BARBARA.

Jwas there any mail, Eben "
A:]n}euing over the little wicket gate,
dark locks falling about her in
i careless tresses, Barbara looked
iy down the shady street and then
at thie tossing elms, where the busy
\'&d; were chattering. And sad to relate,
“grown of discontent crept over Bar-
4 'y low, white brow.
i theuﬁgeéeh;m im:l?erfo: ‘t.l:e
- R .
LAghom L made inquiries
a0 MK 4 Eben's lip trembled o little
m’;is. vaice sof wondgrfn].lti ftnt-
gl o080 you are anxions to ge
bin. [mImm:Il:g) old :;lhco. Miss Burlgm-a : il
a1 am," sid Miss Leighton
sharply, with an imperial air. “I am
of it all. I should be glad to go
nere away from here."
made no reply. He looked down

angled curls, the soft, wistful
o nBiho dimpled Hands o

ihe mesh of honeysuckles—then

away over the tops of the snowy balsams

t world where Barbara’s
sl €. was thinking with one
ernel pang which gripped liis heart at

moment of what life wonld be at the
furm without Barbara. He had tried of
Jate to live withont connecting bher in
qoy way with his days and nights, his
duties, bis hardships and his joys, but
Je made sOrry wor of it. It gave Eben
fright to know how much eyerything
wendind on this proud, spoiled beauty,
whoss lream now was to get away from
sucls be le—the common folks around
rhorough.
l‘mbmgut eighteen had a great long-
ing for the gay world of which she had
woald insumimer evenings when sitting
ander the musky vines in the farm-house
Li, or when lying amid the cowslips
ﬂe meadow, where, under a growing
ight of ecare, Eben toiled wit eat
prown hands in the capacity of help to
the Widow Leighton. Eben was as
much part and parcel of the place as the
mmh]ling headstones in the little grave-
vard on the hill, where all the dead
ightons were lying, No one ever
dresmed of his going awny; although his
werits were ncknowledged, and it was
eheerfully admitted that the boy bad
wn into a strong, handsome man,
with shrewd etpacities as a financier,and
& turn for machinery. A great many at
the village had dropped into the habit of
wldressing him Intely as Mr. Hexford,
and Eben’s museles commanded respect.
He had a little snnggery in the barn he
ealled his workshop, where, atodd hours
on miny days, he tinkered with lathes
and pulleys and edged tools. When his
farm work Lad been tidied up and the
cows lind been milked and turned into
the green woodlands again, Eben shut
Bimself up in his workshop and pottered
over his numerous inventions and
thonglit of what great possivilities might
lave been his if he had been born some-
ing better than Mr. Leighton's farm-
band. He realized sensibly that there
were £til] possibilities for him ont yon-
der beyond the dark line of elms and
firs which he conld see from his study
window, But his bepefactor had died
and left all the tangled threads of Lis
affairs for young Hexford to unravel,and
bie conld not have deserted Mrs, Leigh-
ton and the girls—Barbara and Theo, It
wonld not have been right or manly.
Things were going straight now, how-
ever, the farm was in a prosperous con-
dition, and even an indifferent man-
er pould have kept the wheels moving
which Eben had fixed in their places.
But Eben remained on the farm while
the seasons waxed and waned, and the
girls were growing into fine, tall young
women with restless yearnings for a
busier life than was to be had at Lar-
borough,

He had expected that a girl so pretty
15 Barbard wonld be sometime leaving so
dull o place, but he nevertheless felt a
wild, savage pain at his heart, when he
learned that  lettor liad been sent to a
distant aunt to see if she would not look
ufter Barbura when she enjoyed the ad-
vantages of a finishing school for young
ladies, The longest summer days would
fade into short summer nights, and by-
and-by, when the first yellow leaves
sould be dropping into pools and hol-
lows, Burbara would away—perhaps for-
aver,

Eben was too much of a man to sigh,
and too mnsenlar to do without his sup-

o7, but he fell into the habit of taking

ng walks nlone, or of sitting under the
boneysuckles on the porel, where bLe
wild see the moon rise and where Lo
®uld lear the yonng ladies singing
plaintive songs, nccompanied by the
etueked strains of the old harpsichord in

