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. Women Sowetlmes Chunge.
wot are the tkes of advemity,” it s
wweet they have proved as
Ity transformiog In twe
recontly under the writer's notles
n each (nstancs the wife living in afilu
ence baa suddenly become nn nlmost desti.
ute widow, and haw done as 80 many other
wotnen have: established a
Loust, Here, however, the slml-

1n.

Now sho will mmtu nnswer the bell
berself, in out of the basement
door If it seemas {6 the least wore couven-
fent, calls her servants Katle und Mamle,
natnes that under the old reglime would
buve been Catharine and Mary, and be

in pumberless ways that her -
#0 {ar iw ceramoninls are conperned,
hins flod with the change in ber elreum:

slunoes.

Mrs. 1L, on the conteary, who ln prosper
Ity was the most careless nud bappy-go-
lucky of mistrosses, ls now exactly the re
warse. She came in Lo greet a visitor the
other moenlng drawing off & palr of rulr
ber gloves. “I've boen belping a litle in
the pantry this busy Monday," she ex-
plained, “and though, us you know, | am
the last person (o bother over my hands, |
wear them nownildnys to sstiblish s difer
ence between iy dish wisahlng and Aun's.”
And shé preserves this distsnce vigidly in
evory respeot.—~New York Tiues,

Mme. Virot's Nomance,

There Is much of romunce In the history
of Mma. Virot, the most famous milliner
of Paria, Bhe began her career when a
young girl as nssistant to Laure, then the
mont fnmous milliner in Earope; but after

AL Virot, who was p poor Young
lockamith, with o pession for art and
sculpture, she established a small business
of ber own on i side street. The wife de
voted hersolf o bonnets, and her husband
10 briow-brae and soulpture. Ous day the
Erpress Eugenio passing down the street
saw a bonnet In A shop window which
struck her ns belng o remarkablo oo po-
o

tion.

Shie sent for the bonnet and the botinet
maker. Virot lustantly bocawe the rage.
In nsbort time abe removed hor shop to
the Ruo de In Paix, near to Worth, and in
a fow years Mme. Virot was mentioned na
one of the millionnires of Paris With
the nity given by the wealth of his
wife Virot became s noted connolsseur lo
bric-a-brag, hils wife sharing fully in his
taste and knowlndge, especially tn all that

w&m the renalssance.—Now York

A Bright Litsrary CUritle

Sald a famous writer the other day: Do
kuown that the best literary eritlo {n
ow York—at once the subtiest and the
most sympathetic—~is n woman! | mean
Miss Lillle Hamilton French. Sho served
her apprenticeshlp as llterary oditor of The
Star and afterward did excellent work on
The Commercial Advertivor, The head of
one of our largest publishiipg houses also
told me that out of over %0 papers that

came to them hers wis the very best,

Bhe Is dolng originad work now for the

nos and syndioates, and ber judg
ment Is privately taken by some of the
most eminent and sucossful of our Ut
ternteurs, Personnlly Miss Freonch s a
tall, handsome woman, thoroughbred in
overy Une.  Bhe ba groclous, grceful and
full of the most exguisite gullelessness.
Soclally »he belongs to the ereme de la
erome,  Hor home ls one of the most arpis
tho fn New York, and in it you may meet
m:ghuf the people best worth knowing in
all this gowd town. —~Epoch,

Man in the Iron Mask,

The Mentity of the famous “Man {n the
Tron Mask" never boen made known,
The minsk was pot of leon, s has generally
bean supposed, but of blusk velvet, The
fanclful storles of Lis wearlug an lron
mauak, locksd behind with a padlock, gained
eredence during his removal to the castle
of Pigneral [n 10670 During this romoval
ordars wore given that If he revealod lils
identity he wms to be killed on the spot. o
1080 ho was agnin transferred, this time to
the Isle of Sainte Marguorite.  Duriug the

the strictest wareh wis kept that

Il.l“l: it n'.:lmlmhimwlf. In 1008 Lo

Wis removed, this time baek to the
Bastile, hin first place of imprisonment.

He died on Nov, 10, 1708, nnd wis buried
mext day under the nnme of Machiotl; the
;l:ﬂ of burial, the old Comuetary of St

ul, Paris It s now genorally supposed
that "“The Mano {u the Iron Mask" was
Count Matthioll, & minister of Charles LLL,
duke of Mantus. According to the story,
Louls XIV, of France, hndd beibod Matthl
oll, but finding the later playing him
false, lured him to the French frontler,
and then had him seerotly arvested and jm-
prisonad ~ 8t Louls Repubilie,

The Future Queen of Wolland,

Prinoess Wilbelming, the Dutoh heir ap-
parent, 18 now 10 yeurs ol 'Uhe princess’
governos s an alalllafh lady. The prin:
onls can express hersell very woll in
French and Koglish. She h:u not learnsd
Germaan, the language of her niother. She
s pretey garden of hor own, with chalet
aud plgeoncroft. The prineess risos at 7
aud goes to her father and gives him a
mmluk:. p:u tlwumynl fumily take

& princoss belng presen
oy ng t, e nt

After broak fast shie recolves lessons till
Ho'clock. She then goes to the queen's
rooms, whore the time s spent ln conver
sation, or ber majesty reads and explains u
ohapter lo the Bible.  Before lunch, which

sarved ut 12:80, the princess takes a drive

& pony carriage or amuses hersalf in &

on the large ponds of Loo. After

ahe bas more lesnons, plays with her

and takes a drive with the queen, At

Is served, and a fow hours after-

wand the royal family retire to thelr apart:
ments ~Chicago Post.

