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TABEBY AND TOM.

Out I the uight, on the high broad feaes,
Singing the song of thelr love intense,
Are Tabby and Tom.
What though the shot and brickbate iy ?
What though the neighbors for slaughter cry
They dream wrapt up o ench other's souls,
Nor thiuk of thne as it onward rolls,
*Tls no occaslon for fear or strife,
'Tis & romance—s scandal of faline lite.
They ccorn to dodie the projectiles burled,
They are wonarchs of Lhis
world.
They sit all nieht on thehigh board fence
And sing the song of their love intense—
Do Tabby and Tom.
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THE PASHA'S BIG GAME
HOW YON MOLTKE CHECK
MATED HMIM.

A Game of Qbess Between Two Notabls
Men,

On s summer afternoon slmost fifty
¥ears ago, Sulejmann Pasha, comman

great midoigh  der-in-chief of the Egyptian artillery

sat st & cafe on the Nile terrace iv
Cairo. At tables near him were mans
 soldiers who had helped him fight the
aries of Sultan Mahmud not many
months before. Several of them had

If the young ladies of this great ami  been with him in the battle of =izib

glorious country were not so attractive
&s they are, a great many young mes
would never go to church. —Somervilli
Journal.

The line must be drawn somewhare
Mr. Woolly.

Wwearing a Sannel shirt, he is lucky it

it iso't drawn arcund his neck.— |

Puck.

It is stated that our naval force o
damoa “consists of one admirsl, twe
oticers and five men.”
partment shoald send on two more of:
ficers, %0 that in case of mautiny the
forces will be equally divided —
Life,

He knew.—Mr. Hibred—What de |
fou suppose the bard referred to wher !
be wrote of the “slippered pantaloon? * |

Mrs

Slapdash—«Really, 1 have me

idea “I bet you I know!™ «My'
on you were not spoken to.”— |
Truth.

Seasonable. —Wife—Can you giv.
me s0meé money, John, dear? Hus

bend—<What do you want it for?

W.—1 want to buy s new switch &' |

Le hair store. H.—+] see; vou
want me to make & contribation te the
fresh hair fund.”—Boston Courier.

R fi(“‘!i!ll'-;
“an recommend  some
where I can go without striking a mis
ersble, dry. prohibitory desert?
Friendlv—<Lea's

vou

0.
or Bar Harbor would seem to offer vou
a choice of evils.™ —Lowell Citizen.

visee here, Mr. Grocer,” said a Hart. {

furd housewife, “if vou are going tn
bring e any more goods 1 want themn
to be of the “We keep
the “1 presume so
But you sell the worst in order to keep
the best. " —Hartford Post.

Would-be purchaser—+«These cigan
are much smaller than nsual.” Tobac
"\'?.:i

[}" st -

Very

none buat best ™

conist —

inches of the cigar are alwass throwr
away, 50 he makes them now that
uuch shorter. "—wsomon Gazette.

A Moving Plaint—George—- Wil
yog—"
so sudden.”

it.

twenty minutes, and I can’t stand it
any longer.
little#"—Lawrence American.
Twisted bistorvy—Sunday schoo!
teacher—« And now, Johnny Hapgood,
it's vour turn. What did his father
do when the prodigal son returned?”
Johuny (who can’t help reading the
sporting editions of the daily press)—

If & man finsists o1

The Navy De |

names — Old  Soaker— |
beact

Juniper, Ryt

you see, the cigas|
manufacturer noticed that the last twe |

when he routed the Turkish army un-
der Hafiz Pasha and Col. von Moltke.
then in the Sultan's service. But
‘Sﬂejmn was not thinking of the
| soldiers ambout him, nor of Hafi
Pasha, nor Col. von Moltke, nor the
battle of Nizib. His whole sitention
Was conceutrated on a chiesshoard be
fore him.

Sulejmann Pasha was s famous
chess player. In the first few weeks
after his retorn to Cairo he had beater
dozens of times Ulema Reschid Aga
formerly the champion chess paver o1
northern Egypt. He regarded his
reputstion as a chess plaver as some-

rior. He considered chess to be pre-
eminently s soldier's game, and neves

between strategy on the chessboard
and strategy on the field of battle.
Every afternoon he met Tlems Res
chid Ags on the Nile terrace and bear
him two or three games

Il On this particular afternoon, slmost

loo, and Sulejmann Pasha was having s

preliminary skirmish with
| while awaiting his opponent’s arrival
His diversion was interrupted by the
appearance omn the terrace of a long,
gsant, bony young stranger. The
stranger strolled right ap to the Pasha's
table, and after making a half-military
ssjute, said so loudly that every oue on
| the terrace could hear:

himselt

“‘Pasha, 1 challenge vou to a game
of chess.”
| Al the officers on the t Irace
quite still and stured at the thin
young man who
great comunander.
bim over curiously.
“l am st your service,”
answer, after & long pause.
high do you ususlly play *”
*“You fix the stakes, Pashs.”

it
i il
their

The Pasha looked

stood before

was his
“HHow

| *Well, a hundred ducatr will not be

\ to0 much.”

