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Who Opened Fire on Fort Sumter,

GEN. B. G. T. HEAUREGARD,

ven., Beanregard's stirring account of the
first battle of Bull Run in a recent maga-
gne, kas brought its author into prominent
notice just now. A native of New Orleans,
he graduated from West Point in 1883 at
the age of 21. Fought in the Mexican war:
was superintendent of the Military Acad-
emy at West Point in Feb. 1861, but re-
signad on the secessivn of Louisiana; was
in command of the confederate forces at
Charleston, 8, C., when on April 11 he
commenced hostilities by the bombardment
of Fort Svwmpter; on July 21 he won the
battle of Bull Run, and now arraigns Jeff
Davis for not permiit'nz bhim to follow up
that victory by the capturs of Washington.
Ha was prominent in most of the great bat-
tles of tue war from Siailoh to the fall of
Richmon!l. And has sines been active in
the construction of railways and the devel-
opment of the south. Al the aze of 67 he is
i excellent boalth

The Great Canal Engineer,

FERDINAND DE LESSEPS.

The construction of the Suez canal and
that of the isthmus of Panama, if ever com-
pleted, will immortalize the name of de Les-
seps. He isa born diplomatist and from
the time be was 20 yvears old he has held the
most important of diplomatic positions for
the French government, and it was through
the confidence in his shrrwdness and tact
that capitalists advanced him the sum of
$00, 000,000 to construct the Suez canal, one
of the greatest artificial water coursss the
world bhas ever known and the most profit-
able. A ‘3w days after the inauguration of
the canal, 3. de Lesseps warried a lady at-
tacked to tbe court of the Empress Eugenie
of Frarce. M. de Lesseps is the most hospi-
table of men. He welcomes all nationali-
ties and all creeds at his lavish table. After
dinner his guests are shown the nursery and

. hius children, who number a dozen or there-

about, the oldest being but 15. These little
ones are the pride of their father's heart
Among them he forgets his 78 years and be-
lieves himself immortal

Author of Helen's EHables,

JOHN HABBERTON.
Mr. Habhberton, at present editor of The

Naw York Tel-gram, became famous in
1876 as tha anthur of *‘Helen's Babies,” a
book which resched an edition of 250,030
copies in America anl circulated largely in
England, Franc: and Germany as wzil
Born in Broskivn, N. Y. in 1842, young
Habberton was taken west atthanageo 8
years; received a commou school alucation
in scutbern lllinois; went to the war and
hes since been editor of The Christian
Union, and later an editorial writer on The
New York Herald, until promoted to his
present position. He has written *“‘Othor
FPeoples Children,™ and other works, bu#
without the result that attended his firwd
great succesa
Gould®s Letter on Elopements.
[New York World.]

It is short and to the point. “I wonld
suggest,” he says to Morosini, *‘that you
start the young man in soms light business
congenial to- his tastes, and if he has
any business qualities in him they will soon
develop themselves. Buch a step might be
m=ans of making the young couple happy
and lesson the burden of your grief.”

This is not only philosophical—it is patri-
archal, and shows Jay Gould to be gov-
erned in domestic matters by a conciliatory
and benign spirit that seldom betrays itself
in his larger operations with the world. He
knew how to touch Mr, Morosini on a deli-
cate spot when he spoke of setting up the
voung man in a lighs business, for he had
long bLefore set the father up.

Curious that this Mecanas had to coms in
and play the ‘‘Bless you, my children™
policy to thé second generation.

Jay Gould has played in a good many
roles, but this is the first time, we believe,
that he has appeared as the godfather of
the Hudson river school dispensing faith,
hope and charity to slightly obstreperous
fathers and offering to pave the way for
eleping young lovers with good advice.

— An insane German, named William
We'cht, created a sensation in the Uni-
ted States Supreme Court-room recently
by announcing that he had several suits
of clothes in a carpet-sack which he ear-
r.ed that he wanted the Chief Justice to
wear. He thought they would be more
becoming than the black silk robes that
the Justice wears,— Washington Post.
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THE TRUE TRIUMPH.

I'ne wars of kines are childron's games,
Al chilidren’s baubles, monarehs' tarones.
e conuers most, who suffera most—
iu silence suffers and alone.

vur crnide desires amd appeti ea,
The lusts of fallen nnmankind,

Give hroader tlelds for nobler strife
Thun Alesander e'er designed.

s lire has not been wholly lost;
1f.s latior wholly misapplied,

Wno wins thie scepter over self,
Thoagh he wing nanght on earth beslde.

