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Omens First Door South of Postoffice,

Arthi-ay- in remarkably unifon letters. As
he read, some one remarked: l

"Like enough it's from some woman wno s

taken with his style, an' wants hfcn to make
ove to her." . f -

Tom becan to lay the letter oa the bar; but
as the speaker ended the remark, the drunk-
ard changed his mind and placed the missive
between his teeth then ha picked up a chair
and felled his tormenter to the floor.; There
was a dtad silence for a moment, such as
usually follows any manifestation of honora
ble feeling In a bar-roo- m; meanwhile, lorn
went to a basin in a corner, washed his hands,
took the envelope from its somewhat inap
propriate position, and left the room.

What could Mrs. Arthray want of him!
He supposed that she had forgotten him long
ago. Not that he had forgotten herj he
never saw her in the street where she al
ways passed him without recognition with
out realizing keenly for a momeL ad wide
and deep was the gulf tb4 pT3 ated him
from the friends of his youth; for had not
that glorious woman's hand often made his
coat-sleev- e feel a little fuller than usual in
the old days had not his voice blended in
the church choir had not he and she taken
part in ' many an innocent village frolic?
Some of his early acquaintances had
grown sad , and old, but she seemed to
fcave discovered the secret of perpetual
youth. Could it be that enraging thought!
that now she, who once had been his compan
ion, wanted him for some menial service on
the morrow, some service such as he was
often called on to do for other people!

He went to the stable-lof- t, and broke the
envelope; it contained merely a card bearing
he lady's name, and the line: "At home,

January 1 ; from 10 a. m. to 10 p. m.'
liGreat heavens!" exclaimed Tom, "it must

mean that I am invited to call on her! Then
she can't know that she can't ever have
seen or heard she oh, my God!"

The poor wretch imagined for a moment
Mrs. Arthray and himself standing face to
face, and his little strength deserted him so
entirely that he fell as if struck by paralysis.
He covered his face with his hands, groaned,
swore, cried, anrt exclaimed, "awful, awful,
awful!"

Suddenly he sprang to his feet, hurried out
of the stable and toward the river. The sun
had set, the shopkeepers were lighting their
lamps, but no matter,"the darker the better,"
muttered Tom to himself; "I don't want any-
body to see me now." He went through the
least frequented streets, he almost ran, and
before the darkness had entirely closed
around him he reached the shore.

He had meant to end his misery by a sud
den plunge, but his feeble nerves were al
ready exhausted by his unusual exertion, and
be paused to recover courage. He tried to
regain strength and resolution, by withdraw-
ing from his pocket the little bit of paste-
board that had worked such a change in his
apathetic, brutish life. But the spell did
not work as he wished. Into his bewildered
brain came the thought that Alice Arthray
herself the handsomest woman in Thornton,
the noblest woman he had ever known or
heard of, had touched that same card bad
sent it to him. He seemed to profane the
card by touching it, yet at the same time the
insensate thing seemed to be placing before
his eyes incident after incident of his early
life. In imagination he became his old self
again, and at last he turned again toward
the town, saying to himself:

"Better be a happy fool, while it lasts, than
a dead one."

But the charm did not last By the time
he reached the tavern he had sworn to reform
and then sworn to steal rum and get blind
drunk as soon as possible; he did not keep
either oath, but slunk into his own place in
the bar-roo- m and gratefully took a glasa of
rum which the barkeeper, in admiration of
the only man who had ever in that room re
sented an insult to a lady,silently handed him
The stuff made him entirely his old self again;
he forgot Mrs. Arthray, his good resolutions,
his bad resolves, and everything else but the
thought that at 12 o'clock he was to have a
pint of whisky, and from daylight of the
next morning he was to have ualimited
liquor for a week.

It seemed to him the hours fr.m 6 o'clock to
Vi would never pass. He tried to sleep, but
could not The smell of the liquor that began
to flow in profusion as the evening loungers
gathered, almost maddened him, and he
begged one man after another to give him
just one drink, hut all were obdurate, for
they knew of the part that Tom was to play

j and they wanted him to be sober enough to
do all that was planned for him.

At the stroke of 11, he arose in desperation
and went out of doors to keep the sight and
smell of his liquid enemy from tormenting
him any longer. The night was bitter cold,
so he sneaked into a little bed-roo- m in the
stable, and stole the sleeping coachman's
jUlster to keep him warm while he walked ; in
a short time ne wouiu nave a pint of rum;
then he would be warm enough. He turned
jup the great collar of the coat, so that it
covered his ears; he thrust his hands deep in
(the .pockets; he felt gloves; he put them on,
.Then he laughed to himself and muttered:

"Nobody could tell me from a gentleman
ere in ' the dark. I wonder how it would

feel to wear overcoat and gloves by daylight
again? By , 1 ball Ieel as if i was a man
again; I wonder" .

I What he wondered ' he could . never after
ward remember, for he suddenly encountered
Something that felt like a post, but which, as
it fell over, proved to be a man with a
lantern, beside whom a woman appeared to
have been walking.