& best room,

He lhad just plucked the first
e of May, and, twirling it
tonghtfully in'his fingers as he strolled

wh the garden path to his workshop,
¥hen he heard tho breezy flutter of a
wuslin robe and a light footfall behind
him on the gravel walk. His haatd
dtopped to his side. It was Theo who
“me mpidly after him swinging a white
sun-honnet by one string,

0 was a saucy, petulant, provoking
Jonng person of sixteen, whose pranks
@d whims had often tried Eben's tem-
Per sorely—having him stop the harvest-
g to saddle Rulof, her pony, or meddle
¥ith kis tools and npset bis newest in-
‘®otion.  But Theo's eyes were such a

e¥ blue , nd her smile so bewitching
4t Eben Lad not the heart to seold, be

% lie had humored her in all her wil-
tloess himself, and there was the faint-
resimblance to Barbara in the brow
:g ’,‘h"*l-]ml chin which tied him hand
ot

“Ob, what a lovely thing!” said Theo,

Wuwp Tittlo haud.  “Is it for me?”
No,” said Eben rather grafily. “I've
' ib eve an this bud for some time,
Boticod that yonr Lady Isabels are in
® tondition. Yon will have a cluster
""”lhf‘m by the day after to-morrow.”
Well, you old stingy, I suppose you
0 ¢ mind running down to the mail for
I forgot what Barbara ssked me to

Wything, you know. "
k1 shall’ have to go down and see
Auson about the wagon gear anyway to-
%, and I can just ss well stop at the
Isit the letter from—from
Haven?" And Eben very thought-
7 Uit off the leaves of the rose and
Hed thern with his strong white

5, it was a letter from New Haven,
Eben was charged to bring
", aod some pink

ol | has

eighteen velluloid buttons by Theo, who
ran after him to suggest allgoohla "carn-
mels in case the letter failed.

1t was a sort of satisfaction to him that
the Jetter did fail. But it hurt Lim to
see Barbara's dinppointment. He had
remembered Theo's womanish little
errands, and he still held the rose, which
he laid now on Barbara's clasped hands.
For all she had grown to hate the old
Blm, she loved its old-fashioned, big

uffy roses as fondly as when a child,
and Eben had braided a long garland of
them for her out of the finest and best,

She caressed the rose and tucked it in
among th_e curling locks, where it nestled
just sfmmt her cheek. Eben flushed
und paled as he remembered how e had
lidd his heart in the heart of that rose,

“The lelnltts:;gll be sure to be here to-
morrow, he ,gently. “I am goin
down the first thing in lli- morning. s‘:'Thg
young ladies around Larborough are not
to be without a gallant this season. A |t
handsome young man from New York
s come down to stay some weeks in the
neighborhood. 1 met him with Dr.
Ormsby in the gig.”

Eben was not slow to note that this bit
of news awakened a faint show of interest
in Barbara, j

“What was he like?" said Barbara,
blushing a little. “I trust he is an ac-
quisition, Did he look like a gentle- |
man?"

Yes, he looked like one—Eben was
compelled to admit that he did, and had
slender, soft white hands, which Eben
had not.

Days after this Eben, in an agony of
jealous anguish, was compelled to nccord
the stranger a great many other ud-
vantages and sccomplishments, He
rode well, was a good shot, talkep fln-
ently, sketehed passably, understood
women, and was Miss Leighton's most |
ardent admirer, t

Eben foresaw all this, and yet once
when their mingled voices floated out to
his little den, he brought down a lLam-
mer wrathfully and smashed his thumb
nail. Morning and night he saddled
and brought round horses for Barbara
and Mr, Ney, and went away to his work
in the Lot fields, while they were canter-
ing down thas shady roads, and Mrs.

put ont lluu hand

ing; 1
better than life, than heaven,
rather have died than live
forever.”

.Im,.num I cannot suffer wore than
have,"

“Then shall T tell you something?”
and she hid her face inm illow, @

and tonched her head

caressingly.

“I'have been very willful and blind
and very unhappy, Eben. I would have
given my life o save yours, as yon gave
yours for me,"” .

*But, Barbara; oh, Barbara, my darl-
ve mine because I loved yoo
I wonld
to lose you

“But you will not lose me.” Her arms

stole tenderly aronnd him and she laid
her cheek agninst his.
to you and it is yours.”

