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o Bl drink a glass of eau de vie; then tell me l

1or more (ean two bours, but-were still far
from their journeys end; nevertheiess, they
woutinusl on, speaking but seldow, sud then
only toencournge each olber.

© LOST IN THE SNOW.

The man seized with both hands the beavy
fron knocker
his strength upon the panel of the door. The

wound rolled and reverberated through the | regret. “What an Luprudence! Well—we
corridors, repeated by The &5, URHT &Y MSE, o) drink with & betler beart when we gob

growing fainter and fainter, it died away al-
together. A light almost nmediately ap-
pearsd bebiml the glasses of Lbe lower story,

and » hoarse voice cried throdgh the wickats: it became and
i e tere W dars 10 Rk 8 | o e e e

: =l and in less than twenty minutes’ & frightful
“Is ;l‘ you I want, [:m‘;::u‘ fetolre,™ | oornpest raged opmu: mountain. The trav-
the applicant responded, ev ¥y accus- | 1 i themsel plunged in profound
_ tomed to these brusque receptions. e
At this moment the window above them | 1., wyrrounded them were forced tn feel
opened and tbe venertble fizure of the cure their way with the points of their climbing

such an boarf™

of Moutoernin leaned frum the casement.

“What do you waut, Favell” be asked in road to follow a littie by path along the side
2 = of the mountain, as it was a nsarer route,
But the Demoisells Victoire had already | cypiing off some seven or eight mies of the

astonisbment.

turned the key in the lock, and the visitor,
baving entered, was ushered at once into the

parsouage kitchen, where the embers of a fire |, 0 righit a precipitous ehff, bristling with
on the bearth still gave out a gentle warmth. | b,y e bending beneath s beavy weight of
In the chamber above the cure was putling | .. w They talked wo more, but advanced

on bis waddel coat and cassock preparatory
o coming down.
The Abbe Broex, cure of Monteernin, was

& man perbaps 60 years of age, tali of stature, | Lpich froze almost as soon ss it appeared
muscular of limb, and with an appearance of | ro5e out all over them; from Ml'oppr!-uu]'
rugged bealth and strength.  For more than | oo the breath escaped in boarse and
thirty years he bad governed and directed thikabed pantings, and their temples t
tius poor little parish of 200 or 300 Inh-.hl.-‘!“ it they would burst. Toey ex >
tauts, situated upon one of the highest'| .. pives in efforts to keep in the pathway,
s bending w0 the ground to avoid the force of
Bug how did you colue, Antoine, my boy I | 1o wiind —compeélied in some places to save
themselves by clinging to the rocks, in others
by crawling upon their faces,

platenua gf the Bavoyardes Alpa.
sai! the abbe, sffectionatel¥; “seat reflf

what beought you bere so late, or rather so

carly, for:it was after midnight when I went | .00 i\, the bushes, where the tempest bad

o bed. Speak, my good Antoive, tell us
your erramdl.™

3-Jowe. m,::m ‘“f:"' M. le Cure.” | Lout up a stout beart, bus at last his strength
Favel replicdl, “and all on the run. [ started { began to fail bim, and he turned to his com-
o "":‘“'n' Luit it is far and there is 0 much | oonion crying in & broken voice: “It
B W ] bo

“Is any one sick At Ayguesl” interrupted .:_M-Ih m:‘;:k. my boy, for an old graybeard

the cure
*Alas, yes; perhops by now be is dead. He

was taken ill suddeuly last night, and was un- | ehance of escape.” 2

conscious when | left. I came to oblige his |
wife; she was afraid to have him die without |
conlession.” |

“Quick,” cried the cure; “give me my boots |
and my mantle; | way arrive too lata ™

*¥ou cannot go, M. le Cure, you cannot |
£9," declared Victoire, stoutly ; nevertheless, |
she bhastened to gather up Lbe arucles de- i
manded, Lringing ber master an old bat re-
«served for such occasions, a beavy woolen |
cloak and a pair of thick. leather boots
“You've forgotten thp cold, M. le Cure, and
the sivow,” she persisted; “it is two fret deep,
At lease” o

“Four feet,” said Antoine; “there isn't the
slightest trace of the road and the Black |
brook is running out of its banks. ™ |

“You baven't told me who it is that is |
dying,” said the cure, suddenly addressing the
-messenger.

