A SUMMER SONG.
0. lllllhunl._rmnﬁ the meadows

Y
lons, sl the Uvelong dav,
&l”mnpl“llnva:,l on orystal streamlots

L 1
anging to livin 4 thelr sliver apray,
- Wa l=l=.ro1.|l lclvn'l.‘oonquumag wlthp the

Iaomc dulsy in her gransy bed,
Til the shy flower unconsciously unoloses
Bnmrﬂmnnd loavos, nnd biushes rosy

Gllding gmy rocks, on rugged mountains
ny.
Biaat tho' flowoers In shelterod nooks
aw
L\llt%yn:s'nl song birds from thelr happy
i,

Waking the ughter of the dimpling lake!
Play!) "‘B:peug' amid the white buds

biowi
arly elusters on the hawthorn tros,
wyes of wondering childhood

In
the round
* showing

The Mr:nu Journoyings of the wandoring

Bhedding a halp bright on youthful tresses,
Bidding younyg hearts for very raplure sy,
Touching the brow of vare with kind carosses,
Or glinting lghtly on the skyinrk & wing:
Ah, merey sunbenms, ke sly cupids struy.ng
In the glad foolstaps of the rustio luss,
Opn sun-imnned cheoks and snow white ker-
chief playing.
Twinkling llke Areflies In the emerald grasy
0, lovely sunbesms, ke blest nogels gliding
Theough courts of squalor, sickuess, want

niul gloom,
Telling nlp clouds like golden chariota riding
Proudly majestie o'er & world of bloom:
Of winding Innos, and milk-white homosteads
P ng
Like modest virging from secluded howers;
Of ahinllow pools, and baby streamlels leaping
In g;lliy glndness ‘noath downdrooping
Wors,

Danee, lovely sunbeams, through falr coun:
tey mondows,
Bathe hill and cottage In your holy Hght
From oty slums go chuse the tmournful
shindows
That ?‘ll poor homesteads with eternal
nig
Ta those who pine in igndrance and sorrow
May nll your tenderest, hollest gifts be

gvon,
That sorrowing hoarts one ray of hope may
may barrow
In the wmll knowledge that ye come from

Heavon!
~Fanny Foreater in Argosy,
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“A TRUE HERO.”

The Tragle Btory of Two Il-
Starred Lovers.

He was only a poor artist; she was an
opera singer, playing a long engage-
ment in one of the popular theaters of
o great city.  She was admired, pettedl
and spoilod—was the ree'pient of fine
presents—and had only to smile to
bring the wealthiest to her feet. He
lodged and toiled in the garret of n
miserable tenement in u crowdod por-
tion of the metropolis. He ate—which
he did only about six times during a
week—ut u cheap restaurant.

He had no triends, but he had n pure

soul and a noble heart. He had genius,
too, but people were slow to recognize
it, and 0 he had to atarve and freeze
and go without decent clothes in conse-
quence. He was a remarkably hand.
some man, and to those he liked could
be vory oharming. He was en on
a pleture that, when finished, would
bring him both fame and fartune. A
oertain art firm, very popular with the
fash onable world, had seen some of
this artist's work and were quick to
recognize the merit in it, and had en-

him to paint & pleture for them,
or which they had contracted to pay n
fabulons price—and the pioture was
nearly complote, Poor as he was, he
always managed to attend the opera—
espec'ally since Celestine Bordelon had
been playing.

This Celestine Bordelon was an un-
commonly pretty woman—swall, but
graceful as a swan, and the glorious
golden hair that fell down and around
hor in shining, olustering curls, had
stirred many s masonline heart with the
fire of love. Her eyes were the most
beautiful over sot in 0 woman's head—
so lnrge and tender and brown; so
changeful in expression: so bewitching
alwnye,  As we have said, her admivers
were legion—all kinds, conditions and
olnascs bowed in willing homage at her
foot. Lovory, too, she had—rich, aris-
tocratic and proud. A thorough starin
the theatrieal firmament—she was born
for that and that alone,

Niﬁi:jtly she hwld hor vast aundiences
spell-hound.  With a voloe like an an.
gel, sho would draw toars from the most
stony-hearted. Her reign was imperial,
The country, far and near, rosonndod
with her name.  Presonts, smiles—aye.
and hearts—were showered upon her,
But, with all her marvelous success, her
heart remained pure and her soul un-
sullied.

