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. JASKULEK, carrlAd her In and laid hor on tlta ttaA whnnLIPPO. NIGHT-CAP- S VS. DIGNITY.
''V UNLESS. '.

. Elizabeth Barrett Browning.
Unless you can muse in a crowd all day

On the absent face that fixed you;
Unless you can lore as the angels may,

With the breath of Heaven oetwixt you;
Unless you can dream, that his faith is fast,

Through behooving and unbehooving;
Unless you can die when the 'dream is past

Oh, never call it loving J
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A Battle with Rats on Pike's' Peak.
Cor. Buffalo Courier.

The officer in charge of the signal
station, Sergt. Boyington, of Grand
Haven, Mich., explained to us the meth-
ods of the signal service. I should
judge from what he said that the duties
of an officer stationed on Pike's peak are
about as trying as at any point. The
lightning playing on rocks mid torrents
of rain and sleet in summer, and storms
ef sleet and snow in spring and fall,
often striking the . station, tearing the
instrument in pieces, and leaving the
persons in charge stunned and half
deadwith he shock, the confinement by
snow and ice in winter without food or
tire for days together, the exceedingly
high altitude, and the low degree of
temperature the year round, all con-
tribute to render it anything but a de-
sirable situation. He also told us the
particulars of the rats destroying the
little daughter of hit predecessor, Bergt.
O'Kief.

It saems that the sergeant's wife came
bp on the peak to; visit liim,- - bringing
writh her the baby and some fresh meat.
They had built a'somewhat hot fire in
the room, and, as the sun came out and
it grew warmer, they opened the doors
and windows. The rats, attracted by
the smell of the meat, came into the
house, a few at first. These the ser-
geant killed and threw out. They kept
on coming, faster and faster, and grow-
ing more and more furious, until the
whole mountain seemed alive with
them.

The sergeant and his wife sprang in-

side of a large helix and turned on the
full force of the battery. The rats that
"struck the coil were killed by the cur-
rent and rolled back. Those that
jumped over the sergeant and his wife
killed with clubs. This- - continued for
a couple of hours, and then, as there
seemed no prospect of it terminating in
that way, he rushed out and closed the
doors and windows, and, after being
terribly scratched and bitten, he suc-
ceeded in killing those remaining in the
room. The baby had been lying on the
bed, and in the excitement they hid for-gott- an

all about her. When things
were again quiet, and they, turned to
look for her, they found nothing left
but - her bones. There were several
specimens of this vermin sitting" around
on the rocks, but they have been shot
at so much by the tourists that they are
exceedingly shy now, and harder to hit
than a weasel or prairie dog. They are
brown instead of grav, about three

v .

THE TRAINING OF SINGERS.

Opportunities For the Promotion of
21nslcal Culture as Good In Amer-
ica as In .Europe. ;

F. G. De Fontaine in American Art Journal
There is no theme which the pen of

the American journalist ought to em-

phasize more forcibly or combat more
persistently than the prevalent idea on
the part of many persons that a musical
training in Europe is essential to suc-cess'- in

the United States.
It is true that there are excellent teach-

ers in many of the cities of Europe whose
several styles have been transmitted
from generation to generation, and who,
for a round sum, are prepared to con-
tinue the process to all who may
afl'ord the luxury, profusely prom-
ising their too confiding pupils the
while the honors of a debut on some
continental stage. The victim, burn-
ing with ambition, and cajojed into the
belief that she possesses a phenomenal
voiev plods - on in - her s tndies And..imr
patiently awaits the hour when she is
to be introduced to a manager and the
public. If she is handsome, or witty,
or wealthy, her half Bohemian life will,'
perhaps have made her careful or plia-
ble under the pressure of the tempta-
tions by which she may be surrounded,
and the virtue she once so proudly
wore is yielded to the "patron" on
whom she blindly rests her aspirations.
The end of her tutelage comes, her first
appearance is secured, probably in some
minor part on a provincial stage. The
event is heralded to her expectant
friends, and then she is dropped aside
as one of a thousand other failures to
mourn the loss of time and money, if
not something more precious, and be
content to fill a second or third rate
position under some impresario who
may buy her for a song. Unfortun-
ately such instances are not rare.

It requires no argument to demon-
strate the fact that here in America
abound facdities as ample, teachers as
good and opportunities as great for the
promotion of the highest musical cul-
ture as any that exist in Europe. We
have conservatories where one may
study everything from the rudiments to
the classics ; professors who ha come
from and taught in the best schools of
the world, and who in coming here con-
fess that they have found an artistic
soil, and voices whose wealth of tone
and richness of quality are not sur-
passed elsewhere ; our orchestras, sym-
phony and philharmonic societies are
replete with talent and the works of the
great composers are given with the
same skill that marks their production
abroad. When we fortify these fact3
by the statement that America has been
the birthplace of such ertists as Patti,
Van Zandt, Albani, Nordica, Hauk,
Kellogg, Sterling, and others whose
origin is half hidden under the foreign
manufactured names that seem to be
regarded as the necessary element of a
European reputation. Enough has
been said to prove that among our 50,-000,0- 00

people there are yet hundreds
and thousands of singers, who, under
favorable conditions, would be able to
take rank with the prime donne of the
world.
Xames of Knlih Ocean Steamships.

