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. | erled ou:
uwmwﬂ Wu-mu.“l “Sop!
two rollickteg, fun loving boys, Ah officer advagced toward me and
who siways Kive MATMA sooukh work to do, said in French,

gut working la one of my joys “You are a prisoner, monsleur. Yois
peas Huty, 7B “helf mAIIIIA kota,” 1a br way sward!™

wmy baby o winning and sweet I was dragged down bel A
.::‘ sis adorolige my wifohood's crown found some privates and :w':.:
a & bous Whiere 0Rols Ay Mt rounded by Germans, | was indead a
1100 chowe o the day. | wit down beside prisoner.

Ay baby o hadl her to

o wovet dreasof ehnum:.umm We marched wwards Cologne. My

Kipd Futher, thy watoh o'er them keep! hn;‘d':d ol give my conscience free
. my brotheér wmore than )
| worried with trounis and
'T::m.ll:u:d:mmmsnnn ;m ‘l';.d @.{;"'ﬁl? loved my coun
o tho foad mother of blossors so fatr. more than [ loved myself. The
B gukde o o rFghE thelr youns feet snatehed we from both {n the l:ru,l}:;:

aouid | wish to exchange™ Kot for kingdom o their greatest agony
crown’ have lost a twin brother

for for all of your wealth and your plessures. | I8 no ordinury grief

Yoo keep your falr lands &5d your couches of | of yg thay fu dend.

down.
keep what I best. my four treamires Philippe and | had never been sepa.
FIE0 Bl C. Adilen 1 Good Housekeeplng. | rated until he entered Saing Cyr. ﬁm

rejected and my grief was terrible

Those only who
know that ours
It s the other half

TIIE TWINS. o witoem.
: ¥ mother, the hol
pleased at it. You m"gim"‘:‘;;‘_- wha

And Maurice Keller began thus: | My father, chief of battalion, had been
The Lartigues division had been fight. | Kled at Solferino. My sister, five years
jng without a moment’s respite since O ”m?r' had been married at 16 10 o
the commencement of the engagement m&wm“n *ho hiad just settled in
had stuck like nails at Bruckmuhl,
mﬂbrmhuhnumrlmf and in the lorest ‘“:?llfuni;:;h:;:ﬁur;:l:hma !;2"133: « 48 from
of Niederwald, where we had & hand-to- | to consent to our bein ed :.Iobhgﬂd
yand struggle with the Germans. taneodo I Fleche, =~ i
But those terrible guns of De Ros ' Perhaps, but for the o tbreak of the
that bad g'umod a foothold on the | war with Germany | wight have realized
peights of Gunstett, made it impossible | hey dream, which was to have one of us
w hoid the positions taken. It was | study law and become & magi t
slmost worth while having sacrificed | that” wo could live mear m':g'mgu‘ohno
the splendid Michel brigade, composed | blood of a soldier coursed th ILIh .
of the Eighth and Ninth Cuirassiers and | veins, and as soon as war '“r::.g'unzuT
ghe Sixth Lancers. in the chargo at | yolunteered in Philippe's regiment.
Morsbroun, and whaose last survivors we |  Naver were twins more entirely alike
had seen sabered by the Thirteenth Prus- | than we, There was absolutely nothing
san Hussars. This charge had only | 1o distinguish us—that is nothing but a
gtniporarily r!r'llﬂfﬂl the right wingof ' difference in intellect. 1 learned far less
thearmy. We had just emerged from | easily than he, but of course that could
the edge of the Niederwald forest, when | pot be known by uny outward sign. In
anorder arrived from the marshal that | g1} other respects wo were exactly n‘like
Jushausen must be retaken at any Ag children our parcots only told us
apart by the color of our cravats. At
La Fleche the matriculation number on
our clothes answered the same purpose.
It was only when 1 was alone in the
emall room | hired from the little tailor
at Cologne, that 1 had time to refloct on
all the consequences of my assuming my

cost.

| hal met my twin brother, Philippe,
thve times since the beginning of the
baitle. We had hardly bad time to
cheer each other with a smile of recogni-
tion and call out from a distance;

4l everything all right?"

;“fm. 80 lr':.:"'m - = | bﬂlnher'u identity.

is"s0 Hot a mere common- really became o f a »

I can assure you, for our comrades | gting a rank to whicﬁhﬂ n[:)wr?m

wure fulling every instant, and the turn | gnd allowing a certificato of death to be

of one of us might come ut any moment | entered in the books of the Etat Civile
—a casualty that would have proved | thay was incorrect,

wors than death for the survivor, 1 had received & letter from my heart

The reader can form his own opinion; | broken mother asking for details of my
Philippe, who had only just graduated | own death, of which she had been in-
from Suint Cyr, was in command of a | formed. The peasants bad found the lit-
wmpany, whilo 1 belonged to the second | e book containing 1y official description
batalion, in charge of a lieutenant. The | in the room where we had been fighting,
Prusians, who had suspected MacMu- | s well as a letter I hud received from my
bon's design, bad placed elght batteries | gister, und both bad been sent to my
ou the east of the villags, behind some ' brother-in-law, the physician, who the
ehurry trees, on the road from Wourth pext day learned the sad story of the re
o tiundershoflen. covered articles. They eaid that 1 had

We bad entered Elsasshausen and been carefully buried in the little grave.
mken possession of the houses. A dozen | yurd of Elsusshausen, and that when the
of us had stationed ourselves at the win' | war was over my relatives could come to
dows, and fired so rapidly that the bar | pra} at my grave, or bave wy remains
rels of our chassepots had become hot. | reinterred near them.