I The stranger nodded and sat down

| The lots were cast.

The gmne was
begun. All the officers in the cafe lefr

Alice—+“Oh, George, this it their coffee to crowd around the players,
George—+‘Not a bit o! The first few moves convinced them |
That bairpin of yours has beﬂi] that the long bony fingers of the stran- '
sticking into my shoulder for the last ger bhad moved chess many times be- |

fore. At the end of twenty minutes

Will you please move » the Pasha's eves suaddenly brightened |

Ilnd be smiled. He had an iuvincible

combination.
fore his opponent’s gueen. The ofli-
cers began to grumble, for they thought
their commander hsd lost his head.
Ounly Reschid Aga. who in the mesn
time had joined the crowd of specta-

«Please, sir, he jumped on his nech tors, looked happy. He had guessed

and kissed him."—Puck.

Young Harduppe—'‘But don't you
think you could learn to love me? It

there no hope?’ Ancient betreu———"l+
am afrsid not, Mr. Harduppe. ‘u"eight oo

his friend's combination, and he, too,
was sure that it was invincible.

¢« He will take the queen,” comment-
ed the spectators.

““Then be will be checkmated in
* whispered back Reschild

beart was lost when I was but & young | 4 . his eves fixed on the board.

girl.” Mr. Harduppe—‘‘But
ougltu't to count what happened be
fore the war."—Terre Haute Express.

Reason Dethroned. —Judge—*Did
you ever notice any signs of insanity
in the deceased Witness (2 mem-
ber of the Legislature)—+Well, once
when he was a member of the Legis

oy

lature, he introdaced s bill that wasu' |

s particle of interest to anybody—ex:
~ept taxpayers."—New York Weekly

v“And 1 want to say, ‘To my hos
band,” in an appropriate place,” said
the widow In conclusion to Slab, the
gravestone inan. “Yessum,” maic
Slab. And the inscription went on:
“To my husband, iu an appropriat
place.”"—Chicago Liar.

Not Her Size.—Customer from Seed-
ville— Do you keep the best make of
shoes here?’ City Dealer—¢ Yaas
our shoes are all A No. 1." Cus
tomer from Seedville — *“Then you
cah't suit me. I take B No. §.7"—
Munsey's Weeklr.

Miss Hortense (of Boston):—*In-
deed, T ean hardiy look into the deep
opulescent amethyst of the star-be
spangled miduight sky without recall:
ing Rosetti’s ‘thin, blue flames of souk
on their way to Heaven." Then, too
the soulfulness of inner mentality b
grand! Have you ever read ‘Sally™
Paychology? " Mr. Charles (also of
Boston)—*Ne; but I think 1 shall
first chance I get, since he did up Ki}
rain in such great shape " —Light.

A Capitalist.

“Where did you spend your vacs
ton, anyway, Smith?"' asked Jones
casually.

«Spent it at home,” replied Smith
« I gouldn't afford to go anywhere thi
year.”

+Is that 302 said Smith, promptly
“You're in luck, old man. Lend ms
five Qolle=y will you? ' —Somervill

% - i ———

fourual.

you !

s And if he doesu't take her?”’

«He will lose his own," =aid the ex-
champion.

The stranger moved « pawn. Sule}
mann took his queen, The oflicers
thought it was sil up with the guunt
young man, and started back to their
coffee. They were called back, how-
ever, by the first words the Pasha's op-
ponent had spoken since he sat down
w0 the wable.

«“‘Pasha, in twelve moves you will be
checkmated.”

The interest of the Pausha's frieuds
became intense. They counted each
move aloud. One—two—ihree—four
and the Pasha was already hard
pressed. Five—six—seven—eight—
nine—and his men were hemmed in on
all sides. . Ten—the Prsha tried in vain
to break the blockade by sacrificing his

queen. Eleven—he drew back his
king into s corner. Twelve—* Check-
mate.”

There was & dead silence, all stared
at the Pasha. He thought bard for
several minntes, without a word.
Then he looked searchingly at the
stranger and said:

«Onee before I have seen chess played
as you play it. Your strategy is not
new to me, although 1 cannot cope
with it. The game that your playing
reminds me of was much finer than
this. It was played with cavalry and
infantry and heavy srtillery, till the
ground shook under our feet. The
great chess player from the North who
was then agaiust me had 150,000 mean.
In his bhands they were invincible.
The mad and envious interference of
Hafiz Pasha ruined his combinations,
however, and, happily for our sids,
gave ns the game.”