Nursing aa & Noble Work,

There are many wotnen entering the pro-
tesslon of nursing whose seime of hum?r is
nol high, aud whose appreclation of the
dignity of labor Is not great, but who see
u'mmm- means of galnlug &
I L OF & way to esonpe from the
rather dud and petty routine of a sngle
wirl's life at home. They like the eclat of

a noble work and the |
vy h-n::l:l::;t.ubuu are unwilling
more work t ey oan halp to ab
sals thelr desire. % ‘

There are, bowever, ather women who,

pursing, ofteti as & means of

OLDMAN GILBERT.

By BLIZABETH W. BELLANY,
(“KANBA THONPE,")

Author of ' Four Ouks,” “Liltle Joan-
na," Elo,
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gloomily.

“If I wore g man,” eried Missy, clinch-
ing hor small fists Bercely, “T'd search
the big world over.” '

The colonel was hurt that Missy should

disduined to explain what unavailing ef-
furis he had mude o discover, for her
anke, his son's retreat; und Missy, ignor
ant of this, felt her heart waxing ever
more and more bitter against her (sther,

becnuse of thin bitternoss; she thought
she was miserable only because she miss

ed hor brather.
Misiy, however, had by Do means

turn. Some day he would surely cotne
howe, and in this conlident expectation
her energies wok the form of a feverish
ambition o improve ber mind. Brer
Nicholas must not find her the ignorant
child he had Joft crying 1o bim in the
ralng whe must strive for the commenda-
tion of the belovedalsent brother; for
hikin whie studiod —uix ber strength permit-
ted; for him she labored ut the detested
piano, in a pathietic snxiety thut her
mind should atone for the defocts of the
poor littls body, lamed in the futils ef-
fort to reach him,

Aund now n great dread possessed Col,
Thorne, a dreoad lest Missy should become
morbid through the indulgence of this
{nsistent deslre to recover her brother,
unid he suddenly determined to take her
ut ovee to New York aud put her under
the care of & physician, ps his aunt had
repeatedly urged him w0 o,

This was in the summer of 1800, Col,

Thorne wis one of those who felt sure
thare would be no war; therefore, when
he found, after a few weeks in New
York, that Winifred was in o fair way
to itaprove, and that she conld be con-
tent to romuin with ber aunt, he did not
hesitate to leave her whon he returned
howe in Octaber,  Hischild, he thought,
could travel howmewurd with friends st
any time, or he cotld go to her,
When the fighting began the colonel,
like many others, declared that it would
all bo over in less than sixty days; but
ua the war went on—an ever deepening
horror—he rejoiced, oven while his heart
ached for the sight of her, that his livtle
lame duughter had been leftin New York.
Ho did not seo Missy again until the
fall of 1885,

CHAPTER XXIL

NEWS OF NICHOLAS.
Five years had ndded some inches to |
Winifred Thorue's stature, but she wos
o tiny creature still, and she atill went
lsue, leaning on a quaint little erutch
with a handle of carved ivory, by help of
which she moved with a grace and fucil-
ity that mocked at pity, The hue of
health was on her cheek, whenoe the ob-
noxious freckles had vanished; her mouth
uo longer Jooked too large for her face;
her great gray eves had taken & deeper
voloring, n warmer light; the sunburned

streaks In her brown hair hoad disap-
peared; Winifred Thorne had  bloomed
into o plquant, uousunl beauty, nod her
very lameness gave her a  romantio
charm. Heor father's heart, even in the
midst of the misfortunes following the
war, throbbed with a proud joy when he
looked at her.  She surpassed hisutmont
hopea—this duinty oreature, all spist,
wnd fire, and grace.

- .
WAy didn't you follow kim
Col, Thorne had grown to love this
litthe lame daughter of his with & jealous
atd exacting devotion, but Missy's regard
for her father did not exceed the limit of
a dutiful respect, and yet the marked
ehanges that she found In bim appealod
strongly to her tondorness.  He had been
gray ever sines she could remember him,
bat his hair was white now, and there

Tt means thist he has hidden bimself
out of our reach,” answered the colonel,

doubt be bad done his best, bat his peide

She did not know that she was misernbie

abandonied the hope of her brother's re- |

WMiney, who had seen only the pomp of
WAK, Wid
misory, **Wae must live for oue another,”
ahe cried, with generous sympathy.

e v s prudeh ”hlaion
ob, , with a A
“You know your Aunt Pauline likes her
own way, ind we wouldn't wish to give
up Thorne Hill to her sway. Then those
ohildren with no regular nurse — it
wouldn't be cowfortable, Wllulfnd._ 1l
suppose they'll get on somehow, With
your father to advise. Cousin Myrtilla
manages very well with one of the twins
to look nfter whut is left of her planta-
tion,  Paul has & situstion in a law office
in Savannah and Judge Chadwiok has
taken the. other oue of the twing in his
office. Ivs lucky that Lottio is engnged
to be mwarried 1o the judge’s son, 1 hope
Hess may muke as guod a match, for it's
little enough Cousin Myrtilla can do for
them now,"

Winifred listened to all this in sad si-

Jence: shie felt as if she had came, not to
the old home she used to know, but to
strange new worll of sorrow.

