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Funny Unecle Phil,”
T heard the grown folks talking lnst night when

T lay abed,

So I shot my eyes ond listened to evervthing
they said;

And firet they snid that Polly nud Phil were
eoming here,

And a good old soul was Polly, but Phil was
nlways queer.

And they never, never, never, in all theirlives

oould sen

How Polly enme to marry him, nor how they
conld ngroe;

For shewns just as bright and sweet ns any
flower in May,

But he was tight ns a drum-head, and as biack
ns i atormy day.

And hils nose Whs always poking into other
Tolk's wifivive,

And he wus ultogether too fond of splitting
Tnirs ;

And he had so ninny corners you never oould
come near

Without your hitting some ot them, or being in
constunt fear,

Well, T listened very hard, and I ‘membered
avery wond,

And 1 thought it wae the queerest thing n body
over hoard;

And in the evening, when 1 heard the ehaise
emne down the hill,

I olmost ecouldn't wnit to see my fonny Unele
Phil.

But, oh ! what stories grown folks tell! He
seisn't blivek at all !

And he badn't oy eorners, bist was pluinp and
fuie nod suandly

His nose tuined up o litde, but then it wak so
wee,

How it conld poke so very much 1 really

couldn’t see.
And when i saw me staring, he nedded hard,

;Lll'l

And whon grandmn sadd 1 was ke tonk e
gently on his kuee,

And wouml my llllll_;l'nl curl aboat his finger
ehrelully.

And he told we ‘bout my momtan whon she
was i livthe giel,

And pll the time he tdied be kept hia fingm
on that enri;

Till at lust 1 cuuldn’t stand it and T slijped
down by Lis ehalr,

Al aeked=hi ow bhe cme to be so fad ol

mplitiing huir.

My ! how he wnid Jimmy laughed,
undd grindin shook bor bead,

And grindpn hod Lis awfiul look, and Unele
St turned rul;

Avd then the clovk ticked
leltohem wine so wtill,

Aud 1 koew “twus something dreeadial 1 had
sud to Unele PLil,

Hred !

vory lond, the

But I esulidn’t help it then, o 1 told him every
word, o

And be listened very guivtly; be nover spoke
uod stirred,

Till 1 told him ‘bout the corners, und suid 1
didu’t know

How he coulid have so many when thore didn't
any show.

And then he laughed and
kitchen fuirly shook;

And he pave the frightened grown folks suel o

langhed, till the

Breichit and finy look,
And said,  *I'is troe
miierhol e

wy lttde girl, when Polly

I was full of ugly corners, but she's smoothed
thewm down, you see."

And then they wll shook hauds aguin, naod
Jimumy gave three olivers,

And Unele Sow snid Hotle pitehors bind wost
(LTI BTSN GAY ¢

And granedum kissed Aunt Polly; but then she
Ivoked at me,

Anil faiid 1T better “ neditite " while slie wus

Buthing tew,

Tout wisns et T omust sit and think what
nuughity things I've done;

It anust be ‘onuse 1'me little yet—they secued
to think "twas fun.

I dos't quite
I will

Creep softly up to him, and ask my fanny
Uncle PPhil.

—Amelie Dailey-Alden in Wide Awake.

r understand it all; well, by wnd by

AN APRIL HOAX.

Looking at it from without, it does
not appear very unlike its fellows, this
little suburban cottage of the Rosy,
with its unpretending hooded  porch,
over which IL:- ivy trails its dark  green
fullnge, its two parlor windows in front,
and ite bav-window at the side; hut
within there is nothing commonplace.
Every roam, every corner, refleets the
refined taste of Janet Roy, and the

wint funeies ofher brother Dick.

Dick, the handsome, the talented, the
renitlomanly—he is all this and more in
tic sister Junet's eyes—is sitting on the
window-seat, the sun  bathing his
shapely fizure in its impartinl rays, e
is reading  the morning  papir:  with
more interest probably than most men
are wont to have, for he recognizes the
mannarism of each writer on the editori-
wl pago—ho is on the editorial !‘s!_uﬂ' him-
self—und takes plensure in seving how
Sinith treats the Eastern question, what
Jones thinks of the condition of the In-
dians, and what Brown has to say on
the presidentinl policy. e has not
written a stroke for over a week him-
self, He has been quite ill; 2 heavy
cold threatening pneumonin  has kept
him a prisoner at the cettage, and for
sevin mornings has the public heen de-
prived of the pleasure and profit of pe-
rusing hiz timely and caustic remarks
upon general topics,  Only yesterduy he
stepped asross the threshold into man-
liood ; it was lis twenty-first birthday:
to-day hie is a citizen of the republio.

The clock on the mantel-shelf tinkles
forth eight gilvery notes, Dick looks up
from his lm{rf-r with some show of im-

mtience.  Where can Jaget be? As if

n answer to his thought, the door
opens, and Miss Roy, tall” and graceful,
in & dress of olive-green serge, In charm-
ing contrast with her fight golden hair,
comes softly in.

* Have you been waiting long, Dick o
ghe asks, in a pl-':m:ml.ﬁ;iml ¥ volee,
= # 1 must inve overslept myself ™

“ No," replies Dick, throwing down

L

- ¥ - T — i — < ———
yor, lon(P; but I'm ﬂ;ﬂﬁu've mhi
for {‘m hungry, ther a goo
sign, isn't it, Jean?” b

“To be hungry? Yes; very good"—
sitting down at the table and tapping
the call-bell. *But it won't last very
long. I'll venture to say that in fifteen
minutes from now i‘mlr nppvtite will be
considerably diminished.’ :

“Very likely," said Dick, as Sarah en-
ters from the kitehen, bearing the cof-
fec-urn in one hand and a dish of beef-
stenk in the other, ** At any rate, 1 will
see how far steak, coffee and hot bis-
cuits will go toward diminishing it.”