"You stupid fellow!" exclaimed the man as
he regained his feet; "who are you!"
I "Tom Dolser," replied the drunkard de-

fiantly: be seemed to have absorbed a great
deal of courage from the coachman's coat
and gloves. "Now do you knowT
i The man with the lantern brushed snow
from his sleeves and muttered something to
himself, to the effect that he had never heard
the name before and hoped he might never
meet its owner again, but the lady broke into
a musical laugh and exclaimed

"What an odd way to meet an old friend!
Don't you remember me, Tom, Alice Barrow
and let me make you acquainted with my
husband. Mr. Arthray."

I "This materially alters the case," said
Arthray, extending his hand. "Any old friend
of my wife may run against me in the street
whenever he likes."

"Oscar is going to ring the chimes in our
old church to-nig- and I'm going with him
for company," said Mrs. Arthray. "Won't
you come with us, so I can chat with you
about old times? Oh, Oscar, this very Tom
Dolser beat these very same chimes on our
wedding-da- y didn't you, Torn!"

J "Yes" is a very small word, but Tom had
great difficulty in uttering it He asked him-
self what he was to do in these unforeseen and
embarrassing circumstances. Mrs. Arthray
answered the question by taking one of his
arms and telling her husband to take tha
other and hurry along.

I "Else the year will get there before us,"
she explained. Then, after a little pause, she
continued: "You don't seem overjoyed at
meeting us, Tom r

j "Then my manners don't tell the truth,
said Tom, getting possession of his tongue at
last'; "but l ve been too astonished to speak.
Ill walk a little way with jrou, but I must
hurry away then." ("Curse that scboolhonse
bell!" thought he to himself; "I'd cut the job
if 'twasn't for the pint that waiting for me.

face.") , ,.

'Hurry home to your wife and familvr
asked Mrs. Arthray. "How many children
nave you? We have four."

"I'm not married," said Tom. and as he said
it through his teeth, Mrs. Arthray blamed
herself for not having kept herself iWell
enough informed about her old friends to
avoid distressing topics. She hurried back to
the subject of the chimes. !

"Oh, I forgot to tell you, this is an entirely
new set of chimes, so you must come and try
them. One of the old bells or gongs, as Os-
car persists in calling them, was cracked, you
know, and my husband got the vestry per-
mission to replace them all, and he thinks the
new set will be sweeter than the old that you
and I heard so often when we were children.
You will come just for a few moments, won't
your '

"Do, Mr. Dolser," said Arthray, "and help
us to double the meaning of .

" "

Ring out the old, ring In the new.'
"With the greatest pleasure," said Tom.

He felt that he was under false colors, but he
believed they would protect him if only thai
dreadful lantern would be merciful. Ha
would plead nouralgia, toothache, anything
to keep his face hidden by the ulster's collar.
he would enjoy honorable company for a
little while; the schoolhouse bell could wait

no one would miss it while the other bellf
were ringing.

Then he slowlv learned that he could chat
for Mrs. Arthray talked cheerily of old times,
and aroused memories which unloosed hi
tongue, so that by the time the old church
tower was reached, Tom had entirely for
gotten his task for the night and his remu
neration that was to last for a week.

Arthray set his lantern in a window-ledg- e

behind him, to Tom's great relief, took the
two little mallets and rang out "Old Hun
dred" with great precision and force; no
other bells had yet begun, for the hour had
not yet struck. Then, like a good patriot,
he rang HYankee Doodle." The clock below
then struck 12, and the general jangle be-

gan. The delicate notes of the chimes would
be lost in such clamor, so the trio stood and
chatted. Arthray, who was as curious and
ignorant about local affairs as active busi
ness men usually are, asked numerous ques-
tions, to all of which Tom made prompt re
ply, although frequently compelled to throw
himself upon his imagination he would com
mit any crime rather than have Mrs. Arthray
suspect that he was not what she seemed to

"believe him. .

One by one the bells grew silent, and again
Arthray rang the chimes; when he rang
"Adeste Fideles," Tom broke down; he had
heard his mother sing it thousands of times.
He turned abruptly to Mrs. Arthray and
said:- -

"I must go now this moment"
"You won't fail to call to-da- y T said the

lady, "i ou received my card, I suppose r
"Alice," said Tom in low, quick tones,

"you don't know me. I'm the worst drunk-
ard, the lowest tramp, in all Thornton.
couldn't help being overcome by your kind
ness to-nig- but I've msulted you by even
standing near you and speaking to you. I'm
ruined, ragged, vile, worthless I've hot felt
like a gentleman in ten years until to-nig- ht

Now, if I do not call, you'll not tell anything
that will make other people make fun of
mer

"Not call!" said Mrs. Arthray, as her hus--
baud turned away from the bells. "Cer
tainly you will call I insist upon it Oscar,
Mr.' Dolser must hurry away to look after a
reforming drunkar 1 who needs everything,
I want to help iu the good work; have you
any money in your pocket?"

Arthray handed his wife a small roll of
bank notes, the lady went to the lantern and
counted 1 100 from it, and handed them to
Tom. .

."Now, ring just one time before you go."
said she. " ou used to do it so well"

"I can't; I've entirely forgotten the bells,
said Tom.

"I'll help you you can do it with a single
mallet here." As she spoke she placed
mallet in his right hand, seized his wrist with
her left, and guided him in playing "Auld
Lang Syne," her rich voice singing near his
ear;

"Should auld acquaintance be forgot,
And never brought to mind?