“Why they all wanted to quit, I'm
sure 1 don't know—the negroes, I mean,”
Miss Elvira continued plaintively. ** Your
father offered them every induceinent,
bt they'd rather starve on freedom, I
| suppose,  Daphne was one of the first o
|go. Bhe is in town taking in wishing,
| and working harder than ever she did in
hor life. | saw her loat week, and she
looks as If she hadn't enough 1o eat.
Tom Quashi—he married Amity, you
kinow—is & waiter at the hotel, and
Griffin Jim is n barber. 1 balieve he
earns & good deal by odd jobs; yet he
declines o tuke old Dicey, his nipther, to
live with him, Dicey is helpless now;
uhe can't walk, and she can't even feed
herself; so Griffin Jiw thinks she s bet-
ter off with us,  'm sure we don’t want
Griffin Jim to take her away; we'va
been used to her so long.” And Mis
Elvira begun to weep afresh.

“And Mom Bee? Missy queried, anx-
jously, Misay had been at home soine
hours when this conversation took place,
andl her heart was burning to know why
Mom Bes did not come to welcoms her,

Miss Elvira wiped her eyes and stitfen-
ed hersolf. “Glory-Ann 8 with her
futnily in town,” she said, with strong
indignstion, *Your father tried his best
to have her stay heére, He built her a
hotse and lie offered her a cow und some
plgs; but Cinthy, that daughter of hers,
wouldn't agree to it.  She made Glory-
i\nn believe that we had designs upon
her,"

Missy burst into tears. “Mom Bee
might have waited for we,” she sobbed,
“Oh, Winifred, don't ery!" Miss Eivira
entreated, weeping herself, It doesn't
do one bit of good. 1 do believe old Gil-
bert himself would have left usif he
hadu't gone long ngo.”

1 don't!” cried Missy. *‘And one of
these days he is coming back; he is #ure
to come back: he promised me,”

“Winifred? What do vou mean? ex-
olaimed Miss Elvira, startled into an en-
ergy of t'lupimiu most unusual,

“It was me sent him away,"” Winifred
declared exultingly, reckless of grummar.
“It was me wrote himn pass. And 1
gave him my gold chain and bracelets
for Brer Nicholns to turn into money.
What did I care for trikets, and my
brother, my dear, dear brother, in need?”
“Winifred, you surely never did do
thut?" cried Miss Elvira, aghnst. **Your
father's gifis!"

“I did more than that," Winifred re-
wroed, with & proud, sad swile. 1
tried (o go to him myself.”

I trust you have grown wiser, child,”
said Miss Elvira, primly, *‘One rarely
meets any return for such sacrilices.”
“Oh;, sunt Elvira? Don't you know
that love pays itsell in loving? 1f I did
wrong to try to rdn away, I bear my
punishmeni—a hfe long punishment;
but I can't, I can't be sorry for the effort
I wade to find my brother,”

“This is rebellious," snid Miss Elvira,
reaching out her slim hand for Bishop |
Ken, a8 for & tallsman, *“You oughtto
resign yourself to his loss,"

S b were dend, yes," said Winifred:
“but until 1 know that he is dead” —sho
faltered, with blauching lips—"0h, nun¢
Elvirs, did you never know the might
of a love that s stronger than life,
stronger than death? I seems to we
thiat my brother most live until 1 see
b again, or he must send us o message,
even from the grave.”

“Winifred, you shock juel” said Miss
Elvira; and immediately she took refuge
in Bishop Ken, holding the little worn
book close to her oyes as was her habit,
and pretending w read, while she glanved
furtively over its top at her irrepressible
nisce. *Winifred,” sighed she to her-
sell, i going to be no casier o manage
now than when she wus w ohild,”

A few days later Glory-Ann visited
Thorne FHll in great state.  She arrivid
in a huck, the recently. acquired prop-
erty of Griffia Jim, who expected 1o
make & fortune out of the traveling
publie,

Mom Bee bud grown older, and she
looked more stately than ever in her
Sunday attire of black alpaca; but she
forgot her age and her dignity, and took
her nursling on her lap, and shed tears
over her.

were doep lines in his face and he had
contractod a stoop that gave him ap air |
of feebleness, but he retained the same
#stern reticence, and his danghter, albeit
shie was no more aftald of him now than
of old, shrank from him still with a feel-
ing that was half regret and half impa-
tienoe, It was linpossible for the colonel |
nok to ses this, but it was his way to suf-
fer in silence,

And ot only were the colotel and his |
daughter changed in the momentous |
yoars that had gone by sinee Winifred |
was last ut home, but Thorne Hill {tself |
waa 1o longer the same, Missy found,

but half the broad acres lay uatilled and
many of the familiar faces of the negroes
were missing.

“What has become of them all™ she
asked her aunt.
| “Freedow,” Miss Elvira responded.

indeed,the samo house, the same grounds, |

"My po' little honey been gone all dese
years, en' [ ain't soed her no mo' ontel
she wuz plum growed up? You aln’ fur-
Kot yu' ole wammy, is you, honey?"

