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LONG AQO,

» O ringlet, with the golden gleam,
What memorise sre clustered hore!
The shadow of a pasing dréam,
The silent falling of » tear;

A breath of summers long ago,
Drifting across the moment's space:
A long-forgobten sunset glow
Upou & long-remamberod fnoe,
"y A Dayton, in Atlantic,

AN EXPERIMENT.

Theresn Dircourt was wholly devoted
to her brother Hurry, snd when his
- duties as o specinl exinminer of pension
elaims led him to Tennessee, she bravely
Mollowed him, though she knew to what
deprivntions and inconveniences she
would ba sulijeoted.

Dureourt wont first to Knoxwville, and
from there to Boxborough, n little hamlot
of perhaps fifty houses, nestling right at
the foot of a mountnin,  The postmaster,
who owned the ouly house in the place
which could bonst of n cont of paint
took the exemiver and his sistor in, and
tried his best to make them comfortabie,
But Theress thought it w poor best; for
the faore sot before them was of the
coursost, cheapest kind, the beds were
guiitloss of sheets, and the cold Winter
nir penoteated the thin walls of the bed-
room nesigned her until she felt s if in
an ioo-howuse,

“How um I to endure life here for
evon five woeka?”" she thought, when her
brother told her that he would probably
be obliged to remain for that length of
time in Boxborough. I shall die of
simple innotion,”
ut she did not say anything of the
sont to Harry, who was rather inclined
to langh nt the poonliaritics ot their ae-
commodations, and was of far too amia-
ble n disposition to complain of them,
“You will have n chunce hore to study
the hubits nnd manncrs of the native
Tennessoan, Theresn, he said, “and
your e:l'mrleuce may be sufficiently novel
snd variod to fill the minds of uf! your
$ ds with envy when you return to

Jlnn.‘U

Tanall got all 1 can out of my sty
< you may be sure of that,” said
¥ “1 intend to go to that ten.
eent entertainment in the school-house
L to-night, if you'll take me."

s Cortainly I will,” said Harry; “Dbut
[ am afraid you will find it vastly differ-
pnt from any exhibition you ever attend-
#d in Washington."

“1::1 50 so!l;‘iuid Theresn. “I'm
pre or anything,"
ﬂ::l. she was scarcoly prepared to find

that the entertainment consisted solely
of conrse comic songs, sung in a lond
bass volee by o oncarmed man with o
Gddle. |

“This is awful—positively awful!"
she whispered to Harry, ot the conclu-
don of tem verses nboul a young mun
whoso sweetheart’s fnther had set n dog
pn him, thereby cauging him to lose &
very important purt of his miment. 1

his repertoire.”
And then she tried not to listen, and
to look about hor, She had an
sxcellent chance 10 study the fuces of the
Boxboroughites, for they had turned out
en masse, und filled every reat in the
house,  The women, with few excep-
tions, wore calico, slat sun-bonnets,
pandy shawls and homespun or ealico

All the older memboers looked dull and
sureworn, a8 though the burdens of lifo
bud borne heavily upea them—as indeed
they hind, for the life of & woman in the
country districts of Tennessee is not an
enviable one.  Bhe I8 obliged to work
early nud late, both in the house nnd
tield, is poorly fed and meagerly clothed,
snd her children sre legion,

The majority of the men were rough,
hearty-looking fellows, who laughed
loudly at nll the jokes perpetrated by the
one armud singer, and secmed to enjoy
the entertainment vastly.

In one ecorner, sitting rathor buck from
view, was n young fellow who soemed to
Theresa rather above his compaunions, in
appenrance ot lewst,

He was of fair complexion, though o
fittlo tanned from exposuro to the sun,
and his straight, yelluw hair was cropped
close to u finoly-formed head, Ilis eyes
were so dark a blue a8 to look extremely
black st n short distunce, and a long,
light-brown mustuache shaded s mouth us
sensitive as & womun's,
Thoress looked at him
earnestly.

iy seems to me that young man is
worlh utiention,"” she thought. “‘Somo-
thing might be made of him if some one
wouﬁi only take him up.”