“Demetrius,” replied the peasant, turning a
timid and questioning look upon the face of
the old man.

“Demetrius Blanc!™ shouted Victoire in a |
Jage, and lifting ber arms toward the ceiling; |
“that worthless scapegrace, that good for

nothing scamp; be Lasu't set foot in churely |

since be returned (rom Paris  Will you goo | light the lautern, which had gone oat in _the

bim, M. le Cure, who Devér bBows to the |
cross, who whistles as the procession passes;-
who drinks like a tish and mocks ai every- |
thing; surely, M. Je Cure, you won't go to |
Limf® Thereupon the worthy boins busied
tiersell in warming the thick woolen over-
socks and the rabuitskin gloves, while ber |
master drew on bis boots.  “A man,” she con- |
tivned, “who bas insulted you lower than the
ground, and who would bave beaten you but
for Antoine here!™

The cure paid no attention to bher grum- |
bling, buwever, but got up when be bad
flisbed bis preparntions and started to go
out.

“Come, my boy, you will have to go with
me,” said he. “The crerk is too old a=d too
feehile ; -be couldu’t go a buikdred yands in this
suow, It isa work of charity which beaven
always rememnbers.™

“Pardon me, ML le Care,” criecd Favel, re

proachluly, “did you think I would stay
biere if a dugen clerks could go while you were
expose] "

“Then farewell, Victoire, and don't forget
o =i In the morning a bowl of bowillon and
@ bottle of wine to the wife of Pierre Jae-
ques, and say u praver, my girl, for the poor
Dewsetrius ™ Saying this, the cure opened
the door amd went oat 1nto the cold and the
suow.  The modest littie church of the village
stood upon & knoll just above the cure's
dwelling. Uunlocking the door, they entered |
the bulding, Antoine holding the lantern, |
amnd took up the little vase and the silver ves- |
sel containing the boly oil, which the old
priest placed in his vel. et bagz, carefully fast-
ening u about his neck.  Antoine carried the
prayer book and the bell i

-

It %00k two bours in ordinary times to go
from the chureh to Aygues, but in weatber
like this more 1han twice as long. It was the
week before Christmas, and the oldest inhab-
it nts, acchstomneed as they were to the hard-
ships of e on'tse Alps, bad never seen a
winter as terrible as this. Aygues was a |
misernble hamlet of three or four bovels,
Iying in the bottom of & ravioe beiween two |
great mountaing,  To reach it it was neces-
sary to olinb the precipitous side of the
mountain, croas over Lthe top, and descend
by a naurrew path Lo the ravioe below, at the
bottom of which foamed a rushing

It was one of those werrible nigbts known
only to the Alpine winter., A freesing cold |

enchained all pature. The sky was f a |

ght it down with all | have torgotten to bring my water gourd.”

their feet.

|« Fifty yards further, and they could dis-

“M e Cure,” cr &l Antoine suddenly, “I

“And 1 mine,” replied the cure in a tone of

to Aygurs. But come, Antoine; let us make
baste; the wind is rising.” .
A wind, indesd, was blowing straight from

darkness, and to avoid a fall iuto the boles

poles. They had long ago left the regular

perilous journey.
To the left of them was a fathomless abyss;

with caution, feeliug for the places € pus
As tbhe ascent continued a burming sweat,

ves o e (ucy of Lbe storm

weking g
The following worning the Abbe Broex re-
turned to his bome. Dewetrius Blanc was
dead and had disd & true Christian.
But no one was ever able-to make Antalne
vel believe that be bad dove an acs of
—Translated from the French of
Charies Buet for The San Francisco Chronicle.
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The good okl cure was forced to leave bis

sarried it, and where it flapped about like the
ails of & vessel. For a long time the cure had

“Shall I carry you, M. le Carel”
“No, my ¢hild, no; one of us must have a

“Youder is the forest,” peasant ex-
claimed, suddenly ; “*let us remain there until
daylight; then we can g2 on.”