“Noi I've forgotten nothing," Wini-
fred declured, between tears and laugh-
ter. “You know how vou used o tell
me that 1 should ‘hone' after this old
plantation; and it all came true, 1|
drenmed about the blavkberry pateh, and
the spring, and the souppernong arbor:

beginning (o realize its | np

hon | was i child w1 1o think o
knowliedge mnil power caino with grown
years: but now | am s child no
do nut knaw whit to do to
have my wish, 1 ean't forget him! 1
must hexr from him! [ wust! T oust!
God is good, nud surely sme day ﬂﬂ
will give my brother back to his home!

“fush now, honey, en’ I gwan tell
you somothin',” said Glory-Ann, lower-
ing her voloe mysteriously. Glory-Ann
had come 10 Thorne Hill quite ks much
for the purpose of telling this “*some-
thing” #s to weloome Missy, *'Dey is a
stranger in Tallnhossee frum de Big
North—1 done furgit his name: en’ I ain’
soed him, not ter git speech wid him,
mun—but I'lows ter some day bom-bys,
‘cnuse I bear tell b is met up wid Mawse
Nicholun somewhers in de wah."

wOh, where? cried Missy, dropping
her ctutoh und clasping Glory-Ann's
arm, “Why dido't you follow him?
Whyt'—

“Now, lis'n at dat chile! Allers so
hendy ! saill Glory-Ann with injured
dignity. **T'se olo ‘oman, Missy; you
furgita dat,  How 1 gwan to foller a lim-
ber young gemman? s 1 gwan holler at
him on de streéts, luk 1 done lef’ my
munners?”

“Oh. o back 10 town and find him,
and tell him, for the love of heaven, (o
come to mel Missy implored.

Glory-Ann drew Herself up miajesti-
cally, 1w wprised nt you, Misay, 1 is
due” waid she, severely, “Is dem do
manners des Jurn't you at the big north?
You o bawn huly sendin’ ter a gemiman
ter come ter see you?  Don’t you go ler
sent’ him no word ber come.”

SRt 't ag il 1 were like other girls,”
said Missy, rodidening, as she stooped to
pick up her crateh. This makes n dif-
ference,”

WYou, hit do meker diffunce; hiv eks
hit all de wosser, Missy, Don't you sen’
o word,  Mo'over e’ besides, how yo'
know yo' paw gwan admit 4 Yankee ter
git ter speak wid you? 1 henr tell mns
ter 4 Tused ter be ‘quainted wid him."

wAnd does my father know—ah, does
he know that this man has met my
brother® erdod Migsy, with indignation
burning in lher eyes; but this feeling
passed instantly, " whe

longer, and 1

““Ah, no! nol
sighed, “he can not have heard it."
“ile don't bullieve hit, heney. En'
what he don't bullieve he won't bullieve;
dot't you know yo' paw?”

“Then 1 shall inguire into this matter
mysell,” snid Missy, with decision,
“Don’t you go sen’” no word, Misy:
dat ain’ no way fur vou ter do."

The habit of submission to Mom Bee's
rebuke was not yet extinct jo Missy's
breast; she blushed, she sighed, she
wrung her hands in angry impatienece,
but she did not ingist. **What then am
1 to do¥" she cried,

“Ain't 1 done tol' you I 'lows ter git
speech wid him bom-bye?* said Glory-
Ann, reproachfully, *Whyn't you wait?'
“Haven't 1 waited for years! cried
Missy, *Promise me to ses him to-mor-
row; I will have patience until to.mor-
row,"

“[ ain' gwan back termorrer; I'se
eome ot & wisit, en' 1 ain't in no hurry,"”
Mom Beo declared,

“0h, dear! oh, dear!” eried Winlfred.
“You might come back, you know, and |
stay forever,” she conxed,

But Glory-Aun was obdurate, There
was & certain distinetion in being s
vigitor at Thorne Hill, and this old lady
of color was disposed to moke the most
of it,

CHAFTER XXIII.
HAD | BUT KNOWNI

Winifred went to kim and put her hund on

his avin,
The next day came Lottie and Bess,
with thelr grandmother; like Mom Bee,
they ocame in a hired hack, for Mes,
Herey had been glud to sell her carringe
unil horses,
Cousin Myrtilla looked old and worn,
the more so, perhaps, that she no longer
indulged in the coquetry of dress,  Her
gronddaughters were young ladies now,
and it taxed her steaitened resources to
the utwost to furnish their simpls ward
robws,  But Lottie and Bess carried light
hearts in spite of empty purses, They
rejoiced over Missy, and they rejoiced
alsa over her New York outfit, These
sisters hnd gloried in wearing homespun,
but now that the war was overthey were
not proof nguinst the atiractions of silks
and velvets, and Missy's pretty dresses
offered such brilliant suggestions for
muking over certain old finery their
graudmother had stored away.
But the cut of a sleeve, the ndjustment
of u flounce, could not rivet Missy's in.
terest while her heart was burning to
learn whother, by any chance, Ler cousins
knew anything of the stranger who had
mot Nicholas.

and nothing ever tasted hall so good as
Your corn dodgers and buttermilk,"
“Dullaw chile, don't talk!" |

| _ *“And you said onoe that Ishould never

| dunce,” the girl reminded her, with u sad
hitthe smile.

| “Don't lay thut up beginst me, Miss
Winifred, now don't,” Glory-Ann en-

| treated.  “Fae' is, honey, dese ain' no

I tmes ter bo dancin', wid your paw |

in taking u
lvelihood, Su wo with the highest motives, | *ith plaintive brevity, glancing up from ; agittin' gray in trouble, en' Mawss Aleck

and who, {n rendering themssives (nde

Gage done got hisse'f killed in de wah,

“Oh, wke all the things home with
you," she sald, impatiently. “But tell
me this, hnve you met—I mean, do you
know anything about a stranger from
the north"— Apd Winifred faltered

| forth ihe information Glory-Ann had

given her,

Lottie and her sister exchanged glances,
but did not speak.