Cor. Boston Commercial Bulletin.
There is another place where I got a

forc ble view of England upon the
water, and that was in the columns of
the leading London dailies which were
devoted to advertisements of the myr-
iad of lines of sailing and steamship
packets, that with London, Liverpool,
etc., for a base, were making ready to
move across all seas, in search of all
the leading ports of the globe. I w as
struck by the significance of the names
of the lines of great ocean steamers, for
the ingenuity that had been displayed
by their owners in selecting titles for
their lines and for their individual boats
revealed at once something of the ex-

tent aud number of England's lines
and steamers.

There were advertisements of national
lines, where the world had beenj ex-

hausted to find names of nations; for
the sh ps of that line; clan lines,
where the names of all the clans of
Scotland were written upon its vessels;
hall lines, where the list of the stately
halls of England was fast being appro-
priated, from Chatsworth down, and
continental lines which had an apparent
copyright upon the names of five differ-
ent countries of Europe; city lines,
with ships called after the greatest
cities of the world, from Rome to jNew
York, and" so on indefinitely, as any
reader may see for himself, by simply
reading London and Liverpool steam-

ship advertisements in English papers.
Boast Beef for the Eng!ili Tongue.

Cor, St Louis Republican.
Every waiter in continental Europe

knows at least the meaning of two Eng-
lish words, but in the pronunciation of
which each has adopted a different
method. It never would be imagined
that there . were so many ways to say
roast beef. At any rate, whenever you
approach a w aiter on the subject of what
you waut for lunch, his entire English
vocabulary is fired at you. He is con-

vinced that because you use the English
tongue, you must subsist solely on that
standard national dish; and, as you can-
not command his language to convince
him to the contrary, you resign your-
self to your fate and allow him to bring
it in. Thus the evil perpetuates itself
by a circle of conclusions. The useles3-hes-s

of a contest becomes soon apparent,
and the virtue consists in jentire
resignation, with only one consolation
to be reserved. Do not allow him the
pleasure of thinking that his suggestion
has set at rest a mind struggling i with
doubt, but as soon as his waitership ap-

pears antic'pat-- the onslaught by
shouting "Rosbif.". With the wind
taken out of his tails he looks the pic-
ture of miserv, but contact will soon
bring Your heart te that degree or
hardness that such exhibitions do not
have

j

any appreciable effecr.
!

Saturday Beview: The passion ! fo
regulating people's private aflairs.at-cordin-

to a fixed standard of propriety
grows by indulgence upoi a certAi.
order of politicians.

" .ij

Atlantic Monthly : Better to form
our closest alliance with those who wHll
not bear with-- our faults, but who Will
use strenuous means to bear us out ol
them.

she lay all night, looking at the lamp and
thinking that Lippo had not had bU supper.

Next day her mind was clearer, and the
physician was brought from the town. He
shook his head, looked at her keenly and
said, "paralysis." Too many years of hard
work and scant food had caused it. n,l kVi

would never walk, probably haver speak
again.

"You must change places with your sisfcery
young man," he said, looking from under, his
lowered eyebrows at Lippo; "'tis a pity you
did not do it sooner."

Lippo looked very pale and grave, and
Margretta's heart sank within her." She
knew he had always hated sick people; his
bright, sensuous nature shrunk aghast from
suffering, even iu other.-- ; 'it filled him with
repulsion. She struggled hard to speakj to
beg his forgiveness for having brought this
on him, but she could only make inarticulate
murmurs. j

Lippo hated hims3lf for this feeling, yethe could not overcome it; 'twas part of his
nature. When he tended Mairretta his flesh
writhed away from bar's; , wen, he kissed
her, as of old, he was filled with the fiereest
repugnance, full of the animal instinct that
teaches the brutes to kill the sick and maimed
of their kind. ..."

'
i

Margretta felt somewhat of this, and bit-

terly grieved that , she should have broughtthis trial upo:i him. She would have been
his providence, aad now she was his curss.
What girl would marry Lippo now that he
had this burden in his cottage? and his soft
beauty must be marred by the painful, in
cessant labor that- - bad brought her to this.
She wanted to speak to him, to tell him to
send her away to the almshouse, bat coul 1

only follow him 'about with sunken, appeal-
ing eyes.