Turning u little, she happenod to mect
the gaze of u pair of fashing black cyes
belonging to a young girl who sat onone
of the eido seats just opposita the young
man who hud sroused Theresa's lntorest,

The black eyes looked indignsnt, sad
Theresa saw at once that she had in some
way incurred their owner's enmity; but
how, she could not imsgine,

The girl was better looking than most
of the women about her, and was better
dressed ; but there was nothing of refing
Tment or delicacy in hor face,

Bhe Inughod us heartily ns the men at
the songs and jokes, nnd was evidently
highly pleased when the performer re
tired biehind a calico curtsin stretched
seross one corner of the room, reuppeared
aftor a fow moments dressed as o vegro
woman, his face und hands liberally cov.
ered with burnt cork,

Tn this garb ho sung several sentimental
ditties, and then declared the entertain
ment at an end,

-

long and

. & L -

U Well, bow did you enjoy it I nikod
his slster, and, with the aid of  lantem,

ant,

wonder if he has muny more like that in |

Darcourt,us he laft the school-house with

began picking his wiy toward the post-
mﬁ::t.wﬂ dwellfng, & guarter of a imile

Y How can you ask, Harry 1 It waaa

wonder to e that the audience did not
rise in u body and turn the man out,”

ourselves, hind never feen or heard any-
thing better, probably.”

** Moro's the pity," said Therew, 1
wigh I could show them something bet-
tar; it would be an act of mercy.™

conrt,  ** You would only make them
discontentod, since their lives are cust
whero nnything better in the way of
amusement than wo had to-night is never
likely to como in their way, Why put
them out of conceit with their few
pleasures ("

* You may be right; but all the same 1
would like to try the experiment—on
one of them at least, There wasa young
man thore whose face interested me very
mueh. Ho st in one corner, to the left
of the tencher's desk. Did you nolice
him ¢ 1e had on ablue flannel shirt,
nnd was very good-looking.™
“Ok, you mesn George Felton,” said
Darcourt, **Yes, I saw he was there
He is rather good-looking, He s one of
the witnesses for the c¢laim of Nathaniel
Brooks. Ha will be up to sce me to-
morrow, and you will have n chanee to
talk to him ™
I shall improve it, you may be sure,"
said Theress, “'1 shall find out if his
churacter correaponds with his appenr-
ance.”

SIF Gt does, T suppose you will experi-
ment on him; teach him ‘something bet-
ter than he has known,' eh?" said Dar-
court, langhing.
“Nothing more likely," answered his
sistor, I must find something to do
here, of time will hang very heavily on
my hands, An experiment of that sort
would interést me, nt least,”
| “Rememboer the fable of the boy and
{ the frogs," snid Darcourt. ‘It was fun
for thut boy to throw stones, but it was
death to the poor frogs.”
“Nonsense-Harry,  If I do try my ex-
periment on Mr. f"nlton. he will have
every reason to bless the day that
brought me to Boxborough,” suid
Theresa,
She wae in the postmaster's sitfing-
room, searching a box of papers for a
lottor her brother wanted when George
Felton eame in the next morning, Harry
wus engnged with severul other wit-
nesses, and after introducing the young
fellow to Theress, went into the next
room {o continue the taking of testi-
n}ony. gublimely indifferent to unything
else,
George Feltor was evidently plensed
tt having received ap introduction to the
examiner’s gister, And she saw this gt
once, and it inclined her fuvorabl
ward him. Like all women, she liked
to be admired, and even the admirstion
of an uncultivated, awkward young
Tennessean was pleasant to her,
But she did not imngine how very
deeply sho impressed George Felton,
Her mapner, appearance and dress were

with whom he habitually associated that
she lield s peculing charm for him all
her own,  And she was 20 cordial and
talkative that he felt at his ease almost
immediatoly, and entersd into conversa-
tion with her without o trace of embar-
rmssment.