“You are keeping something from
me,” cried Winifred.

“He was in the Yankee army,” suid

Ap Ameriean’s Kxperiouce in England.
Mr. Beonsot Howard, {H dranmasiat, a
vory fomi of trigyeling. * The otber day
win tanring with a friend aloub (ifey miles
(ot Lavmion, thay nt avil
liige to it something 1o eat J st i they

Bl Nusdshyed Dnuch n grave mm;d

the village camie to Mr

" :‘; lsving & baby show here.
Wonlil you not lke tastop wnd sca the
children?” .

wNothing would give me greater ploas
are.” skl the dpsmatist, and be and
{riend weut nlong with the old geotleman
w the village As they the
wronnds the officlal sid to Mr. Hownel:

“Wouldo't you kiudly nct as a judge in
this baby show?'

Mr. Howard answered that if thero was
one thing i 1ife that be yearned for it was
to be a judge In & bnbynbon;;qnd 80 the

rocesslon reached the gron
. “You see,” said vhe official, “I have acted
a judge myself several tmes, and my de
elslons meet with some dissatinfaction, so
| thought it would be better if we had &,
stranger,”

This was encouraging, so Mr. Howard
told his friend to get the tricycle ready, so
that they could escape the moment Judg:
pent wis rendered.

When they came to the grounds the offi-
cial said in a loud voice:

“The gentleman from London has eoo-
sented to not as judge."

However, Mr. Howard mandged to get
out of the dilemma very diplomatically.
An old woman of ninety-elght was intro-
dueed to lim ws the oldest inhabitant, and
the gallant dramatist at once said that she
wis the very party to ast as judge of the
timbles, mt she had ever so much more ex-
perience In shat line thad he bad. So
while the old Indy was chucking the
bables under tha chin, Mr. Howard anod
bia friend escaped on the swift and ndise-
loan tricyele.—Detroit Free Pross.

Danlel Wobster In & Good Cook,

Danfel Webster (s the name of the cols
ored “pusson” who acts as porter, chef and
walter in Austin Corbin’s sumptuous pri-
vate car, the Oriental,  Heo is dleverin esch
eapacity, and is a greay favorite of Mr, Cor-
bin's. It is a8 cook, bowever, that ho has
won his greatest honors. He is such an
adept in the culloary art that Mr. Corbin
tukes particular pride in having his friends
dine with bim in hix ear. *“Now, Daniel,”
he will often say, “I am going to bave Mr,
— dine with me tomorrow. He s » gus-
tronomle crank, and you must put your
best foot forward,”

Daniel will thereupon grin broadly and in,
dulge In a quiet chuokle that means much,
A divuver is served the vext day Lhat
would do eredit to the best hotel (n town
—well selected, well cooked and daintily
served. Mr. Corbin's car affords svery
possible facllity for prepuring and serving
siuch megls. Perhaps Danlel's proudest
day was the firt occmsion ou which be pre-
pared a lancheon for Mr. John Hoey, who
is an intimate frioend of Mr, Corbin nud a
most com petent jodge of good coo

In the first place be pall the luncheon
the compliment of eating everything that
wis pluced before him, and then, as he sat
back nnd lighted a clgar he remarked,
“Corblo, | suppose you have a yearly con-
truet with Delmounleo for this service?!

Duaniel Webster would searcely notice
the ordinary employes of the Long lsland
road for the next two dsys.—New York
Times.

A Trick of the Newshoy.

It was raining. She asked him for an
evoning paper.. He drew his cout sleeve
across his fuce and safd:

“Will yer have a clean ons er a dirty
one?”

"Clean one or dirty one? Why, u clean
one of course" )

“All right. Yer wsee, some folks don't
care, nn' a kid enn't keep papers clean
when it soxeles all duy, an' he can’t sell de
dirty ones us guick us der clean obes, so |
Jos' naked."

He hnd folded the paper earefully, and
he took the peunies with “Thank yer.”

Another newsboy standing vear sald:

“Hil kids, did yer hear e style Blokey
In slingin'? Clean” papers an' dirty onesl
Why didn't yer fold de dirty ones de clean
side out an’ sell "o it ?"

“Hold on derel Don't you go to gettin'
fresh! | knows what I'm about.”

She went on, and mused over the fact
that even dirty fuoed nnd and self
brought up newsboys seemed to pick up a
souse of hounor, nnd know Intuitively the
principles that make a sucoes of business,
When she arrived home and opened the pa-
per she discovered that the newsboy did
know exactly what he was about. The pa-
per was clean only on the outside.—Teresa
Dean in Chieago Herald.

Tho Muarvelous Boy.

Bulwer was u Spiritualist long before
Bpiritunlism became an nocepted term,
which ounly begnn with the Rochester
knockings, in 1848 [ dived with him when
he was liviog at Craven cottage, on the
banks of the Thames. Brougham was of
the party. We were to meet Alexis, then
nlud kpown ns aclairvoyant. When the
bell rang  Bulwer, sccompunied by two or
three of his (riends, left the room to recelve
him. lo the holl was the card tray. . Bal-
wer took from it a dozen or 80 of cards and
placed them (o bis pocket.