Should auld acquaintance be forgot,
And days of Auld Lang Syne." '

"There!" said she at the end of the fourth
bar, "now we won't detain you any longer,
but remember that I'll be the most disap
pointed woman in Thornton, if you don t
call

Tom dashed down the narrow steep steps
without saying a word. From force of habit
he returned to the tavern bar, where he en
countered a storm of curses. The loungers
demanded that he should fulfill his promise,
but he refused, and declined to 'explain.
Then they wanted the schoolhouse keys, but
he pretended to have lost them. Strange
stories were told of his subsequent doings
it was said that he called on a physician
and then on a minister, both between
midnight and daylight; that he had paid
several prices, very early in the morning, to
overcome the fastidiousness of the owner of a
barber shop and bathing establishment, and
that he had persuaded the owner of a cloth
ing store to open his place for a few moments
and fit him to the best garments on the
shelves. However it all may have come
about, it is certain that in the afternoon of
New Yfear's day, Tom Dosier, in the garb and
bearing of a gentleman, though without
much composure of countenance, called on
Mrs. Arthray. He had to introduce himself
again, and he feai-e- the consequences if his
hostess had to introduce him to others.
Heaven kindly arranged, however, that the
only other person present was an old clergy
man, who had been pastor to Mrs. Arthray
and Tom a quarter of a century before. After
Tom had gone, the lady made a confidant of
the minister. The old man hoped, yet he
feared; he had prepared dozens of pledges in
twenty years, all of which Tom had signed
and broken. Yet after the late drunkard had
become, if not the original self, at least an
industrious and respectable member of so
ciety, and Mrs. Arthray was one day piously
attributing the change to heavenly influ
ences, the old pastor looked at her signifl--
cantly,-an- d said:

"It is no wonder to me now that Jesus
Christ was born of a woman."

In Wood Company.- ' Exchange.
Lord Tennyson d'Eyncourt will flud that if

ail his comraaes in vne peerage are not the
cotton-sninne- rs for whom a veneration ago
he expressed such eloquent contempt, it isibe--

cause in the cases of some of them they
are engaged In other industrial , pursuits.
The most recent noble recruits to the army
of trade are Lord Londonderrv. whn baII
coal by the ton, hundred-weigh- t, and bushel,
and Lord Sudely, who manufactures jam and
marmalade.

Lenaon for Dinners.
Life.

When the Quail on Toast was brougkt the
Dmer said: "ila, ha, my little Quail, youH
make me a Dainty Morsel now." "Don't, be
too sure," responded the Bird.. "Iam not
Quail at all; I am an English Sparrow four
years old, and by rights belong to the Old
Ladies' Home." The moral of this little
fable teaches us that all that glitters is not
qoafl, and that we never should put our trust
in restaurateurs.

it BRER" 'RABBIT'S SAN-

ITY TEST.

"Uncle Remus" in Atlanta Constitution.
"Uncle Remus," said the: child, "do

you reckon Brother Babbit really mar-
ried the young lady?"

".Bless yo soul honey, responded
the old man, with a sigh, "hit blongs
ter Brer Jack fer ter tell you dat.
Taint none er my tale."

Wasn t that the tale you started to
telir- -

" Who ? Me ? i Shoo 1 I ain't 'sputm
but w'at Brer Jack's tale desez purty ez
dey er any needs fer, yet 'taint none er
my tale.

At this the little boy laid his hand
"upon Uncle Remus' knee and waited.

' Kow detfr" saMthe old man, with
an air of considerable importance, "we
er got to go 'way back behind dish yer
yallergater doin's w'at Brer Jack bin
mixin' us rip wid. Ef I makes no mis-
take wid my 'membrance, de place
whar bouts I leff off wnz whar Brer
Babbit had so many 'pmtments fer to
keep out de way t'er creeturs dat he
'gun 'ter feel monstus humbyfied. Let
tim be v.. "; dey will, you cit folks in a
close place ef you wanter see am shed
der proudness. Dey beg more samer
dan a nigger w en de patterrollers
ketch 'im. Brer Babbit aint do no
beggin'kaze dey ain't kotch; yet dey
come so nigh it, ihe 'gun. to-fee- l he
weakness.

"W'en Brer Babbit feel dis a way. do
he set down fiat er de groun' en let de
t'er creeturs rush up en grab 'em? He
mout do it deze uavs, kase time done
change; but in dem days he des tuck 'n
sot up wia nisse i en study 'bout w'at he
gwine do. He 6tudy en study, en las'
he up 'n tell he ole Toman, he did, dat
he gwine on a iournev. Wid dat. ole
Mis3 Babbit, she tuck 'n fry 'im up a
rasher er bacon, en bake 'im a pone er
bread. Brer Babbit tied dis up in a
bag en tuck down he walkin' cane en
put out."

"Where was he going, Uncle Kemus ?"
asked the little boy.

'Lemme 'lone, honey! Lemme sorter
git hit up, like. De trail mighty cole
'long yer, sho; kase dish yer tale ain't
come cross my mm not sence yo
gran'pa fotch us all out er Ferginny, en
dat s a monstus long time ago.

c "He put out, Brer Babbit did, fer ter
see ole Mammy-Bamm- y Big-Mone- y.