The Pasha stopped a moment to
scrutinize the stranger’s face. It was
expressionless. Then he said:—

«“Young man, you remind me of
chat great chess playe~ from the Forth

who all but routed us at Nizib » yu

what akin to his reputation ac s war. |

tired of making elsborate comparisons |

dfty years sgo, Ulema Reschid Aga!
was a fittle late in coming to his Water- |

He placed his queen be- |

e — — —— — —— e
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route! me here. . Only one man ™n a
world can play chess like that., He s
Col. vou Moltke.”

“You have it,” answered the
tranger, reaching the Pasha his hand
scross the chess-table, I am Moltke.”

Crows as Street Cleaners.

Thecity of Omaha has in its ser-
rice a force of thousands of SCAVEngers,
#ho draw ne pay, report to no official,
Jut are protected by law from molesta-
on. They are the crows who flock into

‘omes, stay during the winter, and
/anish iu the Spring. Each evening
s the shadows full, legions of crows
wing their way in a seemingly endless
light to the willow copses and clumps
»f small cottonwood trees on the banka
’f the Missouri, where they roost for
be night. A favorite haont is at the
send of the river between Cut Off and
Florence Lakes, where the banks
ihelter them from the northwest wind.
II The air is thick with sable wings and
| 'esonant with hoarse caws there after
sunset each wight, as the scavengers
!mttle down smong the branches to
iream of back srea lunches and carrion
| spreads,

With the break of day the ssble
fock bestirs itself. Each member hops
o warm its chilled legs, stretches its
shiny wings, and heads back towurds
| ‘he city. The vast flock breaks into
imall groups, and they alight here and
Aiere on the tree tops snd survey the
sack yards and allevs until thev can
pick out foraging places. Then they
Jescend, snd in short order the re-
mains of the breakfasts, the scraps of
' meat from markets, and the rats killed
3y household dogs end cats are
zobbled up. Some crows do scaven-
ger work about the residences. Others
vight cautiously in the alleys, and
shers are attracted to the stock yards
wnd packing houses.—Omaha World

Heceipt Preferred to a Personal Youcher

There was & commotion at the
dderk’s desk in the Essex Market
Police Court. The clerk was holding
« discussion with & blear-eyed ms»
sver the rail,

“ Now, what's the matter with that
nan?” demanded Judge Duffy sternly.

““ If you please, vour homor just
ined me 810 for getting drunk. I've
aid me bard-earned money and 1
Fautl a receipt.”

“ You don’t need & receipt,” replied
| hie court. “ Your discharge is receipt
| :nough. No one could beld you on
e charge agsin.™

** Yes, your honor; but I hope to go
0 fleaven some time, and on judgmeut
| iay when the recording angel comes to

bis charge against me he may not

se willing to take my word for it that
| [ paid for my sin to you.”

The court was disconcerted for am
nstant; then the reply came: « Oh.
| Ull vouch for you?”

“ Ah, sir, but I fear you will not be
! chere, and they will not grant me time
o go down snd look over the directory
3f the bad place to find vour address.”

“ Give that man a receipt and take
um out,” shouted the court, lustily,
ind the shattered fellow shambled
wway, hugging the paper to his ragged
wsom.—New York World.

Esqoimaux Tobogganing.
The Esquimaux on land journmeys
sfren encounter hills where it would
| be very dangerous to attempt 8 descent
| with a heavily loaded sled drawn by
jogs. When such a place is reachec
| they unbitch the dogs and let the sled
iescend by its own weight. All the
| men nct as brakes to prevent, if possi-
| ble, a descent so rapid as to land the
| 2quipage a complete wreck at the bot-
tom. The two strongest of the drivers
|take their places on the sides at the
| front of the sled, and the others hold
| >n where they can; all pull back as
| strongly as possible when the speed in-
| sreases. Some plant their feet in front
| of them and send the snow fiving as if
from & snow plow. Others find them-
sclves taking leaps that would astonish
|a kangarco, are dragged furiously
slong, or, maybe, come rolling to the
bottom after the sled. The dogs regard
the whole affair as & joke, and with
their traees tied together come dashing
slong in the wild chase, some barking
jovously, othess velping distressedly,
as, caught in the traces, they are drag-
ged 10 the foot of the hill by their reck-
jess companions. It often seemed »
| wonder when, even with all our ex-
ertions, we could Iand sled and party
| st the bottom in safety.

De Horses Reason.