But in spite of the gaps we made in their
noks, one looking on from a distance request of my poor dead brother weighed
would have said that they sprang from on me heavily. 1 wus eager to return to
the earth, a8 they came on in eerrisd | France that I might give up that portion
columns, of the regimental funds that had been
The voise was deafening. Soon black | gonfided to me, and toestablish my iden-
smoke, like thick clouds, rose and cut off  tity.

our view, but we #till kept on firing at| At last the day arrived, and one morn-
bapbazard. Then the thick muss that| [ng in the month of April, 1871, 1 rang
rose slowly upwird was pierced by long | at the door of the pretty house at Lisieux
ngies of flame. occupied by my aunt, a manufacturer's
“The village is burning,” said the old | widow, and my charming cousin Odette,
who commanded us, while he with whom my mother had found
pantinued to fire. home during the war.

We tiad to stick like pails, The Prus-| April was exceptionally fine that year
lans did not dare to come to elose quur- | and the garden was rich in floral treas-
ers with our denth dealing guns, or the | ures,
mitrailleuses thut swept the roads lead-|  All at once two voices cried out In uni-
g W our  positions, but they kept up a son.
in of bombs on the village, There “Philippe, my Philippe.”

ere with us the three Pelle divisions| 1 was just in time to catoh my poor

d all that were left of the Wissomn: mamma and Odette in my arms as they
bourg, Couseil: Dumesnil and Lartigues. | came near swooning away. They clasped

lcast o glance down into the principal me feverishly, almost wildly, in their

oot and saw o troop officer fall embrace, as if some one was trying to

Acaptain and a second lieutenant were | snatch me from them.

dsting him and stood him up againsta| Then Odette started back, leaving me
Al saw that the second lieutenant | tomy mother, who strained me in her
e my brother, arms, gazed at me, again embraced aie,

“liood hen vens! the colonel has fallen,” | and then suddenly exclaimed: .
tould not help exclaiming. “See, Odette, how they have used him!

“This is a day of casualties; so much | He's only a shadow. What a terrible

better for the lieutenant colonel,” re- | thing is war, and in what s condition it

d the corporal. “But go on with | sends back thoss whom it does not kill
wr work, my good fellow.” | They slsughtered my Maurice, and '“f

bud searcoly finished the sentence what they have done with Philippe. Oh!
et shell struck the side of the win- | my fine stalwart boys Ah! the assas
ow, burst, carried away his head and sins! You are not going back again
loa hole in the wall, while another = you understand, | won't have you in an

l onthe ehingle roof, crushed it in and | other butchery in Paris yonderl"

It oo fire. “Ba calm, dear .,?;,"‘”"ﬁf’ msi:w;

Weo could there no longer. We is being reorganized st Havre and w
i ey amo::d,ouz and mgem best | ghall not have to march against the Com-

RUrDOTY

oir wuy down staire mune."
8 the stroets the regiments are min- She turned to my cousin. -
4 In inextricable confusion. Philippe|  “Come, Odette, I am vot jealous;

Peking up the w and noticesme. | yours too. Ah! Philippe, love her well.
"hl.luwtfs.hlmzd !Byououly knew how she has wept and
Asd about thirty of usstarted torun | prayed for you." 4
Aquick stap behind himamid a fright- |~ At that moment 1 remembe -omT
Idower of bombs that naturally stil)| thing: Philippe and Odette adored each
W secelerated our pace. other and had sworn that they would re-
Welook refuge in a large brick struc- | main faithfl. Must | also steul this
M the entrunce village and | ehild's lov )
““'!lumlohfe:l:bmarg; What should I do? Must I ery out, “1
were four of us in & room with am deceiving you both, 1 am mbbfn{;
lippe, who was firing at my side. At| you, dear mother, of your sacred griel.
od of five minutes two men of the and you of your affection, dear youug
wty-fourth were wounded, one had | girl"
Ull crushed and the other his breast | 8o far as my motharmcunwm:il::
W open. Suddenly my brother re | would only be & transfer of wlndu
' bin hold on bis gun and be fell in | ooe beloved object to another, but whes
| sprang to him. case of Odette it would be a death

ppe. where are you hurt?” I therefore continued to play the part

“lun done for,” be replied: “it's my | His dear personality in
Listen: the colonsl, who bas ales |, Philippe

death ' which 1 which | had robed myself. burnt
. h:e(b.fun:::::‘ t&&;;:m?ﬁtﬂ_ ;o like the shirt of Nessus [t seemed