After dinver Alexis went foto a trance.
Bulwer pluced bis hand In bis pocket and
before withdrawing it asked whose card he
held, The naswer, after n brief pause, was
given correctly. The experiment was re
peated at least n dozen times—always por-
rectly, Alexis was a Freuch boy UL bud
been but u few days in England. The cards
wero all those of Eoglishmen, Cluirvoy-
ance was u term that probably most of the
guests thore beard for the st time—8. G
Hall’s Book.

The Postal Service In Bwitserland,
We had seot our baggage, ns wo had
been advised, to the postoffice, whers we at
once went.  The bag which we wished to
post to Zermatt seemed 1o uy very heavy,
but seythes and barrels aud bundles of old
iron, isbeled and addressed, were lying on
the Noor, and we supposed it must be all
right, though the post AS BOOD AS
we had paid our money, ta awny with-
oot giviog us stamps or receipt, and had
nothing more to do with us, We need not
have worried, for the Swiss postoffics tal.es
snything and everything that the express
cowpanies at home would carry, and if ore
does not bother about his baggage 1t 1s as
certaln to turn up at his journey's end as
It would be to disappear in England if one
ventured to let it take care of itself. —Cent-
ury. -
Consoling to the Patient,
The following dinlogue sctually odeurred
in the city hoapital: Y
Nurse (to putient who is too long for bis
Paraiod Do Tt SR hor st
u i enongh for the ta.
: Pl:hnl(wh“l:u.:t‘ flat on his back
oF two mon . very fesble)—I
whould think they would. - <

his | gored

AN IMPORTANT BILL.
-.__'.;.;" Condumned
The Reyn R ew York Legisiature.

Monday Mr. Kelly Introduesd
Bholﬁbﬂ in the assembly. A
carelol Jn‘ of it will dhow that it In
& very important one:

Ax Aot to'nmmhu-d m ne
ous and injorious ingredients in ng
po\\'uu'ln. Baking Powders manulse

in state, known as the
YROYAL" and otber Baking
I'nmnm.d;u-uudlornhn abuo-

ro; and,

h#mu. Officlal examination shows
themw to contain ammonin and other in-
jurions ingredients; therefore Tng FPro-
Pig o Tk Srare or New YORk, repre-
sented in Senate and Assembly, do en-
act as follows:
Section 1. Every can or package of
baking powder containing Ammonin
offered for male in this State shall have
& conspicuons label thereon with the
wo YOontains Ammonis,” printed
thereon fn pl:i:dl.ype. not amnlher I;lla.ﬂ
great primer, any person who aha
sell, orﬂhva or offer for sal

#, any such
can or of baking powder with-
u?t .i:ha label thereon, shall be guilty
of misdemeanor.

Soction 2. This act sball take effect
July 1, 1891, —New York Press, April
18,1801,

THE ARIZONA KICKER,
Edtterial Utterances Reprinted by the De-
troit Free Press,
We extract tha following from the last is
sue of The Arizona Kicker:
A Doumte Hir—Last week ocertain folks
who want tosee us dowtied were chinokling
becauss we were not lovited to the grand au-
tumn wolree given by Mm Judge Gilder
sleove, of Jackne Heights, It was a socinl
wub on us, wo'll admit, but the aforesaid
ebuckling has ceased. [t tiroke short off day
before yesterday when the sherlll arrived
from Omabs aud tapped the judge on the
shoulder and asked him how the business of
cow stealing got along.
Wo've had the blography of the judge in
band for souse months Hoe robbed a post-
office in Mlinols, stole bogs in lows and em-
from & toll beidge in Indlana. On
of that bestole cows In Nebrasks, and
s wife made cold mutton of us we
down to the telegraph office aond dis
the sherif twoomeon, Wa think,
about even. It is not the policy of
. a8 we have often stated, o de

citizgens, but no one must try any monkey
shimes with ux.  We aro hore to stay.

He Srarrep—In our last bsue wo called at-
tention to the fact that Willlam Parton, fa-
milianly known as “Baldbeaded Bill" had
sucoseded in sectring the nomination for al-
derman of the second ward on the People's
Reform ticket. Wo didn't go much on the
reform business, to begin with, and we went
cousiderably less on William. We kindly
mentioned the fact to him that he was an
old sonker, 8 man who never pald & debt,
and that he escaped indictment for stealing
the bridge funds by a flaw.  In & brotherly
way wo usked him to step down and out, but
instoad of heeding our well meant advice he
cams bunting for us with s shotgan,

Then we hiad to exbibit certain documents
to the good people to prove that Willlam's
trus home was in state prison, and it was de-
eided to got & move on him.  Some ane gave
the map away, however, and be was a mile
or more away when the people ealled at his
cabin and asked him to coms out and play pen-
dulum.