Presently there is a violent sing at the
door-hell.

“Who can that be?" exelaimed Dick,
ingquisitively. *T wonder if any of the
boys could have come out to see what
hns become of me?"

“ 1t sounds very like the postman,”
adds his sister; and the postman it is,
Two letters are his contribution to the
Roys thi= morning, both of which Sarah
hnnds to Miss Junet, who hurriedly
reads the addresses. One is for herdelf,
the other is for her brother,

**Here is a letter for you, sir, if f(mr
name is Horatio,'” she quotes, reaching
it to him across the table. L

“But my name is not Horatio,” he
replies, correctingly, as he takes it
“Are you aware that to paraphrase is
serfectly allowable? *If your name he
Richard® would be much more appropri-
ate, and would sound far better,”

Janot gearcely listens to the prattle of
her brother: the letter that hag come for
her is edged with black, and ghe s
nervously tearing open the envelope in
lier liaste to see what' ill news it Ims
brought, whoge death it hias come to an-
nounee,

Dick noticeg her ngitation as ghe draws
out the inelosed sheet, and wonders,
even as ghe i8 wondering, what can be
its moessnge,

*Unele Arthur is dead,” she says, the
next moment, giving a_sigh of relief,
“1enw it was in Harey's handweiting,
and so feared it was Cousin Marparetr,™
* Uncle Avthur!” repents Dick, * Up-
cle Avthur! He's one of my respected
great-uncies, whom [ have never had
the pleasure of seeing: a California mil-
lHounire, 1 wonder did it ever strike
him that a hittle of his wealth would he
weveptnhle te his great-niece and grent-
nephew, who are hattling with  the
world far away over hiere in the Eqst 29

“Oh, Dick!” exclaims Miss 1oy,
greatly shoeked, “how van vou talk ‘o
the poor man’s money when lie is just
']*.'!I'l o
“LPoor man!® gays Dick, lnughing.
“Tnlways thought he was a rich one.™
“May 1 inquire,” asks Miss Tloy,
meekly, when her brother hal twice
rewd the epistle he holds in his hand,
and is abiout to begin again, * what Nell
hins to say that is so very interesting ™
A slight Alush mounts to Dick’s face ns
e hurriedly ernmples. the missive into
his "\Il'k(t
“Nell?™ he repeats. " How did
know it was from Nell®”

1 know her hinndwriting,”
“Bat its just like hundreds of otheprs,™
vontinued Dick, hutteving a hot voll in
continunnce  of his breakfast, Al
lndios write in thesame style now-a-davs,
The letters are all very tall and all vory
thin.™

“Each lady’s hind e n peculiarity,
nt‘\i-l':lwlu-n-.“

“CWhich nobody can deny,'™ quotes
Richard,  Some hands are pink and
some are white, some wre fat and some
are lean, some wenr dinmonds and some
wenr none.,"’

“How you trip one up!™ exclaimed
Janct. smiling,  * You know very well
what I mean. Would vou have me
stumbie aver the whole length of * chir-
ography® every time?"”

4 I%_v no MEAnL,

Fou

It woulil only be a
waste of breath, amd would seem s
though yon were intentionally siving
vour knowledge of Webster's Una-
bridged.*
Dick is bheginning tocongreatulate Lim-
self on the masterly way in which he hins
turned the subject and escaped rudely
telling his sister that the contents ol
Mise Nellie Taylor’s letter are not for Liey
onrs, when shwe again vefers to his pe-
marks.
“Py-the-bye,” she says, as she draws
from the urn her brother's socond cup of
coffee, “spenking of some hands with
dinmonds and some without, Nell doesn 't
wenr one, does shie?  When do you pro-
pose J-rm-ntlng her with one of the
gems "
“1 was not aware” (with mock grav-
ity) *that young men are generally ex-
peeted to provide their lndy friends with
diamond rings."
“Pid the faet that there ig such a
thing ns an engagement ring ever prosent
itself to your enlightened intellect?”
“ Engagement ' vepents Dicky ** did 1
understand you to say  engagemcnt?
Since when, pray, did you conclude that
rour respected brother had given Lis
fwurt to another? 1 know of no engngro-
ment.”
“Oh, dear!” says Janet, sighing melo-
dramatically ; ** have [ rveally bivn mis-
tuken?  And here I was already congrat-
ulating myself on so soon having a sister-
in-law!"
“Do  wvon rememhber
rhyme?" nsks Dick:
“ 4 Cun the love that yon're so rieh in
Build a fAire in tho kitohen ¥
Or the lintle god of love turn the spit, spit,
spit ¥
I should hesitate, I think, to ask any
one to marry me, for fear of having that
couplet thrown in my faee,  Now il that
dear old great-uncle of ours had only
taken it into his aged head to leave us a
fow of his many thousands, then pahiaps
I might think of engagements and din-
mond rings and mothers.in-law; and
yoru might hegin to speculate on the com-
Furniiw advantages of my various lady
viends ns o sister-in-law.,™
M Poor, dear old man!™ Janet con-
tinues, Kindly, *I can just remonber
sitting on his knee and playing with his
long beard at the time he was on from
the West, It'sreally a shame, Dick, our
being so lively, and UneleA rthur.‘graml-
father's own brother, Iying dead,’
“Well, my dear, I should he Iying
alive if 1 said I wus sorry hie's gone: for
while there's death there's hope, and who
knows but he mny have thought of ns®”

“Oh, Dick!" heseechingly, * please
don’t joke about it. I really do fﬂq'[ bud-
ly, and Cousin Margaret and Harry must
be go grieved.”
8o they must,” says Dick, apparent-
ly acquiescing in his sister's views, *
am sure we all do, Dan't you think,
Jean, we had better bow the shutters
aurll]mn out black hambazina?