By menns of a pleasant exhibition of
interest in him, aud judicious question-
ing, Theresa soon drew from him the
history ot his life—a very simple, unex-
citing one, ns may be supposed. He had
received only & common school educa-
tion, subseribed for no newspspers, and
Ll never thought of lesving Boxbor-
ough, nor of siriking out into s wider
fleld of action, lle lf:ml # mother and
two sisters, and he lived with them, and
tilled the land left him by his father.

The morg Theresn tilked to him the
more interested she became in him, Here
was soil, she thought, which would re-
pay cultivation, snd she determined that
the experiment of which she hud spoken
to her brother should be tried,

She began by telling the young man
something of her own life, and painted
in glowing language the plessures of
society und the advantages to be derived
from n residence in u large city. She
told of fortunes mnde by men who had
liegun st the very foot of the laddor, and
she spoke of music, art and the drama.

tivorge Folton listened pagerly to svery-
thing she said, his bright, blue eyes
searcely lewving her face ﬁ:r an instant,
and when at longth they were interrupted
hy the entranee of Durcourt, he nsked if
h might see hor again after his testimony
bl been taken.

Theress suswered inthe affirmative, se-
cretly gratified that she had so thor-
oughly aronsed his interest.

“In five weeks T ean make n different
min of him,” she thought. *“I never be-
gun an experiment that promised so
well™

she took from her valise several books
she had brought with her from home,
Milto’s “Paradise Lost,” Tennyson's
Poems, “Recollections of the Anti-slav-
erv Conflict,” and & volume containing
the biographies of severnl eminent men,

When George Felton came into the
room sgain an hour Iater, he found her
poring over these books ns if perfectly
ubsorbed.

Y ou seem interested,” he said, stand.
ing bofore her, a wistful look on his
fupe.

“Yes, I am; and so would you be
also, it you loved books as I do, Mr,
Folton. ~ What do you say to reading
these with mo 7 Couldn’t - you come
up here every afterncon for sn hour or
two 1"

“'T ghall be very glad to do s0," he an-
swored, simply. “Itis kind of you to
think of it, Miss Durcourt,”

1 consider it kiud of you to be wil-
ling to giveup so much of your time to
me," she returned, *1 had n to
think 1 would be bored 1o death this
plloﬂ."

George Felton kept his word, — Regu-
lurly ovoz siternoon st € o'clock he ap-

L peorsd ah the postmaster's house, sud

“1don't agros with you, suid Dar- |

| i . R . 4
s very dufferent from those of the women | heen promised ter me these two yenrs

read, Btudied and talked 1o Theresa until
dusk. And so deeply was the voung

% The sudience, with the excoption of | philanthropist interested in the eultiva. | you.

| tion of hee pupil’s mind that it did not
ocour to her that he had a heart as well,
| and that constant association with ono
| w0 nttractive ns hersell was rather dan
gerous to it pence,

But she was rudely swakensd one day
to the truth, She was sitting slone,
some fancy-work in her hands, snd had
just glanced st tho clock to seo how
soon she might expect her pupil, when
the door openod, without the ceromony
of n knock, nnd a young girl entored.

Theresn recognized her otonce, Tt
| whs the owner of the bluok eves which

had flashod so indiguaatly that evening
in the school-house.
She rose at onee,
“ Have you called to see M, Duun ¥
she nsked. ' She is in the kitchen,"
“No, I haven't called to sce Mrs,
| Dunn,* unswered the girl, insolently, as
I she seated herself in a chair near the fire,
W've ealled to see vou, and I ain't goin'
tor lonve till I've told you what I think
of you, neither.”

Theresn remnined silent, too much sur-
prised at this attack to utter n word.

| sup{mm you don't know who 1 am,"
continued the girl, ~*Well, Pm Maftie
Collins; and now, I reckon, you under-
stand what I am here for, don't youl"

“No, I do not,” nm!'ipmd Theresa,
quietly.
| “Well, if yon don’t, you ou hter,

There's some us might he afeared o' you,
with your fine ways an’ your harnsome
¢lothes, but thar ain't no fearedness
about me, I won't sit by an' see my
feller took away from me ‘thout sayin’
suthin’. I've stood your goin's on for
four weeks now, an' I ain’t a-goin’ ter
stand 'em any longer—so there!”