The poor arvtist loved her when she
first appearod bofore him in the glare of
the footlights, with a love e had never
exporioncnd before. A month had gone
by und she was still playing, and his
love all the time grew stronger,  Ho al-
ways ocouplod the spme remote seat in
the crowded theater, and he failed nev-
er to sond the beant'ful actress a bunch
of blue-eyed pansies, Inspired with her
beauty and his love, he was painting the
ploture that was to bring him a fortune.

Celestine, tonched by the unassuming
flowers—so different from the other

ts that were showered upon her—had

thomed out the donor, and as she ob-
sorved him nightly in his lonely seat her
heart went out to him sometmng like
pity; but one night as she watched him,
with bis face all aglow with love and
enthusissm—{ar handsomer than any
human being she had ever soen—tho
fealing of pity was ehanged to love—
they are so near akin. This was the
beginuning. It was not hard to effect
that which two ]orlll'lif hearts so much
desired, and the brilliant and popular
notress and the almost unknown and
humble artist met and exchanged vows
of eternal love,

Nightly wonld he escort her to hor
sumptuous lodgings in the most brilliant
portion of the great, gay city. One by
one the wonlthy suitors were rejected
and their eostly offerings of love re.
turned. Al the city wondered and
many tongues were set a-wagging. Lit-
tle Lucion and Calestine cared for the

rdp and scandal-mongers. They
new that they loved each other, and
the love was pure. The poor artist,
to the sevonth heaven of blss,
with an inspired brush, and dav
the wonderful picture that was

ing him wealth, fame, his Celestine
grew. Only ove more

week I-nﬂhumu him and all
this. I's with love-impas-

sionod eyes, gave him sweet encourage-
The minutes lengthened into hours,
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the honrs inte days and the days into a
woek, and at last the paioter pronounced
b's work complete. With u sigh of in-
finite satisfaction and relief helaid his
brushes and paletis dninide. Now was lils
struggle wit indin verty at an
und.gg‘l'bo hap %:mu t I:O he “bad so
long coveted, but never boped to Tlun.
wis almost within his p. How
cheerful the world looked; how bfhtly
the sun shone, and how deliclously
sweet the birds aan;i all around.  As he
gazed in rapture on his beautiful picture
tears of joy coursed down his cheeks;
his heart swelled with pride, and a
rlrl)'er of thankfuluess ascended to
paven from his moving lips.

When night at last infolded tue world
within her sable arms, and the lighted
lamps of the city gleamed like so many
stars, the artist sallied forth to the
theater, and took his accnstomed seat.
Never wus such a erowd packed within
the spacions hall before. Celestine
Bordelon elosed herengngement on this
night, and her friends, of all clusses,
had gathsred to honor her. The or.
chestra sounded, the curtain was raised
and Celestine, in all her dazzling, glit-
tering beaoty, stepped upon the stage.

As she gazed on the many upturned
faces her heart thrilled with a happiness
she had never felt befora. The happy
face of her lover, turned upon her from
his distant seat, filled her with a new
enthusiasm, and she sang as she had
never san§r before.

Hark! What sound is that that inter-
rupts the song upon the singer's lips,
snd causos every face to blanch and
every heart to stand st'll with sudden
terror? 1t is a voice telling in alarmed
tones that the theater is on fire. The
voloe ceases, and then the panic breaks
forth, Every avenue of esecape is
nssniled.  Great, strong men, in their
agony of fear, dash weak women and
children to the ground and trample
upon them, Wives, relatives and
frionds are nothing now—every life is
battling for it<elf.

The red glare of the flames; the great
volumes of smothering smoke; the shrill
sereams of the women and childeen:
the hoarse enrses of the men;: the groans
of the injured; the cries of those en-
deavoring to command and resene—
altogether make a terrible and heart-
rending seene.

In all this eonfusion and distress
where is Luciene Le Fevre, the artist?
There he Is, with smoke-grimed face
and tattered clothing, assisting that
old terror-stricken man to escape the
burning building. One of the first to
escape the flames himself, he has re-
turned again and again to aid those
who could not nid themselves, At last
all are saved, and he furns to see if his
Celestine is among the number. No,
she is pot there, and no one in the
:;ig‘hty crowd can tell him anght of

er.