* [ shall bow the shutters,” adds Janoct,

]

the nursery

ﬁ«-.liqu rather angry at her brother's con-
tinued joking, “It is the least we can

do, and it ehows some ‘respect for our
grandfather’s brother,” rising and leav-
ing Drick still at the table.

“Our grandfather’s bhrother!" pepeats

m{j he must have bequenthed gome-
ng to his brather's grandehildren.”
Dick is in his study now—a neat, cozy
little room back of the drawing-room,
which is in reality the library, but which
Mr. Roy, lie being a literary man, choos-
4 to call his study. He is sitting at his
table, with Nell's rt'lt&'r spread out before
him, and is reading it for the fourth
time. ‘There is nothing very remarkahle
about it; it is not what one would gtyle
a love-letter, and yet Dick would not for
all the world have his sister get a glimpse
of it.

“Dean Dicg,—I have been looking for
you to-callyns you.promised, and am
much surprised st not having seen you.
Your birthday, I think you told me, is
about this time. Did you linve a party?
and are you go elated at having attained
your majority that you are above visit-
ing your friends? 1 cannot think that
because you are now a man you have

ven up all the friends of {nur ehildhiood.

lease eall soon, and tell me nll abput
yout presents. Lver your fidend, Neri. "

That is it; and in it Dick is trying to
find traces of something more than
friendship.

* Nell is an awfully jolly girl,” he says
to himself, leaning back in his chair and
thrusting his hands into his pockets;
*“ just as full of fun ns ever ghe can he. 1
wonder whether she really does care any.
thing for me? I'm not altogethera bad-
looking fellow, if I do say it myself, and
I fancy T can talk quite as well ns the
most of ‘em. How i one to tell whethior
a girl cares more for him than for
another, when she pevsists in being jolly
with every one?”

Then hie gets to thinking of some
meang to kolve the problem.  How shall
he prove her?  Presently an iden comes
‘to him, firet faintly, indistinetly: then
more plainly and more vividly, until a
plan=an excellent plan, he thinks—
stands out before him in beautiful syin-
metry.  Everything seems to have work-
ed in favor of it, and he is paturally joy-
ous nver his discovery, :

He opens one of the drawers in his
writing-tahle and takes. out a packet of
lettors.  Through them he searches until
he finds twao that Janet wrote him while
he was away on Lis midsummer vaca-
tion. These he sproads open hefore him,
and taking a sheot of note-papor he he-
gins to write, now closely studying lis
sister’s letters, now slowly putting words
upon the paper, IIalf an lhour and he
lias finished,  1le folds the sheet, ineloses
it in on envelope, and ‘addresses it as
carcfully as he has written it.
rises, and, unlocking
Janet in the hall. She sees him take
daown lis hat to go out.

*1Ind you not better wear vour over-
cont?" glie asks,  ** T'm afraid you might
take colld ngain.”™

“T'm not going for,” he answors:
“only to post a letter,”

“To Nell P ghe asks, teasingly. ** Ape
you not rather prompt in answering your
correspondents

Dick, making no reply, goes out, while
she, latighing to herself, hurvies away o
her numerous housaliold duties,

The next morning Is the 1st of A pril—
All-fool's Day, with its temptations to
practical jokes and its myrinds of Jittle
innocent les, when every one docs lis
hest to make a fool of his dearest friend
ae well as his direst foe, It s a bzht,
sunny morning, that swells the buds 1o
bursting, and draws up the blades of
fresh young grass s o mugnet draws stoe].
Dick Itoy isin the very hest of spirits:
he has pessunded Janct into believing
that he hns taken o fresh cold: hias as-
stimed a voice as hoarse as a veteran bull-
frog; and has been looking the very pic-
ture of distress, until the arrvival of the
['i"‘illl-‘l!!—jll“l i he g ereeping in to
ekt and adding to his sister’s anx-
oty by his distressd
catses him to brighten up, and in the
elearest tone remark, *'Pon my wonl,
Jean, my cold's gone.  Did it strike you
this was the fivst doy of April?"

An expression of l‘l‘iiff‘lllill{;ll‘ll with
annoyance mounts Miss Rov's counte-
nanee.

“Youawful boy!" she exelnims. * Yon
ghould beashamed of yourself, trying to
fool vour own sister.” )
“And susoecding, tou,” laughs Dick.
The only letter this morning is one for
him. It is hidden by n large yvellow en-
volope, and addveessed in n bold Leavy
Iul.mll that gives one an impression of -
portant business at once.  As Dick opens
it and catehes sight of the heading, his
finee brightens in expectation, and con-
tinues brightening until lie has read it
quite through, whien he is wearing the
broadest of smiles,

“Ilarrah " he shouts, his boyishness
making its uppearance through his new-
ly acquired muanhood—** hureali for Unele
Arthur ! Turkal ! Jean, we've heen
left & fortune !