“I don't know what you are talking
about,” said Theresa, mm‘in;i toward
the door which led into her bedroom,
“and I don't care to stay to hear the ex-
planation.”

Mattie Collins's face grew crimson,
She sprang before Theresa and} put her |
back against the bedroom door.

“You will stay, though," she said. *1
mean you to hear every word I came ter
say. 8o yow'd better make your mind
up to it. Iden't stund no foolin', an' 1
told Sam Cosgrove yestiddy that Tmeant
ter have it out with you, though I ain't
#0 sure as George Felton's wuth so much

talk, But—-" .

She was interrupted by the oramng of
the door, snd the entrance of George
Felton, whose faco changed :eptibly

as he saw the relative positions of the
two women.

Theresa moved townrd him at once,

“ My, Felton,” she said, **I must nsk
your protection ngainst this woman. 1
think she must be insane.”

“Insanc!” repented Mattie, with n
harsh laugh, “ George'll soon put you
out o' thet motion. Why don't you
speak up, George, an’ tell her you've

back. Not that I don't helieve she's
| knowed it all along, though. But there's
gome women &s can't rest quiet when an-

| mever heard sgain,

aged your coming here; I shenld never
have entered on so close an intimacy with
But 1 did not dream for n moment
[ that—that aoything so unplesaunt could
arise from ft. 1 wanted only to show
you that you were capable of bhotter
things, and that you were whsting yous
life here in Boxborough,  The experti-
ment has ended disastronsly, "
| “It has indecd ™ ho roturnod, sadly:
[ “and yet T do not think 1 shall over
rogret having met you.  And T may feel,
after u while, that all this was for the
best, At all events, you must not let
any recollection of me trouble you. 1
shall never think otherwise than kindly
of vou, believe that.”  And he held but
hig hinnd to her,

1 shaill not seo you ngain, then? she
faltered

“1 think not. We could not meet as
we huvo herotofore done, yon see. ™

ITe held her hand s moment, looking ol
her with eyes in which lay a world of puin ;
then, \\il%mnt another word, he turned
and wallked nway.

Theresa was very glad to hear from her
brother that evening that he would be
able to arrange his business 50 s to leave
Boxborongh the following day., She felt
that it would be a great rellef to her to
know that twenty miles of mountainous
country separated her from George Fels
ton, of whom she could not think with-
out pain snd self-reproach,

But ghe said nothing to Harry of her
angiety to be gone, and packed her vilise
with such apparent indifference that he
lnughingly ascoused her of regretting the
neeossity which compelled it

“By-the-way,™ he sad, ns he was driv-
ing her back to Knoxville the next day,
“you have not told me anything about
your oxperiment. How did it turn
ouy 1

Not very well,” answered Theresi, in
a low voice,

“I didn't suppose it wonld, I rather
thought you overrated that young fel-
low. "

Theresa let this charge pass in silonce,
She did not care to muke a confident of
her brother, and so would not enter into
any argument which might lead to em-
barrassing questions.

- L] -

- -

Three months later she saw in a Knox-
ville paper a notice of the marrisge of
Samuel Cosgrove and Mattie Collins, of
Boxhorough ;. but of George Felton she
Whether he ever ve-
covered from the wound she had given
him, whether he continued to pursue the
studies he had begun under her direction,
she never knew.

When telling her experiences in Tenne-
soe to her friends in Washington, she was
always careful to avoid any mention of
that very unfortunate experiment, — /'ior-
e B. Hallowdll,

The Best Liked Travelers.

“*Yes, sir, I can tell in o general way,
within ten minutes after his wrrival,
about almost every man who comoes up to
rogister,"” said n woll-known hotel clerk
to 4 reporter of the Detreit Fres Pres.

s \\"lmt ure the points?”