A sudden chill envelopes his heart, a
terrible thought takes possession of his
brain. Surely she can not—but, listen!
Hear that terrible seream—a woman's
soream of mortal agony— borne shrill
and piercing to the artist's ear, and
causing the blood to turn like los in his
swollen veins. Looking upward in the
direction of the cries, at a window of
the burning building, surrounded by
erackling Hlames, he sees Celestine Bor-
delon, waving her hands and callin
for help. The sash of the window is
down, and the poor girl in her terror
has not the strength to raise it. Even
had she, it would benefit her none. As
leave die in the tlames as to be dashed
to death on the stony pavement,

For an instant the multitude, looking
on from below, is silent, and then a
mighty shout arises. Something mnst
be done to save the perishing woman,
and that quickly. {:.“ is & dangerous
undertaking, Already the walls of the
building are shaking, and the flames
grow fiercer and fiercer.

“Who will risk his life to save yon-
der woman?' some one shouts; but
there is no time given for answer, for
Luciene Le Fevre steps forth from the
crowd, with compressed lips and de-
termined face, and taking a Tmluh-r that
is lying near, he plants it firmly ngainst
the trembling wall, Celestine sees him,
and her heart grows stronger; but
when she hears the well-known voioe
showt up to her:  “Have courage, dar-
ling, I will save you," her nerves grow
strong as steel.

Slowly, step by step, does the heroic
artist toil upward. Everything depends
upon the utmost care,  Again the crowd
is sllent. Every lip is moving in praver

for the suocess of the artist. Highor
and higher he goes! Angrier and
angrier grows the lird. The great

building is now one vast sheet of lame,
which roars like ten thousana demons
turned loose from the infernal regions.
Now! Luclene has roached Celestine
It is but the work of a moment far him
to tear the sash of glass away and
streteh out his arms and take the trem-
bling girl. Whispering a fow words of
encouragement in her ear, he clasps her
lirmly and begins his tortuous, peril-
ous descent. The walls tremble and
shake; huge pleces of burning timber
fall about him; volumes of smoke su
around him, almost blindlnglmismoﬁ‘:
ering him. Sileutly he prays to the
God he has always trusted in, to lead
him, with his precious burden, safely to
the ground. Life has just become of
value to him; the future looks so redo-
lent with hope and happiness. Hand,
indead, it would be to d?e now.
Slowly, oh, so slowly, he toils down-
ward with his lovely burden. To the
anxions ecrowd below every second
seems an age. O, he will soon reach
the ground. Ouly a little space lies be
tween him snd safety. No sound is
heard save tho roaring of the lumes and
the hacking of the axes of the firemen
on the adjoining houses
Merciful heaven! The wall against
which the lndder is resting shakes more
and more, and is bending outward. The
hushed, expectant multitude now real-
ize that the desconding couple are
doomed to death. A smothered ory
breaks the stillness, followed by & tre-
mendous crash and the quaking walls
part and fall forward; a cloud of dust
and dense black smoke fly upward, and
Luciene Le Fovre and Celestine Borde-
lon disappear forever from life.
Next morning twocharred and black-
:mi.lomw?:m I‘r:l:n ltlin ruins
theater building, and gently borne
to the gﬁ'ﬁjhwly
laid to rest in one com-

fhigsplace of the illstarred pair, and
tills the tragic story of Celestine Bor-
deion, the famous opera-singer, and Lu-
clene Le Fevre, the *True Hero,"—/.
8. Wilson,in Louisville Courier<fournal.

REBUKING CURIOSITY.

How a St gerin a California Town Baf-
ted Impertinent Inguiries.

The other day a mysterions-looking
stranger appeared in Petaluma and re-
mained five whole days without the in-
habitants finding out his name, where
he came from, or bis business, Even
the bar-room loafers were baffled in
their sttomp's to extract some detinite
information, and the entire town Iay
awake o' nights worrying over the mat-
ter. At last the general agitation grew
to such a pitch that the Sherilf volun-
teered to luterview the stranger in be-
half of the public weal. Approaching
the taciturn visitor, ns he sat in the
oftice of the hotel, the functionary re-
marked:

“Fine day, s'r."