“I owe my life

*“Babara, think what you are saying. 1

shall be mad encugh to think that vou
care for me!” J

“Eben, my love, you are all the world
ome. Cannot yon see that this is so?”

“AMyown!"

With one great effort and a spasm of

his old strength Eben pressed Ler to his
heart,

“And you never meant to marry Ney?"
“I'am afraid I only meant to make you
ealons,” said Babara, with her old san-

Ciness,

1 shall mend now fast enough butnot
wntil you have promised toabide by what

I say, my durling.”

“I promise solemnly."
“Then we shall be married to-morrow,”

The Proper Way to Cut Your Throat,

The season for snicides will soon be

around. Readers of the newspapers, of
course, know that since Inst season for
shuflling off we Lave had a suicide here
and there, but they didn’t come together

o o bunch like they ocenr ulong about
his season of the year,
In view of the close approach of the

bloody period, a physician hunted up a

aragrapher of this paper one evening
ast week, not to interview him, but to

offer him some suggestions,

He stated that his heart went out in

sympathy to the unfortunates whom the
fates have decreed shall offer themselyes
soon on the suicidal altar,

“This," said

Leighton and Theo were beating eggs in

getting np rare dishes
The lotter hm? come from New
Haven and Barbara had answered briefly
that she could not go until some time
She had never looked so animated
nnd beantiful as now. She rarely saw
Eben, sending him her roequests by her
sister, and Eben went on at his inven-
tions feeling as if every blow of his chisel
ioce of his heart's core.
he would have soorned
the ides, Eben had grown wonderfully
baggard and pale with great dark circles
under his eyes since Dr, Ormsby had in-
troduced Edgar Ney to the Leightons.
He took little pride in the knowledge
that he was the better man of the two,
but he did know that he could erush Ney
with one hand into a limp, shapeless
mass, and he wondered somefimes why
One day he was seizod with
He was pruning a
pear tree when he looked np and Barbara
stood before him, in her habit, switching
ot the mottled buttertlies that fluttered
on the hollyhocks, and aronnd Eben's

the
for ten.

uttery end

later,

drove out a
And, althong

he did not.
a fit of trembling,

brown hands.

“How pale and ill you look, Eben." It

lmmt she conld say, and it was

the truth. Eben's heart beat madly for
a moment and then went on slowly,

*1 am not one to get ill, Miss Barbara;

I am not browned so much as nsoal, por-

haps."

}'Iiu “Miss Barbara” sounded oddly,
and his looks belied his words.
looked down at the ground and said

was the

nervonsly:

“I hope you will not argue with me
this morning, Eben, but I've set my
heart on riding the colt, Tam O'Shanter,
I am not in the least

to the falls.

ofraid.”

“But T am,” said Ebner, calmly.
eannot permit you to risk your life with

that vicious colt,"

“Mr. Ney will take care of his vicions-
ness,” Barbara answered, a trifle inso-

lently.

““Mr. Ney may ride O'Shanter and wel-
come, but I eannot consent for you to.'

“Then I must do it withont your con-
Be =0 kind as to have the colt
ground in & gquarter of an hour.”

Eben finislied his pear tree and went
into the shop to wash his hands of blood.
He had ent himself to the bone.
bara and Ney eat on the poreh reading
from the “Princess,” when the horses
The colt sheried and reared
when Barbara sprang lightly in her sad-
An admirable horsewoman,

sent.

appearad.

dle.

She

ug

Bar-

she

he, “'is the reason why I wanted to have
achat with a reporter.” After quite n
train of other apologetic remarks for
taking np the seribe's important mo-
ments. the dootor questioned him
whether he had ever tried to saw his own
neck open, The seribe not being able to
recall ever having cross-cutted his thrap-
ple, answered in the negative,