“ Your old traveler comes up and puts

other girl's got 0 beau.™

George Felton had grown deadly pale
during this tirade. He scarcely wailted
its conclusion before he advsuced to
Mattie's side and laid his hand heavily on
her shoulder, _

“@o!” he sald, in a voice smothered
with —4 go at once!” |

Mattie cowered under the fierce glare |
of his wrathful eyes, but she aid not
move.
“You want ter be nlone with ber, I
suppose,” she said, throwing o disdnin-
f urglsncc in Theresa's direction.  ** You
want 10 have some more fool talk over
them books, DBut I don't gﬂ till I've had

¥

my say out. 1 won't sit an' see her
a-ropin of you iu this ‘ere way. Sho's 4
fine lady, she is, ter—"

“ Not another word,” interrupted

George, fairly livid with passion, and in
spite of her violent efforts to relonse her-
self from his p, he suceeeded in get-
ting her out of the room and closing the
door uponsher,

She ftuuoﬁ for & moment on the step,
as if debating whether she had better
renow the attack; but linally walked off
down the road, much to the relief of
Felton, who was watching her from the
window.

Theresa had sunk upon s chair and
vovered her face with Sm hauds. Bhe
was sobbing frotn mortitication and ne
vous terror,  Never before had she been
8o grossly insulted. o

Goorge Felton guzed at her in silence
an instant; the next he was on his knees
by her side, Lis arms about her, his
breath on her check,

“ Theresa! Theresa!" he whispered, in
a voice shaken with Pussiun. “Oh, my
darling! my darling!’

She started from him as if electrified,
o ghastly pallor ereeping over her face, u
strange look of horror in her eyes.

 No, no!” she cried, in a voleo of the
keonest pain.  **Oh, Mr. Felton, how
could you think—how did you dare to
think—"

“0f loving yon, I supposo you would
say,” he interrupted, bitterly. “*Well,
itis & strunge thing for me to do, 1
know., Butlloved vou fiom the first
hour I met you, 1 think." :

*And—and you were enguged to that
girl?™ gusped Theress, “*You are en
gaged to her now,” _

“Yes, I am," he answeored, “‘and I am
sorry for it; for I can never marry h

—now."

HWhy nott" demanded Thoress, look-
ing at him with esrnest, lear-wet aves.

know; and you can scarcely expsot—"
“To u™ he , an she
puaused. '*go, f‘;m not go mad as toex-
pect that," and he leughed harshly.
‘But after knowing you | cunnot marry
A Woman so 1
'h?“-nln‘ Peltan, 1 have done !

s Yo wrong.
nou " and the girl'shoad

dng:. LD | m never hiave encour

ly vour inferior.
"

i

“I don't like her; but your bonor, you |

down his nume, sees that he is assigned
to 4 room and we hardly hear from him
until he pays his bill and loaves the city. "

“You mean your reasonable old
traveler "

** Nearly all old travelers—men who
have been on the rosd tem or fifteen
yoars—are reasonable,  Then there js the
voung old truveler, the person who had
been kiting through the country a year or
two. He puts down his name, calls yon
‘old boy," and all the tim¢ insinunting
that ho hates to * kick,® that he is casily
satisfied, demands an outside room  wit
bath, not too high up.”

“ How do you satisfly them "

We do the best we ean and make them
believe they have got the best in the
house sololy through their knowledge of
traveling ways and their quict demennor.”

“What is next on the lst?"

“The novitinte—the man making his
flest trip. e knows it alll  He comes
to the front with what he got in Buffalo,
Cleveland or Chicago, how nice he found
this or that hotel, and * Now, my dear
| fellow, 1 expect to visit you about four
[ times o yoar and want you to do well by

me,” Lo gets his room, and no matter
if it's a tirst-floor-fropter, he grumbles;
he swedrs at the bell-boye, curses the
hull men, complains in the dining-room
| und in every way makes himself n nui-
sange,”” N