“Is, eh?" sald the stranger, dubi-
ously.

“Going to stay long in these parts?

“Just four days. two hours, and
thirty-one minutes longer," replied the
other, coasulting his walch sod a time-
table,

*Then!—may Ler ahem! may I ask
what vour business is?" persisted the
Sheriff, as the erowd gatherad up closer.

“Well, T don’t wish i generally
known," replied the stranger, confident-
ially; **but I'm a Ruossinn Nibilist,"”

“Yon don't mean it?" gasped the
official,

“Fuet,” replied the man, monrnfally.

“Bat-er-what brings you here?" asked
the inquisitive Sherifl.

“Well, you see, I was captured in St.
Petersburyg last month, and—you know
how severe that Goverment is on Nihil-
ists, don't you?"'

() —yes—of course: go on!"

“Well, they sentenced me to twenty
years in Siberia, or o week in Petaluma,
and I was fool enough to choose Peta-
luma."!

And with aheavy sigh the condemned
man drifted m to dnper.—FPolaluma
Times.

e - -——
TOURISTS' BAGGAGE._

A New and Convenlent Constrnetlon of

the Immediste Fransportation Aet.

A recent cireular issned by the Secre-
tary of the Treasury appears to have
piit & new construction upon the Iname-
dinte Transportation act of 1380 relative
to the baggage of passengers arriving
in this eountry from foreign ports.
Heretofore passengers have been sub-
jacted to the delay and annoyance of
ving their baggage examined at New
York, whereas, by this finding of the
Secretary of the Treasury, this baggage
is shipped through in bond direct to
forty-four cities named in the act as
inland ports of entry, which includes
Chicago, Cineinnati, Cleveland, Detro't,
Kansas City, Denver, San Francisco,
and others. A bond of §1.000,000, is
required, however, by the Goverment
from the express companies, and the
American Express Company is the only
one which has as vet given it. Tourists
snd others who may come from Europa
to the United States will thoroughly ap-
prec ate this new order of things, asit
will be the means of saving much time
and vexation heretofore oceasioned by
the delay of baggnge nt the New York
barge office, Of course the barzage,
when shipped through to the interior
port of entry, is examined at the Iatter
piace, for the Goverment rules asto this
are very rigid in order that nothing du-
t'able slmﬁ esoape.  Should it be the
desire of a passenger to have his bag-
gage shipped toan interior point which
Moot a port of entry he can have it
directed to the port nearest his desti-
nation, and after expmination by the
proper ofticers it will be forwarded by
the American Express Company. In
oase & l:usseugur resides too far from a
port where the bonding privilege ap-
plies, the company's agent, after the
usual examination In New York, will see
that it is s!:i{)wul lhrough to its destina-
tion in good order.—Chicago Tribune.
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THE ROUEN CATHEDRAL,

Deseription of the Place Where Richard
Cour de Lion Is Burled.

The Rouen Cathedral itself, though
defaced by an clongated iron nutmeg-
grater which has the impudence to call
itself a cupoln, is magniticent as a mass
when flirst seen from the corner, and
liner still when examined in detail from
the wonderful gallery of carvings
around its great gate to the long-necked
gargoyles that stretch their misshapen
heads like hungry giraffes from the
angles of its mighty tower.

he interior is somewhat disappoint-
ing after the grand outside, but beneath
its smooth white pavement lies buried
many an eventful chapter of history.
Here the *lion heart" of Richard Cour
de Lion lies cold and still forever. Here
John of Bedford, the destroyer of Joan
of Are, sleeps in the same earth that
hides his yictim. Here Prince Henry
of England, cut off in the flower of his
youth, rests in the heart of the fair land
that England has lost forever. And
here, in the ground that his own right
hand wrested from the terrified King of
France, molder the bones of grim old
Rolf, or Rollo, the first Duke of Nor-
mandy, who, when King Charles the
Fat offered him his daughter and the
seaboard of Normandy on condition of
his bﬁrominE a Christian, answered with
a business-like frankness and prompti-
tude natural to the most eminent pirate
of the age:

“F rake toe mald, or foul or fair, & bargain
with the coast,
And forthy erecd o sea king's gods are those
that give the most.” oy,

—XN. Y. Times,

—A Goorgian lost a society badge
some twenty years ago and the other
day saw it upon the straw bonnet of
negro woman who was passing along
the street.  The woman said she’ had
been given it some months before by
another negro woman, and that it had
been waorn as a highly prized bonnet
oroament. —Atlania Conslilution.
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BEGGARY INCREASING.