Day by day Lippo became gloomier, more
discontented Every day he must rise before
day to fill ten hours with the drudgery nd
coarse labor of the peasant At night when
he came home the cottage was dirty aud un-
comfortable and the food not cooked, and he
would go sulky and weary to his loft There
he lay and revolved his projector escape.The day he sold t he pearls a man had, as he
passed along the Via Carlotti singing,
stopped him, asked him many questions, and
said that his voice was as beautiful as the
voices of the great tenors who sang ia Rome,
and if he would come and study with him he
would gain in one night more than the priceof twenty strings of pearls.

He had, intended to ask Margretta to sell
the fields and go with him, but now that was
all of no use. . He must give up all the beauti-
ful life that had opened out before him, and

"Lippo had-- heard enough of th9 life of greattenors to imagine its pleasures. He would
have been proud and haughty to the chorus
singers and the servants, and he would have
worn flue new' clothes, not the old cast-of- f
coat of which Margretta was so proud; and
he would have eaten only the dantiest food
and been idle all the day in the sunshine and
among the flowers. Then, too, he was beau-
tiful he knew, and the great ladies would
have loved him; he had never cared for the
peasant girls, but the great ladies were dif-
ferent, with their small soft hands and
white, skins like lilies. , Ah! the lights, the
perfume, the applause, the soft, dainty, indo-
lence of the life! And he must give it upfor this! Must he gite it up? .

Margf etta and himself were almosttarv-ing-;
he couldn't work as hard as she could,

and the two little fields did not keep them; it
would be much better if he went away and
sang and sent Margretta money that should
give her comforts and some one to wait on
her. She might miss him, butrthen he worked
all the day and she hardly saw him, and
andwell he might as well acknowledge to
himself that he was going to do a selfLh.
heartless thing.

lie rolled about in the straw, and clutched
his curls; he could not give Up that bright,beautiful life the alternative was too dark
and dreadful. Margretta would ba glad of
it after awhile, when he sent home money.If he went at all it was better to go at once.
The neighbors wouldn't understand, and he
shrank from the pain of telling Margretta.

Long before daylight he swung himself
down from the window. He shivered a little
in the cold morning air, and his heart ached
when he thought of his sister. He half
thought he would go in and kiss her good-b- y,

but his courage might fail if he did, and
by the time the streaming isunlight woke
Margretta he was many miles up. his road
to Rome. j

She lay there all day hungry,, thirstv and
very puzzled. What ha 1 become of Lippo?
Maybe he was ill, up in his loft, and needed
her. She fought with dreadful energy? for
power to move, to call, but the holy virginworked no miracle in her favor. She imag-
ined all manner of explanations of h is i ab-
sence, and when Rufil came in in- the
evening she was half mad with fear and
anxiety. j

Ruffl came to tall her that the carrier! had
met Lippo in the early morning, hurrying
away from the farm; and had called to him,but he would not answer, and kept swiftly on
113 way. .

Andrea said a stranger had talked to Lippoin his shop and had asked him to come to
Rome, and told him great tales of the wealth
he should make with his voice. It was on the
road that led to Rome that the carrier had
met him.

Margretta hardly understood at first; but
gradually the truth dawned upon her. Her
bambino, her beautiful boy, had deserted her
left her to die alone.

She made no sign ; she could say no word;but she turned her gaunt face and haggard
eyes to the wall.

Padding a Cablezram.
Cincinnati Times-Sta-r.

An interesting story is told of a Boston
journalist who, at the time of the Java earth-
quake, made a two-colum- n article out of a
thirty-wor- d dispatch. . He has a rare volume
in his possession which gave an account of a
former earthquake in Java, with a very ac-
curate description of the place, names, etc
This he simply rehashed, and, as it happened,he hit the nail on the head. After a while
several of the papers to whom he sold the dis-
patch began to think it strange that he should
have had such a large item almost exclus-
ively, and they inquired about it Dana, of The
New York Sun, asked the editor concerning
it, and wanted to see the original telegrams.He was to'd that they had been given to an-
other paper. Mr. Dana again became sua
picious, and he was told that coffee mer-
chant in Java had sent the journalist in question 400 words, and he had amplified and
padded it until he made a very vivid and
graphic account For a while Dana swallowed
the story, and then began to think it odd thata coffee merchant should have such a wonder-
ful idea of news, and when he finally learned
the truth he was gracious enough to say that
after all it was well done.

A Beautiful Latin Scholar.
Detroit Free Press.

"Mother," said a slangy Cass avenue boy at
the table when company was present, "this
butter is O. K, but the bread is N. G., and
ought to get the G. B."

"Just hear him !" explained the fond mother;
"he is such a beautiful Latin scholar that I
don't pretend to understand a word he says!"