"Dat uz dat ole witch rabbit i" re
marked Aunt Tempy, complacently.

1 asser," continued L nele Remus.
"de ve'y same ole creetur w'at I done
tell you Tjout w'en Brer Rabbit los' he
foot. He put out, he did, en after so
long a time he git dar. He take time
fer to ketch he win, en den he sorter
shake hisself up en rustle 'round in de
grass. Jiimeby he hoUer :

"'Mammy-Bamm- y, Big-Mone- y! Oh,
Mammy-Bamm- y Big-Mon- ey 1 I jour
neyed fur; I journeyed fas'; I glad
foun' de place at las'."

"Great big black smoke rise up out
er ae groun,' en ole Mammy-Bamm- y

ey low:
"'Wharfo', Son Riley Rabbit, Riley?

oon xiaoDit x&uey, wnario i
" W id dat," continued Uncle Remus.

dropping the sing-son- g tone by means
of which he managed to impart a curi-
ous dignity and stateliness to the dia-
logue between Brother Rabbit and
Mammy-Bamm- y Big-Mon- ey "Wid dat
Brer Babbit up 'n tell 'er, he did, bout
how he fear d he losin the use erhe
min , kaze he done come ter dat Dass
dat he ain't kin fool de yther creeturs
no mo, en dey push 'im so closte twell
'twont be long fo' dey 'ill get 'im. De
ole witch-rabb- it she sot dar, she did,
en suck in black smoke en puff it out
'gin, twell yer can't see nothin' 'tall
but 'er great big eyeballs en 'er great
big years. After w'ile she low:

"'Dar sets a squerl in dat tree, Son
Riley; go fetch dat squerl straight ter
me,' Son Riley Rabbit, Riley.'

"Brer Rabbit sorter study, en den he
low, he did:

" I ain't got much sence lef, yet ef I
can't coax dat chap down from dar,
den hit's kase I done got some zeeze
w'ich it make me fibble in de min,'

"Wid dat, Brer Rabbit tuck 'n empty
de provender out 'n de bag en got 'm
two rocks, en put de bag over he head
en sot down und' de tree whar de
squerl is. He wait little w'ile en den
he clap the rocks tergedder blip !

"Squerl he holler, Hey.'
"Brer Rabbit wait little, en den he

tuck 'n slap de rocks tergedder-Hbla- p I

"Squerl he run down de tree little
bit en holler, 'Heyol'

"Brer Rabbit ain't sayin' nothin. He
des pop de rocks tergedder blop!

"Squerl, he comes down little fur-de- r,

he did, en holler, 'Who dat?'
'Biggidy Dick Big-Ba- g 1'

" 'What you doin' dar ?'
" 'Crackin' hick'y nuts.'

Tooby sha, Miss Bunny Bushtail;
come git in de bag.'

"Miss Bunny Bushtail hang back,"
continued Uncle Remus, chuckling;

dus ae long en de short un it wus dat
she got in de bag, en Brer Rabbit he
tuck 'n kyar'd 'er ter old Mammy-Bamm- y

Big-Mone- y. De old witchrab-bi-t,

she tuck'n tu'n de squerl' en
low:

" 'Dar lies a snake in 'mungs' de
grass, eon Kiiey ; go fetch en
be right fas', Son Riley Rabbit. Rilev.'

"Brer Rabbit look 'roun,' en sho 'nufl
dar lay de bigges' kinder rattlesnake, all
quile up ready fer business. Brer
Rabbit scratch he year wid he behine
leg, en study." Yit after w'ile he go off
in de bushes, he did, en cut 'im a young
vine, en he fix 'im a slip-kno-t. Den he
come back.- - Snake 'periently look lak
he sleep'. Brer Rabbit ax 'im how he
come on. Snake ain't say' nothin', but
he quile up little tighter, en he tongue
run out lak it bin had grease on it.
Mouf shot, yet de tongue slick out en
slick back'fo' a sheep kin shake he taiL
Brer Rabbit, he low, he did:

" 'Law, Mr. Snake, I mighty glad I
come 'cross you, sezee. 'Me an' ole
Jedge B'ar ran bavin' a terrible 'spute
1out how long you is. We bolfe 'gree
dat you look mighty purty w'en you er
layin' stretch out full lenk in do sun,
but 'Jedge B'ar, he low you ain't but
th'ee foot long ef no mo' sezee. En
de talk got so hot dat I come nigh hit-ti- n'

'im a clip wid my walkin' cane, en if

Fidelis is Chicago Tribune.)
"I think," said a man whose snowy hair,
Deep-wrinkle- d brow, and faded eye
Betrayed a cloee approach to death,
"That the bliss of heaven in peace must lie;
That we'long to reach its shores because
We'll never Again know care or toil,
But rest in His arms thro' endless days,
Away from ail sounds of earth's turmoil. "

'! T- - - r -
"X think," said a youth with flashing orbs.
And a form erect in strong, young pride,
"That we yearn to be with God because
In His home we shall all be satisfied.- - ;
No more will we know the longing for hops,
For a fame, for a love, we ne'er can reach.
Like the waves that are striving far out as

sea
But can never caress the shining beach."