Bolklng Tramps Who Dog Women Until
They Got Money from Them.

I doubt very mioh,” said a gontle-
nan who recently returned to town
after & long absenee, *if New Yorkers
realize what & pestiferons npu'sance
preet begging has beoome,  Pefore
went to Europe, In 1579, there wore old
men and women oe'nd nz organs on
Now York street corvers, w th old cizar
boxes resting on the gotters for such
pennies as people cliosg to throw them,
Oceasionally people saw rag plekers
o lecting bite of bread anl the like
from door to door, and now  and then
an able-bodied tiamp soliciting  assist-,
ance. But all this is vastly different
[rom the begging which one mnst en-
dure on every side now I | comie out
of my hotel in the moraing and stand
on the corner waiting for u stage, 1 am
beset by two or three men  before | can
climb into the vehicle. There are gnngs
of tramps who lurk about in the viein-
ity of the Union and Knickerbocker
(lubs and regularly annov the mem-
bers. Publie parks arc wso affected by
the beggars.

“Another thing which struck me
vesterday was the number of big hulk-
1ng tramps who beg from women,
These dirty and disagreenble-looking
specimens  actually intimidate and
annoy women into giving them alms,
One of them yesterday followed my
wile for two blocks along Fifth Avenue,
st below Twenty-third Street, walking
hieslde her and annoving her so that,
linally, she was obliged to give him a
dime to get rid of him. At the foot of
the elevated raflroad stations  at
Twenty-third, Fourteenth, and nearly
all ot the up-town stops, one can alwavs
lind one or two of these men. They
do not beg from every passer by, but
single out their vietims and approach
them with apparent respect.

“But if the men are bad, the children
are worse, There are gangs of these
voung mendicants whko are fit subjects
for police attention. They erv and
whine about having no place to sleep
and nothing to eat, and 50 sueceed in
reaching their vietim's pocket. If a
miun isin & hurry he bas to push  these
little beggars aside beiore he can  get
whewd. Some of them sell evening
papers, but the mujority are simply
mendicants, 1 suppose some of this
i the result of hard times, But with
New York's ample charity inst tutions
it should be possible to keep these street
begears at least under control.  There
onnt be no doubt in the minds of men
who know anything about it that two-
th 1ds of the street beggars are frands
of the most palpable description.”—
N. Y. Sun.
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SNAKES.
Ophidians That Aboind o the Penjdeh
Valley,

Remittent fever has of late years
played sad havoe among the Jamshidis
of Kushk. All the neighboring valleys,
including Penjdeh, are infected, and
are only habitable in spring and sum-
mer by the acclimatized. Anotherdraw-
back to this valley is the number of
snakes which infest it. In spring the
country must swarm with them; at
present they are to be found. when
there is occasion to dig some eighteen
inches or two feet Lelow the surface,
hibernating in slespy torpar.

Before winter closed in, one of the
Lancers—n strong, healthy voung fel-
low—very nearly fell a vietim to one of
these reptiles. When picking up a
stone he was bit in the back of the
hand, and he owed his life to his own
prompt presence of mind and Dr.
Charles' care and skill, Tearing off a
strip of his turban he bound it tightly—
50 tightly that In the hospital they could
not tighten it—round the arm ubove the
wrist. He then made off for the hos-

ital, and balf an hour after being
Emen he was under Dr, Charles’ care.
But already there were sigus of paralysis
in the left leg, and this gradually
spread till both extremities were com-
pletely paralyzed. He suftered from
great heat, followed by intense cold,
tingling and numbness in the arms and
legs, and much pain over the heart—
his heart was “‘on fire,” he complained.