- Ropped Lo spit out a mouthful ai.homolhulmuldmhimmnjng from

his grave at Elsasshausen and crying:

bave eleven thousand francs in/ “Enough! Uireuhlckmyunmg:::
. d"u. Bt of Frunce [n my |5 Jances, &7 mthcr;: sorrow
o o me back m,\'wll_. robber a1
“.,You o pu.tpﬂon i A!luonm-—nucnlyvumwm
g cmhm‘ i mone mu subject to this sudden cha.npn:: .
- uljlhd. o ed ’prb but those who were living at that peri

ay-mh,w:?:md will understand it—all at once tmy moth-

If you escape mm-:.:ch.imld. v il

w’ulnllpnn You are hungry,
2. have been hungry the last nine months
My hands must have the pleasure of pre
the first repast which you are 1o

enjoy. Remain with Odetta  You must
have many things to &y to ench other.

“The young girl's face became lll::;
hdn-rithupringumm Bbe

m ’

'{5;:” beloved! What a day ls this!
Bmmmull;ounduhnbm
the deadl”

turned u:dpl!ﬂllh"‘ulﬂL
lqdn;l l.hn::thldamhldhchﬂ

inert.
wiWhat fs the matter? Do you no longer
Jove me?” she stammered, also losing ber

turn,
-hm

“bed at the end of the room and |
Tur clothes by me.”

"8 dumfounded and obeyed me
Ally.  Outside we could hear wild
¥ Amid a deafening uproar.
'_I‘-he;“' murmured Philippe,
: cﬂnga tity of blood.
&wﬂnmmm-

embrace.
-t moment the door, which
hno.q carefully, flew coen.

The crime that | had committed at the I

| color,

| “Yes, yos; but let us sy no more about
| the dead; they cannot come to lifeagain.”
| “Truel Stay, | wm selfish. | forgot
the other one—your other self, he of
whom | was almost jealous, 1 loved you
0. Do you remember what you said to
wie there, under the arbor, when we bade
each other good-by ™

It seemed as (f the carth was opening
at my leet

“Ah, yes! ah, yes!" | stammered like
& culprit

In this love duet I was playing out of
time and tune, and she no doubt felt it

“Tell me what it was,” she went on
suspiciously

*"Excuse me; I've thought of so many
:ﬁhmdm My poor head! My broth:

Bhe pushed me sway, gazing at me
with a frightened expression.

*Are you not Philippe? Stay! what a
horrible thought! You are not Philippe.
It you had been you would have already
taken me in your arms and covered me
with kisses 0 1 could not have spoken,

And white as a ghost she shrank back,
holding up her finger like an accusing
angel, and said In a voice trembling with

3
"'-'5?5.? are Maurice, and it's Philippe
who s dead.”

1 fell on my knees before her and cov-
ered my face with my hunds

“Pardon,” | murmured.

Sho uttered a plercing shriek and fell
to the ground as one dead,

My aunt, my mother, the servant,
everybody, came running in. She lay
on the floor apparently lifeless, while |
was on ray knees. sobbing. What could
I say? | confessed all

The colonel of the regiment had
escaped the casualties of war and was
residing on his estate near Nantes, | sl
out the same evening, leaving Odette, in
asort of cataleptic fit, in charge of tie
physicians and went to return to him
the sacred deposit intrusted o me by
my brother and to tell him my terrible
story.

He embraced me as if 1 were his son,
undertook to make everything right and
sent me back to my afflicted relatives
with the expectation of obtaininga three
months’ leave of absence,

It edme a fortnight later with a medal
“for bravery at the battle of Elsass
hausen, and for having saved half the
funds of the regiment.”

Ah! youth! At theend of a month.
thanks to our tender care, Odette was
herself again and | told her all. Ween:
tered into an engagement that was to
last yuntil the close of the war provided |
could obtain my mother's consent,

When my lea've of absence expired ||

said to the child:

“Odette, | am going away again; com-
fort my dear mother.”

“You will not go away,” she replied.
“Philippe appeared to me last night and
commanded me to love you. ‘Weare
but one being,” he said; “if you love me.
you also love him.'™

*“You are only making a sacrifice for
my mother's sake,"

“No, | swear | am not,” she replied.
blushing.

Then raising her besutiful eyes fllled

U'writh tears, she continued:

*In loving you | am still loving my
Philippe.”

| remained. There Is now another
Philippe, my son, and be is the living
image of my brother and me. —Translated
from the French of Edouard Siebecker
for The Home Journal by J. Henry

Hager.