Life: Ppoty felles in dis worl' alnt gin'-ral- ly

good fur much 'ceptin' jes to look at;
de rosebush doaa' pan out well when yo' cum
to lay in vo' wintah fiah-woo- d.

Thoughts Suggested by the Consider-atlo- n

of a Physician's Anti-Drea- m

Theory. ' -
London Telegraph K

t)ne of the most prosaic explanations
ever given for the source of dreams is
that which a physician has just put for
ward. He savs they are caused by not
wearing night-cap- s. "When cold
weather sets in suddenly and is much
felt at night, the head which is uncov- -

ered has the blood supplied to it driven
from the surface to the deep parts,
notably the brain the results are light
6leep and dreams. The obvious rem-

edy," he continues, "is to wear a night-
cap as long as the cold weather lasts."
This reasoning may be, no doubt,
sound enough from a doctor's point of
view, but the conclusion is, neverthe-
less, not one that everybody will agree"
with at once.

- A night-ca- p is not an article of mys- -'

tery. - No one can fill it with romance
or wonder; it has no capacity for such
properties. Put Olympus into night-
caps, and the divinities are dethroned
at once. Think of Juno's awful eyes
gazing out from under a frill, or
Minerva's placid face set in plaited
muslin. With Yenus, of course, all
things are possible, and even a night-
cap might become her ; but 'magine the
foam-bor- n Aphrodite in such a head-
dress ! Greece would have racked in
two with laughter at the thought of
her with tapes tied under her chin.
Nor when we come to dress the gods
np is the result less disastrous to rev-
erence. Mars, w ith his head in a ban-
dana, is almost impossible to the most
vivid imagination ; and as for Apollo's,
golden curls, a sack at least would have
had to be provided. And Jupite. in a

but this borders on impiety.
Nor if dignity is lacking do either

geniality or humor make good the de-
fect. The bonnet de unit" is an un-

compromising thing and grim. t It
adds a terror to the burglar's avoca-
tions, and Mrs. Caudle's head is as
sinister as the snakes of Medusa. When
the frills are stiff they menace; when
they are limp they waggle in a ridicu-
lous manner. They mark the periods of
her upbraiding speech with corrobora-- .
tive gestures and fill up the pauses
with a starchy eloquence all their own:
Upon a man's head the night-ca- p is the
outward and visible sign of a defense-
less, bare-legge- d, and altogether pre-
posterous condition. Whenever Leech
wanted to give a laugh its keenest
point he drew a night-cappe- d man at a
window, and all the rest was suggested.
Whether it was burglars or fire, it was
impossible to sympathize with the
sufferer, for noamount of anguish on-th- e

countenance could retrieve the
ridicule cast upon it by the night-ca- p.

Now dreams have a solemn dignity of
their own, and to trace them all back to
such a source seems as incoagruous as
to suggest that poetry is due to long
hair. Nor does it seem befitting to
attribute to this ludicrous head-dres- s

the power of extinguishing the brain.
It requires more potent agencies to
quiet that great magician a Hermes'
rod or Prospero's wand. Shall we stop
a dog from dreaming by wrapping up
its head? Will it give over chasing
dreamland cats, its nose and its busy
paws cease twitching in eager pursuit,
or its voice be silent,if we tie a night-ca- p

on to it ? Babies are never without such
covering, yet they dream as often as
they go to sleep.

Again, there is no reason for suppos-
ing that Cyrus, of Persia, had a cold head
when he dreamed so splendidly that he
thrice grasped the sun; or Nero, in
Italy, when the manner of his awful
death grew up out of the dark before
his sleeping vision. Were Xerxes, or
Csqsar, or Augustus, were Sophocles,
or Hannibal, or any of the great
dreamers of antiquity, living in the sun-
niest of lands and sleeping virtually in
the open air, suffering from a chill at
either extremity when they foresaw in
slumber the fate of empires, and pre-
judged, asleep, the results of battles?
It would be a pity if we had to think
so, for there s much in dreams that ap-
peals to our- human instinct for the
marvelous, and we do not wish to have
them all smothered under a night-ca- p.

Tale of a Pet losr and an Eagle.
Montana Inter-Mountai- n.

A woman living near Glendive, in
Dawson county, exhibited a wonderful
coolness and nerve a few days ago and
furnished additional evidence that in
times of great danger a woman is equalto almost any emergency. She was the
owner of a pet dog which on last
Thursday was playing in the yard with
another dog of about the same age and
complexion. Suddenly the canine gave
a yelp of almost mortal terror as a large
eagle, with wings of more ample pro-
portions than a blacksmith's apron,
swooped down from the blue empyrean
of heaven and picked up vthe little cur
in his muscular talons.

