‘zrlgm-___|
yvears on the stage Lotta experienced 0
no end of trouble keeping her money.
Somehow or other it all went. But
as time wore on Lotta eontfacted
business habits, until she 18 now asca-"
pable a business person as anybody.
She has money invested inabout every”
way—stocks, bonds, real estate, and |
I know not what. Sheisnow 38 years,
old. I believe, but she is full of anima-
tion and always a wonderfully happy
little body. She succeeded on

stage because she could not help it.
It 18 perfectly natural for her to cut
the capers that she does, for she ‘cuts
them off the stage as well as on.

The richest man on the stage is’
doubtless Joe Murphy. Ieis wortha
cold $500,000, if he ig worth a dollar.
He was a poor Irish boy, and started
as a variety singer and dancer. His
one nmbition has been to make mon-
ey, rather than fame as a distin-
eguished artist. He has stuck to
Irish dramas, and he has always
played to big-paying business, while
other shows have languished and
died on all sides. He has: sumg °
“Only a handful of Earth from My
Dead Mother's Grave' until it wrings
tears from even him—tears of agony. ~
The song, however, touches the hearts
of his andienceevery time without fail.
The women boo-hoo and the men de-
mand a repetition. Players who are
satisfied with modest positions in the
profession like to go with Murphy.
He expects them to do all that their
contracts call for, buf he treats them
faily and pays them fairly. Nobody
begrudges Murphy his prosperity, for
the reason that he is known every-
where as a square and upright man.
The poorest person in the profession
aggrezates in the total nine-tenths of
the whole. Lilliar Russel is, perhaps,
as badly off as any of the conspicuous
ones. She has received a great deal
of money, but never has kept any of
it, and it iz said she hasdebts withoat
end. Fanny Davenport, I hear, has
invested some money in one of the
dramatic papers. Shehasaccumulated
a fortune, and a very substantial one,
too. Sheis probably worth 875,000
to $100,000.—Brooklyn Union.

-
“Grant’s Cadet.””

“Another case in point,” gaid anold
West Pointer, “is that of Sergeant
Griffith of theold Twenty-second lTowa-
In the assault on Vicksburg it will be
remembered that a part of the Twenty-
second Jowa Regiment crossed tlse
diteh and parapet of a rebel outwork.
In the hand-to-hand fight that follow-
ed every man except one was shot
down. This oneman was Griffith, and
he went down with the others, stunned
but not seriously hurt. On his re-
covery he found a rebel lieutenant and
sixteen men lying in the outwork still
unwounded, but exposed to the fire
from both Confederates and Unionists.

“Griffith roseand asked the rebelsto
follow him out of the place. They
signified their willingness to obey, and
calling to the troops outside to cease
firing Griffith took his prisoners ever
the parapet under a storm of rebel:
shot. Assoon as he heard of this ex-
Ploib Grant promoted Griffith to a first

ientenancy and afterward sent himto .
the Military Academy at West Point,
where he was known as Grant’s eadet.
He graduated in 1867 the fifth in his
class, and T happen to know that
Grant never lost sicht of him, and .
every mention of that battle of Vicks-
burg written by Grant, Griffith receives
asmany lines as do some of thegeneral
officers,”

Bees in a Church.

Fairfield (Conn.) Special.

For more than a year bees have ap-
peared within the Episcopal chureh
here in large numbers. During the
winter, whenever the janitor started
the fires, hundreds of the busy hum-
mers would creep out of their hiding
slaces and fly about the edilice. BEar-
¥ this spring steps were taken to dis-
covertheirhabitation. Twelvepounds
of honey and a guantity of homey:
comb were taken out between the ral-
ters supporting the roof. It was
thonght then that the industrious in-
sects were driven off. Recently, the
first warm Bunday, during serviere.
thousands of bees were crawling and
hummingabont the chuncel. TheRev:
Mr. Lombard conducted the service,
and when the organ and choir rolled
out the morning hymn the insects’
onred i millions from the roof.
Zvidently the bees were preparing to
hive and mistook the organ for the
conventional copper kettle which the-
knowing farmer whacks with gasto.
“when the bees hive.”” The Rev. Mr..
Lombard, after a few short remmarks,
interspersed with slapping lis head,
said he would have to dismiss thecon-
gregation and dispense with the com-
munion service, “as the reason was:
obvious.” The gcod people left the-
church, but even the straightest faced!
could not help laughing.

-
Gigantie Lilies Worn by English Girls.

From the London Truth.

We went recently to the conver—
sazione given by the Academicians at
Burlington House. The crowd was
something terrifie; nevertheless, the
sight was highly effective.

As to the dresses, they were of alb.,
sorts and descriptions; a few only, ¥
am thankful to say, being noticable
by their absurdity.

The show of diamonds and pearls
was ashow indeed, Lady Henry Len-
nox being especially conspicuous.

The show, however, of the evening
was provided by a couple of young
girls. They were apparently alone,.
but, in order that their twin solitude -,
should not pass unnoticed the one-
wore a bunch of gicantic hlies, whiclx
stuck straight up in the air from her
waist, while the other had her left
shoulder completely obscured by amn.
cnormous poppy.
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