-

He only breathes the mountaln alr,

W hose strength of limband strength of will
Has e been exerted, and suftice

I'o reach the staamnit of the hill.

<o it i, that the soul’s desires
Impede the pati that must be trod,
And encl desire we t @ad upon
Is one step higl er townrd God.
—J. L. Tail, in Current.

A SINGULAR FUNERAL,

As Described By Omne of the
“Waiters” at the Festival

*] w'sh =ome one would coms here
and discover us, and then a set of peo-
ple arrive and seitle, so that thus we
m'ght gradually become civilized and
at last enlightened. Have vou any
idea that 't is known in what inky dark-
ne-=s we sit?  And yvet I don’t suppose
there is a person in town who can not
read and write. 1 don’t mean that he
can spell or put a grammatical sen-
tence together.  That power is not
nccessary, even to be graduated from
the Center High ~chool. And wha* do
you magne will be required of us at
that funeral this afternoon?  We shall
not please them. I know, and vet [ am
o ng to try with all my might to do
what they expect.”’ Thus wrote my
si-ter Getrude on a certain day last
sSumneer.

The town of Ransome, which you
will not tind on any map, i3 removed
from the seashore. It is i Massachu-
setts. It is lovely of aspect, with hills
and trooks and rocky pastares, and
distant purple mountains. -But it is of
its pro,le more than of its scenery that
[ am going to speak.

I: s almo<t a mracle how such
places ean st 1] ex:st in Ma sachusetts:
hamlets not hali & dozen miles away
from towns where live lud es and gen-
tlenmren who ecan use a singular verb
with a s neular subject, and who know
what plural means A great deal
hanes on know ledeoe ~eemingly so sim-
ple. Here in th s part of Ransome we
are ~corned f we suy **How are you?"
instead of ~How be ye?”" Such s the
vatural proveness to depravity that
bave basely truckled to popular opin on
and flung about the wrong verbs reck-
lessly. [ doo’t think 1 am liked any
the better for it, and I imagine I am
still called —stuck up.™

They w:ll not read here, and you are
a +lazy, shitless thng” if you read

“+I ain't no time for read n'.,”" 2 man
w.ll =say scornfully: and you shall
see him s ttng for hours in a numb

sort of wayv, perhaps smokKing, perhaps
not even doing =o much as that. He
w.ll tell you he is resting, and he would
s neeelv bel eve ®mself an object for
blame if he should e secanning a news-
piper ora hook.

You say this state of affairs can not
be i Massachuseits.  Buat it is, and
thourh we have Lived in the midst of it
for sIx veuars, it even now seems incred-
ible to us. What impassable, though
invisibl:, barrier is there which pre-
vents glimmers of sense and refinement
and ]:l"t’ﬂ]‘_\' tustes from coming here,
when a few miles away vou shall find
culture and geniality? Tioue, there is no
ra lway to the v.llage, but a railway is
not solely a cwvibizer. 1 defy any one
to teach these people anything. They
may listen, or appear to listen, to ~ome
one announe nr a self-ev.dent fact, not
known to them. and you will see all the
tine on their faces a look of dull scorn
of vou who should believe such a thing.
“ e who would convinee the worthy
Mr. Dunderhead of any truth which
ilunderhead does not see, mu-t be a
ma-ter of b s are.™

But | wasgoing to tell yon about that
funerul. A man lLving near us had
died after a long and painful illness:
my s'ster and 1 called to ask the family
if we could assist themn any way. We
m+t several women with lugubrious
fzces who ha | been in to sev the corpse.
We were nvited in for that purpose,
and as a great treat, but decl ned.

*Can we be of any use?'” we asked.

“Wall,”” with the conventional Yan-
kce nasal, which, if you ever thought
of it, is that one does not talk through
the nose, but without the ass’stance of

thut organ: *Wall, you couldn’t no-
Lhow be waiters to the funeral, now

could ye?7' ingu rd the w dow.

We prote t.d our willingness could
we know whal was the duty of waiters.

“Wall, you see, when we've all gone
to the grave, the walters they git up a
supp ‘r: coffee, tea, and so on. There'll
be a sight o' folks most likely come
back irom the grave. and they'll be
m zhty huneey.  You'll have to tend
roht up to 'em, ye know.
seve al tubles full, and dishes to wash
~ow, could ye, now? 1'll be so much
oblecged to ye.  But," she added in
thoughtful commiserat on of us, *if ye
do, you can’t Lo to the grave.”