A friend thinks his does. He drove
him to s waterisg trough the other dav
!into which some one had thrown the
'stump of an old broom. The horse
held back his head in disgust, but
| presently took the unoffending broom
between his teeth and threw it from
the trongh. Then he held back his
head and waited for the water to run
clear. Presently he smelled of it, but
| s{a] not being satisfied he waited agsin,
| and yet again. Finaily he put his nose
into the water and swashed it around,
| apparently to slop out all impurities
before he consented to drink. How
now did she horse know that the water
would run pure? It must have been
the result of observation and memory.
All horses know enough to refuse to
drink impure water. If men were as
as to what they drink it

wnald be betiar fou them.

|

|

1

omething About Fditor Stead of ths |

Pall Mall Gazette, ]

In Ew:land the editor of & news- |

paper has no such interesting personal- !
ity as he has here. Nobody takes the
slightest interest in hiig  No matter
what the influence or cesenlazion of
journal, the nume of the editor is rare-
Iy asked for. The tvo notable ex-
ceptions, who prove this rule, are Sir
Edwin Arnold, of the Daily Telegraph,

| and W. T. Steid, of the Pull Mall Ga-

own as regularly as cold wm[ the wmost notoricus, for he

zette. Of these two, Stead is by far

bas the
most striking personality. The Pall |
Mall Gazette is the ons sensational

daily of London, and many & sensa- |
tion it has made. One of them landed
Stead in prison and fame. “That wus
everything to me—evervthing to me,” l
be was wont 1o say in his nervous, |
rapid way. “Why, do you kuow, s
woman told me that she and a lot of |
other women way off on the Cape of |
Good Hope nsed to have & prayer
meeting for me every day. Since then
Stead has never dropped below the
public borrizon for more than a week
at a time. No one gave such atiention
to the Maybrick case, or managed to
gather so muny little interesting items
of sensational interest regarding it.
Xo one keeps such a sharp look out on
public events, or morsl lapse: no one
makes s0 mnch of his material, or so
arouses public ecorn aud sense of jus-
tice.

A man of social standing who finde
himself on the verge of being impli-
cated in an unsavory scandal, thinks
shiveringly of the Pall Mall Gazette,
before he does of the witness stand.
Stead has & motive in sensationalism
aside from love of notoriety and the
sale of his paper. He is & religions |
mau, fanatically so, and is powerfully
impressed with the ides that he has s |
mission in life. That mission is tn ex-
pose gin and promote virtue, an. he
“makes for righteousness,” to guote
his own pet exprossicn, for all he is
worth. His energy and enterprise are
phenomenal. No celebrity living has |
ever put his or her foot in England
without being interviewed by Stead,
and there are few in Enrope whom he
bas not managed to meet some time or |
other. He may never print these in
terviews, he may stow them away in a
room kept for the purpose, but sconer
or later they have their valoge. He
works ten hours a day. The first to
reach his office, he is the Iast to leave
it, and during that time he superin-
tends every article that goes into his
paper, writes every leader, reads and
replies to a correspondence which lows
in like waves of air, and receives io-

numerable visitors. l

In appearance he is short, wiry,
active, with a tine head, and bright,
restless, china-blueeves. When u visitor
is shown into his private office in the
little alley off the Strand, he makes s
grab for his band and rattles along
with such volubility, darting from one
subject to another, haranguing, preach-
ing, laving down the law, advising,
reproving, that the bewildered visitor
forgets his errand—which is probably |
what Stead intends. Al the time his
bloe eves dart needles right into one's
very sonl. Stead thus knows his man,
without being obliged to hear him talk.
Suddenly he springs to his feet, grabs
vour hand sgain, and, when he is in
one of his more
bursts into peal after peal of lunghter,
which echoes after you as you grope
through the labyrinthine corridors, as

TIME’S REVENGES.

Years, years ago, when [ was young,

1 loved a falr and gentle maiden ;
Her pralses day and night 1 sung,

My heart with deepest passion ladens
But, lesrning that she loved me uot,

I did not drop a tear or quaver,
But bowed to my unbhappy lot,

Aud woved auother sweet euslaver

How quickly time doth turn the scene

With wonders strange aud changes plesty
My pretty girl is just eighteen,

My first love's boy is four-and-twenty,
Her child loves mine. How merrily

I'll lead bis bopes unto the slaughter|
His mother would not marry me,

Aud I'll not let bim wed my dsughter

—Nathau M. Levy In Harper's Bazar,

COOK AND COUNTESS.

Patty Cowslip, the only daughter of
Rev. Peter Cowslip, vicar of Muddes
worth-in-the-Marsh, was a pretty girl
She was so pretty that she might huve
actually aspired, though she hadn’t s
penny in the world, to marry a fash-
1cusble curate. But though Patty was
penniless. she was ambitious, and she

| hadn't the slightest ides of marryving

the most fashionable of curates.