“Well,” resumed the doctor, patheta-
cally, “*You have hieard of many a poor
follow who has. Many have succeedad,
and many others have mado o boteh job
of it. I have never tried to sever my own
windpipe, but I've been ealled to sew to-
gether the windpipes of a good many
others since I've been in the &aw-bones
business, and I've often remarked, and
I 'spose you've done the same, that the
majority of folks who ‘stick’ themselves
need some instructions before attempt-
ing it. They onght to visit the slangh-
ter houses, for instance, and watch the
butchers opening pigs' throats, or else it
wouldn't hurt them to proeure the
‘stifl” of a pauper from the Poor Board
and carve the meat off his neck and see
Liow a fellow's constructed around there.
Throat-cutting is like most other things;
there's a right and wrong way of doing
it, and people who take that dodge of
putting on the angel plumage usually
get hold of the wrong way. Yon see
when a person goes to run the sharp
odge of a knife across his throat it is the
natural thing for him to throw up his
chin, thus stretching his neck, and the
muscles and ligaments and nerves (here
the informant used a lot of jaw-breakers,
which we have left out through respect
for our readers) are so put together there
that the stretching adds agony to the
pain. The blade only gets in far enongh
to give the Yupcrn a sensation, and then
the poor fellow usually prefers to bear
the ills he Las than fly to others that he
knows not of, If & man must ent his
thront let him borrow a sharp razor from
the mearcst German barber or colored
man, if he isn’t rich enough to own one
himself, und slit open his anterior jugn-
lar. He ean't miss it if he ents auy sort
of a respectable gash on either side of
the windpipe. A fellow can shuflle, sure
pop, every time if he follows these direc-
ticns, but lie shouldn't hoist the chin up
while doing it."

Thinking the phbysician's idea may
ussist some poor creature “‘whe struts
and frets his weary hour upon the
stage,” and wishes to make his bow, to
shuftle, the writer subjects 1t respect-
fully to the consideration of the pubhe,
—Pittsbury Leader,

held Ler own finely, and Eben stood asif
rooted to the ground until a tarn in the
rond Lid them from sight, then like a
deer lie set off down a footway toward
where the railway crossed the road s

with horror he romembered .that
the morning express would come .
down in ten minutes, The rider|’

French Heels.

I saw a tall, stately and elogant lady

on her way down Broadway. Bhe was
dressed  fanltlessly,

judging by the
tandard of present fashions, and was

I

had stopped by the way to

dinals for Barbara.

himself under his hioofs.

»

ow.'

In an agony of grief and remorse Bar-
bara hang near him all those todious
duys, when Eben's mind wandered and
he muttered troubled, inccherent sen-|
tences, in which, poor fellow, he taold all

% &ud 1 ghall get a scolding from | weak _
mma, who can’t have Bab crossed in | first moment of sanity and conscionsness
which came made him sigh and wish that
he had remained oblivious to life and its
It was Barbara whe leaned on
him with ber great brown eyes filled with

his hopes and fears. He was now indeed
pale, with un ngly
sear in his left temple, and his hands lay
and nerveless on the coverlet. The

haggard and ghost]

miseries,

fears.

“Oh, Eben; how can you bear to look
st me? You can never forgive me!”
“You would not say that if you knew

what is in my heart.”

.mi“.. not tell me, Eben? I am so
"Im.lon'y!ortht;tmm not tell

ermit Mr,
Ney to dismount and gather the first car-
As they trotted
sharply down the road, the roar of the
train was heard just beyond the enrve.
Maddened with terror the wild, young
horse Barbara rode reared, plunged and
gprang away from the other horse and
darted down the cut toward the train,
With a hoarse shout to “‘sit firm” Eben
rushed out from the copse and flung
He caught the
bit in his hands and pulled the colt on
his haunches, and then a violent kick
mude him drop like & log. Some wood-
choppers came to the rescne, and as they
lifted Barbara off the frain thunderad by.
Eben was picked up for dead, and even

"Oveting the rose und stretching out her i‘“"- Ney declared he was a “‘rave fel

an object of interést and scrutiny as she
moved through the feminine erowd. She
looked as nneouscions as snybody whose
heart was bounding with the knowledge
that her clothes were being admired.
Her gait was easy, even and graceful,
until, all of & sudden, she stopped, and
in & flash grew two inches shorter. This
shortening of her stature startled me,
Bhe rocked for a few seconds like a ship
in a short sea, und then righted Imr.wl).
rose to her former height, and passed on,
What could it meann ? I had not been
deceived as to the lessening of her
length, for her dress, now as before,
cleared the sidewalk on which it rested
during her brief dwarfage. Determined
to sulve the mystery, I followed hLer un-
{ til precisely the same thing happened
again; and that tune I saw the simple
cause of the astonishing effect. Fash-
ionable shoes are now made with higher
heels than ever, and the hecls of the
shoes aro placed so forward that the
lieein of the wearer project rearward. In
fact, these French heels, as they are
called, are now put as near the middle of
the foot as possible and not destroy the
center of gravity. To walk on them is
difficnlt, and withont practice is as dan-
gerons as skaling to a novice, but the
ladies learn after a while to manage
| them very well. In the ease of this par-
timh{h lady, however, the heels u:*em ‘g
near the counterpoising t that