We siwd we would stay and would
trv to do what was proper.

“How app tizing going to the grave
must be,” said Gertrude, as we walked
home.

On the wav we m:t Nancy Holland,
who was taking down a stranger from
Miil Village. She explained that her
csompanion had never seen Mr. Ewell,
thie man, but that she felt a wish to see
the corpse.  Mrs. Holiand was old. a:.d
trembling with the interest and excite-
ment of the oecasion. She asked if we
woere 10 be present *to the tuneril.”
Wihen t 1d that we were t) be “‘waiters,”
e lo ked at usw th unmistakab'e sur-
prise and envy.

=/t ve, now? 1 declare 1 told Mras
Ewel Td jeg'tas leve stay an’ help,

o1y 1 can’t leave Robert, ye know,™
and sh.: went on.

I'rom interviews with several othe
reighbors we saw that our office was 1.
osveted one. Lid it not g've an almost
unl'm’ted  opportunity to peer into
eviry part of th: house; to see where
dust had colleeted; to find out how
many p es had been made, and to judge
prelty accurately whether they were
made as they ought to be? over-
heard one d :crepit old woman, who re-

There'll be [

ma ned behind in the bouse of mourinny,
say to another, uz the two tottered
along the narrow entry through wh ¢h
the ¢offin had just been borne:

I eall it odd that Miss Ewell should
a’ had them two gals as wa ters: my
gals would a' been glad to com». What
do they know?" jerking her head back
in our d rect on.

O, how ot it was! It was fervent

a< a day in Massachusetts will some-
times he in the sommer, the heavens
beinge overspread by a  thin, coppery

haze, and w ithout a breath of ar. It
was the th rd day of such heat, and
every one foretold that the “spell
would break before night.” Mean-
wh le it had not broken, and we were
in the kitehen brewing coffee and  tea.
We put two tables end to end in the
ssettin’-room.’’ and hestened tospr ad
them with cro-kery, ecake and pie,
stacks of bread and of cold-boiled
corned hbeef,

The ecmetery was not far, and we
were barelv realy, when carr'a e after
carriage drove back from the grave.
aud their occupants poured -into the
house. Where do the men get those
cur ously shaped sack coats wh'ch bag
so in the back and sleeves?  But that
the days of peripatetic female tailors
are over, we shounld say that these gar-
ments were the r work.  These men
zlouch in and ou! of doors, talk nz in
mumbling voices, while the'r women
in prim dresses pat ther hair before
the little looking-glassin the bed-room,
then come out one by one, aund peer
over the table at us. They talk, too.
and discu<s how well, or how ill the
minister did. One thinks he d'd not
improve the occasion ecorrectly, an-
other that he was  not sufliciently
“feel n’ in his prayer for the widder.”
“Widders is ‘custome i to bein’ prayed
fur more particular.” sa d Naney Hol-
land. who spoke, I suppose from expe-
rience, she having been a widow twie:
before she marricd her Robert.

Though they all talk, they are evi-
dently impat ent for the feast.  Noless
than ten carriage loads have come.
We learn from the remark of one thin,
pale-faced woman that it is a distine-
tion to have a good many come back
from the grave and pa:take of the fes-
tival.

*When Miss Mart n was buried they
only had six carriages to supper.” she
says. in 8 congratulatory way to the
bereaved woman, as if in Mrs. Ewell's
ease sorrow had ts compensat ons.

“War ea, h* had a good many
friends.”" replicd the w.dow, a glimimer
of complae ‘ney on her faes, whceh is
careworn and sallow.

In a few minutes we have the first
tables full, includ:ng the min‘ster, who
is in a hurry, having another funeral
to attend at three o clock. He drinks,
thirst ly, three cups of tea, and is hus-
tled off after a hand-bhake and gentle
miuimur of condolence to the w dow.

For the next hour my sister and 1
might have been waiters in a crowded
restaurant. We tind the feasters very
part cular about their coffee and tea,
and very copious in their consumption
of those beverages. We have cut the
th rd sta -k of eorned beef, of bread and
of cake. We have emptied one pickle
jar, and I am gong down cellar afte:
a second; for one cadaverous woman.
in a blue and geeen gingham dress.
seems to subs st on pickles, and is very
arbitrary in her remarks to me con-
cern ng those relishes. She appears to
think that, in some mysterious way, 1
am responsible for the fact that there
s a whitishh mould on some of these
yreserved cucumbers.  When 1 hand
Lvr the d.sh the third time she says in
a husky whisper:

*There ouzht to a' been  baked
beans. Why d dn't ye see to it? Hand
me them cakes. Ain't there no beans
in the bouse anvhow?"’