But the priest refused “Our days are
numbered,” said be, “but ouly a few minutes
wparate Demetrips Blanc from the judzmeut
of God. Remain in the forest yourself, my
boy ; as for me, I must go on.”

tinguish the first shadowy live of whitened
trees, the beginuing of the forest. They com-
menced to run, but tie cold (rose them, the
winid whifiped, their faces, (he suow beat upon
them from every direction and the perd in-
creased with every step. Onece: uuder the
trees they had a moment’s respite, but only a
momwent's. They were now traveling by
chance, bewildersed and helplessly submitting”
to all the horror and terror of their pnmt)u:g
stuwnbling over the stones concealed Lesieath
the suow and slipping, falling and rising,
snly to fall again. .

“Wo cannot go any further, M. Jo Cure,”
wid Antoine at last; “we have nothing to

ux® = :

,‘-T; priest did not reply, but, drawing a
match from his pocket, he managel 1o re-

struggie on the mountain, and looked about
bun.  Amtoine, pale, without a hat, his
sands torn by the rocks and hig clothes in
tatiers, stood beside him, but not a trace of
the road could be seen.

rested, a registry will be taken of the width

and_length of his head, the length of bis left

forearm, the lehgth and breadth of his left

foot, the length of the little and middie fin-

gers of both hands, the length of kis right
th
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will be kept in a book, which will contain
orinted directions andsa formula for the ex-
uniner. &

The polive think it-a- great _Inmfn:lnn.
They say thess measure T#T» will be found
serfetly trustworthy, as a man's figure and
reneral profile rarely changes after maturity.
T'he innovation is the property of M. I"n‘u_m-
ion, and was first introduced at the Prison
songress in Rome two years ago.—New York
Mail and Expresa

< Paper to Wrap 'l:lrlm.. In.

] deal almost entirely in grocers' brown
saper,” said a Duanestreet :par;ﬂ‘;:lﬂ' to
‘he ubiquitous reporter. “Most paper
nills are situated in the New England states,
ut & great quantity of paper is manufac
.ared thrangbout New York state, especially
vong the eastern border.”

“What is the paper made out.ofI” querisd
“Straw and water. Almost any “Ed of
graw will answer, and | think that
talks have also been pressad intd sarvice,
although the paper made from this material
iras inferior in quality. Flail thresbed wheat
w rye straw, well bound. is preférred I
he manufacture of paper the straw is un-
sound and laid closely in bugs vata  Lime is
grinkied over every layer, and when the
vats are full, lime water is thrown over the

“Autoine, my son,” said the old cure ten-,
leriy, “1 ask your pardon fog baving brougit
you with me; 1 should have come alone, ™

Disrespectful for the first time in bis life,

|the peasant only shrugged his shoulders

‘Embrace me, my poor cuili!™ the cure con-
tinied, almest in tears; and Antoive f-ll
apon his breast, weeping bitteriy. *We

wust go on, Autoine,” said the cure at last; |

‘U we remain bere we shall go to sleep, and
0 sleep 19 death ™

Agaun they®ook up their painful march,
but the Abbe Broex had relied too muoch

apon lus strength ; be staggered as be walked, |

his limbs were Like lesd, and his brain be-
numbed with cold

“I am thirsty,” maid be suddenly; o
thirsty!™ And stooping down be n.-k- up a
baudial of suow snd lifted it to bis lips; Lot

the peasant coecked bive “You mast not do |

thai, M. Je Cure,” said be; “have a little pa-

| thence.™

Al at once the old man staggerad and

| fell Antoine dropped the lantern aud caunght

aim in bhis armsa “Give me a drink,” be
w hispered faiotly; “1 die of thirst.™

Antoine uttered a ery of despair. “Help!
beip!™ be shouted, as if there were any oue to
hear in that desolate solitade; “a boly man is
Iying for want of a little water!™ His vuice

| rose even above the noise of the wind and

tempest, but no other voive respouded to the
appeal. “Into thy bands, ob, Lund"— the
*ure murniured.