"I think," said a winsome, blue-eye- d girl,
"We wish to fly beyond the skies
That there we may drain, tt i deepest

depths -

The cup of loving in paradise.
He will press as close to His tender heart, I

Thai rtnlu ,.. - ltn rfH Vftm ihnw ..,J.
And I know that heaven is heaven because
Tis filled with the sweets of a boundless

love."

A CRITICISM OF THE THEODORA
THOMAS CONCERT.

Chicago Herald.
"Understand this classical stuff?" in

quired a Michigan avenue gentleman of
a young woman.

"Not a bit of it. It a the fashion, and
people take it as they do mock turtle
soup. This musical enthusiasm has to
be cultivated. Now, I can stand it
seven nights in the week if I am left
back here with somebody to talk, to,
but chain me down in one of those chairs
near the front for three consecutive
symphony nights and I'd be worth a
whole ward at the county insane
asylum. I believe that eight-tenth- s of
this musical taste is affected. --It's a
nice place to come to; the ladies like it

bles3 their dear hearts, they can edu-
cate themselves to liking all kinds of
bete-noire- s, as they clearly demonstrate
when they love us. Young fellows come
here to talk with their sweethearts and
old fellows come here to see the girls,
too, but if Thomas thinks that his pel-
lets of allegros, andantes, finales,
scherzos, obligatos and the rest of the
blank verse series go down like straw-

berry short-cak- e or soft-she- ll crabs, he
is doing his judgment a very great in-

jury. Now, a programme of ballads,
songs without words, selections from
light operas, or ball-roo- m melodies, or
even popular church hymns, played by
Thomas and his fifty men, would, 111

wager, pack this house every night in
the week. Tm nothing of an enthusiast
in Christian doctrine, but, bless my
heart, if there is any melody that trans-
ports me from the sordid, world-wor- n

cares of every-da- y life, and shows me to
my sometimes better, self it is the
melody of 'Rock of Ages 'Home,
Sweet Home' will do it or 'Way Down
Upon the Swanee Eiver,' or I don't
mind being stirred up with the martial
notes of 'The Red, White and Blue,'
and I think the majority of my friends
and acquaintances will back me up."

SWEDES AT HOME.
F. D. Millet in Jlarper's Magazine.

Shut your ears to the sound of men's
voices, and you. cannot believe you are
in Sweden. That gay little log house
in the distance with its singled roof, the
cattle sheds and barns, the well sweep
and curb, the stone walls and post-and-ra- il

fences, might be transported bodily
and set down in thebaskwoods of many
a state, and never be noticed for the
difference of a single stick of timber or
the fastening of a single stake. Let
the door open, and the geography
changes by magic. A little child totters
out into sunlight. It is dressed in a
single long garment of yellow home-

spun wool as bright as the petals of the
buttercups or the dandelions. 1 rom
under a close-fittin- g cap of vermilion
hue straggles out a mass of flaxen hair.
A stout leather apron tied under the
arms and over the shoulders protects the
dress from the chin to the toes of the
clumsy little shoes. A half-doze- n other
children dressed exactly the same troop
out after it, and following them, the
mother, with a curious poke sun-bonn- et

of bright red rivalling in brilliancy the
orimson of her homespun apron, c&rvic
a pail on each arm to milk the coy. s

lowing at the pasture bars. The father
comes to the door of the barn to say a
word as they pass. But for his leather
apron shining witn wear you wouia
take him for a New England farmer of
Continental times, with his low shoes,
knee-breeche- s, long waistcoat and felt
hat. The ever equalizing influences of
modern science have not yet reached
them, and they live and feel much the
same a their great-grandfathe- rs did
before them.

FROM THE MARBLE COW.
New Orleans Cor. Globe-Democr-

We returned to the Trianon just as
the sun, looking like an immense ball
of fire, was sinking into the sea.
Madame Bonnacazes. hoped I had en-

joyed myself. "There was one thing,"
she said, "that I had not seen, and
travel where I might, I would never
have an opportunity to see it again."

"What is it, madam?"
"A milk saloon."
Well, it was worth seeing. Every

table, every counter, every piece of
statuary was of white marble. Tho
floors, walls, ceilings, curtains, every-
thing was white. The creole girls who
waited on the customers had the whitest
complexions I ever saw. They were
dressed in spotless white, and on their
left shoulder was a bunch of white
jacqtuminot roses. Standing upon the
counter was a life-size- d statue of a Jer-
sey cow ; by the side of the cow stood
a middle-age- d darkey with white hair,
and a woman with a sweet face. I did
not understand the mechanism of the
business,; but this woman drew the mHk
into the white cups from the marble
cow. She acted just as if she was
milking. Ara told me that the white
lady owned a dairy outside of the city,
and that she had originated the idea of
the marble cow. Afterwards Mons. Bon-nacaz- es

told me that the woman had
milked a million from the marble cow.

Swift: Old threadbare phrases will
often make you go out ofyour way to find
and apply them, and are nauseous to
rational hearers.

John Burroughs calls Herbert
Spencer "the intellectual clearing
houso" of the nineteenth oentury.

"Snake am t say nothin , but he look
mo' complassy dan what he binlookin.