Janet looks at lim unbelievingly.
She has been fooled onee this morning,
and doss not intend to submit tamely to
what she considers her brother's second
mh-mpls

“1f you must joke, Dick,” she says,
calmly, her volee and manner strangels
conirasting with his excitement, * pray
don't take such a subject. You arve play-
ing your part very well, I admit; but
still T remember now what day it is.”
* But 't not joking; it's a fact. Hepe
is a letter from the dearold boy's
[.ook at the postmark;: look at the
letter-head ; read the message,” e goes
on, excitedly, running around to his sis-
ter’s side of the table and spreading the
enyelope and ils contents Iw}'nrla lier,

e is certainky not fooling her now, as
slie is compelled to gdmit when she is
thus presented with the evidence. The
sume heavy style of writing that was
without is within.

“ Richard Loy, Esy.:

“Dear Si" (it begins),—"1 have
pleasure in informing you that the will
of the lute Arthur Roy, Esq., of this city,
bequeaths to his great-nephew and great-
nieve, Richard and Janet Roy (voursel
and gister), each the sum of fifty llulu'
sand dollars, These amounts are in”
vested in United States  government
bonds, and shall be forwarded to you in
due course.

*I have the honor to be your obedi-
ent servant,

“J. Mapigon Perry, Exeoutor,”

The effect of the reading on Janet is
guite the reverse of that on her brother,
I‘nswad of breuking forth into joyous
shiouts, her sensitive nature causes her to
burst into a flood of tears,
Dick looks at her in_astonishment,
What can she be erying for ? he thinks.
A legacy of fifty thousand dollars he
does not consider a cause for weeping,
and concludes that his sister has become
mystified in regard to the time to weep
and the time to laugh. ) v
“What is the matter witly you ! he
asks, when the first outhburst has sub-
sided into oceasional suppressed sobs.
“Oh, Dick " eries Janet, wiping her
eves, [ believe you have no foeling at

his paper and yuwulugiluuguidl). Yoot

hoj “what ap awiully near pelusive!

-

all,  Just to think what » dear, Knd

Then he |
the door, meets |

cotuntennnee— |

lnwyer, |

nncle wo have lost ! How good of him
to remember us !

“Very good of him, infeed,” adds
Dick: “but I can’t see that that ought
to make one sad. Rather a cause for re-
joicing, 1 ghould say. Poor fellow, he
wag go old he eouldn’t enjoy it, and I
dara say he's better off where he is; that
is, if he was ag good as his will makes
me think he was.”

Janet is really grieved. Her nature is
80 intensely sensitive that a great kind-
ness invariably has this effect upon her.
She refuses any more breakfast, nnd goes
hastily up to her room, Wlil‘rl‘_s‘lxe apends
the morning in trying to picture her
uncle as he was when, so many rmra
ago, she sat on his ln{n. and child-like
ran her tiny fingers through his long
gray beard™ ", = 7 .

Allt the morning, a8, thinkin
thus, she sits diligently rewing, mug
ever and anon well up i her eves and go
trickling down her cheeks before she is
aware of their presence. Asa natural
consequence, twelve o'clock findse her
with very red eyes and nose, and n gen-
eral appearance of having gone through
a most heart-rendering affliction. “This
is her condition when Sarah knocks at
the door, and on entering announces that
Mies Taylor is in the drawing-room,

“Oh, what shall 1 do?" exclaims
Janet, in perplexity, as soon ns the maid
is out of ear-shot. **8he will gee that [
have been erying, and will want to know
| all about it; nnﬁl renlle! ean't talk of it
now. 1 wonder where Dick is; he might
go and eee her, and uspluin that I'm not
well; but dear me“—gotting up and
smoothing back her hair with hoth
lland»—"ti suppose he's out somoewhers,
e never is about when he's wanted, but
is sure to be here when he's not.” So,
wiping lier eyes for the hundredth time
sinve brenkfmst, and giving her nose the
fifticth gentle blow, slie goes softly down
| to the drawing-room in search” of her
| vigitor. Nellie Taylor—a rather short,
| plump girl, with a charmingly pretty
Iqink and white face—rises quickly as
| danet comes in.

“Oh, Jean!” she gays, going to meet
her, and presonting a countenance that
for kigne of weeping is not a whit hetter
off than Miss Roy's, “1 do so sympnthize

| with yon!"
[ Janet is much surprised at these words,
| On what secount does she sympathize
[ with ler? Surely she cannot know why
I| ghe hias beon spending the morning in
Leanrs,

“Come and sit down by me,” Nell
goes on, taking her hand and drawing
10t to a gofn.  *Troubls comes to all of
us some time, you kuow."

* But,” hugins Janet, thoroughly puz-
zlid, a8 they sit down together, **my
dear Nell "—

**There, now,” interrupted she, *don't
speak to me of it: don't tell me how
much woree you feel than . T know
vou think so; but, indeed“—and the
arg hegan to trickle down her cheeks
in—"wvou don’t know how 1 Jovel
him.”

“Nell, what are you talking abont 2"
Janct asks, eaecitedly, her grief having
gl\'--n wiy Lo astonished curiosity, It
1£ evident there is8 a misunderstunding
| somewlhere.”
| Nell looks at her curiously.

*Are you angry P she asks, in & hurt
tone: *would you not have approved of
hi® making me his wife®"

“*You murry Uncle Arthur!™

“Uncle Arthur!™ repeats Nell. Tt is
she who is surprised now. *“Who is
Unecle Arthur®™
| *The desw, kind old gentleman whio
has just died.”

“But 1 have been talking of Dick.
You must have known | was. Poor
| dear Dick!™ and again she is weeping as
| though her heart would brenk.