Antoine knelt beside him, tears of grief and
pain faliing from bis eves upon the (reezing
Bemly of the good old able. At the end of his
wsources, exhausted and overcome with sor
row, bhe lifted his pastor in his arms and

placed him beneath the sbelter of a rock |

which formed a sort of recess in the cliff
TuereThey restei, plunged io a desdly torpor
—bhearing nothing—seeing notlung. * * #
The win. censed, the clouds dispersed,

{Heaving belnnd them a dark blue sky stadded

with briiliant points

“It s paradise™ murmured the Abbe
Broex, ““but in the mame of pity give me
waler or a little snow. ™

“It would be better 1o take poson, M le

| Care,” the peasant replied

“Ahb, bat | suffer so—1 suffer so™

leaden gray and a carpet of untrodden snow | “Have you a knife, M_le Curel” cried the

extended as far as the eye could reach.  Pro-
foand sience rested apon ever thing

The Abbe Broex and his guide walked
on, scatieriug the smow with their long
pointed staffl, the lantern of Antoine throw- |
ing & few fethle rays of light upon the |
ground Lefore them. As they walked along |
the gool priest murmured bis prayers, while |
Antoine thought only of bis cows, his stable

and the wiwat that filied his granary. Nei- |
ther the priest por the peasant seemed to feel |
fatigue as tsey movel quicsly on, their eves
fixed upon the circle of light cast Ly the lan- |
tern upon the smow, i

Litthe by litue, however, a white bead |
stood upon their brows, their breathing be-
came burtied and they walked with jess
maphlity. The lantern swung kss firmly in
thve hand of Antoine, and from time to time
tise old priest stopyed o rest & moment and
80 say aloud a prayer

They bad now been climbing the mountain

peasant, besitatingly.
“Yes,” nnswerald the priest, his voice almost
» whisper; ““take it from my pocket.” There

whole. Bteam is then turned on at’the bot-
| ;om of the vats, and the straw is allowed to
imkwﬂimuywﬂﬂd It is
| then passed through a large revolving washer
and cleansed from the lime and other impuri-
tes. The straw, or what is left of it, is next

wssedl through grinders, which reduce it to a
alp, when it let down into a large tank
ander the foor, :

| *““The pulp is now pumped up, and is ready
| o pass over the machine. It is first thinned
| with water, if the paper is intended to be
| tight, and then is transferred o the ‘first felt'
| s5 means of a revolving wire cylinder.”
|  *“What do you mean by the ‘first feltl »
| “Oh, it's the finest kind of a woolen felting
‘ which carries the pulp through any number
f rollers. From the first felt it is trans
erted to the second and third felts, each of
ahich is coarser than the first. By the time
| the pulp has passed over the third felt the
Inter is pretty well squeezed out of it, ahd
he damp paper is able to support its own
| seight as it passes over a space of about
‘ sree feet to the ‘dryers’ These are big, hol-
ow iron cylinders five feet in diameter and
| soated by steam. They are usnally seven in
| jumber, an® by the time the damp paper
msses over them and through a set of
moothing calendars, it is thoroughly dey
| nd is then wound up on reels. .
|  “It is now in one long sheet about four and
1|hl.ljarﬂte feet wide. The paper on four
ind sometimes five reels is unreeled and cut
| und counted. Finishers then take the paper,
y old and tie it. After being tied up into
| sundles it is pressed, and is then ready for
| he market "—New York Pres
|

Mummies Dirt Cheap.,

| Dr.J. A S Grant Bey, of Cairo, Egypt,
| aas spent twenty-five years in the land of the
| Pharaohs and speaks all the languhges of
hat polyglot country. In oeder to instruct
‘he native doctors, two years ago he started
w Arabic medical paper, which has met
with success. For years he has devoted his
time to the study of archsology, and has
unassed enough Egyptian gods, from Horus
and Osiris down, to nearly fill the Metropol-
ftan Muoseum of Art The mummies of
Ezypt, be said, were now dirt cheap, owing
0 recent discoveriea. They sold from $10
Ji-ﬁ £20 each, the price depending 1iefly on
their state of preservation. He brought
yver s mummified bawk as & curiosity and
1 it to the Smithsonian Institation

was a momeus’s silence, then Ant spoke
Again.