With the true western woman,
brought np amid the dangers of rough
border life and with no tight-fittin- g

skirt to prevent the free movement of
her limbs, to think is to act. On the
instant this noble representative of a
noble sex flew into the kitchen where
her. husband kept his trusty shotgun
with which, in the early days - when
bloodthirsty Indians were rampant on
the plains, he had often gone out and
shot fool hens. She bounced out of
the front door, gun in hand. .; In an in-
stant she directed "her eagle eye into
the air, where, sparing about ten feet
distant, she discerned the carnivorous
emblem of our national liberties with
her yellow poodle grasped convulsivelybut firmly in its claws. For a moment
she ran her trained eye along the bar-
rel of the gun in the direction of the
larcenous bird, closed her liquid orbs
"with a shudder and banged away.

WThen she opened them the eagle wa3
prospecting interstellar space and the
dog lay scattered in fragments all over
the yard. She wept bitter tears, and
as she picked'hp the pieces and told
her youngest boy to grease the sausage
machine she swore in broken Missouri,
and with many a bitter sob, everlasting
war on the shotgun policy.

Henry Ward Beecher: Men don't
like to think. It is work, and nobody
likes to work. ; Prof. Stuart says that
laziness is two-thir- ds total depravity. I
will throw ia the other third.

B. L. R. Dane in N. O. Times-Democr- at

Aiargretta came wearily out of the cottage
door, and sat herself down upon the turf
seat that Lippo had raised under :the one
window that lighted up the darkness within.
She wus very tired; she had been spading in
the tiny garden long before the splendor of
the rose and silver sunrise had Hashed the
faces of the hills; then she drove the cows to
pasture, and when sho came home made the
fire and had breakfast nearly ready before
she went to the ladder and called Lippo.

He came leaping down from the loft di-

rectly, and after splashing vigorously at the
water butt areared4atthej)reakfast table
glowing and smiling, a drop or two still
sparkling nJil dusky curls.

Margrettahad but her.bowl of soup and
slice of black bread, but beside Lippo's plate
lay a cluster of grapes and a golden pear, that
Ruffi, the) gardener, had given her as she came
up the hill from the pasture.

"Take half, Caro," said Lippo, magnani-
mously, as h lifted the fruit; but Margretta
shook her head. It was pleasure enough for
her to watch his sensuous pleasure. In their
perfume and mellow suavity. He ate them
with the hearty relish of a child, but when
they were done he gazed at the core he held
in his hand and sighed regretfully.

What 1s it dear, are you hungry stillF'
asked Margretta, anxiously.

"No," he answered lightly; "but I bave to
go to town to-da- v. I should have saved the
pear for my dinner; you know I can't eat dry
bread," Margretta; I would starve first"

But his sister Was equal to the emergency.
She was quite used to being his providence.
From the cupboard she, produced triumph-
antly

'a slice of cheese. "There, Lippo! look
at that! and with a Idaf 5f yesterday's baking
you will not dine badly, I am thinking.
Now, go, my child, get yourself ready" for
your-journey.- v

While she cleared away the meagre rem-
nants of the meal Lippo went to don his festal
array. It was the cast-of- f velvet lounging
suit of the count,, who came at rare intervals
to the villa, and Margretta had purchased
them from his valet with the price of her sil-

ver ear-ring-s. She shed a few tears at part-
ing with them, for they were her only
treasure, excepting her string of pearls, but
she wished to surprise Lippo with he gift on
his name day, and when she saw how beauti-
ful he was in the rich, little worn garments
she rejoiced at the sacrifice. Even the string
of pearls'must go now, for the last payment
on the two fields was due, and when they
were bought Lippo would be free to bring
home a wife at any time.
'Heretofore' Margretta had always been

'able to meet ' the payment, but last winter
Lippo was sick and needed wine and nourish-
ing food, and in the spring one of the oxen
died; so with a little pang Margretta de-
cided the pearls ,must go. Lippo would take
them to town to-da- y, and old Andrea, who
lived by the church and. who bought the.
peasants' marriage plates and linen chests to
sell again to the rich folk from abroad, would
give her a fair price for the pearls; enough
to pay for the two fields and a little over to
make Lippo- - a wedding feast when he should
have a mind to marry. ?

Lippo came down the steps from thft loft,
dressed for his errand, aud,MargifOod.
agaze, as she had done a thousand times since
bis babyhood, lost in admiration of his soft,
dark beauty; his long, slender body was so
lithe and supple, his oval face so smoothly
curved, his lips were like a scarlet flower, and
his eyes like stars in the dusk.

He came merrily out through the cottage
garden, picked a crimson carnation, which
he stuck behind his ear, kissed Margretta,
and swung gaily off down hill.