** What is the most interesting class of
travelers ™

“The onee-a- year visitor who makes a
trip of fifty or 100 miles awhy from his
home. He comes to the counter in a
{strunge sort of way and registers, the
?ﬂllt'l'ﬁ being that he writes his name
orty per cent, worse than usual.  Then
he draws asigh and looks the office and
the clerks aver pretty thoroughly, Then
he leans against the countor and tukes a
touth-pick between his testh.,  Btrolling
over to the water faneet he takes a drink
und begins to exumine time tables, ad.
vertising clocks and play bills, You seo
he's not only & stranger, but he feels
lon*som d does not know where t(};;n
| or what 'nniu. Presently he comes up

to the counter and ssks for his key, say-
| ing that he ‘guesses he will go up to his
room,” Bohe disappears, but down he
comes inabout ten minutes and gots s
pigar and n drink of water, after which
he again goos over the fime-tables and
| advertisements, At Jast, staring st the
clock, he nsks us what the time is, and
gotting & reply he goes to bed to dremn
that he wonldn't live in & city if they
| wonld give him the whole town.”
“Which class do you like bost "
“The pgenuing old traveler has fir
| choipe, and the once-a-yesr mnn comes
second. "

On secount of several recent cases of
death in England among children whao
| had been fed vn wheaton hiscuit, u phy-
sicinn stutes in the Aritish Medical Jour
wol that infauts under six or cight
monthe should be fed with nothing what
over but milk,

CAPTAIN MARY MILLER.

AND ROW SHE HANDLES THE LITTLE
+ BTEAMER BALINE.

A MNeporter Has n Plensant Chnt
With the First Feminine Oaptain
of the Land,.

Every ten or twelve days the habitue
of the levee hears sounding across the
river where it washes the big foot of
Conul street, a poeullar, pert little
whistle, and u small, queer looking crait
comes with a stendy, sturdy motion,
swinging into port, Alongside of the
bhig up-river bost this eraft ties up, 1yin
like & pigmy 'twixt giants. The hin
part of the **Saline” 18 well boxed up in
front, there's room for much freight, axd
i pair of stairs ns straight and ns steep
as the path of the righteous lend to the
u’qmr deck, and office and living cabins
of the boat. On top of the cabin deck
squuts a pilot house, out of which many
undl  miny a  time dwellers on
Bayon Buuf, Bavou Macon and slong
the yellow Hed river have seen the
emurt, handsome, ghrewd, but womanly
fuce of Captain Mury Miller, peering, us
glie carefully, but with the nir of con-
cious capability, pulled at her wooden
reins nod guided the Saline in and out
and all around the torturesome windings
of Louisiana waters, The Saline was
built, is owned and mn by Captain  Mil-
ler, the husband of Captain Mary Mil-
ler, She mukes a round trip 1,000 miles
in length, and does business mostly on
her own hook. The small cabin is the
fionting home of the only woman steam.
boat captain in America. One day
inst week a  Picayune  reporter
crawled  gingerly up  the stairway
anil  got  into the Saline's cabin.
First d’:mr on the inside opened into the
office, then the passage was browdenocd
sod expanded into the proportions of a
good sized room. On one side bunks
were ranged, with red chintz curtains
tucked away from them and suggesting
the possibility of semi-privacy when night
came on and the tired passengers or crew
turned in, A big cannon stove, at thut
moment red as aturkey gobbler's wattles,
stood roaring and groaning in the middle
of the floor; beyond it two doors evi-
dently shut off two full-blown state-
rooms, A sewing machine and some
dainty work mightily like a child's drees
was in view, and by the stove in a splint-
bottomed rocking-chair sat Mary Miller.

Mrs, Miller is a trim, bonny little wo-
man, whom nobody would credit with
years enough to be the mother, asshe is,
of a family of four children, two of whom
are almost grown.

The reporter was made welcome with
the off-hand hearty hospitality that seems
natural with almost all steamboat folks,
and being seated in another rocking
chair—sure evidence of 8 woman's man-
agement, the talk naturally turned to
Mrs. Miller’s unusual life.

