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NATURAL GAS.

BY 0Z145 AIDSUMMER,
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HE BEGGED FOR MERCY.

A WITNESS' STORY. (
|

During the month of February, 1853
Seth Damon, of Acton, instituted an
action at law against Gabriel Butter
worth, of the same town, for the re
covery of thirty thousand dollars, of
which he claimed that said Butter
worth had defrauded him. The circum
stances were these;

Butterworth owned and kept the
principal stove in Acton, and though
he had never been regarded as an ex
emplary gentleman, his honor in busi
ness had not been impugned. Those
who had the faculty of looking upon
the undercurrents of human actions
decided that he was a man notbound
by honor, but who understood the laws
of self-interest too well to be guilty of
small meannesses in business. What h
was capable of doing on a grand secale
was not mooted nntil the ocenrrence of
which I am abont to speak.

Seth Damon had removed from Fd
gon to Acton in the fall, and had pur
chased the iron works. Shortly
concluding the purchase he hac
ment of thirty thousand doll

make, and late on a Saturday
noon he arrived

from New York with

L. When he arrvived
he found that the parties to whom the
money was to be paid had left town,
and would not return till Monday. Mr.
Butterworth had the only reliable
safety-vault in town, and to Mr. But-
terworth Damon took the thirty thou-
sand dollars, asking permission to lodg
it in his vault over the Sabbath, which
permission was readily and cheerfully
granted.

During Sunday night the people of
the village were aroused by the alarm
of fire; and upon ng out it was
found that the alarm came from But
terworth’s store, but Mr. Butterworth
had Dbeen active. He had discovered
the fire in season, and, with the assist
ance of his boys, had put it out before
much damage had been done.
looking over the premises it was found
that the fire had not only been the ey
ident work of an incendiary, but that
it had been set i different
places,

“How fortunate,” said the
“that I discovered it in season.”

But very soon another discovery was
made. The safety-vault had been pro-
ken open, and every dollar it had con-
tained stolen away! Here was alarm
and consternation.  Gabriel
worth seemed fit to go crs

“For myself I care not,” he cried,
“A few hundreds were all I had in
there; but my friend had a great
aum !”

Immediate search for the robber, or
robbers, was instituted, and word was
sent far and near to all Sheriffs and
their deputies, and to the police of the
cities,

Now it had so happened that on
that very Sunday evening — or,
I may say, Sunday night, for
it was near midnight—I, John Wat-
son, had been returning from my
brother’s, in Dunstable. 1 had left my
hired team at the stable, and on my
way to my boarding-house I passed the
gtore of Mr. Butterworth. Tn the
back yard of the store was a horse
trough, and, being thirsty, I stepped
around that way to get a draught of
water. As I stooped to drink at the
spout of the fountain I saw a gleam of
light through a crevice in the shutters
of one of the store windows. Curiosity
impelled me to go and peer through;
for I wondered who could be in there

owuer,

at that hour of a Sunday night. 'The
crevice was quite la made by ¢
wearing away of the of the

shutters where they had been canght |

by the hooks that held them back

when open, and throught it I looked |

into the store. 1 looked upon the
wall within which the safety-vault was
built; and I saw the vault open, and |
saw Gabriel Butterworth at work

| brought the pair of us to Wiltonburg

after |

it in bank notes |

Upon |

Butter- |

the 14th day ot February, that 1 took l
the Sabine House, and |
ter tea I requested the landlord to |
il build a fire in my room, which he did,

rters at

id he also furnished me with a good
lamp. It was eight o'clock, and I sat
| at the table engaged in reading, when
someone rapped upon my door. Isaid,

} “Come in,” and a young man named
Laban Shaw entered. This Shaw 1
had known very well as a clerk of

|

Gabriel Butterworth, but I had never
been intimate with him from the fact
that I had never liked him. He must
have seen the look of displeasure upon
my face, for he quickly said:

“Pardon me, Mr. Watson. I don’t
mean to intrude. I have come down
to be present at the examination to-
morrow—summoned by Butterworth’s

| man, of course—and 1 got here too late
to get a room with a stove in it; and,
still, T must take a room with

for company. And so, may I just warm
my fingers and toes by your fire, and
leave my carpet bag under your bed ?”

erally strippea and shivered to frag-
ments all of the house above it!