That kiss repaid Margretta for all her sac-
rifices when Lippo was but a toddling baby,
and she must work early and late to keep the
two, with no time for fetes or lovers like
other girls had. His little clinging arms and
caresses had consoled her for everything, and
she held the dances and kisses of the young
men as but a feather's weight when balanced
against the comfort and happiness of her
pretty bambino.

Now, Margretta had no lovers to repulse.
One does not rise long hours before day to
dig, to weed, to toil unceasingly for twelve
hours each day, to live spare and sleep little,
and yet retain the smoothness of youth. Her
hands were coarse and red, her face a
withered brown, her back broad, and her
step heavy, though she was but So.
The years had slipped by unheeded, while
the exacting baby was growing an indolent,
beautiful man. So many years Margretta
had toiled for him that it seemed but natural
she should continue to do it

She would have resented a suggestion as
to his laziness and want of consideration.
Did not Lippo always come at sunset to help
her fetch water up the hill, taking the jar
from her as if she was a princess. And did
be not come in the evening and take her
away from her work, drawing her into the,
garden among the carnations and lilies, de-

claring she worked too hard and must come
out in the moonlight and listen to the
nightingales?

Did that look as if he were inconsiderate?
And on saints' days did he not always go
with her to mass, carrying her book and
offering her the holy water as if she were
his sweetheart?

Were there any other young men who
treated their sisters like that? No, decidedly,
Bhe had nothing to complain of in Lippo.

So she went cheerfully about her work all
day, and when the night fell she gazed with
pride at the cleau garden and the heaps of
uprooted weeds. Then she drove thtf oows
from pasture, stopping to talk with Ruffl, to
ask when the count was expected, and
whether the fruit ripened welL When the
cows were penned she dashed water over her
brown throat and arms, smoothed her hair
and retied her kerchief, for Lippo liked to see
her neat Then she seated herself to rest and
wait for Lippo.

She was very tired, she did not remember
feeling so tired in all these years; but then
she was up so early, and the sun had been
very hot to-da- y; perhaps she was going to
have a fever, many of the people had had
fevers, during the summer, but she had no
time to be sick; what would become of Lippo
then? -

All her limbs felt numb and dead, but she
had not the energy to stir them; she hardly
seemed to care whether she ever moved at
all, and her thoughts grew faint and con-

fused; she could not think whether it was the
fire-flie- s that sparkled up above her; there
was another name for them she knew but
couldn't remember it, and there they were
again, flickering and glittering in the cedars.
It was very strange, yet she didn't much care
to solve it Was that a nightingale singing,
or was it Lippo whose voice came up the
road? lippo could sing until one would
weep for the beauty of it, and now the sound
gave her a strange, lost, far-wa- y feeling that
was like a pang. She dimly felt she must go
get Lippo's supper ready, and yet lacked the
will to move.

Through the gate at last he came, calling
to her and saying something she
could not understand. She tried to
rise, but she could not move. The cold sweat
stood out on her brow from the intensity of
her effort, yet she sat as still as the marble
virgin in the church.

It was all dim and confused; Lippo cried
out, and Ruffi and his wife came up the hill,

LOST HIS APPETITE

The Terror or the Plains Who Or-der- ed

Rattlesnake on Toast.
v-

- Cheyenne Sun.
A typical cowboy, fresh from his herd,

Went into Elitch's chop-hous- e last
night: The tables were all filled with
the exception of one, at which the ter-
ror of the plains seated himself. As he
pulled off his hatard untied the red
bandanna handkerchief from around his
throat he looked disdainfully around.

The nimble waiter brushed an imag-
inary Xbtead. :gnwbZlram.-lth- fc.clotht.
whisked a bill of fare from the castor,
and placed it before the festive and' un-
tamed youth. V r

"Take it away," he snarled. 'Tcatftt
eat that. I want rattlesnake on toast I"

"Rattlesnake' on" toast!' yelled the
waiter. !

"Rattlesnake-o- a "toast!" responded
the cook. ,

j r
hir. There was slight flutter among the
guestai this "strange order, and the
cowboy was scanned by many curious
eves- -

He loosed a little disconcerted at
having hU order so promptly taken,
and glancedJurtively toward the front
bf the house. He saw the cooks and
waiters . engaged in filling orders and
looking as solemn a8 graveyards after
midnight. j

A cook deftly removed the skin from
a pickerel, and cutting a strip the
proper shape, placed it in a spider. 1

The waiter who had taken the order
came tripping back to the bold buc-
caneer of the pampas:

"Will you have your snake well done
or rare ?"

"Rare, with oodles of milk gravy on
it." j - . . x.rf

"Gimme that snake rare milk gravy
on the side," was hallooed to the cook.

"Snake rare; milk gravy side;"
cook shouted back. -

"Say !" said the bovine steerer as the
waiter passed him, "I'll take it well
done." ! .'"

"Make it well done." ..
"Make it well done," ras answered

back. "
j .