Weare heavy on genuine reform In poli-
ties, but we can't be made to believe that the
gwhﬁnuh 1o notminate a thief to of-

Pae WeatHea —Our subscribers bhave
been both surprised and pleased at the way
we bave hit the weather for the last two
weoks, We didn't expect to doso well in the
start off, as the only instrument we had was
an old horse shoe, & two foot -rule and a war
map of the battle of Gettysburg, but we made
no mistake,

Our first prediction was that the following
week would be cold, clear, cloudy, wart and
variable, with possibly rain,

Wo bit it even to the variuble. She varisd
from a frost to such & bot night that every-
body kicked the quilts off, The rain didn't
last but three days, but that was sulficlent te
lot ws out, ¢
Our second prediction also hit it pat. Wae
predioted winds, caliny, sunshine, clouds,
high pressure over the Arctic ocean, and low
pressure around the mouth of the Amaron,
with & considerable wobble between here and
the Pucifle. Bhe wobbled. We got just
what we expected, and from this ont we are

ahead like n scared jack rabbit bunt-
for cover, Watch our smolke —Detroit

An Tmpamloned Appeal

w‘ barrister in his {lrst cnss was

upon to defend & coupls of deep dyed
villaing, for whom there was no chance of
esenpe.  Ho wound up his address to the jury
as follows: “(Jentlomen, there is, in the south
of France, a small village of 200 inhabitants,
In that village there standsa bouse, In that
houss there live an aged couple with their
ooly daughter. The old mun Is perusing a
paper with feverish anxioty, the old lady ia
sbodding tears over her knitting, the young
woman sits at the window gazing wistfully
Al tbe nky, They are waiting to hear the re-
sult of this trial, which will canse them lm-
mense delight or profound despair, according
A8 my case Is won or lost, for that old man is
mhu.ﬂ:w. that aged woman ““‘Y%

young person is slster

Volear mu.h' -,

The Small One—Say, if & man should cali
7 Ton Lasgs Ona teith paphasi—1 kndek
fw rd .
e emphasis—|

The Small One—Thanks. I was just going
to pddress a fow remarks to you, but I'll wait
:I..I-l.pcl:.hupund than drop you a few

1 ‘J‘
The Romantic Nopy o .
Gl Who et & Uiy
About five yeur ;h :
o.mduld B h’ :
ilahlh_\vw |
of Alwbama, while "'ﬁ |
mother, Mrs. Nanoy m
Bhelby county, hyg o oy
ter, Mahala J.,“uh | o
Arnold learned 1y bﬁu o \
seon with a Woman 'hm
Sarali J, Colbert, yng 'h‘ld
edly taken the gir| nwy,
the railrosd Omuqu&iﬁ
:2:5“ I:Jhe direc R o
clive point of g
child’s mother ml:,:ﬂu:h
whs an infant, but ghey o
brother and sister ) n'h"'
panions at the time of the
the girl,
e -

v rultless, and fyg o
el . In the 1 .,.
- g ey Mismiedppi ‘g
again 0 Tuskaloos couty, v
livediwhen his dn'lli(hlﬂ ."

where he hus resideg
years, inee his returg t::
In 1887 John C. Arnoly, gy,
sisted his brother iy ghe,
lost child, received 5 Posta)
Jan, 14, from Koy, AI.““H‘
M. Bridges," informing piy
ties” he had inquired u“‘
mail at that office, Fro &'
the brother continued ki =
qulll'!i;wi and currmmmlugm
to discover the whereahoyy
niece, R
Nearly three miore
spent in trying to unnrm
the stolen child, when gt s 4
peared to bo 4 fruitles iy B
warded by a substanti ,5,‘:
girl's probuble whereboyy The
recently set out from s o,
twenty miles south of
to truce up the information i i
tained, On renching 8t Chir
lowed the windings of e g
Greensport and Hoke's By
Cherokee —the county hie s nli !
had learned thut u little il g
been left with o MeAlvs iy
about fifteen to eightees piss
Coloma. A description of the i,
vineed Mr, Arnold that she vuy
duughter, On reaching Meupy
convictions were confimel g
his eyes looked upon her futes
MoAlva said the girl hal tey
his house by a woman olliy
Sul Wheeler, who was fous g
by the alias Sal Colbert, ad vigg
ward came ok after the iy
fusing to give lier up, but
the latter's clotbes, which
The girl had been called Eam
woman who stole her, but mes
memory of her real pame ¥
now about 0 years old, and o
fentures, bright and intelfigat
by no means of an un

pearance, —Ashville Hgis

Bome Fucts About "B’

Charley Howard wastalkig
the old book store, mun s fis
ngo, when a stranger reh i
Orleans slipped up, ssying ol

“What will you give fora
Jefferson Davis' hair™

“Ah! [have plenty of &'
Mr. Burke, *Quite s quantity’

Then us the stranger wid
surprised that any one shol &
treasure he thought s mi
Burke said:

“The trath is T have everyity)
hunter wants, [ have hae®
head of many distinguishel s
alive. Maybe you wouldsl
but one-quarter the mosey | B
house came from the mied
George Washington's hesd

“Do you know," Mr. Barke
*sthat the relic hunter isthe i§
on earth. Any reli¢ he s
no vilue, It is simplys qess
much he fs able topay. [o8
sizon man up as he com®
therefore able to hit hin ju.

“Take a battlefield F:.
Burke after o puuse. “
and get my wife to warki¥
pieces of ribbon nslwssid
pound two bullets together
the ribbon, They are
which met in mid airos the
field, I put one in the
the card and the others ind
relic hunter buys the ool ®
soon as lia is gone the dne
and another takes i ps
about a dime and bring i
lants Constitution.