«s] saw a bushel of raw beans in the
shed,”” I can mnot help saving. She
tossed her head, po.nted to her cup,
and said ~Tea.”

I hurried ol cravenly to obey h r.
We washed d shes furiously between
whiles, so that the supply mignt not

fail. After the first tableful had been
fed, I ran down the cellar for more
pes. 1 fell against the woman in

checked gingham, who was lesurely

looking about. Probably she was
coavine ng herself that really there

was no beans.

It's & good suller,” <he said, calm-
lv. *“*lallers dd want ter see M ss
Ewell's suller. She says it don't
frceze; but 1 d'n know bout thet
How much pork hev they got pu’
down?"” 1did not answer her; 1 may
have laughed in her face. She seemed
thoroughly contemptible.

Mounting the sta rs with three t'ers
of pies in each hand, whom should I
meet but the new-made widow. She
caught hold of my sleeve, and asked,
excitedly:

*Whar's that M ss Skiles? I knew
she was a pryin'! Jes’ get herout o'
there!?”” 1 left Mrs. Evvell hurriedly de-
scending the stair. How the encounter
ended I neverknew.

The a‘ternoon wore away in melting
heat and ncreasing work. At last
the slow-motioned men brought rouna
their horses and covered wagons, those
big carriages that, in ch ldhood. we
used to call *“bed-rooms.”” Deliber-
ately the women mouated into these
vehicles and were carried off. Ex-
hausted, faint, not having had t'me to
eat a morsel, we walked homeward,
accompan’ed by Nancy Holland, who.
thoungh unable to leave Robert, had yet
rema:ned to the last minute,

«I don't think Miss Ewell she took it
very hard.”’ sa'd Naney, her head bob-
bing up and down in her earnestness.
“I watched her all l-.ll'ﬂ'll;_;h the re-
marks an’ the prayer, and, ef you'll be-
lieve t, she never eried a drop. Nhe
jes' sat st'il. I declare. I should a
thought she’'d a eriea a little!™

That 8 one of th: funerals where we
were wailers,.—Ransome (Muass.) Cor.
N. Y. Tribune.

- e - ———

—The “law of the road.” as under-
stood in Pennsylvania, was laid down
by Judge Biddle of the Common Pleas
Court of Philadelphia a few days ago.
It is to the effect that persons meeting
on the highway must each keep to the
richt. This rule is modified in the case
of a footman or a horseman, who can
not compel a teamster who has a heavy
Joad to turn out of the beaten track, or
even a light wagon with a heavy
draught. If a horseman or light vehi-
cle can pass with safety on the left of a
heavily-laden team it is their duty to
give way and leave the choice to the
more unwieldy vehicle.

VANDERBILT'S WEALTH.

The Enormous Accamulations of the Chilef
Millionaire of the Day.

His fortune was at one time plaeed at
as high as $200,000,000, but a ’gm;d
judge lately said that he thought £150,-
000,000 was now nearer the mark.

Still he is the richest man in
w rlll_

None of the Rothschilds ever had any-
thing like his wealth. The banking
business of that famous house still, of
course, goes on in London, Paris, and
Vienna, but it is now in the handx of
young men of the Rothschild family,
and its wealth has been distributed
among gquite a number of its members
by will, as one by one, the older men
of the firm died. The combined capital
of that family is now abont 250,000,-
000, and some writers have declared
that Mr. Vanberbilt's fortune exceeded
that of all the Rothsehilds put together,
but this is aa exageeration. It wonld
not be at all surprising if Mr. Vander-
bilt’s wealth should, before he departs
this life, fully justify such a statement,
but for the present it is enough to know
that he comes as near as he does to the
figures mentiohed, and that he is not
only far richer than any single mem-
ber of the Rothschild family. but is, as
already stated, the wealthiest man in
the world.  None of the traders of an-
tiquity of which we have any record.
none of the present financial barons of
France or Encland, none of the monied
princes of Germany, Austria or Russia,
or of the world of haute finance any-
where, can really compare with him in
point of personal possessions. Old John
Jacob Astor with his fortune of $20,000,-
000 was, forty years ago, the Vander-
bilt of his day, but even after making
due allowances for the greater purchas-
ing power of money in those times he
came nowhere near the enormous ac-
cumulation of the chief millionaire of
to-day.