Enockesd Out Thelr h;n.
John B. Jeffery had an experience
with his two bright little boys that is

one more illustration of how juvenile

cuteness will often disarm angoer. One
evening when the bedtime for the lit-
tle folks had arrived they seemed to ba
in a state of great hilarity, Mrs, Jeff-
ery intimated to them that it was time
for them to go, but in their high glea
the boys did not obey with their usual
alacrity. Mr. Jeffery then spoke Lo
them, and a glance at "'papa" told them
he meant business, so they started off,
with ill concealed reluctance. Once

fout of sight of their parents, a new
idea seized the boys, and instead of go-
ing directly to bed they went up into
a room at the top of the house fitted
up s a gymnasium.

Here the two urchins put on boxing
loves and began sparring like two
ittle Sullivans. They were none oo

quietsand the noise they muade was
heard down in the sitting room, Mr,

| Jeffery donned his severest frown and
marched up stairs. Opening the door
of his gymnasium he saw his boys go-
ing foreach other like Trojuns. They
saw him at the same moment, and both
at the same time dropped down on
their knees, threw up their hands, still
burdened with the boxing gloves, as
though they were at prayer, and said
in mock earnestness: “"Now I lay me
down to sleep.” The act knocked Mr.
Jeffery out completely, and he could
not utter a cross word. Hae shiook his
finger at them in playful sternness and
ordered them to bed. This time the
little fellows went, but they knew thoy
had taken the wind out of papa's sails,
—~Chicago Herald,

She Bits Still and Glares.

“When I go 1o the library," said a
lady, “and try to get any of the daily
papers [ usually find a horrid man in
possession, either reading every line
in the paper, including the advertise-
ments, or ¢ @2 carelessly resting his el-
bow on oue paper while carefully pe-
rusing another,”

“What do you doin such an eventi”

“Oh, I simply take & seat near him
and glare. Yes, sir; glare with all the
tigerish concentrated feroeity an amia-
ble woman can throw iotoa pair of
weak blue eyes.”

“What happens!”

“0h, he shifts about uneasily, as if
hie were the focus of four dozeu pairsof
opera glasses, and presently cither
moves bis arm or deserts the paper 1
want to get. But men don't bother me
nearly as much as women. Why! Be-
esuse women aré impervious to and
wholly oblivious of a glare or a stony
stare or any other form of ocular in-
tensity. For instance, when | go w
look for the foreign magazines | usual-
Iy find some ludy reading my favorits
periodical. while the rest a.e oul of
sight”

*Where are they”

“8he is sitting on them and nothing
this side of & dynamite explosion will
get her to move.  Bo [ pass on.”

There is a good sized moral bidden
about this story somewhere. — 5t Louls
Republic.

| MAMMA'S LITTLE CHERUB.

A NKeow and WHighly Fidifring Version of
Fuw in the Photograph Gallery,

Fond Mamma (to her first-born, two
years old)—Won't mamma's‘ittle cherub
wil her Untle Will about baving her
‘tile pleture taken to-day?

Mamma's Cherub (energetically)—
Goo-er-er plet-or-goobool

Fond Mamma—Doosn't she tell s
straight—the dear ‘ittee girlie? Bhe's
her own mamma's birdie!

Uncle Will—Wis she good?

Fond Mamma—She was just as good
as gold, Wasn't ‘oo, angel, dear? Tell
Untle Wil how dood you were,

The Baby—Goo-gooar-boo!

Fond Mamma~—Can't she talk distinot
Iy? Why, | ean understand hor as woll
as I ean you

Unele Will—=You wers always a smars
girl, Annie

Fond Mamma—Now you are making
fun of me—1 know you are; and baby
was just as good as she could be, so she
was

Uncle Will—=Axs good as she could bel
That Isn't saying much.  Did she ery,

Fond Mamma—Oh, woll, she oried
Just s litle; but thon she was s cuta,
After I had hor all fixed up and she
looked as sweet as a pesch the man told
her to look at the hole—in the camera,
you know—and watch for the little bird
to come out

Uncle Will—=Well, she sat still and
looked, did sho?

Fond Mamma—Ob, no; she just tod-
dlod over to the instrument to see |
there really was a bind thers, Waan't
It eunning? HRaby, tell "oor Untle Will
sbout the ‘ittle birdie bind,

The Haby -No hirdin! Boo-hoo.

Fond Mammaidelighted)—That's just
the way she did at the photographer's!
Wasn't it cunning.

Uncle Will=Very! Then what?

Fond Mamma—Ob, then 1 comforted
her, and guve hor some candy, and got
her fixed up again, and she sat Just as
still until the man had every thing
ready to pull the slide—or push It
whichever (L is—and then she eried for
more candy, and we had o begin sll
over again,  Wasn't it cunning? Baby,
teil Untle Will about i

Haby—Uoo-er-er-tand ¢!

Fond Mamma-—Isn't that sweet?