Altogether his case, after an hour or
so, seemeid hopeless. He was plied
with brandy and ammonia, and made
to walk till his legs were deadened by

aralysis, and then he was put between
1ot blankets, and hot bricks were pp-
plied to his feet. Hypodermic injection
of ether was found very uscful, nnd at
last, after three hours of unremitting
care, he slowly passed out of danger;
and Dr. Charles has the satisfaction of
being one of the few who have sue-
oossfully treated a snake bite. How-
ever, the man did not completely re.
cover at once. He suffered from blood
wolsoning, and it was three weeks be-
}nn- he was discharged from hospital, —
London Times.
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The German Ahead.

It isa remarkable circumstance that
in every part of the commercial world
Germans are supplanting the English
as merchants and business men. The
reason for this superiority is obvious on
its face. The German is highly eduea-
ted; this mukes him intelligent, and then
he is patient and thrifty. The number
of Germans who can not read or write,
is smaller than in any other country,
while the university graduates are more
numerous, and henee they are supplant-
ing the British trader because of their
mier  intelligence and economical
abits,  Americans arve out of this fight
for commercial supremacy. We have
ue'ther eolonies nor trade with other
nations.  If we had we would probably
hoid onr own with the Germans except
in the matter of vducation and economy.,
Onir people are reekless spenders, even
twore 30 than the English, but this now
makes po difference as we have no
commetvinl ambit'on. and the new ad-
ministration does not seem to favor any
departure from the traditions that have
been handed down to us from a past
generation.—Demorest's Monthiy.

—Alter repeated trials
in London and Birmingham are be-
coming successful, t it is admitted
that, to s great extent, the “children of
the very classes are not
Half-penny dinners are now being tried

nny dinners

e It aabam,

SELF CONFIDENCE.

Some Sensible Advies to & Boy—I'roper
Self-Estoem,

Self-esteem  is 2 good thing, my boy,

matter how good a thing is. too muely
Is more than you need, and self-estee
Is no exception to the rule.

It is all well enough for a man to
hold his head up, and step around with
an air of considerable importance, if he
{s really doing any good to the world
by living in it. But if he las never
done anything to be proud of, or any-
thing to win the esteem of others, he
shows a want of sepse in being too
proud of himsell. Of course, a man
wants Lo possess seli-confidence, and he
wants to think that he is just as good as
anvbody, but he don’t need to think
that the welfare of mankind hinges on
his nction. or that the world rests on
his shoulder.  That i3 teo much of a
responsibility for uny one man to us-
sume, and besides ather people would
want a say in the matter, and every-
thing might not go on penceably.

While it is all well enoygh for & man
to have a good opinion of himself, and
feel that lie is .‘l]l!l.‘ to go it alone, he
ghould be careful not to go too far.
Self-esteem is like minee pie, all right
in moderate quantities, but seven or
elght slices is all one should indulge In
at a thoe. A min has to assume an alr
of some importance in th's world to get
along, but the trouble is, too muny slop
over,

This is o big world, my boy, and no
man is mperativily  necesaary fo its
suceess.  Presidents. Rings aod school-
directors may de, but still the old
world goes round.  Governors may re-
sign. road-overseers [ay move away,
but the great mass of mankind never
stop to weep. Mary Walker, Yseult
Dudloy, Ben Butler and other noted
mwen may pass away, but the old worid
will still swing around the erele as
though nothing had  happened.  When
you and I pass off tiils stage of setion,
my boy, there wili be several people,
perhaps, who will not miss us.

The man who his self confidence, and
who starts out in life confident of his
ability to perform great deeds, und who
bas the nerve to try, and  keep trying.
will eventually sneceed.  But before ho
achieves suceess he is apt to get a great
denl of self-conceit knocked out of him.
There are yvoung mea who have an idea
that the world is very much in need of
their services. and grand positions  are
standing open just ready for them to
step vight in, and that all they will
have to do will be to reach forth. and

asp great fame, honorand riches at one
lell swoop.  But in the course of time
they are pretty sure to wake up to the
cold knowledge that things are not so.

Many ayoung man. my boy, hns an
idea that the eyes of the world are tixed
admiringly on him, when in reality h's
neighbors are keepinga lookout to pre-
vent his getting in debt to them. Many
a woman imagings the eves of her sex
are gazing with envy on her beauty,
when in truth they are only looking at
the mole on her nose. Mankind is
queer, my boy. and appearances are de-
ceiving. When you think people are
applauding your wisdom they may only
be giving you tafly and laughing at your
ignoranee.