His weaith is largely in Government
bonds and railroad securities. Hetakes
an inventory of his wealth once a year.
In January, 1883, ke told a friend that
he was worth £194,000,000, and added:
“1 am the richest man in the world. In
England the Duke of Westminster is
said to be worth 200,000,000, but it is
mostly in land and houses. It does not
pay him two per cent.” This was an
unusual outburst of boastfulness on his
part. A vear ago he had 854,000,000 in
Government 4-per cent. bonds, but the
amount was afterward reduced to %35,-
000,000, partly for the purpose of aiding
his sons who lost £10,000,000 by Wall
Street speculations. Later on, however,
he purchased about $10,000,000 more of
the 4-per cents., and he has besides
$4, 000,000 in the Government bonds that
pay three and one-half per cent. His
Government bonds are worth, as near
as can be stated, $£70,000,000. He
owned a year ago 240,000 shares of
Michigan Central stock, 300,000 shares
of Chicago and Northwestern, 200,000
shares of Lake Shore, 30,000 in the Chi-
cago and Rock Island road. 20.000 in
the Delaware and Lackawanna, besides
some 20,000 shares in other railroads,
80 that in all he held, approximately,
810,000 shares of railroad stock. A
large part of these he still owns, thongh
he is reported to have sold considerable
Lake Shore stock.

He owns 822,000,000 worth of railroad
bonds, it is said, besides 83,200,000
worth of State and city bonds, and
22 000,000) in various manufacturing
stocks and mortgages. He valued his
house on Fifth Avenue at  $3,000,000,
the art gallery being worth, with its
contents, 1,000,000,  He sold Mand S.
for $40.000 last year. His ordinary ex-
penses in a year., he has said, were
=200,000, but his ball given in 1883 cost

the

him 240,000 extra.  Mrs. Vanderbilr's
diamonds are valuad at 150,000, He
wenars none himself. A Wuali Street

statistician, in referring to Mr. Vander-
bilt's wealth, said: *From his Govern-
ment bonds he draws $2,372,000 a year:
from railroad stocks and bonds, 8£7.5014,-
000: from miscellancous securities,
$576,.695; total, in round numbers, $10,-
350,000 a year. His earnings are thus
$28,000 a day, $£1.200 an hour, and
$£10.75 a minute.

This was a year ago, when his wealth

was reckoned at 200,000,000, The
value of his securities has decreased
since, through the hard times. The

depression in trade has not improbably
reduced his wealth nearly 850,000,000 but
his fortune and his income are of course
still almost fabulous.—N. Y. Cor. In-
dianapolis Jowrnal.

—_— —————

The Force of Habit.

Colonel Beasly. who is a Justice of the
Peace and accustomed to deal with the
criminal element every day, was reclin-
ing on the sofa in his palatial residence,
taking an afternoon siesta, when a
female entered and took a chair op-
posite to him. Not yet fully awake, he
imagined that he was in his oflice, for
he said sternly:

“What's your name?"’

*Maria Smith."

“How old are you?”’

“Twenty-six,”” replied the female,
with considerable hesitation.

“Where were you born? Donu't try
to fool me. I know your sort. How
many times have you been punished
already? Don't think up any lies, now."

Just at this erisis Mrs. Beasly spoke
up from the adjoining room:

*Why, husband, what is the matter?
You are talking to my dear friend, Mrs.
Smith, who has come to spend a few
days with us.”"—Texas Siflings.

- — A —

] eongratulate yvou, Julia, on your
approaching marriage,” said Mr. Hyatt,
a prominent New York merchant, to
his daughter. **Marriage, pa? 1don't
know anything about it.”’ *I am-tell-
ing you abont it Wow,”” replied Mr.
Hyatt. *“But who is the bridezcroom,
pa?’ asked Julia. *That's none of
your business. You must not Lave so

much euriosity. That is a business
secret that ean not be divulged just
now. I'll let you know who he is after

the wedding is over."'—N. ¥. Graphie.
Y el e
—The widest shaving eéver made by a
woodworking machine is on exhibition
in astore in Winchendon, Mass. It is
forty-two inches wide, several feet long
and of uniform thickness.— Boston Post.
- — .o —
—The young ladies of the Ontario La-
dies’ College have organized two base-
ball clubs 7

has-

A “TIP" IGNORED.

The Unfortunate Lxperience of a News-

paper Correspondent.