Uncle Will-Well, did you get the
pleture tnken after all

Fond Mamma—0Of course! But wo may
have to go again. The operator thought
it was a good negative, but we can tell
hetter after be sonds us o prool. 1 ex-
pect & proof will come to-morrow, and 1
know It'll ba just too sweet for any

« thing.

Uncle Will—Was It taken by the In-
santaneons process?

Fond Mamma~0h, no; It took us over
three hours; but baby was just as good
us she could be.~Wm. H. Siviter, in
Judge,

THE NEIGHBORLY WOMAN.,

One of Her Loag-Sufforing Vietims Says
She Muast Ge.

What shall be done with the Woman
Next Door who borrows our servants?
This nelghborly person, with a turn for
cponomy. does mot keep a domestia
Why should she do so? If she has oo-
caslon to go out shopping in the morn-
ing. she slmply orders the parcels sent
to the next door naighbor's address, and
holds hersolf froe for calling in the aft
ernoon.  The servant nextdoor answars
the delivery boy's ring and takes in the
goods. Wken the Woman Next Door
returns the nelghbor's servant answors
the door-bell and hands out the goods
with s springing step and a heart
grateful to Providence for the many
opportunitios of usefulness placed with-
in her roach. The butcher boy is in-
structed to leave the steak next doer.
Tne baker leaves the broad next door.
The grocer waves the kitchen supplios
pext door, The Woman Next Door
bas ocenslon to go down town and
leaves instructions next door to take
in  her hushond untll her return.
The Woman Next Doorgoos down town
again and loaves the baby next door
until she gots back. The Woman Next
Door Instruots hor oallers to walt next
door In ease she s ont.  And one day
the neighbor's servant coldly notiflos
the mistress thatshe intends to loave at
the end of the month, and she tlls
othar people that she has grown weary
of doing the work of two familles for
one wage, and that she was in hourly
fear that the Woman Next Door would
invite ber in to wash her baby and help
'with the dishes, or have the solled
¢lothes sent over on washing days
Tho Woman Next Door hears with re-
grot that the servant next door has es
caped, but her stop does not falter nor
| her beart soften; she goes marcilossly
upon her way, and the neighbor engages
two servants, one for hersell and one

| for the Woman Next Door, or moves, or |

dies, and the Woman Next Door orders

crape tor the funoral, and bus the par-

coldelivered at tho house of mourning.

|‘]'Im Woman Next Door must go—To-
ronto Globe.

No Eating with the Knife,
A well known Chicagoan recently
'spent & SBunday in the insane asylum
| at Kankakee, He went thers to see
one of the patients, and he took dinner
| with him, occupying a seat st one of

the tables set apart for “mild cases.” |

| During the progress of the meal a pa-
tiont at another table arose, carefully
deposited his napkin at the side of his
| plate, and, walking over to the next
table, caught another patient with a
powerful uppereul under the ear.
“Therei” he cried, “that'll teach you
| better than toeat with your knife.” In
a moment more the aggressor was
seized by alert attendants and hurried
|away to his own room. It was ex-
plained that this was his one hallucina-
tion, He became wild whenever he
saw o man eating with his knife. On
his way back on the train the Chicago
visitor thought what an awful task
this poor fellow would have if he were
allowed (o eat in certain local restau-
rants and hotels, where at least half of
the guests are known in the vernacu-
lar as “sword swallowers.”—Chicage
Herald.
g
Types Versus Poetry,
Managing Editor—What waa it that
young fellow wanted?
Office Boy—Hae says thst he wrote a

sonnet entitled “Dolly’s Dimples,” and
it got into the paper d%

Pimples,” and that he wants it explained, |
us it got him fnto trouble with some. | —Lo8don Telegraph.
nu'n;hrul]ad!rhl_y.—w:

Copmercial Gazette,

~A Georgls editor leadsall the papers |

on the guessing schomes 14 saks it
readors to “guess who owos threa year'
subscription and refuses to pay It
swoel potatoesl™

i

of the most extraordinary cases of | Y, Ledgor.
suicide on military record is now report-

od from Klausenberg. Licut, Mangesios, e Sattled It
one of the most popular officers of the |  During the year 1884 I waa located fn
mMuMwm Bt. Louis, and on severnl occasions bad
whore his company was quar- | observed a fine 8t. Bernard dog stalking
tered, and was observed to be alsent | with dignity up Chestnut street. He
minded and depressed. He went into | was owned by a lawyer named Jacko, on
# room where a number of the new mag- | Third streot, who regularly sent him on
azine rifles were kept, and loaded one of | errands to his home. On one cocasion |
them with a billet. He then called in | mw him coming up the strest with
two men.  Addressing one of them be | basket full of sumething, probably meat,
maid: “Take this rifle and let us seo if | and at his heels was & small “our of low
you can alm properly. Point at my left dﬂ."wﬂwm w
eye." The soldier had no idea the wea: | ut .Umww s
pon was loaded, and, obeying the words | dmpl:hchn;r, when the dog could
of command, *Make ready.” “Presont,” | sail in for a division of the contents. The
“Fire,” he dischurged the rifle at u dis- | large dog stopped twice on the blook,
tanceof three yards into the officer's eye. | turned round and looked at his tormentor
The bullet went through his skull, and | and resumed his pace until be reached
death waa, of courss, instantaneous. He | me, when, looking up (nto my face with
hunmiwhammlht nwmxu-_ - said, *Please
the soldier who shot was lnnocent. M&hfwlm"hxﬂ-
basket at my feet, turned and one
unmu?:lg-ﬂnh&