The lariat frestler began to grow
nervous. The! devil-mav-ca- re

. expres-
sion had left his eyes, and I a soft, sub-
dued, melancholy shade had taken its
plaoe. He fidgeted in his chair, and
seemed to be nerving himself for an
ordeal. .

"Here you are, sir," said the culinary
Ganymede, placing & dish in which- - was
something nicely coiled, which looked
like a fried specimen of the genus cro-talu- s.

"Have a little Worcester sauce ?

Gives a very fine ;.vflavor. ..Some folks
like mushrooms' with their snakes.
Others prefer Chili colorow. A little
salad dressing don't go bad. There is
vinegar and olive oil in the caster.
Will you have tea or coffee ? Very fine
snake. Caught yesterday. Fat and

'tender." j.

When the waiter was delivering him-
self of this eulogy on the meal, the
steer puncher shoved his chair back.
His eyes bulged out and he became pale
around the gills.

"I don't think IH eat anything. I
aia't hungry,"! he said as he rose un-

steadily to his feet and reached for his
hat.

"Maybe you'd prefer br'iled mocca-
sin," in inuatingly suggested the
waiter. '

"No," he replied, as the ashen pallor
deepened on his face. "I ain't a bit
hungry." He cast another glance at
the dish he had ordered, and made a
break for the door. He forgot to "pay
at the counter."

What millionaires Eat.
Cor. Indianapolis Sentinel.

Joseph E. Brown, of Georgia, is the
wealthiest and one of the oldest United
States senators. He is also one of the
plainest men to be found anywhere.
He may be called a "home granny."
He wears long.white whiskers and store
clothes. He is fond of old-fashion-

things, especially olden-tim- e dinners.
The other day he sat in the cloak-roo- m

of the Democratic side of the senate
with a number of his old senatorial
friends, smoking and joking. -- Finally
the conversation turned On dinners and
good things to eat. Senator Butler, of
SoutH Carolina, knows a good dinner
as well as any man when it is served
out to him, and in his most eloquent
terms he told how he liked canvas-bac- k

duck and sauterne, and Canada grouse
and champagne, and terrapin and good
old sherry, and how he wanted it served
up hot, with a royal crowd of boys
about him. Then several other sen-
ators named their favorite disheg. Sen-
ator Brown looked on and listened,
while a stream of water trickled out of
his .mouth.. Finally, he broke in :

44 Well, gentlemen, you may .talk of
your terrapin and champagne, and your
crowds, and all that, but you may just
dish up old Jo Brown and his old
woman puddle duck and sweet pota-
toes"

And he wiped his mouth on his coat
sleeye and fairly worked his jaws at the
thought of it.

Repartee on the Spur oTthe Moment.
San JVanciscoJvasp.

One of San Frarfcisctf'sBritish col-

ony : "I said a rawther neat thing the
other day; neat enough to repeat, you
knaw. I was talking with a fellah an
American, you knaw and We got into
a bit of an argument which he c 'ncluded
by vulgarly remarking, you,, knaw,- - 'I
think you're a d n fool.' I waited a
moment to make it more crushing, yon
kaaw, and then I said, you're another.
Neat, wasn't it?"

or a Poetic Temperament.
Exchange.

A gentleman who takes a business
view oi things, when recently asked
respecting a person of quite a poetic
temperament, replied, "Oh, heV one of
those men who have soarings after the
infinite, and divisgrafter the unfathom-
able, but who never pays cash."

5 XAHGEHBERffS
Boot and Shoe Store

B08EBIBG, OBEOOX, V ;

On Jailuea
. Street, Oppositetar ?ot Offloa,"

Keeps on hand the largest and best assortment of ;

Eastern and San Francisco Boots and' Shoes, Gaiters, Slippers,t

jAa everything in the Bout and Shoe line, and

SELLS CHEAP FOR' CASH.

Boots and Shoes Made to Order, and
Perfect Fit Guaranteed.

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

pairin? Neatly Bone, on Short Notice.
, : I keep always on hand

TOYO AND NOTIONS.
Musical Instruments and Violin Stringsa specialty. - -

LOUIS LAXG.BEBU,

DRt M. W. DAVIS,
'DENTIST,

HOSE B U R G, OREGON,
Office On Jackson Street, Up Stairs,

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

MAHONEY'S SALOON,
Nearest the Sail road Depot, Oakland. '

JAS. MAHOXEY, - . . Proprietor

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

THE BEST" BULIAED TABLE IN THE STATE,

KEPT IS PROPER REPAIR.

Patties traTellng on the railroad will find this place
very handy to viait during the stopping of the train at
the Oakland Depot. Give me a call

JAS. MAHONEY.

JOHN FRAS:
Home Made Furniture,

KILBl'B, OBEGOX.