Y come of n steambont family,' said
the lady ;“‘my father was astenmboat man,
and after I married Captain Miller—that
was seventeen years ngo—1of course spent
much of my time on the river. 'We have
# beautiful home at Louisville, and my
little ones are all there now, but for the
yast four years I have been living main-
¥ on & boat. My husband used to do
nothing but {:ilul. and I spent much of
my time in the pilot house and learned to
min # boat and how to navigate cer-
tain rivers in spite of myself. There isno
veason why a woman should not know or
lesrn how to manage & boat ua well as a
wwi‘:g wmachine,”

*Women often lack confidence in their
own sbility,” hazarded the reporter,

She stared a bit, and then said: **Yes,
that is true.  They know what to do, but
prefer to stand by and tell some man how
to do it for thewn, But, as I was saying,
I learned to handle o boat as well as
nny man on the river, and several years
ago I had occasion to test my ability.
Onece my husbund fell i1l with fever, and
we hud a run of half 8 hundred miles to
make, with several landings, in a very
erooked bayou. I took the boat's wheel
and got through all right, slthough you
would have leughed over the amuzement
of the nutives to sce & womun pilot-
ing. Several years ago we had to go
and take off loaded burges from & large
boat stuek on the saundbar sbove Cajro,
My husband Lad to leave our bout to re-
main on the other, which was leaking
badly, and so I took the deck, had the
burges made fust to us, surned the boat
round and currded her down to Calro.
Captain Connon said then I had as good
a right to & captain’s license a8 any man
on the river,”

"“What do you do with yourself all the
time, Mrs. Milleri" asked the reporter,

“Well, I manage all the money matters,
When we are up in the parishes, I buy
und load the bout with cotton seed, whic
1 buy after inspecting sumples, and bring
to New Orleans and soll out to merchants,
We carry other freight, of course, and 1
puy all the boat's provisiong, and pro-
visions, also, tosell to the plantation hunds
up the country, Then 1 do all the col-
lecting and banking business. At first
the merchants thought it odd to see &
woman come in collecting, but 1 have
ueyver yet been treated with snything but
courtesy and kindness; and, beside, they
never hadloo out to me to ‘eall again,’
us they might to a man."

“Possessed of your captain’s license,
what do vou mesn to dof™

“1 ghall keep on just ad T um mmrﬂg‘
excepy that 1 shall be oftener on deck
and looking sfter the boat when she
lands snd puts freight off or on,
wanted o license becauss I had earned it
and wished {0 undertake, when necessary,
the free dutics of a steamboat eaptain.

“You must not think my life has been
eventful. We have never had any acei-
dents happen to us since we have been
on the river, and I sm not afraid of any.
Ours ia a thousand mile trip, and 1 sew,
read, write to the children, make out
bitls, and take the deck when vecessury,
Not many boats take our route, It s

-
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through a beautiful, hilly ecountry, and

the people we moot st landings all know
}Inll, of them call me COw

Miller alroady." .

“Do you think steambosting would be
n good profession for a woman?" :

“Certainly not, unless it hnd como to
her, mot she to it—as in my own case,
Stoamboating was foreed on me, and the
happicst thing it has tanght me is that
whatever a man may learn to do, 8 woman
may also, provided it is not a quostion of
musele,”

Somebody poked an enquiring head in
at the door and mked Mrz. Miller if sha
hind taken on that circular saw for the
“wilderness.”

Mra. Miller donned her business st
and the reporter withdrow, —New Orleans
Picayune,

Wrestling With a Bear,
A correspondent of the Philadelphim

Times glves this scene from the daily
life at the Hot Springs, Ark.: A streot

onr pusses, drawn by a melancholy-look-
ing mule. On the car hangs a placard ;
BLACE DAN AXD THE !

Wiy RestLE To-DAY

AT Casrie Panw,

I bourd the car and am carried th

an entirely new part of the town, north-
ward of and above the Arlington. The
valley widens again. We pnss the Jo-
sephine cottage, the Avenue hotel and &
number of very pretly private residences.
These become rarer after awhile and at
Inst the mule is trudging between the
truncks over a country road. A the
strains of martinl music assail my esrs
and I discover a third band playiog’ fo-
riously in one comer of = little two-acre
enclosure, A man at the gate relieves
me of & quarter and I am free of the
place.