“Open your mouth, M. le Cure,” said he;
“open it and drink; it is biood, fresh and
warm.”

The priest obey ad, and in order to exalt the
acrifice which this poor peasant had made
for bim, applied bis lips to the arm of An-
tolne (who had pricioed o vem fike the chnmos
bunters of the Alps when overcome by fatigue
and thirst) Life and energy returmed to bun
as be amank. “My chikl!™ be cried, “you
tave @ved your pastor; God =il remsember
and rewand you "

At this moment there was the sound of
roices calling in the distance. Antolne an

wppeared in sight  For bours thev had ex-

l;-pﬂd. and soon & group of mountaineers

| fine, first class mummies, of late vears, the
| dovtor said, purchased very few. The cheap
mummies were bought principally by the
agents for moseuma "—New York Com-

| mercial Advertiser.
1

The Kiw In Heligion.

The Mohammedans, on their pious pil-
grimage to Mccea, kiss the sacred black
stone and the four corners of ihe kaaba
The Romish priest kisses the aspergillum,
amd Palm Sunday the palm. Kissing the
pope’s toe was a faslion introduced by
mae of the Leos, who, it is said, had mut:.

| lated his right band, and was too vain to

pr
| Scientists, who formeriy paid high prices for |

sation that then took place.

want a column and & balf.
IN A DILEMMA.

pliment the report.’

headl in their ne

s

of The Tribune.

& word.

when the man had appeared. -
“*The new man,' replied the masager.

the sanctum.
AN ANGRY EDITOR

noise and [ had to stand up.’

down stairs and into the street.

A DASHING YOUNG REPORTER WITH

How He Heported the Famous Editer
of The Tribune and Attended Opers

“Yes, 1 used to know Horace Greeley very

'-‘ﬂ-ill_.'l-diﬂ' Ellsworth, y mer-
chant in conversation the other day, “Of all
the eccentric wen | sver knew I think he was
the maost peculiarly so. 1 had eccasion to call
futo The Tribune office often when Mr. Gree-
b,.-m.ndiwnh-ﬂtmﬂl;ﬂn
tncident that, fortunate enough, made a good
hanic out of & poOr LeWSpAjT MAL. ' Mr,
Greeley, you know, prided \bimeelf that the
i of The Tribune were always accu-
rate, and that, too, The Tribune never gob

“0On the reportorial force of The Tribune at
the time | speak of was a dashing y Mas-
sachusetts fellow, a man, so New York news-
paper men said, who had a good noss for
man had been connected
with The Tribune but a week, when one alter-
moon he was summoned into the editorial
im by Mr. Greeley himself. 1 happensd
to be chatting with Mr, Greeley at the tinie,
and remember the scared look of the re
‘s countenance when be ushered him-
self before the great Greeley and the conver-

“‘Young man,’said Mr. Greeley, ‘there is
to be & dinner at R——s to-uight, and [ shall
speak. Be there at 8 sharp and report me, 1

_ “The reporter bowed himself out of the
sanctum, As further developments proved,
the newspaper man had made arrangements
to take his girl to the opera that evening. He
was up a stump what to do. He was afraid
of Mr, Greeley and bo was afraid of bis girl. | Fish Point
He consulted with a reporter friend of his on
a rival paper to The Tribune, and bis friend
thus talked: ‘Ob, that's nothing. Guess you
haven't been in New York long! How much
did  Greeley say he wanted! Columw and a
balf? -Ob/that will beall right. You just
get ints your claw hammer and take the yal
to the opera. 1 know what Greeley will ralk
about, I've been to dinners lots of times and
beard ‘his speeches.  After the opera come
over to my dffice and D'l dictate Greeley's
after dinner speech, you write it down, and
I'll wager a $5 note that the editor will come

“[e Tribune reporter took his girl to the
opera. He didn't enjoy himself very much,
and after the curtamn fell and the girl was

| home he sought Lis reportorial friend and |
found bim in bhis den. They ‘wrote up’ Mr.
Greeley, and put over the article the most
breezy Vernaci-
lar. The speech was printed on the first page

“The next mornipg Mr. Greeley came down
town and tumbled into the editorial chair at
T o'clock. He took up The Tribune, and the
first thing his eye fell upon was Horace
Greeley's ringing speech at R——s last even-
ing. He read the article to the end without

“He then threw The Tribune into the
waste basket and pulled the bell for the man-

“*Who wrote that articlel said Mr, Greeley,

“‘Send bim up!" réared Mr. Grecley. .