* But Dick is not dead 2

Nell Tooks up in incredulons, glad sur-
prigse.  There is a movement of the
‘,—-rh'.'r-' which covers the entrance to the

ibrary.

[ Nor likely to be goon,” shouted Ricl-
ard, running forward from his hiding-
place, where e hins heard all the con-
versation, his pleasant face wreatlil in

| siniles,

| The next moment he hag caught Nl
in Lis arms and is kissing away the ro-
maining tears,

I You darling good girl!™ he says, pas-
sionately, **now I helieve you do care n

| little hit for me,™

“But T cannot understand i, suys
Janet, in wonder. * What ever could
{ have eaused von to think Dick was
dead 2

“Ihe idea of asking me, after the letter
you wrote!” peplics Nell.  * Didn't von
tell me sof 1didn't think, Jean, that
you could perpetrite such an  awiul
joke, " -

* But T wrote uo letter,” adds Janet.

Nell puts her hand in her pocket and
draws forth an epistle.

“ Read it she saye. ' If von didn't
write it, who did?” ~ And Janet read :

* Friday morning.

“My Dear Nevn—1 have very sad
news for you. Our darling boy is no
more. At twelve o'¢lock Wednesday
night he hreathed his last.  Oh, how ean
I write it? T can scarcely realize that Lie
| is gone,  Pleage do come out and see mo.
| T know you thought a great deal of him,
ansd can sympathize with me,

“Everyours, Jaxer Roy,"

Suddenly it comes to Janet that per-
liaps her great uncle was related to the
Tavlors also.

*Was he "—she begins: hut before shie
ean finish the question Nell answers her:

“Yes" (sobbing). * Didn't you know
it? Oh, why didn't some one let me
know that e was 0 il17 1 would hayve
80 liked to he with him!™
Junet looked pityingly st her voung
| friend. Surely her uncle must have
[ besm a very lovableold gentleman to in-
spire this affection,

" But how strange it 18, she thinks,
“that I never knew we were even dis-
tantly connected with the Taylors. P
haps Dick knew it, but 'm sure he
never told me." Then she begins sob-
bing aguin for mere sympathy, and for a
yImoment not & word is spoken,

“Was heso very dear to you?" asks
Junet, bringing the cambric into play
again, .

*Oh, Jean," Nell answers, also wiping
away the tears, “you cannot imagine
how we loved each other. There wus no
time set, but then it was understood $hat
it was to come off as soon as his salary
was sufficient for him to “"—and then she
burst into tears again,

*What do you mean?"—jn surprise,
4 Wh'nt was to come off?"

“We were engaged, you know," Nell

BAYVE, ltmkln$ up.

“En_sugmi V—with great astonishment,

* Did you not know it?"

“But it s not wmy writing” savs
Janet. I never make my e's like that,
nor sign myself ‘Ever yours,” gad, be-
#ides, there was no black on the deor,”

"It is vary like vour writ
never thought of the I:l:cl?.l ‘i‘n I:‘l?;;glé
lave sent the letter if you didn't "

motice,” replies Dick. And sure Pnoughi
{4there it was, 1

Dick, who is still standing with his
arm sbout Nell's waist, bursts into a
hearty laugh. "1 am the suthor,” he
gays, ' It was o little April honx, fand it
worked admirably—far better than I ex-
pected. E

*“You awful boy!” exclaim Nell and
Janet in chorus,

“The boy is dead,” persists Dick,
“Put what a frightful story you told!
says Nell; “and low fterribly 1 was

worried ! ;

“1t is all true,” says Dick. ** There is
not an untruth in the whole letter: the
boy s no more; the boy lfl't“ breathe hig
lngt. T am aman now. Thursday was
my twenty-first birthday."

‘But you forged my nname,
Jnni-t.

FOYE

ut my initial below, if you
“And our wedding wi

be just as soon a8 you can get rendy,” he
adde, turning to Nell, **The interest of
fifty thousand, which you must know
the puzzling Uncle Arthur jugt left me,
plus my salary, is all-sufficient, isn't it?

and I say, Jean, how do you like the
progpect  of a sister-in-law? It was
rather a Plt'mmnt April-fool after alf,
wnen't it?'—Harper's Bazar.

e e
Restless Nights,

Some pereons * toss and tumble " half
the night and get up in the ummlurz
wenry, unrefreshed and dispirited, whol-
ly unfit, vither in body or mind, for the
{[’lltil'! of the duy: they are not only in-
eapneitated for business, but are often
rendered so ungracionus in their manners,
80 irritable and fretful, as to spread a
rloom and n clond over the whole house-
1w0ld,  To be able to go to bed and he in
a sound, delicious gleep, an unconselous
delicionsness, in five minutes, hut enjoyed
in its remembrance, is i great happiness,
an inealenlahle hlessing, and one for
which the most sincere and affectionate
thanks should habitually go up to that
heneficent Providence which vouchsufes
the same through the instrumentalities
of nwise and self-denying attemtion to
the laws of our bheing. )

Restliss nights as to persons in ap-
parent good health, arise chiefly from,
first, an overlonded stomach; second,
from worldly eare; third, from want ol
museular activities proportioned to the
noeds of the system. Few will have
reetless nights who take dinner at mid-
dny, and nothing after that except n piece
of eold bread and bhutter and & eup or
tweo of some hot drink ; any thing beyond
that, ns cake, pie, chipped heef, dough-
nuts and the ke, only tempt nature to
eat when there is really no cail for it,
thus engendering dyspepsin and all its
train of evils.