* It ia not hecessary to describe what
Yatty was like. << Rather above than
below the ordinary height,” as novel.
ists cay, rich chestnut hair with a glimt
of gold in it, an excellent figure, small
ears, brown eves with dark evebrows.
pearly teeth set in the rosy frame of s

Ppair of lips arched like Cupid'e bow, }

& round and dimpled chin, a swan-like
neck—. Bah! we have all once in oar
lives met somebody as charming as Mise
Patty Cowslip; bat, as a rule, the ex-
perience has not been repested. We
must not forget, though, that Mizs
Patty’'s arms and hsnds were her
strong point; a gueen might have en-
vied them, for they were absolutely
perfect.

Miss Patty Cowslip had had a nle-|

cent education, but bevond the annua!
subsidy of £10 a year which the par-
ish payed her for playing the organ
she hadn’t & penny in the world.

Rev. Peter Cowslip was as poor as s
rat. With considerable difficulty he

| managed to pay his tradesmen st the

vear's end; but Rev. Peter dined every
day much better than many million-
nires. And whv? Was it on account
of the poor clergyvman's wicked ex
truvagance? Not s bit of it. The
factis that Patty was a splendid cook
—=& born genius for the noblest of the
ATts.

Many modern young ladies. having
purchased a terra cotta jarand rendered
it hideonus with daubs of paint, compel

their friends to fall down and worship |
| it, and call it art; other girls torment |

. us with the pisno, violin, banjo, harp,

inexplicable moods, |

you stumble down the rotting ﬂnir-!
ease. and into the narrow little street. |

It is reported that Btead will sever his
gonnection with the Pall Mall Gazette
In the spring, come to this country,
study Awmerican journalism and return
to London to establish & paper whose
ldea, original with himself, will assur-

world bus ever dreamed.

Ben Forrest's Last and Lucky $10.

Speaking of Gen, Forrest, the car-
alry bero of the war, who killed
more men with his sabre than any
other one goldier on either mde, he
returned to Memphis after the surren-
der with his w fe, and with only a sig-
gle $10 bill in his pocket. Mrs. Foi-
rest wus a lady of the most guiet, ami-
able Christisn virtues, and the only
person, by the way, who had auny con-
trol of the ~wizard of the saddle”
while in 8 passion. One touch of her
gentle hand, one soft, tender word,
would calm bis most tempestucus
moods.

Sitting alone togeibher the night o
their return to Memphis, Gen. Forrest
said: «“Mary, | know you are a strict
church member, and have always op-
pose cards. But this 10 is ail there
ia on earth between us and the poor-
house. Won't you consent to my go-
ing out tonight and hunting up & game
of draw ©°

In vain the good woman protested
It was & sin in the sight of God, she
said, and sin conld not finslly prosper
He went, found the party he wanted,
aud began the game. The cards ran
bis way from the first, and his win-
ning= grew so large that he set his
braver on the floor beside him  and
used it as a depository About two
o'clock in the moruing he lifted his
tile, bewt his head down, and g aced
the Lat carefully on it, retusmiiog the
money in it Reaching home he
emptied Lis winning= into Mrs. For-
rest’s lap, saving: < Mary, count it.”

She fou d that he had upwards of
$1.500—a =am which gave him & gnud
sttt in life.—Flonda Times-Union.

A Millisnaire Authgr.,

One of the interesting developments
ofh Inte is the so-calicd “millionwire lif-
erature ;" books from a mercantile en-
vironment. Willium Waldorf Astor
in Sforza, a Story of Milan, published
by Scribners, has put out & Mmoust  ex-
eeileat picce of literary work. Sforza
Is am interesting story. It tells of the
chivalrous days in Northern Italy and
the plot swings along between such
fascimating chupters as the S8chool of
e Sword, Between Red Dillars, The
Halll ef the Signoria, and Lage Lario.
It is of virtually the same atmosphere
s Yalentino, a Brother of the Bor.
gins, by the same author, published in
1456, and which reached a scde of over
BBe copies. Mr. Astor is tall, brosd-
shwuldered, musculsr, bius eres, light
hsfr, and heavy mouwsincle. He isin
foe prime of a perfectly bealthy life.
Be is interesting and animated in con-
wersation, haz a smiling and expresive
Bmoe, and unlike the average New York
smillionsire, is companiousble sand al-

approachsble.

ey

| our sufferings recommence.

sackbut, psaltry, dulcimer and sll kinde
of music; other girls sing. All these
people work their wicked wills upon
as with impunity, We griu; we say

“0Oh, thank vou 50 much,” because we |
are obliged to do that; and our polite- |

oese is treated as an encore, and then
Pretty
Patty Cowalip did none of these dread-

, ful things: but she could cook like

edly be like no other of which the | 90€

Cde, Francatelli and Sover rolled iuto
And pretty Patty went up to
lown, entered the school of cookery,

and came out a3 the senior wrangler of |
It was Patty first, the rest |

the year.

nowhere, M. Caramel, the professor

»f ornaments] pastry, proposed to her |

at once: but Pauy refused him, for,
1¢ we have said, she was ambitious.
And then Miss Cowslip issued a neat
dttle sdvertisement, took modest lodg-
nge in A modest West end street, and
pegian to teuch on her own account.