Asother Compliment Gone Wrong. him most »

Mr. Middlings=— Awfully smart dance Mlﬂﬁm:“h our ok

' thds, 't it? very littlo time In getting

ia t change to across
e gy oo

|

[] v | TTE Y )
THE JUBILEE OF THE SPARROWS. ABOUT HANDKERCHIEFS.

O, what s o0 it and wtir and commotiont = A Collsetion Fiustrating the Develapment

| And what arv the sparrows ai talkiog abouty of Manwers In Soviaty. |

-I&I:;’ -:.‘:::;“:w::q :1:’1?:! =t :h-:l"::: There was recontly exhibited in Parls |
y e | o " proparatory o sale h‘\' autttion, n ecols

Twas enrly this sornbing | met & gay party lection of pooket-handkerehiofs which |

All busdly chunt ‘ring way down by the hevok bad ocou i "
mpled 1vs ownor many yoars In
ach bird b0 the ciber mome sews was rulating. | ¢) gotting togother

Anid DOVET B0 U0k A8 gave me & ok
-y v st Handkerchiofs appoar ot the flest

glance to be singulur and unprofitnble
objeots for s calloctor's faney, but the
eollection exhibitod at Parls seomed to
prove that they vould be made 1o tell
an interesting story, [llusteating the
da-v:-loprm-nl of manners In wodorn so-
elery,

The most anolent handkerehiof In this

» WAL b Eluke maLTer thal meetrss 80 Ly portatt !
Oh, do you not know, sir, snd caninit you say
Why esch Utile heart s in & whirl of emotion.
Al throte as o beal oo & i, windy day

*Tias that they rv expecting u host of relabions,
All bright, merry pousios from woodiand and
mere,
Anil strangers from aver the surf bealing ocenn,
B0 blithesome and chipper, and full of wild

: collection was meroly a bitof silk s
And this seems the reason the listle brown spar | UG, used many centuries ago by pricsis
row

at the altar. For centurios indeed, |
priosts wore the only porsons in tho
European world who tsed handkerchiefs I
at all, and they used them only at
the altar, and there only for the sake of |
proprioty

This handkerchiof of the altar n:ul|l
oallod a facial It was carrled by the |
priost in his girdle, and loft with the
vestments of worshlp when the servico

In glad whea the loug, dreary winter is o'er,
For spriug on ber wings bears the wealth of the

And scmtters profusion from bl top to shore
~Philadelphis Toloplione

OBJECTS OF EATING.

How the Body theaas Ita Supplisa of
Warmih and Streagth,

We oat for warmth and strength;

hence almost al]l artielos of food have  was done.
both these elements; have carbon to Prosontly the grand Indies of the court
warm, and nitrogen to strongthen, to began 1o provide themselves with

give power to work., Butter, sugar and
olls are almost all carbon.  Moats, floah
of all kinds abound in nitrogen. Food
which has most nitrogoen (s most “nu-
tritioun.” Butter has 8% per oent of
oarbon and no nitrogen; an oge has no
earhon and W por cent of nitrogen
Milk conduink two parts of warmth and
ong of strength, Hread contains one
| part of nitrogen and olght of carbon, It
I8 thus soen that in reforonce to eating,
carbon—which 18 charcoal fuel —-and
warmth are one and the same thing;
while nitrogen—which s in effect
saltpatro - gives flesh or musole, which
are one and the same thing In substance
with strongth. Tt (8 soen that most aee
toles of food have morn carbon or
warmth than altrogen or strength,
showing that it takes more to keep us
warm than to keep us steong. A sedens
wry porson requires, in round num-
bers, about ome pound of food
sday, while a hard-working man
requiren two  pounds;  thus  two
pounds of food gives out power enough
—a8 #loam in an ongine gives out
power—to ralss a man of average wolght
sloven miles high. Bu ealling the two
pounds 5,000 graing only 300 grains of
iture nitrogen, the remainder oarbon;
that ls, sixteen timos more of warmth
Is roquired than of strongth-producing
food. One practical resdlt is, that as
the world  becomes more thickly popu-
lated, the nocessity increasos of ooono-
mizing food: of adapting It 1o various
noods of the sbx. cecupation and season,
Persons living indoors should not eat
more than hall a8 much as those who
work hard,  Lass warming food should
be eaton in bot weather than in cold, It
wa pat an exooss of warming food in hot
weather wo  huve to work it out the
systemn at s great  expenditure of
strength: and until It is worked off we
toel fuli and foverish and oppressed; on
the other hand, in winter we require an
asdditlonal quantity of warming food,
|hence our instinots lead us to ost
heartily of pork and buckwheat cakes
aud hutter and molasses, which are al-
most puraly carbon. In warm weather
we noed cooling fuod and Frovidence
souds us in profusion the frulis and ber-
ries and the groen things, whioch bave
no earbon at all: and while our appetite
for them Is ravenous, the very idea of lustrated by Varions Examples,