To Keep Trousen ¥

A well dressed man reosd!
leading men's furnishers #=
to be shown suspen
due investigation he
style and inquired of the
many pairs he had in
the number and be
clerk meanwhile lwhzl;
er with a suspicion
There was method in B¢
pess. Yoo see,”
his a pair of uunpﬂ'lﬂ!"z
trousers and one Lsogs !
the suspenders fron lﬁ"
dependant umghm d
shape and the
Moreover,” continued 45
ter day Beau Bru :

*myo‘ the time invoire®’
ing of one's susj ¥
changes one’s |
bother.

“And then cu_nm B

=

sy be longer or SO
and the wnlmmiem

be changed, once o
process of hoisting L
causes an expenditur®
tience, is done WAl
finitely pleasanter 827 0
i the end to have 8 8%
on hand," exciai -
toff in & tone of coBTE%
up his package ol
doorway.,—Clothier :

Not a Spendthrif.

Bess, with chilling brevity. “We don't
know him." And again her eyes sought
her givter's,

“But about his meeting with Brer
Nicholas?* persisted Missy,

“Well, Missy, you know if cousin| M Plaffy—Say,
Jasper don't concern himself about it, | TO5™ Miss Goode, ls & kind, geatle sors of
there is no reason why we should,” said

F:rﬂ-:ﬁbllﬂl
Lottie, snd she wonld have talked of | . Watsrpate trepturously)~Kind and
something else; for her eousin Nichululwu.! Why, Fluf, me boy, that girl |

wouldn't strike an—an stiitude —Time
hud long ago faded out of her interest so e !

completely that she could not divine the ‘ Well Salted.
strength sud the fervor of Missy's deve- |  Summer Girl—That Mr De Salti 4 "
tion.  But Missy would not allow the talk abotit anything bus the ses, and be
subjeot to be dismissed. | uses so many sailor terms that [ can't un-
“What is his name!” she asked. Wlﬂlhm Does he own a
P
Landupan—No, bus be triend
l owaos aoal hd.&“ l::.. g

Berubwoman (who ls the floor)
—It's a nioe long coffin they'll have to maks
for you, me byl—Providence Telegram.

By No Moans Cruel
Mr. . okl man, that friend of

th of Bishop Ken,
pendent, AL the same tme the great [ HE Elvira -.r much loss changed | 0’ Mawse Nick ain’ nuver heerd fum'— |
a.’lunnd ml utbat:;ltn l:::" strug: | than Col. Thorne.  She still wore the | “What liay becomie of the Furnivals,
mwbd - m:l: nu::,. .;’J sune gentle, helpless look that had | Mom Bee?" Missy iuterrupted, suddenly.
stars tompted the childish tyranny of Inif| “Gawn, honey, all on ‘em!” said Glory-

to tham Is due the b
et e i eion BUTMOK | e i whe will read Bishop Ken | Atb, with solemnity. *DeLawd is done

a8 o profeasion for womaen. —M 1
mﬂ . ¢ i | 10 the neglect of other duties. However, | Wiped "em clean offen de face o' de yeth,
- S TR — Miz Furnival, she done dade, natchul

oreiy V| she did now lay aside the chorished vol- |
we, & balf | W0 Jong enough 1o give Misay some | 1k, but de res’ on'em wuxmen folks, en'
- half piys of pose | 80count of the Thorne Hill slaves. | de perished in de wah,”

-mﬂ Io!uk-| “They dide't ull go,” sho said; “the | “'Don’t tell me any more about the
together ¥ old ones who can't do much stayed, and | War!” cried Missy, turning pale. “I had
wome of the most sensible signed con.  hoped—they might know something of
tracts o work on shares. But we are | Brer Nicholus  Ob, Mom Bew! Motn Bee!
better off than many others.  'm sure 1| What bas become of wy brother”

don’s know how your Aunt Pauline, “Honey, don't you tote sorrer ong
with Flora and two little childrea, s to @ What is pas’ en' gawn"  counsele
wanage.  Aleck was killed st Chicka- | Mo Bee,
| maugs, you know.” And Miss Elvira' "Oh, it bt that!™ cried Missy, pas. |
wiped her gyes. i Mgnstely. “Itin the tage of belplosnos. |

But He Wil #°

“Il am dying of hunger,” says madame to |
A New Bropswick 8%

ber busband on returning from a shopping
tour. “Why didn't you stop at a restagrant o W
and get something® “Ob, [ don't like to | guilty of wurds */u,
motey uselessly.® “Well, did you find | Canadians woo't FI7% oy
whas you wanted™ “Yes, indesd; m.fw, else, _HEH‘
lavely little hats ut ninsty-Gve france.” After uﬁsjﬂiyulf his o
8 pause—"] took four of them."—Paris Fi given the rewal ph
waro. it over” and vt resdf '
mate is different, !
Free Prese
mnﬂ":
b ,..:u.
mean by scuttling
Fe (ol 0%
They mean, 1]
bole i it tike the &
scustle has sade @

m
“Come and dine with me this evening.”
“] emn'n™
“Why noti”

*1 am guing to wes ‘Hamiet.'*
“Bring bim with you,"—Journal Higstre,

True Affection.
Envelopo—What do you want!

oot repel me; | am stuck oo
Lawrencs American

At 8 meeting of the Fruit Growers'
Unioa of Bonthern Oalifornis at Los An-
o motion was adopted pledging the

to the union or

a box for frait otherwise

war agread to appaint

other large

|to mx coxTisurn.]
l qoli—