Worldly eare.  For those who cannot
sleep from the unsatisfaetory condition of
their affairs: or that they are ahout to
emconnter great losses, whether from their
own remisenecss, the perfidy of friends, or
unavoidahle eircumstances, we have n
deep and sincere sympathy.  Tosuch we
say, live hopefully for better days nhead,
and meanwhile strive diligently, per-
sistently, and with a brave heart to that
ond.,

But the more comimon cause of restless
nights is, that exercise hias not heen
taken to make the body tived enough to
demand #leep, Few will il to sleep
soundly iI' the whole of davlight, or as
much thereof us will produce modemrate,
futigue, is spent in steady work in the
open oir, or on horsehack, or on foot,
Many spoil all their sleep by attempting
to foree more on nature than she regquires,
Few persons will fuil to sleep soundly,
\"1!"!1-‘ lht'_\' e I-IH']I, if lhl‘_\' avoid 5111-}..
ing in the davtime, will go to had ata
regulnr hour, and heroieally resolve to
get up the moment they wake, whether
it is at two. four, or six o'clock in the
morning. 1o less than n week each one
will find how mueh sleep his system v
quires; thereafter give it that, and no
more.—Huall’s Journal of Health,

Moving Day.

“ Moving day, with all its attendant
hovrors, is at hund,” saild James, yester-
day evening, ** and 1 don’t see how 1 am
ever to get through with it It brings
nothing but work. work, work.™

“Why, ves," aeplied Grandfather
Lickshingle, * ivis n terrible day for us
poor men folks, and no mistake, Sevin®
us how this dre'ful day hins rolled around
an’ batterad me over the bald an’ beet-
ling pate upward of a hundred tines, 1
ought to koow « little somethin® about
it. Work! Well, I'shonld say so. Git
up in the mornin’ before hreakfuse, «it
around wdl it's rewdy, then eat an' off
down town afler n wagon.  And right
bere T want to say that the stamdin® pre-
mivnm of a million dollars in gold offerad
by thie United States government to the
man that finds a wagou when he wants
it has never been claimed. No mortal
minn ever finds a wagon without hoofin
‘round nwhele square, an’ je=t this kind
of work is knocking years and vears of
usefulness out of some of our hest young
men. Well, after the doggoned wagzon
i# found, you must give the driver your
old as well a8 vour new address, as the
papers say, and that's enough to break
any ordinary man’s back. By this time
vou're pretty well fagged out, an® youn
send the wagon to the house, w hile you
go off down town about your business,
an' your wife finishes up whatevengittle
adds an’' ends there may he to do ahout
the movin' Oh, ite dre'ful, dre’ful! an’
it raises the blisters on my hands tothink
of it.”  And grandfather bowed his aged
head on his cane g nned. —Cincin-
nati Enguirer.

Words of Wisidom,

It requires more power to control for-
tune than to control kings.

Flattery is a sort of bad money to
which our vanity gives currency.

Hurd words have never taught wis-
dom, nor does truth reguive them. 1

What is the best government? That
whiclr teaches us to govern onrselves,

Bome hearts, like evening rrimm.—-m.
?‘];en maost beautifully in the shadows of

e,

It is extraordinary how long a man
may look among the crowd without die-
covering the face of a friend.

There is no wise or good man that
would change persons or conditions en-
tirely with any man in the world.

He that hath really felt the bitternoess
of sin, will fear to ecommit it; and he
that hath felt the sweetness of mercy

stock found a market at from $960 to
2220, and his broker passed to his credit

2225 and %240, and about £70,000 more

#50,000, and then, ag to the rest, said to

A Lucky Holder,

A 8an Franeisco correspondent writes:
There are so many cuvious turns of
fortune’s wheel on the Comstock, I
heard only yesterday of a case where
cold-bloaded pergistency of purpose and
tenacity of grit in face of most discour-
aging circumstances won s big fortune;
angd the case jg_the more remarkable
bheeause, knowing the parties, meet-
ing them almost every day, being fami-
line with their surroundings, ete., 1
never before heard of it, 1t leaked out
only by accident. Mr. Root i the man
who designed sl the machinery, lnid all
the plansg, made all the contracts, and
superintended the work of building Gov.
Stanford’s fmmous wire-eable strevt-rail-
road in this city, which runs a distance
of two miles through the richest and
hest imﬁ of the eity, and is toalay the
model street-railway of the continent.
Root is & young man, not over thirty-six,
thin, wiry, homely, and—well, shabhy,
He is o splendid mechanie, and though
for a long time in Central Pacifie em-
ploy, nobody knew him until he built
the Stanford street-railway, entively on
hix own plans, that there was so much
in him. To look at him yon wouldn't
think Root ever snw a mining-stock
certificgte,

Yet one day when Sierra Nevada
was hooming along at 200, Root walked
into the office of a leading broker, an
old friend, and said:

“Dan, guess we'd better get rid of
some of this now," and he handed over
two certilicates, one of 500 «haves and
the other of 100, " Dan™ took them,
looked them over, and noticed that the
backs of Both were perfectly covered
with receipts for assessiments.

“Where in the world did you get
theae " asked Dan,

“Bought 'em four years ago,” said
Root. *Had ‘em lying in my trunk ever
sinee,  Paid, 1 think, fifty cents s share
for kome, six bits for some more, and got
some for two bits. Been paying nssess-
ments ever since religiously, and the
whale lot stands me in ahout 85 a share.
I want you to sell half of it now, for |
guess it's time to ‘eall the turn,' " and
within threa days 300 shares of Root's

over 860,000,

The other 300 shares he got vid of at
went to his credit. e hauled down
his broker (and here is the point 1 want
to make), 1 want you to put go muny
thousand inte Norcroes, so many into
California, so many into Curry, and so
many into Beleher. Pay for them, let
them lie; and when sssessments come
pay on them."