fatty food I8 nauseating. —Christian s | What tallsmanic virtue there ls in
Work. { tho three briel words, “Beg your par-
[don!" You dig your slbow into & gon-
| leman's ribs In making your way
through s crowd, and as he turns, irate,

Mr. 8.G. Harris, & horse dealer of | o, Laoinistor the “upporout,” you uitoe
Vincennes, Ind., is the owner of a won | 4.0 muglo phirdse In Enpmnting Lonn,
derful dog. It s a Sootch collie und | powy arops his arm, his honor Is xatis-
secms possessed of almost human intelll: | fied, and, notwithitanding theblue mark
gence. Mr. Hurris and Box guven pri | on his (ntercostal roglon, he grias hor-
vato exhibition in the board of trude | pibly a ghastly smile, and bows his hoad
building the other morning. His per | as if in acknowledgment of an st of
courtesy.

Passing nlong the avenue of knoos in
s steoot oar, in obedlonce to the “move
up" of the vacking agent of one of
those woolal Hisck Marias, you come
down with muddening omphasis on
an  unpruned corn.  The furlons
exclamation  which  follows the
deed an naturally as foam from the
drawn cork of & bottle of champagne Iy
arrestod in the middle with an obses
qulous *“deg your pardon!” and the ex-
pletive never reaches lewven's Chan-
cory to trouble the syos of the Record:
ing Angol.

You tread on the “‘teall” of n lady and
and | “errlp” go the gathers, In tremulous
somitonns, plalntive as the “last sigh of
the Moor,” you solieit forgivenes; and
she—no, boy pardon, she does npol for-
give you, but with & scowl uhat rominds
you of tho mout vindictive of e Don's
tormentiors, she passos on, thinking dug-
. | gers, but saylug nothing,

It you wish to Insult s man withons
fmperiling your poesonal sufoty, disarm
bim in sdvance with this saving clauwe,
as thus: *‘Hog your pardon, sle, bul
what you say can not be the fact; It In
utterly Impossible.” The deprocutory
prefix is liko a whiff of chloroform ba-
fore the pulling of & tooth. Under the
infAluence of & full doss of It we have
known & regular flro-eater to endure
the lie olrcumstantial and evan the lis
direct without wincing. *1f'' is & good
pain-killor In some cases, but you may
throw sny quuatity of moral vitriol in
the face of a porson you disitke, with
perfoct impunity, if you accompany the
asporsion with plenty of “"heg-your-par-
done” The pardoning power is the
most royal of human prarogutives. 11
tlekles one's vanity to exerolse b —N

similar wyiares of silk.  The next step
wis o ombrolder the edges of thowe
Muares. And soon thelr convenience |
recommended them so highly that gon-
tlomen connectod with the vartous Ko
ropean courts In some measiee sdopted
thoir use

As handkerohiofs were still earriod
only by the rich and noble, it became the
fashion to decorato them with armorial
bearings and crosts,

Throughout the maest elegant periods
of the “age of chivalry,” handkorchivfs,
or any substitute for them other than
such a8 nuture provided, were ulterly
unknown. Elaborate hooks of stiquette
and treatises upon manners wore writs
ton long before elther handkorchiofs or
table-forks were thought of,

An early book on manners, weltton for
londs and tadies of tho vourt, udvises tho
employment of the lelt band in the
service which the handkerchinf now
performs, bocause the right hand |a
most froguontly employed in taking
food from the dish.  Only “vulgar por
sons,” wo are told by this treatise, use
the right hund.in this servica!

Embroidored handkerchiofs had comae
Into wse In Shakespoure's thme, as s
proved by tho important part which Doss
domona’s handkerchlal—or “napkin,”
as it i eallod plays in the tragedy of
“Othello™ Bt as yot the possossors of
handkerohiefs were londs and ladiox
Evon in the seventesnth éontury the
common people knew no such luxury.

fme of the most corious notes about
the vurly use of the handkerclilof in
polite society s the ovidonce we have in
literattire that the article was Iroquont.
Iy lent, and pussed from hand to hand
for use.a

But this was In the days when soap
wus unknown, and whon even high-
born ladies of the court bathed so sol
dom that the praction was  hardly
known. Wi read much of the elogances
and relinement of the old eonrtly days,
but these olegances did not include
muany of the common refinemgnts that

| the poorest veovle of the present day
pracuice. —Youtl's Companion.