was abont evenl tulmnalsg: them, and
no exercise of skill could save her from
occasionally tipping back on them. They
did not overturn ber, but it let her own
resl heels down on the ground, while
her toes pointed and ber

‘k "
mmlbmdg the height
dtha?mchhuh.—‘.mm

A HURRIFD PINNER.

“Oh, see bere, | r I shan't be home
to dinner to-dsy hore's a lot to do at
the office, and 1/ + | some home.”

This speech .- from my liege lord,
Charley, as ho ., .od his hoad in at the
front door, sfter s had started to his
businoess,

-I-ﬂ" tiighl," anid 1,

o head popped ont i d
added to myse!f:l bec PECAESI e

.“!hght_\' glad of it. I won't have any
dinner to get, and T will have a gowd
day to work up stairs,”

So I cleared away the breakfast, tidied
up the rooms, and after that took myself
up stairs,

We bad not beon keeping honse very
long, and [ made it & rule not to lot
things become soiled by using, but to
keop them cloan and lrraﬁ.

But np stairs there wore certain trunks
and boxes that needed renovating; some

of the summer clothing was to be packed
away and the wintor wear got ont and,
made ready for nse,

I tied a handkerchief over my head
to keep out the dust, pnlled trunks and
boxes out of the closet, and set to work.

I was in the very midst of it, whon 1
heard footsteps at the front door, and
direotly it openad,

It was Charley, I knew, for he had s |
Inteh-key and was accustomed to let him-
sell in, I jumped to my feet.

“Charley, and not a sign of dinner?” I

excluimed.  “*He said he wonldn't come.
What can have bronght him?"
_ The sound of voices, ns I stood listen-
ing, assnred me of what Charley had
brought.  Visitors, and I in sneh a
plight,

Charley came running up-stairs with
his face in n glow,

“Why, why, little woman, what's all
this? I couldn’t find you asnywhere
down-stairs., Isn't it dinner time?"

“Yes, Charley, but you said yon wore
net coming home, and I didn't want
anything for myself,"”

Woll 11 wasn't. But who do yon
think I met?”

“1 don’t know, I'm sure.”

“It was Liston and his wife, They
were on their way fo the hotel, but of
course I wouldn't allow that. I just
brought ‘em home with me to diuner,”

I havo no doubt there was a spice of
irony in the tone in which I answered,
calmy:

“Yes, 1 see yon did. Well T hope
you also remembered to stop at the

mteber's, und send in ﬂulllull!lillg for
thom to eat,”

“Well, 1 declare, little woman, I for-
got the batcher. But I dare say yon
can seare np something, Only hurry,
for they've only an hour or so to spare,
They're off again this evening."”

I knew it was no use to say to a
man, “Why didn’t you send me word?”
It wouldn't teach him to send it next
tima. So 1 only said:

“Well, go down and entertain them,
und I'll come as soon as I can change my
dress,”

Charley obeyed, and I hurriedly
dressad, not in the pleasantest mood.

They were old friends of Charley's,
and I had looked forward to mecting
them with pleasure, but 1 konew Mrs.
Liston was quoted as the very pattern of
all pattern ]munulweperu. never flurried
or put ont by anything.

knew, too, that she had means and
servants at her command, while 1 had
ueither, and dreaded to receive her in
such o manner, more than I could tell,
s many o suffering sister will readily
comprehend.

What with my hasty dressing, I know
my checks were flushed, and my lhair
tumbled. But it was too lato to wait, so
1 ran down, and stood fire during the
introductions as well a8 I could, quite
conscious that instead of appearing my
best I was appearing my worst, as even
Charley uuu“ 5o,

As soon as possible I excused myself,
saying, by way of apology, that I was not
expecting Charley, and must prepare
dinner in haste,

“Pray, don't put yourself to any trou-
ble,” said Mrs. Liston, politely.