“But,” said the broker, "you may
have to wait, and"— ° )

“That's just what I expeet to do—
wait. But sooner or later some one or
the ather of those gtocks will make me a
fortune,”

And this is the gpirit that our average
working Californinn goes into specula-
tion on the Comstock with. Few here
huy Comstock stocks for dividends. 1ot
a mine there hogin‘to pay dividends, and
unless they are very big, or the mine
lius n prospect of keeping them up, not a
dollar is added to the value of the stock.
Our quiet buyer, our business man, our
shrewd - eapitalist, are all netuated by
the same idea. * Buy them when they
are cheap, lay them away, and sooner or
later if uny mine within & mile makes a
strike we muy make 500 per cent. I the
strike should come in our own mine we
may make from 5,000 to 10,000 per cent.,
and, pe :'llu{:t:. if we have stock enough,
wilk oft with the fortune we l‘xpl-ﬂwr(w
hinve to work all our lives for™

T —

The English Lungnage.

Mr. John Albee lectured in New York
on the English language. The translu-
tion of the Bibkle by King Jumes' trans-
lntors and the writings of the Elizabethan
dramatists were the most powerful ins
fluences, Mr. Alhes thought, in mould-
fng al fixing the langunge. 1t was for-
tunate thit the Bible had been trans-
luted when the best style of languuge—
that of the great dramntists—was in
vogue,  The translators, too, hwl been
inspired, and inspiration found voioe,
beauty and vigor in the simplest ex-
pressions. The Bible, then, had met the
necessitios of those who ohjected to parts
of the drama.  “Note the differenes,”
said the lecturer, in conciusion, ** he-
tween the unaffected  simplicity and
power of the writings of those tinies with
the ohseurve, affected  style of to-day
Now we do not ask hut inquire; a wo=
man s female; o father o paterns rela-
tive: we do not give but donnte: we
never go, beging, eat, get, hat proceed,
commence, partake,  receive; when
younger we had roome, but now apurt-
ments: then there were singers, now
voealists: and it is pleasant to bhelieve
that no one now gets drunk, but intoxi-
cated, See the contrast, In the Bible,
the most thrilling and hest written of all
hooks, ninety-six per eent. of the wonds
are Anglo-Saxon; in Shakespeare, cighty-
six per cent.; and in Tennyson’s * Ar-
thur,” 3,000 of the 3,500 words are mono-
gyllables. And sotherank of all writers
of fame unguestioned is graded by the
‘ampﬂr use of more or less of the Suxon
Angunge. The union of powerful
thought and perfect words is like the
clearest water in the clearest glass; the
water and the glass seemn but one sub-
stunee,

Jests Trom Prench Papers,

A gentleman finds himself in the hands
of two highwaymen, with which Paris
has been infested for severn] weeks, who
vainly search his pockets,

* What un ass you are,” they exclnim,
* to go out ut night without your wisteh,
The ides of your believing these stupid
newspaper reporters !V

A well-known politician was formerly
a doctor, and poor one st that. He
was talking the other day of people’s ip-
gratitude:

* You can't imagine,” he said to an ac-
quaintanes, who remembered his being &
doctor, ** the number of people at are
indehted to me for their positions,”

*Their horizontal ones, you mean ¥

Extraet from a new novel: **Takin,
apen he sat down and wrote to a friend
rubbing his bands sleepily together as he
lll'(u‘l“!'dl'll."

One of the new Republican officials snw
in his room a big, well-dressed follow
standing with his arms crossed and doing
nothing. = The third day he went to him
and asked :

* What are you doing here ™

* Tum your second Recretary,” replied

will fear to offend it.

It is better not to expect or caloulate |
consequences. Let us try to do right |
actions without thinking of tho feelings
they ave to call out in others.

rny, ‘15 ona who looks with interest

hings he knows all about when they
are told him by a person who knows
nothing about them,"

A polite man,” said the Due de!

the young man, not in the least disturbecd.
“Tndeed, and what are your duties ™
** Always to beon hand in case you may
ant me,"
A retirved milkman sent his son to
travel, telling him to take notes und write

TIMELY TOPICS.

One would bardly deem these strin-
gent times when, upon serutinizing the
report of the commissionor of internal
revenue he learps that during the past
fiscal year no less than 1,905,063,000 cigars
were smoked, which at ten cents each
amounted in value to %190,506.800. In
addition to this there was also consumed
25,312,438 pounds of tobaceo of the ag-
gregate value of £15,000,000.

An Austrian clockmaker namod Jean
Writz i=said to have invented sovifle with
wldel from 400 to 450 ghots enn be fired
each minute. The mechanism of the
weapon has some resemblance to the
movements of a watch, and the cart-
ridges are so_arranged as to form o part
of lengthened ribbon. The handling of
the piece is eaid to be a vory simple
affnir; and the inventer is [‘ll];lt\{,{t.‘l' in per-
fecting those purts proved by experi-
ments to be defeetive, in order that the
arm may be used in war.

A singular  instanee  of  liuman
eredulity 1s reposted from Munich, The
notress, Adele .‘~'|»il741h'1‘. who wins sen-
tenced there nbout six months ago to a
term of imprisonment for having swin-
died the public ont of many millions by
her hm|ldng institutions (the Dachaner
Banken), conducted, as ghie asscrted, for
the furtherance of the interests of the
Roman Catholic religion, triod azain,
after her liberation from  prison, to earn
a living on the stage. Finding that this
could not b done, shie has returned to
Munich and again opend & bank, D
posits, on which she ,I-n_w efght s cont.
montly interest, ave brought to her in
abundanee, and, of course, another entas-
trophe will occur.