Lord Fleshpotts was a widowed
sobleman. He had three unmarried
laughters—the Ladies Gwendoline,
Ermyntrude, snd Ermyngarde Cosser-
sle. His lordship was a great sufferer
from indigestion, and he was dying of
sad dinners. No cook ever stuved
more than 2 month in his house: each
»f his daughters ruled the roast for a
week, and generally the particular
roung lady who huppened to be respon-
iible for the dinner on any given even-
mg left the rcom in tears before the
lessert was put upon the table. If
Lord Fleshpotts would oniy have dined
st his club. all might have been well:
put he persisted in dining at home, and
he lives of his danghters were slow
partrrdoms.

It chanced one day that

they saw

diss Cowslip's advertisement in the |

3t James Gazette. Lady Gwendo-
e pointed it ont to her sisters. They
srdered the carrvisge early the pext
norning, and they were ushered into

Miss Paity’s neat little sitting room in |

Park street. < We don’t want to take
essons, Miss Cowslip,” said Ladye |
=wendoline. “We're too stupid,”

mid Lady “And it
would be no use,” said Lady Ermnvn-
rude. ““But oh! Miss Cowslip, conld
10t you come every morning snd give
15 & few hints, for pa is wasting visi-
iy 1" cried the eldest girl.

Ermyngarde.

“Its novelty that poor papa re-|

juires,” sobbed the voungest daughter

—+srefreshing novelty and perpetual
change. Those are his very words,
diss Cowslip, his cruel, heartless
words.”

*‘Has Lord Fleshpotts ever tasted ap-
e dumplings?” asked Patty Cowslip
elemniy.

““It’s a plated never heard of,” ex-
laimed Lady Gwendoline.

“They were a favorite dish with
fis Majesty King George the Third,”
pmarked Patty the historiam.”

“And we've never even heard o
them!™ sighed Lady Ermyntrude.

S0 it was arranged that Patty wa-
togeome the next day and teaeh them
how to make apple-dumplings, fo
which she was to receive a fee of one
guinea; and #= a personal favor she
w;!te them a charming little menu, in
which among the sweet dishes appear-
ed the item “Apple dvuplings a ls
Heorge Trois.”

At 2 o'clock the next day Miss Cow-
ellp was shown iuto their ladyships
boudoir. A clean white cloth, by
Patty’s direction, was lsid opon the
round table in the centre of the room;
flour, water, & dish of apples, some
brown sugsr, some cloves, & pastry
board and a basin were brought in by
Adolphus John, the six feet footman,
and then each of the six Ladies Cas-
serole, provided with a silver knife,
began to peel an apple.

Poor things, they couldu't even do
that properly. But Patty Cowslip,
who had taken off her hat and gloves,
laid aside her jacket and donned a
natty little Swise apron trimmed with
Russian embroidery, rolled up her
sleeves und displayed her maguificent
arms, and demonstrated the proper
way to peel an apple, to the delighr,
astonishment snd admiration of the
Ladies Casserole; and when she was
in the middle of the process the door
| opened, end Lord Fleshpotts entered
| the room.

“Pa,” said Lady Gwendoline, «allow
me o introduce to vou Miss Cowslip,
who has kindly consented to give us s
few lessons.”

*My dear young lady!" cried his
lordship, “‘do 1 speak to the talented
authoress of the charming menu I hold
in my hend? Ever since it met my
eves | have felt a new sensation. I've
eaten no lunch. I am reserving my-
self for vour most delectable little din-
ner. But vou have arounsed my curi
osity as well as my appetite.
earth are apple damplings a la George
Trois? It isa dish I have never met

l in the whole course of my vast experi- |

ence.” (“She’s got the most lovely
arms and hands.” he thought, “thut 1
ever saw in my life!™)
| Patty smiled. (**What
thought his lordship.)

“You shall
F]l'-’!li-utl’%_"
to look on.™

teeth 7™

Lora
CAary

mude
said Patty, «if you

see them

“If | care! It will be the proudes
privilege of my life. My dear Gwen
doline,” said the earl, I could watck

Ithe movements of
friend forever.”