“Itis no tronble at all,” I as politely
replied, feeling as T went to the kitchen,
that that small spoech was at loast a fib,
for I was almost at my wit's end to know
what to do.

A happy thought struck me.

Oyslors!

A regular dinner was not to be thought
of, but most people wore very fond of
oysters. I knew Clarley was, snd 1
could prepare them well.

They were to be bad opposite, and I
wis not long in getting them either,

I bethought myself of half a cake
which I Inckily had. ‘That nicely sliced,
in wy silver cuke basket, would answer
for dessert, with some apples, whick I
bought with the oysters,

Really, 1 should not do so badly for
an imprompin oceasion.

My spirits rose us I set the tablo,lorn-
ing it with o cluster of fresh chrysan-
thomums, and with what gloss and silver
I possessed, so that it looked very neat
and pretty,

That, at least, Mrs, Liston could not
find any fanlt with, even if she were dis-
posed to do so.

Charley had said huorry, and hurry I
did. As speedily as possible I had
everything ready on the table and the
dessert arranged on a shelf by the open
pantry window, so that I could put it on
at once.

Tired, flushed, nervous, and doing my
best not to look cross, I went to the par-
lor, where they were chatting gayly, and
snnouneed dinner.,

Then that awkward Charley must
put his foot into it, man-fashion, by
saying:

“My little wife is o famons cook. 1
Lope you have u good appetite.”

“Indead I have. Traveling always
makes me hungry,” repliel Mr. Liston,
rising.

I made some lsughing reply, and led
the way to my little dinner.

“Ah, oysters!—my favorites,” sid Mr,
Liston.

I was glad to hear that, but my heart
sank when Mrs, Liston declined to take
oy, saying she never ate them.

“I am w;ry." I uid.l::;'ahing.
I will ol 8 eon oggs.”

“B’l:r y .'.. “li.r ﬂhﬁ, ’)l u!-
“]I shall do very well with one of these
rolls and a cup of coffee.”

And when I insistad, she was obliged
to say that she never ate eggs.

I was ot a loss what to propose then,
8o I ceasod to press the matter. Mean-
while I had gwﬂ the coffes.

I banded the cups, but I knew by the

“But

e Y M— -
my nostrils, that, !

aroma which reached
though tolerable, it was not nearly s
good as usual, for 1n my haste I had
made it too weak,

I was specially mortitied at this, as I
prided myself on my good coffee,

“I will not apologize,” I thought
proudly,

But my pride fell the next instant,
when Charley, having tasted his, made a
queer face, and then tasted again,

“Why, Lizzie, what ails your coffec?”
he asked, Y

Tears of mortifieation rushed into my
eyes, but Liston suid, kindly:

“Tut, tut, thero are worse things than
wenk things in this big world,”

Of course, us I had no sorvant, I was
obliged to remove the plates and bring on
the desert myself,

This, ut least, was nice. But when I
went into the pantry I barely suppressed
wserenm of horror.

. Mrs. Dean's big gray cat had jumped
into the window and was contentedly
munching my cake.

With frantic haste I dashed her off,
and resened what was left,

Ounly six thin little slices. They
looked so forlorn in that big basket
that 1 would not put them on it in that
way.

I consigned them to a small glass dish,
and, without a word of apology, put
them upon the table; for my blood was
up now, and I vowed I would apologize
no more,

The apples were nice, and we finishod
on them ss well as we could.

For my sake, Charley tried to appear
very gay, but [ saw he was more deeply
wortitied, and I did not pity him Imll’ as
mnch as 1 might.

I think I was quite excusable when I
said to him after that dreadful dinner
was over and onr gnests were gono.

“Charley, if you ever bring company
again without letting me know first, I'll
never forgive you, And U'll order dinner
from the nearest restanrant, and leave
you the bill to pay.”

But that stupid Charley “oan’ see why
it need worry me,"

——

He Wanted to Trade.