Eungland is often referred to by Amer-
icans as a land of tips. This is as un-
just as if an Englishman were to refer
to this country as the land of the tipsy.
I know many instances where tips have
been refused. and one of these/l always
have felt a little sore about, and think
still my English friend took a mean ad-
vautage of the innocence of a |strange.
in a strange land.  This is how it came
about. Detroit, as all the world knows.
bought an island of about eight hundred
acres with the intention of making a
park of it. Being in London at the
time I thought 1 would gather together
a little informmat on about the! excellent
and extepsive parks of the metropolis
and send it over to the Secretary of the
Detro’t Park Committee.

I was walking through the beauntiful
Temple Gardens by the Thames em-
bankment with my friend, the English-
man. whea we naturally drifted to the
subject of parks, and I said to him:

[ want to find out whut I ¢an aboul
parks, to send to Detroit. How had |
better set about it? "

“I'hat depends on what you want to
know abont them. First try and con-
centrate what mind vou have on the
particular class of information you want,
then perhaps [ can help you.™

1 want afl the information there is
on the subjeet. [ was thinking of going
up to the British Museum l"l':lﬁillg room
and asking the attendant to bring me
the hooks they have on parks.™

“That'sa good idea: a brilliant idea.
When the assistants pile around vou the
two or three tons of books they have on
that --lllljm'(. | suppose }'()ll'll expecl
your friends to get up a relief party and
t.lig vou out.”

“What would von do?"

“Well, I wouldn't begin with all the
books the British Museum hias. Now
here are the Temple Gardens, one of
the loveliest parks in the world. T'll
introduce you to the chief man, and
vou can interview him."’

*“I'nere’s Hyde Park. for instance:
that's a sort of typical London park.
How could I find out what I wanted to
know about that?”’

“Write to the Ranger."

“I'll do that. Say. hadn't I better
offer him a tip of some sort? A half
erown or s0?  Wouldn't he answer my
letter the more readily 27

This seemed to strike my English friend
as< & orand <cheme. He looked at me
with admiration. and it was so seldom
that T advanced any ideas that quite
met his approval that I could not help
feeling eratited.

“You've zot the plan at last! That
would be just the thing. Do it deli-
cately, you know. Use a little diplo-
macy.  Just intimate in an off-hand.
whole-souled muoner that you don’t
mimd a half erown orso. and if that
don’t feteh him nothing will.”

“I suppose a letter addressed “The
Ranger of Hyde Park, London,” would
reach him all right.™

“Yes, that would do.”

When | eot back to the office I wrote:

“Ranger of Hyde Park:

“Peanr Ste—=1 am desirons of obta‘ning
what informution | ¢an about Hyvde Park, its
cost unnualiy, cos=t ol construction, number
ol people employ ed, e, and [ thought per
haprs vou wouid be good enough to mail me
anv pnmphicts that vou have in reterence to
the tmat ey I shull be glad to pay postage
aivd other expenses, and if you would do me
the favor 1o scecept half a cerown for your
own trouble I shull be obliged to you.

*“1 have the honor to remain, sir,
“Your obedient servant,
“LUKE SHARP."

I waited day afrer day but reeeived
no reply. Every time we met my En-

olishimun  expressed  surprise that the

tanger had not jumped at my half-
crown oftier. He seemed to have told
all his friends and mine abont the mat

ter, and when they met me they seemed
erieved that the Ranger harl not writ-
ten.  They alwayvs inguired. I never
saw people so anxious to  help a person
on. At last the man whom I consider
entirely to blame, said to me, as we mel
on the Strand:

“Bv the way, did it ever occur to vou
to find out who the Ranger of Hyde Park
isa"

No.T g
him?"

*Not personally. Ile is the Duke of
Cambridge, head of the British army
and unecle of the Queen.” — Luke Sharp.
itn Detroit Free Press.

——— il

COLORADO RATTLESNAKES.

The Boon Companions of Prairie Dogs and
Their Enemlies.

Occasionally by the hard baked mound
of aprairie dog’s hole.the sunlight would
strike with a dull glitter on the back of
a rattlesnake. and the boys were never
in too great hurry to stop und Kill the
“varmint” with the loaded end of a
‘quirt. The gnakes were arrant cow-
ards, always making every effort to run
away from an attack; as, however, their
very best time was never faster than a
lazy man could walk, they were never
allowed to escape. They were easlly
killed, a small blow from a quirt or the
knotted end of a'lariat, stretching them
out motionless but for a faint movement
of the tail, which the cowboys claim will
not die until sun-down.