“The reporter who took his girl to the opera
the night before came up. Mr. Greeley was
white as a sbeet when the youth backed into

“‘Did you write that articlel thundered
Mr. Greeley, relerring to the balf column of
beadlines under which was Mr., Greeley's

speech.

“‘Yes, sir," said the reporter;'I followed
you the best I could. You know you spoke
uncommonly fast last night, and there was a

“*Bpoke uncommonly fast, did IT thundered
Mr. Greeley. ‘Youug man, you lis] 1 was
sick iast nighy and didn't go within three
miles of R——s, and didn’t make any s eech.'

“Mlr. Greeley grabbed the retreating form
of the pencil pusber and actually booted him
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Boston Mamma—Yon \ ,“
legs, Flossie,. when we have
polite. Flossie— What should Lay)
drumsticks " —Néw York Bun -
Father—Come, Bobby, ya
sut; so hurry off to bed. Bobby,
and reluctant mcw
to tell & boy to hugry up whe b
out. —Philadelphia North
When little Meg sawa 4
with the burden on his back,
suripusly for a minute and |
“Mamma, what makes the
bustle so high up on bis bt
A tiny nephew once beand b

“The editor tried to recall the great editi

be, ‘Buy them at any cost.’

a splendid mechanic,

wait, as be said,

(M+.) Jourual

An Inquisitive Youngster,
of bomo genust

"as a genius.
Bobby—Well, who was Homer!?

that be was a genius!

Hope for Young Men.

thres (r

Ben Rl

of The Tribune, but it was too late, He sent
men all over the city with instructions to buy
every morning Tribume in New York. _Baid

Mr. Greeley paid as high as 50 cents a copy
for somne of the papers, but the speech that he
didu’t make was the gossip of all Naw York
for & week. The reporter never dared to
shoW his face to Ma Greeley after that night.
He dropped the scribe's pen like a boiling not
potaio, and went west, | believe, He mads

“Oun, the way to The Tribune office every
morning Mr. Greeley always stepped into a
periodical store and bought The Tribune and
every other paper printed in New York,”
continued the Ellsworth merchant. “Ha told
me one day that be always bcught his own
paper when he was within three minutes
walk of The Tribune building, Hs cofildn's

“I've seen Mr. Gresley walk into church
when the parson was praying, making a tre-
meggious racket as be trudged up the aisls to
a front seat, throwing a big bundle of news- of dolin,
papers into the pew and then himself. His baby.".
pew was next in front of mine. In five min-
ules afier be was comfortably settled among
his newspapers he was napping. Peo, wd
to tell me that the ablest m;:l;;r“ Fioally,
York city couldn’t keep Horace Greeley
awake of a Bunday morning."—Elsworth

Bobb-_vtra-im—l’l.wmuthwb‘

Father —Let me see—it means that Homer

Father (irascibly)—Didn't [ just tell you

Mother coming to the ald man's assistance)
—Bobby, you musta't bother your fathes
when be is reading his psper.—The Epoch.

Who mys that thereis mot hepe for the
mliinﬂfu::ll Of Amberst's ninety-

l expose the stump.—Chicago Tribune.

A tobacco report from the class thres years

loved maiden aunt called s’
The child's elder brothers sad

dood."—Kingston Freeman.
A sturdy little chap,some T
Iu‘w*

doer, and, after she had
somewhat emphatically.
play. Half an hour later he
the door softly and looked i
caught his eye nod could not
“There,” he said, “I knew
Now you are my own dear
Boston Herald.

Little Nellie, of West End, %
with

SENATORS AND EXS
pr—— L |
John Sherman is said to be
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