Some days since, a farmer's wagon,
containing futher, mother, gon, und
two or three neighbors, drove up to
s Woodward avenue stationer's und
the son went in and bought the puz.
zle known ns “10,"  Even before the
wagon drove off the old man bad the
cover off the box and was working
away like an engine to solve the
thing. Yesterdsy the son returned
with the box in his pocket. He had
a black eye and an awful lonesomo
look, and when he came to be waited
on he said:

“You know you sold me this puz-
sle the other day 7"

“Yes, | guess wo did.”

“Well, we hadin’t got a mile out o'
town "fore dad und a neighbor pulled
hair over it.  While I was doing up
the chores dad and mam ealled ench
other cheats. After supper we had o
regulny three corner tight, and the
old man got his thumb unjointed and
went to bed. Mam and I set up until
ghe hit me with a stick of' wood, and
then I went to bed. She sot up alone
till she got mad and drove the cat
out of doors and upset the lamp, Do
you hear?"

ltyua"'

“Well, next morning I eaught dad
cheating, and ‘we had a littlo shindy,
Then he caught mam cheating, and
they bad a shindy. Then the over.
seer of highways came along and
worked at it half' a day, and he and
I got into « row and he blacked my
oye. We took it to o barn raising and
tﬂo erowd bhad an awful fight. We
took it to @ dance and both fiddlors
were almost killed, It has beon
kicked over the house, flung down
the well and jumped on in the
middle of the rond, and now I came
in toseeif 1 couldn't swap it for
something else. I guess it's a sort of
dandy-raiser anyhow, and [ guess, if
you don't care very much, I'll lot
you take it back and I'll tnke a
telephone in its place.-=Detroit Free
Press.

Narvnan Coxsequesce.—A  colored
mun pleaded lis own ease with marked
suceess in Dallas, ‘Toxus, 4 weok ago. He
was nectused of  erime a8 grave us mnr-
dor, nud had been convicted., Thuf'udgt!
denied the motion for anew trial, and
asked the customary question, *‘Have
you anything to say why sentence should
not be pronounced?’ The prisoner re.
sponded that he knew nothing he could
say wonld influence the conrt, us all the
forms of law had been observed, but he
wonld like to say o fow words to his col-
orod friends, Ho started off slowly and
deliberately, reviewing the testimony,
showing the inconsistencies of witnesses'
statements, and then, earried away with
the ides of the wrong done him, he burst
forth in & strain of eloguence seldom
henrd, When he sat down the judge
said: “Bam, I thought you guilty; I do
not believe so now, and will set aside the
judgment overrnling yonr motion for n
new trial, and give you another chanece,
The county attornoy dismissed the ense
and the prisoner walked out of the court
room n free man, He was a “common
flold hand,” the local paper sid, “and
uneducated,”

A Goop Lerren.—The best of all
lotters is that which conveys the most
information in the fewest posaible words,

A lnck of spontaneity destroys the charm
of u letter, Ladies have two [avorite
opistolary manias in their orlmary
correspondence, namely, writing scross
lines and indulging in posteripts, to say
nothing of their most universsl practice
of underlining words—this is & confes-
sion of w Among celebrated

‘lettors is a briof one which oceurs to ns, | bo:

while weo write, from the pen of the

e e e

a A ave a great joy
and beea

i use
ow brief and

—becsuse you were sic

Tow sigifionst) Toie loes s s 8
ow & in

model to all letter-writers.

Trying to do business without adver-

ot
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A Relle of Columbus,

The Moniteur of Martinique priots
un interesting story usbout the find.
ing of an anchor belong to the ship
upon which Christopher Columbus
sailed on his third voyage of discoy-
ery to the New World. On the
night of August 1, 1498, says the
Moniteur, the small Heot had come to
un anchor at the southwestern ex.
tremity of the Island of Trinidad, to
which the navigator had given the
name of Arenas Point. Washington
Irving relates that Columbus, who
was 4 very poor slecper, suddenly
heard w frightful noeise, apparently
coming from the south. Rushing on
deck, he saw rolling toward him a
wave as huge as a moantain, which
threatened to submerge the fleot.
All bands thought their last houp
had come; but the only damage suse
tuined was the loss of one of the an-
chors of the Admiral’s ship. The
big wave was caused by the sudden
swolling of one of the rivers that
cmpty their waters into the Gulf of
P'arin, the existence of which was
tnknown to the discoverer. The ine
cident is mentioned in the narrative
of the voyage bequeathed to us by
Ferdinando, Columbug’ son. This
historical anchor bas been found, af
ter all these centuries, by Senor
Agostino, the owner of Arenas Point.
It weighs 1100 pounds, and is of' de-
cidodly primitive form. Senor A gos-
tino found it while making some ex-
cavations in his garden. This garden,
upon careful examination, appears to
oceupy the precise spot where rode
the ships of the great mariner in
1408, The finder at fisst took his
treasure trove for a Phanician an.
chor, but upon attentive examination
he found the date of 1407 on the
stock.