"I up'n tole ole Jedge li ar, seziSrer
Rabbit, sezee, 'dat de net' time I run
.'cross you I gwine taken medjer you, ea
goodness knows I mighty glad 1 stuox
up wid you, kaze now day wont be no
mo' 'casion fer any 'sputin twix rae
en Jedge B'ar,' sezee.

"Den Brer Babbit ax Mr. Snake ef he
wont be so good ez te? onquile hisse'f.
Snake he feel mighty proud, de did, en
he stretch out fer all Le wuf. Brer
Babbit, he medjer, he did, en low :

" "Dar one foot ferJedge B'ar : dar two
foot fer Jedge B'ar, 'dar th'ee foot fer
Jedge B'ar; en, bless goodness, dar
four foot fer Jedge B'ar, des lak I say r

"Jiy dat time Brer Ilatbit done cot
der snake head; en des ez de las' wud
drop n he mouf, he slip de loop roun' .

snake neck, en den he had 'im good en
fas. He took n drag 'im, he did, up
ter whar de ole witch rabbit settin' at:
but w'en he git dar, Mammy-Bamm-y

Big-Mone- y done make 'er disappear-
ance. But he year sump'n way off
yander en seem lak it say:

Lf you git any mo sense, Son
Riley, youll be de ruination ovde whole
ear f nraanf Vi i iaw yohhif KiTav

"Den Brer Rabbit drag de snake
long home, en stew 'im down en rub
wid de grease fer ter make 'im mo'
soopler in de lim's. Bless yo' souL
honey ! Brer Rabbit mout er bin kinder
fibble in de legs, but he wan't no ways
cripple und' de hat."

Philadelphia Parks.
Joaquin Miller.

The great park here has in roads and
drives altogether nearly 100 miles.
Our Central park of New York is only
a doll's playhouse in comparison to it.
Dark and slimy-lookin- g rivers, sug-
gestive of catfish and eels, slide around
and about the city. But their, dullness
is relieved by the glory of the woods,
that now in the full splendor of autumn
illume their banks and hang above the
leaf-strew- n, winding, silent waters.
Here in this park they show you the
house where Tom Moore is said to have
written some of his melodies. Here is
also a dreary-lookin- g habitation, called
Arnold's house, said to have been given
this unhappy man as a reward for his
treason. Ah, yes, beautiful Philadelphia

beautiful I mean when you get
outside of her and into this park
trad out of sight of the horrid rows
of houses has her traditions and
stories, too; her house where
Washington slept, her Independence
hall, her Penn and his enduring treaty
made under the elm "of peace. A
man who could not respect all these
and bow his head before them in this
city of bricks between the two rivers
has little in himself that is worthy of

As my friend drove me back from the
thirty-mil- e drive in this greatest park
in all the world I asked him how it was
this city, without any special commerce
on1 fa einfrla 1ita rT onma firTn 1?mMvMMa 4VB HtiiglO sJUV Ui DUi3 A ViU JUIU V

had grown to such boundless dimen-
sions. He quietly drove me to some of
the factories for answer.

"And now, would-yo- u like to see all
the factories jof Philadelphia before
leaving our city?"

"Well, yes, I think I should; the per-
sons employed all seem so happy,
healthy, content and comfortable, that
I should enjoy seeing all the factories
of .Philadelphia, I think."

When we got fairly back in the car-
riage and the robe over our legs, my
wealthy and impressive friend said:

We have 12,000 of these factories; we
have 240,000 persons employed."

As we drove home I asked : " What is
your next greatest thing in Philadel-
phia?" :

"Our eity hall and its contemplated
tower."

Aj1 MAvl VWAH A

" George W. Childs, sir."
I was silent and said no more all the

way to the gate.

What the "Thunderer Bays of 'Te--
cum p."

London Times.
Gen. Sherman ' bore a pre-emine- nt

part in the execution of the masterly
movements to which the collapse of the
south was due. In the world's military
history his famous progress through
the heart" of the Confederate states
will fill a broader page than the re-
morseless shock of dead-weig- ht hurled
by his chief against the insurgent front.
Its audacity was a calculated audacity.
He inflicted a moral wound more dis-
astrous than the material shock. By his
flank march he shattered the nerve of the
enemy. The absence of resistance on his
expedition through Georgia to the
sea was not a happy accident on which
his success depended. He was pre-
pared to fight, and would have fought
and conquered, if opposed, in Georgia
as he fought and conquered the next
year in the" Carolinas. In him the
United States had the good fortune to
possess a born general, who has always
understood war as a game of skill as
well as a trial of brute - strength and
dogged endurance. Except Gen. Lee,
it would be hard to say what com-
mander on either side committed fewer
mistakes and earned victory more
rightfully than Gen. Sherman.