The late ameer of Afghanistan was nni-
versally culled the * madman ™ through-
out his dominions, and so great was the
awe in which he was held by his sub-
jects, the Times of Dudic rays, that no
one dared tell him of the defiat of his
troaps on_the Peiwar Khotal by the Eng-
ligh invaders. Shore AlT eat in his coun-
cil-room waiting for news, but no one
ventured to n-Il‘l‘ﬁm the vesull. At Inst,
the mother, of Abdulla Jan sent her lit-
tle girl to tell her fatlier.  Tle was talk-
ing engerly ag the ehild entored, and gie
tried hard to blurt out hey meseage, ** My
mother gays [ am to tell your highness
=" but the aineer kept putting his hand
on her her mouth, as the discussion was
important, At lnst he turned to her,
“Well, what is it, littleone 2" The child
came sidling up, #ll eyes upon Ler, * My
mother gays 1 am to tell your higliness
the Sahibs have crossed the Khotal™
An instant stampede from  the neighbor-
hoord of the ameer cloged the council.

Yuma, Cal., lias a famous rooster, nnd
this is the way it came about: It is em-
phatically a self-made bird. “The firm
of Sisson Wallnee, amortst other
things, sell eggs. It #o happened that
all the egps were sold out of a particular
can save one,  Meantima the sun went
on getting hotter and hotter, and proseni-

'I}' the f‘gf.: began to warm up to the situ-
ation. The progress of the novel solar

gestation was watched with an absorb-
ing euriosity by the store people. About
the time the mercury reached 124 de-
grees in the shade the ehicken began to
peck its way out of the shell, and it
emerged  as defiant an infint rooster as
CVET WOre spurs, It grew apoee, and to-
day its habits are ns l-(-m-uh'ft' as its mon-
ner of birth, It is excecdingly fierce,
and will attack a man, o dog, or any-
thing that comes inits wav. Alla visit-
or has to do to insure a delivery of bat-
tle by this pugnncious vooster is to hold
up his foot, anil steaightway the hird
will fy st him viciously. We have
Henrd of many ways of hatehing ehick-
eng, but 8 rooster hatched by natural
heat in o tin can is o Htle shewd of om
Previous experienecs,
e~
Where False Haly Comes Frow.

False hoir having come 1o he vecog-
nized ns a necessity of the modern fomale
existence, it may be of fntereet to lem
Liow this constantly inereasing want is
supplicd,  Live hair, bought **on foot ™
(to use the techinical tevm of the trade),
constitutes but a very smull pereentage
of the stock  in marker, as there are few
women who are willing to part with
theiv locks for money, snd theose who
have superfluous locks tospae grow
fewer year after year. When second-
hand tresses were needed  merely to fur-
nish wigs for a fow elderly lndies, agents
found no difficulty in securing » suftici-
eney smong the peasmut wmaids ol Au-
vergne and Brittany, The presont de-
mand, however, greatly exceeds the sup-
ply, and it is asserted that Pavis alone
uses more than all the availuble erop in
France, and thut Marseilles (the great
center of traflice in hair) deals with Spaiu,
the Orient and the two Sicilles, for forty
tons a your of dark hale, of which she
makes upwards of 65,000 ¢hilgwns an-
nually. Under the nane of * dead haie®
are clagsed  the “comblugs.”  whick
thrifty servant girvls save up and sell, the
clippings of barlwr shops, lwded curls,
worn out switehies, ete, The seuvengers
of every city, both at home and abroad,
value nothing short of & silver spoon
ameng the refuse so much as o sparl of
c-omhfugs. however dirty, as it will find
aready sale. Sueh findings after-
ward washod with brun and  potash,
earded, sifted, elassed and surted, and
then miadle into the clieap front curls,
wafTs, ehignons that ahounid in
Mueli of this enters foto the
grades of the 350,000 * pieves ™ ann
nuule in France, of which onormous
trade England is said to Iu the Test ongs.

nre

tomer, and Awerica almost s pood,
Late reports on the o cmaeree ol Swn-
tow, China, show that a lnpge exjor
tradde in ““dead ™ hair gutherad in the

stalls of harboers, sprang up Iy 175, dur-
ing which year 18,5800 pounds were' ex-
ported to Enrope.  In 1875 (he export of
this refuse avose o 134,000 pounes, with
a commercial value of over 825000, [t
i¥ an undoubted fact, wo, that pauper
corpses are often despolled of their haje
to meet this same demand of an increas-
Ing commeree.  Those, then, who epant
other than their own natural locks, van
never be sure whether thiese are redolent
of the sepuichre, the gutter, or 1he ser-
vant girl's comb.—Seientific American,

For an Obslinate Congh,
If vou have an obhstinate cough, take
the fol!owinf to a drogegist, and have
him prepare it:
R. Pix liquida, 20 drops.
Spts. nitr. dule., 1 drachm.
Syr, Symplex, 2 ounces,
M. S, Teaspoonful night and mornng,
Heo should clmrlge you but littls for if,

home what hesaw, He crossed a Span-
ish river dry shod, and wrote: It would
be impossible to carry on the milk busi-
ness io this part of the country.”

a5 itis cheap. It is the favorite

Ié=-
scription of an eminent W catern Hw.
sivian, who says that he las nbm‘néd

very flattering results from its yse,—

- Health and Home,