One Billy insisted upon stopping and
skinning one peculiarly sleek and shiny
specimen  He said that a snakeskin
worn around the hat would always ward
off headuche and toothache from the
wearer, and he considered it an especial
ly prndent plan to assume  this simple
preventive at the beginning of a round-
up. Billy further assu+ed us that a bite
into the back of a live rattlespake would
insure a person good teeth for the res!
of his life. He was absolutely certain
about that, although he owned he had
“allers, somehow, felt agin tryin’ it him-
seli.” Billy's “pard,” Sam, seemed to
express the general sentiments of the
party when he remarked that there was
“ots of euriousness about snakes.”

Sam sa’'d he always carried a piece of
blue vitriol in his pocket at' a round-up
for snike bites.  1f he was bitten he had
only to spit on the vitriol and rub it on
the spot to draw out all the poison at
once. But the rest of the party were
disposed to hoot in derision at this rem-
edy, preferring to place their reliance
on gocd wisky. Sam had proper re-
spect for this remedy, too,but he a d
with mnch naivete: **Gooll whisky is
hard to keep ready.""— Cowboy, in Bos-
ton Convnertal-Lulletin.

answerad. Do vou know

THE SMALL BOY. - 3

A Breezy Treatment of an Evér Old and
Ever New Bubje '1‘

The **small boy,"” as a stuibject, is not
new; is quite moldy, in fact; nor can
he, as a problem for solution, claim
that dogree of ecrispness withal that
would recommend him as a novelty.
As a topic he is as old as Cain. As a
reality, however, he is | as fresh as the
newsboy who this morning will drop
his paper on your doorstep, and quietly
appropriate the one that was left there
a moment before, by which transaction
he clears five cents.

No period of authentic history, so far
as known, has held the small boy in
esteem, and ancient legends are full of
suggestions derogatory to his character,
Prgan mythology led off by furnishing
him with bow and quiver, and leaving
him single-handed to work the destruo-
tion of mankind. Does any one sup--
pose the choice of this instrument of
confus’on was mere chance? Verily it
was prophecy. From the day in which
a syno.l of irreverent vrchins cried after
the ascending chariot of Elijuh: “Go
up, thou baldhead!” to the present
moment, when he of another race may
stand on a corner and ye!l at your new
spring suit, inviting his companions to
*Git onto that rig. will yer?'" his morals
and his andacity have been growing in
an inverse ratio. While all this is con-
ceded to be true, there is still nodiminu-
tion in the production of this nuisane:
and no method available for his sup-
pression. In the labnguage of Sairy
Gamp, *“facts is stubborn and ean't be
drove;" and if Sairy's observation goes
for anything, the small boy is the ouve
undeniable fact of creation.

The boy rises siowly but irresistibly
from stveet gamin to hoodlum, from
hoodlum to ward politician, from ward
politician to a seat in the State Legisla-
ture, and so on through the chapter. He
is the terror of his own family, the per-
petual torment of his neighbors, the
ever-recurring problem of a school
bo.urd that wavers between the *“‘moral
suasion’ plan and the method recom-
mended by Solomon. Notwithstand ng
the pompous discussions on the best
way of managing. him, he remains, to
all intents and purposes, *lord of him-
=elf,” and has never seemed to consider
his condition *‘a heritage of wo.."

The worse he grows the dearer he
becomes to the maternal side of the
house, for to his mother his iniquitous
dewviltry seems but the prom’se of future
greainess. His father tolerates because
murder is & crime —and the community
lets him live because in ten or twelve
years he will have a vote that may be

ught for a small sum.

No man has the courage to attack one
of the least of these, lest he be found
stoning some future President and
fighting his own political possibilities.

e question has n to turn his inge-
nuity, his facility of imbibing impres-
s‘ons, his alertness, his aecuracy of
repetition into some channel where it
may cease to terrorize the general pub-
lic, and be made to turn a wheel some-
where in the system of social economy.