There is a cottage in the rear occupied
by & Frenchman as a restourant, In one
corner, chained to a tree, lios a gigantic
bear—the biggest black bear T ever saw.
A notice is pasted on the tree:

BEER YOR THE BEAR

Seattered nhout in the park are o hun.
dred or so of spectators, 1 do not like te
show ignorance by inquiring the meaning
of the placard, but quietly wait. Pres-
ently a young man, evidently not a
ber of a red-ribbon society, gently

rouches the beur, who looks at h

ily and blinks his eyes. The young
man displays a bottle of beer, The bi
beast (the bear, 1 mean,) rises on hﬂ
haunches and licks his jaws in token of
approval. The biped, after one or two,
feints, rolls the bottle over to bruin, wha
seizes it, uncorks it with his teeth and
takes a tremendous pull,  After a rest he
takesanother, 'This time he has emptied
it, nnd letting it roll to o distance g:m
at it with an expression half melane o:!
and half comicn]l. “Treating the ber
isa daily amusement with the visitors
here. His powers are great. IHe has
been known to make awny with twentys
five bottles ut a sitting, or mther o squat.
ting, without hanging out any signal of
distress or behaving himself otherwise
than as 4 perfect bear, Whether he had
4 headache the nest day or not no ong
knows,

“Time™ is called for the wrestlin

bout, and a negro in & mgged suit

clothes steps forward and prepares for
battle, This, it scems, is Dun, The
bear at first seems disinclined to move,
but is prodded into activity by the blows
and insults heaped upon him, He shows
considersble skill and does not lose his
temper,  Occasionally he handles Dan
pretty roughly. In the first round Dan
yulled a hat of some tough muaterial
own over his eyes and made s dush at
bruin, The latter dodged, and, clutching
Dan, who had slipped and fallen back-
ward into the bear’s hug, laid hold of

his arm with his teeth, Jninchin it
severely, a8 was  evident rom
the expression of Dan's face. ‘The

negro finally freed his other erm dnd
struck bruin a terriffic blow on the snout,
at the sume time shouting: ** What's de
matter wid yo' b'ar!" The bear logssned
his hold nmf Dan hauled off for repairs,
After pausing to regain his wind Dun,
evidently a little dishesrtened, made an-
other rush, but the bear stooped, canght
him nimbly, and falling buckward, flung
him bleeding and hulf-senseless into a
sile of rubbish twenty feet away. Poor
|)un picked himself up aod retreated
toward the housy, turning (rom time to
time to bestow a farewell eurse upon his
late adversary, whose eyves shone with a
merry  twinkle as they followed the
vanquished man.

“The show " was ended, and the crowd
made & rush for the bob-tail cars,

Henry Clay's Last Visit to the Honse.

Henry Clay's last visit to the House of
Representatives, over which he had pre-
gided 8o long and well, wus st the fu-
neral of Mr. Kauffman, of Texas, in
February, 1851, He did pot come in
with the Senators, but he entered the
House alone, and took his sest immedi-
utely in front of the Speaker., He did
not remove his blue cloth clouk, but re
| mained well wrapped up aud unvarying

in hig position.  Thad never before soen
him look so much like un old, old man.
| The damp and gloomy day perhaps eon-
spired with the passing scene to depross
him, or it may be thst ho was uct in
health, I do not know, but sure
I am that from his appesmsncs no onsg
would believe his voiee conld be even
audible in the Senate, much less that, by
the power of his eloguence he could son.
trol or influence its deliberntions, Hiz
fuce shrunken und shriveled, his oyes
| lustreless and heavy, his mouth v ropose
only when open and expressionless, he
seamed to have so long since passed into
the ** lewn and slippered pantaloon ™ ws
to be no longer suited to the ardent en-
counters of the Senate” Apd yet, with a
few rays of sunshine upon kis brow and
upon his heart, how e could be himsell
again, old only in years - Bea
r Puare,