Power of a Loromotlv Under Pull
... Headway.-- -

A correspondent of The Sdentifio
American gives the following account of
the destruction effected by a runaway
locomotive atLowell, Mass., on the Bos-
ton & Maine railroad:

"Meeting with no obstruction on the
way, it plunged into the depot at a rate
of speed estimated at sixty mil as an hour.
The first obstacle encountered was the
ueavy uunter at me ena oi tne trscK,
which was torn up and lodged on the
cow-catche- r; it next tore up the plank-
ing and beams of the floor and demol-
ished ene end of the baggage house ; it
next encountered a brick partition about
eighteen inches thick, which was scat-
tered in all directions ; after passing
through this wall it traversed the length
of the U. S. & C express fSce, and
struck the outside wall of the depot,
abutting on Central street, with such
force as to drive the bunter thieh had
lodged on the cow catcher, cleer through
a solid granite rock a foot in thickness,
making a hole about fifteen feet in
diameter."

John Habberton in The Current
The richest people are not always the. hap-

piest, but on the last day of December of a
year that need not be designated by its cal-

endar number, the most joyt ui heart in the
little maipd'acturing city of Thornton, was
Mrs. Alii Artbi. , 'ipf the owner of the
great AJthrty. mill : Z 5U- -h she had
passed fortieth birthy 8be would not
hay excTngffIj$2ies with the prettiest, girl
ts tho city, of which, when she and Thorn-
ton were twenty years younger, he had been,
though poor and simple, the reigning belle.
Good health, a dear conscience, a good hus-

band and an active mind, had so steadily
increased her beauty, spirits audi apprecia-
tion of everything worth enjoying that : she
looked forward eagerly to the year to come,
instead of longing for .thj .which had
nastKttri- - A It hono-- most of. her time was

,.,f ; w vwt: h wm th ,ruling sroirit,- - o -
of ber native town, for she never returned
to her Thornton residence without at least
one new hobby tfcat all her old acquaintances
were eager to rid.

This time her hobby was New Year's calls.
Thornton society had so divided and sub-

divided itself into cliques that families, once
on intimate terms, now scarcely saw one an-

other. Mrs. Arthray believed the original
Knickerbocker system of receiving one's old

acquaintances on New Year's day would
break up this Undesirable exclusiveness, and
she was now, for the first time, able to put
her theory into practice. At least a score of
other ladies were willing to assist at their
own homes.

Oscar Arthray fully approved his wife's
plan; his only advice was:

"Don't uoglect any of your old admirers,
my dear, even if they're now prosy old
farmers or stupid mechanics. I don't want
any one of them to remain miserable' under
the impression that you ruisjht have been
happier had you married him instead of me.
Men will be fools on the subject of their old
flames, unless absolutely prevented."

So Mrs. Arthray mailed cards to all whom
she could remember, whether she had re
cently seen them or not, and her memory
proved so good that the postofnee clerk was
mystifled at seeing tinj- - envelopes addressed
to several men who had been dead for years.

Among: the young men whom Mi's. Arthray
remembered pleasantly was Tom Dolser; in
deed, she had never known anything against
him except that he sometimes drank liquor.
Sue ha l long ceased to know or hear any
thing about him, but uiHt of the old resi-

dents knew that Tom had become the most
hopeless sot in the village. His home was
the stable of the common tavern that had
once been the village hotel, and for serving
in tho bar-roo- m as boot-blac- k and general
messenger, he was allowed to eat with the
landlord's colored servants. His wardrobe
was supplied from the cast-of- f clothing of
stable-boy- s, yet his dres3 never was as un-

sightly as his countenance. Only two friends
of his youthful days remained to him nun
and the river; the latter could not cast him
off if it would, and he would not abandon the
former if he could ; when he could get rum.
he was happy ; when he could not, he solaced
himself by lounging on the river bank and
listening to the 'only village babbler that
talked as it used to and never upbraided
him.

Late in the afternoon of the day preceding
the begining of New Year's calls in Thornton,
Tom Dolser returned from a long errand and
entered the bar of the tavern in a doleful
frame of mind, for the trip was to
yield him only 10 cents; the next
day, New Year's, could hardly bring
him business of an v kind, there being no
travelers with boots to black in town on holi
day, so how was he to get his customary
stimulus! The prospect unmanned him a
almost anything could and he felt like cry
ing, but after some effort ho succeeded in
swearing instead. As he shuffled to his place
on the bootblack s bench he was startled by
shouts of:

"Here he is now!" "Tom, you're in luck!"
"There's a week of solid bliss ahead of you!"
and other remarks of similar purport.

The sot looked about him defiantly ; he had
been the subject of very rough jokes in that
bar-roo- Hes'ared inquiringly at the bar
keeper, who always spoke with authority
when ne spoke at an.

"They mean it, Tom," said the great poi
soner. "The New York fashion of New Year's
calls is to be taken up here Arth-ray- 's

wife started it and the fellows here
think 'twill be fim to keep the women and
the men who are to call on 'era, awake all
through to-nig- ht, so they'll all feel good and
stale

"I don't want to get into the lockup," said
Tom, shuffling again toward the bootblack's
bench and looking much disappointed,

"There's no danger of that, Tom," explained
one of the opponents of New Year's innova-
tions from New York. "AH the bells of
Thornton are always rung at midnight of
the last year, but the racket sometimes ends
pretty soon, because the ringers get tired and
havn't anything to brace 'em up. Now, just
see how lovely we've arranged the whole
thing; the old schoolhou.se is right in the
middle of the town, its bell is the easiest of
tho whole lot to ring, and yet its jingle is so
infernally loud that nobody can help hearin'
it. We've got the keys; you take 'em, go in
just before 12, lock yourself m so nobody can
get at you, take life easy until the other bells
shut up, and then begin and ring, first with
one hand, and then with the other, straight
through 'till daylight. We'll lend you
horse-Dianic- ec to Keep you warm, give you a
pint of whisky to keep you company, and, if
you see the job through, you shall ' have free
rum at the bar here all day w and
for a week afterward eh. TeetisP

"Fact," replied the barkeeper. "The boys
are to pay tne score."