{  “Pa!" cried the Ladics Casserole, ix

| &n astonishgd and indignant chorns

And then Prof Patty divided bes
apples 1eto snd then she
made the paste and cut it into the
requisite-sized squares. And Loré

Fleshpotts looked on with respectfu

sdmiration: for he couldrit take his

eves off her magnificent hands andé
arms. <If,” he thought, “that shapely
creature would ouly prepare my measls
forever, life would still have charme.

I can't ask her to be my ooek, for

she's a lady. Gud! when I look at

vour charming

quarters,

(her I feel myself growing voung
| agam.

| Just then Patty completed the first
dumpling

“What do vou think of that, Lord
Fleshpous?” she said, as she displayved
the little white spbere on ber extended
et

“My dear said Lord
Fleshpotts, gazing at her arm and hand,

voung lady,
“it’s a dream of loveliness.

“Your lordship is langhing st me ™
szid Miss Patty

“I'm nct, I assure vou!
the enamored peer; ¢l
raw. "

And then the three ladies Cussercle
sinultancously began to hute Prof.
Patty with a deadly hatred.

barst
could eat

in
it

But Miss CowsVp hadu't come to
Eaton square to weste he! time.  She
tnrned out the rest of the apple dump-
lings with the celerity of a practised
haud. She took wo further notice of
his lordship, bat she pocketed her
guinea, which lady Gwendoliue rend-
ered wrapped the conventional
picce of tissue paper, and took her
leave.

The dinner that evening in Eaton
square was for once and
Lord Freshpotts was helped three times
to apple dempling & Ia George Troia.

The nex: day, when Miss Cowslip
arvived at Eaton square, she was shown
into his lordsiip’s stady.

“My dear young lady,” eried Lord
| Fleshipotts, as he advanced with ex-
tended hands.  <T'm delighted to see
vou! Words fail me.” he added. ina
broken voice, “‘to sufficiently express
my apprecintion of your beanty and
accotaplishments. The crispuess of the
crust. my dear madam [they were
baked dumpling=], was indescribable.
I have one question to ask you, Miss
Cowslip. 'V ill vou be my wife?”

Patty Cowslip felt as if the room
was going ground with her.

The enamored peer dropped upon
his knees.

“If the devotion of a lifetime,” he

in

A ECCcess,

legran.
“Don’t, Lord Fleshpotts!” said Patty
«“You've found the way to my heart,
4y darling”’—
- - - - - .

The second Lady Fleshpotts is a
rery popular person, and her dinners
f-e celebrated. She has marrisd off
ser three stop-dsughters to Mustard,
taan and Furniture. rescectiveiv. amd

What on |

he lakes tae wost duliiul calo uf &
tusband.
compulsory ecducation act, comes
for first reading at an early date; a
the voung Countess of Fieshpotts h
promised to give evidsnce at the ron
comuission which is expected to bey;
vointed upon the subject.

How Hair-Cloth is Made,

how hair-cloth is marde, but for the o
ification of those who do not, we wi
expluin the process.  In the first plac
harse-hair cannot be dved. It repe
coloring matter; so to make blac
hair-cloth it is necessary to secure na
ural black hsir man
cases, absolutely wild, running uun
strained, are regularly corralled
shorn. Of course black hair is prefe
able, but sometimes grey hair is wti
ized. Not only the tails, but also t}
manes are cut; the hair is bunchec
These bunches seldom coutsin bairs ¢
less length than two feet, some
even three and three aud a
feet, and the thickness of the bunche
iz usually two or three inches Th
hair-cloth looms provided wit
what we may call & nipper, in place o
| & shuttle, and the nipjer is 20 finel
| actusted that it travels geross the war
| and seizes from the buunches one hai
| only, the jaws of the nipper being

fine to grasp more than one, aud cm
' ries it across the weft threads, dropping
| it into its exact place.
the loom mechanically

The horses, in

il

ha

Hre

L0

The sction o
furces the hai

next to its predecessor, the war)
crosses upon it, snugly holds it in it
place, the nipper travels back mnc
seizes another, and 5o on and on. Tl

delicscy and almost human waecuracs

| with which each separate Linir is placec
between the warp threads is really in
credible.

————— e

Death Rather Than Unhappy Marriage
The Coroner held an
Jetfersonville, on the remains of

inguest =«
Mis
Aunnie Berry, who, on account of die
eppointment in love, ended her lifs

Tuesday night. The affuir is one o
| the saddest, in all its details, that eves
i occurred in this city, and the whol

community was shocked by the trayg
| »dy.