Well, the problem has been solved
Where the higher e.vilization has failed
necessity has accomplishel for the less
favored natives of the mountain dis-
tricts. An old settler from the south-
ern part of Kentucky says: * Where
mothers, aunts and young married
women have work to do, that will not
admit of chaperoning their own or
other persons’ daughters, the small
brother is invariably the chaperone of
his sister. He becomes her constant
companion; goes with her to the spring,
and meditatively paddles in the branch
while she tills her bucket. Her duty is
to grabble potatoes: he does not wait
to be told, but silently falls into her
wake, and s'ts on the fence, softly
whistling, with eves bent on the hori-
zon, waiting patiently for any deter
mined Lochinvar that may come ndng
that way. It gets to be an automatic
irocess after awhile, and from the milk-
mmg of the cows in the morning to the
’mtting up of the chickens he never
eaves her, and any love-making that is
carried on in his presence is simply
suicide to both partiex™ It is further
stated by the gentleman, who is not,
however, always reliable, that the boy
is furnished with a whistle made of
wood, which he ’blows with peculiar
intensily—when—when he sces any one
approaching. He is often shot at and
sometimes killed by his sister’s admir-
ers, but there is always an abundance
of small boys.

The above facts are respectfully sub
mitted to the higher class of society
whose system of chaperonage is often
lax. Its adoption would relieve the
mothers and young marricd women of
a great deal of responsibility, and put
the small boy in a way to show why he
is permitted to live. 0 young woman
whose prospects have been forever
blighted by a single remark of a small
brother would for one instant doubt his
value as a chaperone. He might be
tried first at garden parties, moonlight
picnics, and it might not be amiss to
station one behind the door-step on
summer evenings.— Louisville Couricr-
Journal.

———————————
The Prevalence of Insanity.

Dr. W. E. Sylvester, in a paper
which appeared recently in the Alienist
and Neurologist, states that twenty
years ago the number of insane per-
sons in the United States was ounly
24,042, In 1870 it had reached 37,432,
an¢ in 18530 treatment was required for
01,959 lunatics. From 1870 to 1850
the increase In insanity wes nearly 150
per cent., while that of the total popu-
lation was about 26. These figures d«
pot, however, represent actual increase,
but during this period a large number
of insane, previously concealed, were
brounght to public notice by more
thorough investigation. In America,
apart from several large county asy-
lums, there are 80 State and 40 private
institutions for the care of the insane,
with a proper capacity for about
40,000, but containing 53,192, thus
leaving, pmbabl'{‘. 45,000 to be cared
for elsewhere. he proportion of in-
sane is greatest in New England, whilc
the increase has been most rapid in
the West rn States. In the State of
New York there are thirty-five institu-
tjonsl for the c"::d ::i lhsel sli;tortunlte

e, accomm ng 11, ts,
m& it is said that thfre are 4.]:).(%3;:0

of water—tw.
Whichhadpnﬂmdyﬁwthe fire.

Changes That a Twelvemonth May Bring.

Butibeuuhoishhtrlde,
a rleigh she'll never ride,
man who keeps the livery,--

Work the First Wife Neglected.
[New York Mercury.]
‘“You don't cook like Bary Ann used to,
Matilda,” he said, in tones of gentle, exasper-
ating reproof; *'no, it seems to me you can't
cook like SBary Ann used to.” On anotber
occasion it was: ““You're not as smart in get-
tin’ round as Sary Ann was, Matilda Yon
don’t to ketch on where she left off.¥

-

‘ BOme “
glected,” she wd ] m &

.

Linos to Miss Terry.
[Washington Hatchet.] _
Miss-Terry-ous sorceress of the scenic stage!
Who calls thy stride spondaic, thy

i :

Thy voice is silvery soft, thy langhter merry.
We'll fight the flend who says it isn't, Terry.
We cannot call thee ours. We're sorry—

Very,
And ':Tpm': and pine” for rights proprie-

We fain would seek forthwith some semi-
Terry.

Lendon Ball Fashions.

The Modern Milkmald.
[Harper's Buazar.)
%mht' withgml fntrhtrm
ve
Of an gleomargarine maker, and wou
Her affections by swearing, his honor upon,
That he never would have any but her,

Alas! he repented the pun at his ease,

They were wed, and, as she had the dollars,
He must smile 'MM”“H’ Lard”
or “Your Grease,”

When a daughter came, even, the joke didn't

cense,
But they marked Margar-ine on her collars,

Right Yet Wrong.
[Drake's Traveler's Magnzine, )

did you mean by telling me that 1 was on the

right road to the r .
! mryo‘dawmldﬂ,hun,"

the darkey, ‘‘but yo' tuk de wrong
sah.”

More Accurate Than Polite.

and Mrs, — y ¥
presents at the marrvisge of X
ter,” ete,

vided for at home.—N. ¥. FPost.

E G. ADAMS, Editor and Proprietor

arry
Yet, since 'tis all in vain our grief to bury, | *