Don’t bank too much on your self-
importance.  Remembor that the digui-
fied citizen is just us linble as any other
to slip up on the bunaoa-peel, and that
a dog with a ean tied to his tail is just
as apt to run between the legs of the
most pompous individual as any. Have
faith in yourself, anl have confidence
and sell-pride, but at the same time
keep a lookout for sharpers. Remember
that there are plenty of other men who
know as much as you do, and some of
them may know more,

It is not well to debate in your mind
whetlier or not you will accept a seat in
Congress, when you do not know that
you could secure a nomination for jus-
tice of the peace. If yon do yon are
liable to be disappointed. And this
reminds us that much of our disappoint-
ment comes of our expecting too much
of ourselves.

The world is full of young men who
rate themselves at about four hundred
cents on the dollar, when they are not
actually worth over ten cents on the
dollar.  Such men have got to come to
a knowledge of their true worth, and it
takes them a long time to do it They
have to be knocked down a great many
times before they will stay down There
are men who feel very important, and
who seem to believe that the world
sways at their command, who attract
attention by the aroma of their feet and
the smell of their breath.

My boy, remember that this is a big
world, and that spread yourself as yon
will —gain all the name and fame pos-
gible—reach as far to the front s youn
can, and still yon bhave succeeded in
attracting the attention of but few.
And when vou die millions of eves will
never shed a tear, anid millions of
tongues w Il never speak vour name,
Your children will quarrel over your
wealth, the lawyers will gobble it, and
the world will soon forget you.— Thomas

P. Monjfort, in Peek’s Sun,
-t g -

An Unkind Reply.

There s a slight misunderstanding
between MeGinnis  and  his  wife's
mother. It came about in this way:
Hostetter Melsinnis is thinking about
‘taking a trip to El Paso for his health,
but his mother-in-law has been telling
bim that there is danger of his being
scalped by Indians, and that he had
better stay right here in Austin.

“Nonsense,”' replied Hostetter Me-
Ginnis, “there used to be Indians on
the El Paso road, but they have all
been driven off. T don't believe there
is an Indian in the whole country,”

“Well, well,”™ replied his  wife's
mother, “when you get out on the
plains, and one of those wild beasts
comes at you whooping and yelling,
then you will think of me."

“I don't doubt it; anvthing of that
kind is ealeulated to make me think of-
vou," replied Hostetter MeGinnis, and
now the enfente cordiale has been
spilled and there is a coolness between
them.—Teras Siflings.

~If compelled to choose between the
two, always prefer a teacher to a

fine school house, — Chicage [nler
Cecan,

A DETERMINED POSTMASTER,

The Owner of the Fostoffice ap May
Bloom MHefuses 1o Give It Un
[Arkansaw Traveler,|

but you dou’t want too much of it, | 'Bquire Zangford fs displeassd with yy
’ : present administeation. The
snongh of anything is enongh, and no! mmm“;{;ﬂmww. 'quuix:;:t?:

removed, or rather, was informe:

after his’ public dutlos will be diomp e
by some other citizen. U recalving |
formation of his diswi the "squirg :.
drewsed tha followlng letter to the prosidugs.