“"BEG YOUR PARDON."

. The Tallwmanie Virtue of the Fhraae Ti-

Every Gift but Speech.

the floor and the dog wus requested to
take his choice, He immediately picked
bill, which wus the

trotted off with It. 1 want §15." said
Mr, Kent. Doz picked up n $10 and a
“Bring me the rest of it." Boz

and led. His next perform-
m';.m from the window
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sulcide mania is making great rav-
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talking to so many clever people it's
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A SORROWFUL AND SOLITARY LIFE.

The Fititul and Tonehiug Story of Jeseph
Morvick, the Elephant Man.

Wo can remember o invented tale
that speaks a0 to the heart it once of the
cruelty of life and the beauty of human
cotnpassion as the true story closed by &
sentence in the newspapers sunonnolng
thut  Joseph Merrick, the “'elephant
g, was degul,

lmagine a human soul clothed in &
body so unspeakably frightfal that see-
g it men turped sick with loathing sud
women fuinted; a being who had to be
conveyod from place (o phce in secret;
who bardly dared to ventnre abroad
even by unight; who, finding his fellow
creatures ran from Lim, grew terrified
by the terror he oreated, and shoddered
in dark comers like o hunted beast.
Imagine him driven by starvation to ae-
copt u showman's offer and by axhibited
to the most brotal of andiences, that
commonly enough shrieked and ma pell
well from the tent ns soon ms the curtain
wils drawn,

Enrly in 1580 Frederick Treves, one of
the surgeons of the London hospital,
found Morrick in a penny show, in &
room off the Whitechapel road, ¢ronch-
ing belind an old curtain and trying to
warmy himself over a brick that was
honted by o gan jot.  Mr, Treves wout
up to him not only withont fear or loath-
‘ing, but with sympathy, For the find
time in his lfeof twenty-four years Mer-
rick heard n kind word and was spoken to
like o man,  The effect wis ourions, It
el hivo afraid at first,  He sheank as an
ordinary mun would from something un-
canny.  Then, as be began (o realize the
truth, he broke into sobs of gratitude.
Days and even woeks passed, however,
before he weovered from the shook of
hearing a compassionate word.

The police prohibited his show on the
ground of publiv decency, S0 he went
to Belgimm, where again the police in-
terferad, md where un agont decaanped
with his money.  Mervick was loft desti-
tuite amd starving in the streets of & for
elgn  town, where the ignorant mob
thought him a fend,

He c¢ame back to London—how, no
no one gquite knows, At every station
and landing place crowds doggod him,
Stenmers refused 1o have bim on board.
But he came back to Leondon, becnuse
in London lived the only man who had
over given him a kind word. He made
his way to the London hospital, found
My, Treves, who lind him lodged for a
time in an attic in the hospital, and de-
termined to fnd & permanent shalter for
him,

But now it was found that no instite-
tion would roceive him.  The royal hos
pital for inenrables and the British home
for incurmbles slike declined to take him
in unless wufficient funds were forth-
coming to pay for his muintenance for
life. Ho himself begsed that he might
be placed in a blind hospital. It is hard
to match the pisthos of this plea.

Then in November, 1586, Carr Gomm,
chadrman of the London hospital, wrote
to The Times asking help for this case,
aud the British public responded. A
room was built for Merrick on the
ground floor in & ramote wing of the hos-
pital, and there, surroundod with bools,
flowers and n hundred tokens of the
kindness that is really quick in the pub-
lio heart, he lved.

He had found man
Princo and Princes of Wiles, Mr, Glad-
stone, Mre, Kendal snd othars.  To M,
Kendal is due the happy suggestion thag
Merrick should be taken to see
Christmas pantomime at Lane.
She engaged the royal box; she
brought to the thestre, and took
precantion that no strange
soe him.  Hiddin from the o
the curtaing of the box, the *
man" tasted an hour or two of
ing happiness. It was nll to
the fairies, the splendor and the jewels,

Mexrick, iu lgih of his hideous ex-
torior and terrible exporionces, was in
his way a gentle sentimentalist, an
guslied forth at times, under the
conditions of his lifo at the ;
verso modelgl on the bhymns of Dr
Watts, in which he gave ntterance to
feclings of gratitude, the sincerity of
which wone ever g It wos &
tender heart that was beating beneath o
mask more hideons than of Orson.
Abovo all, it wis n heart  that wia fillsd
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poor ereature's oiterunces;
to Mr, Treves he clung to the lust with
the wistful trust and affection of a dumb
animal. —London Spenker.
Polnts About the falr Brush,
Thete fs another considoration in con-
noction with tl;:m of the hair brosh,
may
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Rilson—=Do you find him sof
Wilson— Yes; he borrowed fi
trom mo & year ago, and he

naver forget my kindnoss,
Bilson—-And ho hasn's?
Wilson—Xo; overy time he
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