Hotel Mysteries.

“Why is it,"” asked the man with the
sample case, “that at the average hotel,
the shortest man is always set down at
the end of the table where there is noth-
ing, and whoere he can reach nothing
else?"

“And why," asked the sad passongor,
is the waiter ulways {lnttering over some
deliberate, fussy old gormand, who is
going to stop over three days anyhow
when you have only fifteen minntes, ang
then have to ran for your train?" 7

“And why," asked the tall, thin pass-
ongor, “'is the black pepper ornot always
in the castor on tho next table?

“And why is it empty when yon get
it?" nskod the oross IL‘IUI'IE('.I‘.

“And why,” asked the fat passenger,
“do two young married people who sit
opposite you always stop eating aund

nzo ab you with such pitiful reproach-

ulness every time yon look at them?"

“And why,” asked the brakoman com-
ing in to 1i§|ll. the lsmps, “*doesn't the
linsh shave?”

“And why," suildenly said the woman
who talks bass, “*don’t the men ever talk
sense?”

The peacoful silence came drifting into
the car, noimlml'v as a Fandy fog, until
the ear was full of it, And these ques-
tions are unsuswered conundrums even
unto this day, especially the last one,—
Burtington Hawlaye,

Doos axp e Wearner,—Do
not without their weather lore,
when they ent grass it is a sign of rmin;
if they roll on the ground and serateh, or
bocome drowsy and stupid, a change in
the weather muy bo expected. As, in-
deed, in the case of a cat, most of their
turnings and twistings are supposed to
be prognosticati®us of something, There
are numerons other items of folk-lore
connoctod with the dog to which we on)
ineidentally allude. {’hus in Ireland it
is oonsiderod unlucky to meot a barking
dog early in the morning, and on the
other hand, just as fortunate for one to
ontor a house early in the day.
aro commonly said to possess o wonder-
ful instinot for discorning character,
generally avoiding ill-teraperad persons,
and making frionds with any s
who happens to be of a kind and oheer-
ful disposition. The life of a dog is
somotimes said to be bonnd up with that
of his mnater or mistress, en either
dios the other candot live. It is curious
that this faithful eompanion of man
should have become u term of reproach,
and bo used by most of our old writers.
Thos we tind varions phrases such as
“dog-bolt,” “*dog’s face," “dog’s leach,”
“dog-trick," ete,, all of which wero
intended to convey the idea of contempt.
In days gone by it was & common prac-
tico in the uuuntx house for the dog to
turn the spit at the kitehen fire, n cus-
tom which is described by Dr. Cains,
founder of the colloge st Cambridge
which bears his name,

Guear Truescorss.—In Europe one of
the strongest refracting telescopes in the
world is one recently constructed in
England, having an object glass 256
inches in diameter, I used Uﬁan the
wir is pure it bears s power of 8,000 on
the moon; in other words, the moon
scen through it appears as it would were
it 3,000 times nearer to us, or at a dis-
tance of 80 miles instead of 240,000, At
the Pulkows Observalory, in Russia, the
tolescops has 156 inches aporture—this
being the fumons instrument used by
Struve. The largest reflocting telescope
in the world is one constructed by Lord
Rosse at Louth, Ireland. 1Its mirror is
six feet in dinmeter, and weighs four
tons. The tnbe at the bottom of which
it is placed is fifty-two foet
sevén fect soross, It is compu
whon this instrument is used 250,000
times as much light from a heavenly
body is collected as reachos
eye. At Malta, Lassel's instrument has
an aperture of four feet,

Luge felescope

are |
Thus,

E

tining is like winking at s in the
dark. Y know are do- ", but
Rapms e S e pertint e

ing, but nobody else does.