The Postmaster at May Bloom.
“Treckon you think that you've doms g

mighty sharp trick, er sendin’' - own bery
an' tryin' to bave mo put outen my owy
houss. This here postoflica belongs to
I want you o understand 1 bullt thy
shanty an' dug the woll. Thar never wug
no mail in this hore curmunity 1 I started
this here offica. My oldest son fotchos thy
stuff over frum ths railroad, twenty miles
frum bhere, s0 you sea we'va gob sverything
in our own hands, Tthink you have jumped
up the wrong rabbit. You can st up thar
in a rockin' chesr an' chaw your ter
backer an' spit over the bunistors, but
you can't git none uv the baic uv me,
amper aionz with me an'  youll
think you've trod on a will cats tall
Ob, Pm here, an' my nams a'n't Den.
uis, nutber. My father could split five huy
dred rails in n day an' my sister married
the man that shoved the steer offn a farry
boat. Garland knows me, an' | uster know
him when bs wore naaikesn britehes aa' &
hickory shirt. Ef you bal spicen to him
about the matter e would have toid you not
to progic with him, I don't kere nothin' for
the money that's in the officy. A dollar an'
a balf @ year ain't no more 1o we than ser.
enty-five conts Is to you, but I don't want to
be fooled with. No, it oin't for mousy that
I kore for, but I do kere for the standiy’
that the offics gives my in society. I am a
great hand in society., Prosifonts & un
grataful. Ithain't besn mor'n two wesks
sonss [ vamed ons of my boys arter you
He is 10yaars old an’ upto o waeks ago
we callod him Buck, but thinkiy' that you
would do the squas’ thing we chaaged his
name, Now, sensd you have turoed out to
ba agin us we are going to call him Buck
agin  Shortly arcer you tuc: your seat a
man wantal to bet me you wouldu't be in
otfice mor'n a year till you would make some
bizmistakes. I bethimacow. Arter [ got
your notica tellin' me t» git ous, I driv the
cow over to the follor's house an' told him
that by bad won har. You not only et &
man's prids but you brask him op fn bhue-
nesr 1 balisve vou takas plaasara in makin'
a feller foel bad, [ wish you would cone
sider all this, an' lot we know as soon s
possible.  Write the letter ns soon as yoo
git this an' ;7iv it to the mail rider early the
pext morn "

Novel Rending.
[Louisville Journal ]

Young Boclety Belle—Ou, Dr. Portman, 1
am 50 glad L met you, 1bavesach an import-
ant question | want to ask you. 1 am s
anxious, you kno, not to do anything that
do not think my pastor could fully approve,
and 1 do want to know if you think novel
reading is wrong!

Dr, Portman— No, my dear younz lady, 1
think 1 may say that I do not desm novel
reading o sin,

Young Society Belle—Oh, I nm so glad
I told the girls I did not think you woukd,

Dr, Portman—2XNo, my dear young friend,
I think that the reading of history and
science, and works of travel, is highly saly-
tary to tue vouthiul mind  And 1 am guits
sure that that woull Le novel reading to
you

A Marine Band.
[Lite. | '

Tha chinf of the fire department was dend,
ani the boys determined to give bim an im-
posing burial,

Tae “Maritns basd” was bired for &0 to
bead the procession

As thuy passed the postoffice the band
played with extraordinary vigor. Anud the
sequence of explosions from the horns and
the clash and booming of drums and cyw-
bals it would bave taken a musical expert
to distinguish the tune

“Why do they call it ths Marins band!®
asked Pote Lathrop of his friend Oliver.

“Deddon’t know,” was the stuttering ré
ply; “unless its b-b-b-besause they're all 8t
a-s00,”

A Hammoek for Two,
[New York Times ]

Girl—I will look at your Lammocks
please

Dealer—Yes, muas Now, there i som>
thing nice, Not expensive, but at the same
timo pretty and strong.

G.ri—1t doesn't look very strong.

Doaler—1 will guarautee it to sustain 8
weight of 300 miss,

Girl—Lst me ses; 120 and 185 would be
Just 255—very well 1 will take that ons

A Resurrvoted Joke.
{London Judy.]

Musical Amateur (to Irish fddler)—My
good friend, do ycu play by note !

Irish Fiddler—Divil a note, sor,

M. A.—Do you play by ear, then !

L. ¥.—Divil an ear, your bonor

M. A.—How do you play, then |

L F.—By main stringth, be jabbers ! and
it's molghty dry wor-r-k |

Under & Cloud,

[Courier-Journal |
“Is your pa at howe, little girll" “Ye4
sir, do you wish to se himf" “Yes" “Bub
you won't know him if you do see him!
“Why, what's the matterf' “Wall you
.a,outhmmnhyougnzt.;“ﬂ::
and his wife bting, ’
'.“3‘.09: indead!” | Yer, youd

Newman Independent; *‘Whas and Whe
to Estr" is the title of an article in sn &%
ehns The “when" never gave us s&f
trouble in our esting, but we have bes
compelled todo s thundering sight of 85
Sushung alter e * hak"