--I'uaoiv saia ioin, "ji you 11 see me
through from now 'till midnight." said Tom.

"Oh, no," laughed the expounder f the
conspiracy, "or you won't be fit to ' the
job."

Tom curled up resignedly on his bench
eight hours would be a long time to wait, but
then he would have a pint a pint at a time,
of his favonte substitute for food and cloth
ing. Soon he was roused, however, by some
one saying:

"Teetis, you forgot to give Tom his letter."
"By the shillelah of St Patrick, so I did!"

exclaimed the bar-tende- r, hastily taking
small envelope from behind the bar where it
had rested against a bottle labeled "Old Tom
Gin."

"What cowardly trick are they playing on
me now!" thought Tom to himself, as" he
slowly row to his feet. Again he appealed,
with his eyes, to the barkeeper and that
official responded:

"It's no joke, Tom. One of the postoffice
clerks said he put it in our box because he
heard you came here of tener than anywhere
else."

Tom slowly extended his hand and took
the letter.

"Better hire a room an' lock yourself in
'fore you open it," suggested one lounger.
"Fxaps it's from the secretary uv the treasury.
an' got a cnecK in it for interest on yer reg
istered bonds."

"Mors likely it's from a tailor that trusted
Tom when the bummer wore good clothes,'
said another.

The envelope was thin enoagh for.. Tom to

LAlIGEIIBEEffS
Boot and Shoe Store

KOSEBUISG, OllEGON,
Oa Jackson Street, Opposite the Post Office,

Keep on hand the largest and best assortment of

Eastern and San Francisco Boots and
Shoes, Gaiters, Slippers,

And BTerything in the Boot and Shoe line, and

SELLS CHEAP FOR CASH.

Boots and Shoes Made to Order, and
Pe-'- -J Fit Guaranteed.

I use the Best of Leather and Warrant all
my work.

Repairing Neatly Bone, on Short Notice.
I keep always on hand

TOYS AND NOTIONS.
Musical Instruments and Violin Strings

a specialty.
LOUIS LAXGEXBERti.

DR. M. W. DAVIS,
S3 DENTIST,

BOSEBPRG, OREUON,
Office On Jackson Street, Up Stairs,

Over S. Marks & Co.'s New Store.

HAHOHEYS SALOON,
Nearest the Bailroad Depot, Oakland.

JAS. MAIIONEY, ... Proprietor

The Finest Wines, Liquors and Cigars in
Douglas County, and

THE BEST BILLIARD TABLE IN THE STATE,

KEPT IN PROPER REPAIR.

Parties traveling on the railroad will find this lace
verr handy to visit during the stopping of the train
the Oakland Depot. Give me a call.

JAS. MAHONEY.

JOHN ERASER,
Home Made Furniture,

WILBUR, OREGOX.

UPHOLSTERY, SPRING MATTBESSES, ETC,

Constantly on hand.

I have the BestFURNITURE. STOCK OF FURNITURE
South at Portland.

And an of my own manufacture.

No Two Prices to Customers.
Resident of Douglas County are requested to give me a

call before purchasing elsewhere.

ALL "WORK WARRANTED.

DEPOT HOTEL,
Oakland, Oregon:

RICHARD THOMAS, Proprietor.

This Hotel has been established for a num-
ber of years, and has become very pop-"- j- ular with the traveling public.

FISST-CLA8-S BLEEPING ACCOMMODATIONS
AND THE

Table supplied with the Best the Market affords.

Hotel at the Depot of the Railroad.

H.'O. STANTON,
DEALER IN

Staple --Dry G-oods- ,

Keeps constantly on haud a general assortment of

Extra Fine Groceries,
WOOD, WILLOW kM GLASSWARE,

ALSO

CROCKERY AND CORDAGE,
A full stock of

SCHOOL BOOKS,
Such as required by the Public County Schools.

All kinds of Stationery, Toys and
Fancy Articles,

TO SUIT BOTH TOCJiO ASK OLD.

Buys and Sells Legal Tenders, furnishes
Cheeks on Portland, and procures

Drafts on San Francisco.

SEEDS ! SEEDS !

SEEDS !

&LL KINDS OF THE BEST QUALITY.

ALL, ORDERS

Promptly, attended to and goods shipped
with care.

Address.
31 AC1IEXY' BEXO,

Portland Oregox.

A Portrait In 811k.
. Exchange.

A lady in Oynthinia, Ky.t has a picture
of Abraham Lincoln woven in black
and white silk, which was made in

Lyons, France, at a cost of $800. The
maiini? is said to have required the
work of one man and three women for
four months.

George Eliot: "One soweth, and an
other reapeth," is a Yerity that applieiw eni as wen as good.