UPHOLSTERY, SPRING MATTRESSES, ETC.,

. Constantly on hand.

the BestFURNITURE. FURNITURE
Portland.

And all of my. own manufacture.

" Xo Two Prices to Customers,
Residents 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-

ular with the traveling public.
FIRST-CLAS- S SLEEPING ACCOMMODATIONS

AND THE

Table supplied with the Best the Market affords

Hotel at the Depot of the Railroad.

H. C. STANTON,
DEALER IN

Staple Dry Goods,
Keeps constantly on hand a general assortment of

Extra Fine Groceries,
WOOD, WILLOW AKD 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 YOUNG AND OLD.

Buys and Sells Legal Tenders, furnishes
Cheeks on Portland, and procuresDrafts on San Francisco.

SEEDS!
ALL KINDS OF THE BEST QUALITY.

ALL ORDERS
Promptly attended to and goods shipped" with care.

Address. . J-

UAtUEXY Jk BEXO, -
(

Portland, Oregon.

Domesticated Fish.
. Chicago Times.

Col. Aderhold, of Kissimme City,
c Fla., has trained fish which are as

gentle as chickens. When he appears
they 8witu toward bio to receive their
food from his hand. The bream and
perch feed at the first .table, the catfish
comes afterward. The little creatures
form a thoroughly happy family.

A Cincinnati judge, before whom a
man was arraigned for cruelty to ani-inaJ- U,

decided that "mules have no rightsin Cincinnati courts."

times as large as an ordinary barn rat,
and have all their points except the file
tail.

A Hereditary Little lrl Artist.
Lilian Whiting's Boston Letter.

Mr. Howells has a little 10-year--

daughter a winsome little maiden
with a strong artistic leading! . To peo-
ple curious in heredity this may furnish
a marked instance. The little girl's
mother is a sister of the distinguished
sculptor, Larkin W. Mead, and is her-
self, I am told, an artist of no slight
abiyty. Mr. Howells has the artistic
temperament in a fine and rare degree,
being himself, as an author should be,
greater and higher than his creations
even, and that the little daughter
should so early develop a notable taste
and a more notable power of execution
at so early an age is not, p rhaps
singular.

"A Little Girl Among the Old Mas-
ters" is the title of the little sketch-boo- k

kept by the little maiden when in
Europe last year, and is, as Mr. Howells
exquisitely phrases it, "the reflection
in a child's soul of the sweetness and
beauty of early Italian art." The little
maiden became enamored of seraphs
and madonnas; they told their own
stories to her, which she has ex-

pressed in her drawings, to each of
which Mr. Howells prefixes a half-humorou- s,

half-tend- er preface of a few
lines. She was accustomed to visit the
galleries and then, returning home,
curl herself up in an arm-cha- ir and on
her little block draw the sketches.

I have seldom in my life been more
interested than in tracing this little
maiden's thought in her pictured im- -

pressions, and I am. sure we shall all
watch her art development as she grows
older with a peculiar interest. If the
"promise is indicative of the fulfillment
we shall have in Mr. Howells' little
daughter an artist that America maybe
honored in claiming.

Mharper than a Bazor.
Wall Street News.

A long-waiste- d man, with the nose of
a fox and an eye full of speculation,
walked up to a second-han- d clothier in
Buffalo the other day and said: '

"See that overcoat hanginsr out down
there?-'- '

"Of course."
" Well, I've taken a fancy to it. It's

rather cheeky to ask you to go down
there, but I'll, make it an object; I
won't give but $8 for the coat, but I'll
give you $1 'to buy it for me. Yon
are also a Jew, and: know how to beat
him down. --Here are $9.

The dealer took the money and
started off, and in five minutes was
back with the coat.

"Good," chuckled the other. I
reckoned you'd lay him out. How much
did you make for your share ?"

'Yhell, ash dot is my branch sthore,
and I only ask $6 fur de goat, I was
about $3 ahead."

Plantation Philosophy.
. Arkansaw Traveler.

Good humor is de safes' quality in a
a man. As long as de deg wags his tail
dar ain no danger in him.

I'se spiciou3 o' de man whut bows
low. Be mole goe3 down mighty low,
but ah, Law d, whut mischief he does.

Dar's no hope in dis worl' an' no hope
in de nex fur de man whut doan lub
his chile. In dis respeck he's wus den
de wolf.

Too close 'tention ter bus'ness ain't
good fur de system. De rooster what
crows all night, crows de weakes' in de
mornin.

Her -- First Smoke.'
. New York Journal.
The young wife of quite a prominent

society man was sent home in a carriagefrom a fashionable modiste's very ill,
but the family physician discovered it
was the effect of the "first smoke."
New York prominent society is to be
congratulated on the great importance
given to so small a discovery.
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