Young Jolm Veeley stutes that hs

and Miss Berry
married this week ution
prevented by the pareuts of the youung
lady, who had detarmined to make |
marry the old man, John
| The lovers were together on Mot

to

were
but

nave

whns

Bowmun

v

pight, and Miss Berry told Vecles
then of her intention to take her life
| The voung man reasoned with his
eweetheart, and. Lefore they puart
that night, obtained from her a I
ise that she wonld not lurm heisels

When he next saw hor she was in the
agounies of death

A letter has been
te her lover, in which

foand, addressed
ghe tells hiw
good-by, and acknowledges taking the
poison.
“Ma said she would follow me to 1
grave rather than see me mury

and T guess she will have a ch: )
se¢ my body placed beneath the ground.
[ will never mmry Bowmun, I desire
that vou attend myv funeral. and re
quest that your photograph be buried

with me."—Indinnapolis Journal,

The letter continaes and = AYVS:

Au Excellent Joke,

Years ago & Navaul chaplain na
tall hat was passing throogh the dock-
vard gates at Devonport, when one of
the policemen onduty noticed that hoe

hud a piece of tobacco sticking out un-
derneath his hat The chapluin
requested to remove his head

for examination ; but he refused.

Wil

THS

“I am an officer in the navy he
smid, ‘‘and T consider your request au
msult.™

The officers were polite but  firm
[hey wure very sorry to put so distin-
zuished & gentlemsa to in enience
but their orders were ex o search
svery person whom they suspected of
sarrying out articles liable to duty,

“I bave mno contraband,” esid thas
shaplain, in & rage; “but as you doubt

my word, I will take off iny hat.’
He did so, and thers wus

nothir

L}

nside. On the day following the
chaplain passed out again.

“*Well,” he said with a grin, “wounia
rou like to have m¢ take off my hut
to-dav

“Oh, no, thank you. sir,” said the

police, with effusion—+ uot to-duy ! Ha,
ha, ha!”—and they sll laurhed st what
they considered an excellent joke

But the joke the police did not =2 in
its entirety ; for the chaplain this time
had scversl hundreds of
within his hat.

cigarettes

Rather Different.

Chicsgo Merchant (scowling st bock
agent)—I1 have no time to look at your
Bibles. I have forty at home.

Book Agent—Bat you have nons like
this. This has & whole page iu the

| family record for divorces, and——'

| Chicage Merchant—Oh, that’s diffor-
ent. Why didn't you speak up in the
first place? Yoo

| may lesve me o
souple.

‘ A Matter of Bulld.
A little girl of this village was cry-
lmg bitterly the other evening about
something that had happened, when
her mother endcavored to
she told her to “hnsh” and “‘never
mind” snd “slop aving,” when the
iittle ome snswered betvwoen her sobs:
“I c-ean’t, mam , ’cause 1 ain’t haiit
| Bl way. —aro, Bivea,

socthie her

Fis lordship’s bill, the British cork |

Many people understand, of cours )

NEWS1S8 BRIEF.

—The anatomist is the man
Eive tle surest “inside Infurno

—Wedding ring
Yhall murks™
in Loundon.

who can
ilian. ™

waring counlerfeit
becoming prevalent

ire

—~ From twelve to eightesn suicideson
an average hav registiercd daily
&t the Parls Police OUffice.

& been

—The ex-Ewperor of Bmazil 18 occa-
pying himself chiefiy witl in
Sanscril, Hebrew, Arald

—A Rus:ian Lieutenant, 22 vears old
‘.r.'l- uy 1l

nd Gresk.

- &

RS compl=ted O

St Petersbuig to Paris luswe of thin
days,

— A Chicazo paper savs George
M. P ullthnan will bulld & $1 T
tel at Hyde IN'wik In Unve fog W d's
Fair.

—1n Nelfast,, & few dig g0, Gaorge
Hutcl ditd from  ealing  grapes
and  “*swallowing seeds wid
skins, "
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—A remnnarks proceeding is
frowm Chicago Tatlieg
restad for nol L &

Lce & r A i 1 e Li's
children ran in the cellar, chargiag tive
Plas for an admssaon

—1 N. Blankinstip, of Marion Mase.,
Lias & clock whie! TS TDA 1732
The works are of brass, » Lthe cloCk
keeps as goord Lime as 1idl wle I Was
waide, 1568 years ago, but the ounts
vary us io the Eind of time ept in

—Saveral old villages in Casst ty,
Mickigan, bave ol to i A it
enstom of ringng the chu Ll o
whenever anybods = = doctors
say ther melancholy 1o H Al nulght
ba- depres=ed muny a8 despoudent pas
tient unto death,

—A huge catfist: was foand alive im.
belded n 4 bollow log lu & mill dam
at Marthdale, JU swam in & small
hole when & atie fish and vnatde

1o find its way out acd grew (3 the
g