And a single pull of that silken
string would have been sufficient to
this horrible end! And but for my
nervous waking—my incubus of fore-
boding — the destroyer would have
[ come; the fatal cord would have been

, touched, the mine sprung, and I should

|

(
|

He laughed when he spoke of the |
arpet bag; but yet he did not know |

what sort of a faculty his stranger
room-mate might have for getting up
and g off in the night.

Of course 1 granted him his request, ‘

| and he put his carpet bag under my |

and we chatted sociably enough fo)
half an hour or more withoy
alluding to the business which had

without onece

bed, and then sat down by my stove i

His conversation was pleasant, and
really come to like the fellow; and 1
thought to myself that I had been
prejudiced against him without cause
At length he arose, and bade me good-
| night, and went away, and shortly af-
| terward I retired.
1 had been in bed but a little while,

when another rap upon my door dis
| turbed me; and to my demand of what
| was wanted I received answer from
| Laban Shaw. He bade me

light a lamp.
| his nightgown. He could get it in the
| dark. 1 arose and unlocked my door,
| and his apologics were many and earn-
| est. He always slept, in winter, in a
| flannel nightgown, aud he had thought
| lessly left it in his carpet-bag.
very sorry.
try to sleep without it rather than dis-
| twrh me, but his room was cold,
| and—

e Wi

was no need of further apology; and
while he fumbled over his bag, T went
to the stove to make double assurance
| that the fire was all right. I offered

to light a match for him, but he said
| he had got his dress and all was right.

He then went out, and I elosed and
| locked the door after him, and then got
| back into bed.
| Jut T was not to sleep. T had been
very sleepy when Snaw disturbed me:
but an entirely different feeling pos-
sessed me now. t came a nervons
twitching in my limbs —a
" feeling. as some
that sensation which induces gap-
| ing and yawning, but which no

amount of yawning could now subdue.

By-and-by a sense of nightmare stole
| upon me; and, thongh perfectly awake,
| a sense as of impending danger pos-
| sessed me. At length, so uncomforta-
| Dle did T become in my recumbent
| position, that I arose and lighted my
| lamp, lved to replenish my fire,
and dress myself, and see if I could
ad away my nervous fit,

My lamp was lighted, and as T re-
l turned to the bedside for my slippers,
my attention was attracted by a string
which lay upon the carpet—a string
leading from the bed to the door. [
stooped to examine it, and found it fast
| at both ends. I brought the lamp and
took a more careful survey. The string
was a fine silken trout line, new and
| strong, one end of which disappeared
beneath the bed and the other beneath
the door. In my then present condi
tion I was suspicions of evil, and my
senses were painfully keen. Raising
| the hanging edge of the coverlel
I looked wunder the bed. The
carpet bag which Laban Shaw had
left lay there, partly open, witl
the silken line leading out from it
What could it mean? Had the mar
\ accidentally carried the end of the line
‘ away with his night-dress without no
| ticing it? I drew the bag out from be.
neath the bed, and as I held its jaws
apart I saw, within, a double-barreled
pistol, both hammers cocked, bright
percussion caps gleaming upon the
tubes, while the silken line, with dou-
ble end, was made fast to the triggers!

And I saw that the muzzles of the pis-
| tol barrels were inserted into {he end
of an oblong box, or case, of galvan-
ized iron, And I comprehended, too,
that a very slight pull upon that string
might have discharged the pistols—
and, furthermore, that a man outside
of my door might have done that
thing!

For a little time my hands trembled
s0 that I dared not touch the infernal
| contrivance; but at length I ¢
myself, and went at work. i
the string with my knife; and then, as
cavefully as possible, I eased down the
hammers of the pistol, after which I
| drew it from the iron case. I had just
done this when I heard a step in the
hall outside my door. Quick as thought
| Tsprang up, and turned the key, and
threw the door open; and before me,
revealed by the light of my lamp,
stood Laban Shaw., He was fright-
| ened when he saw me, and trembled
like an aspen,

-

He had thought to |

|

not to |
He had only come for |

|

I eut him short, and told him theve |

\

have been launched into eternity as
upon the lightning's bolt!

And so Gabriel Butterworth did not
procure the destruction of my testi-
mony, but through that testimony the
Grand Jury found cause for indictment
of far graver character than had at
first been anticipated, and of those
graver charges he was convicted. Seth
Damon received back the full sum he
had intrusted to the false man’s care
and shortly afterward I entered into
business with him, and to-day Seth
Damon and I are partners. Laban

WO g A | Shaw came out from prison and went
another bed in it, and with a stranger | to Td

aho. I have not heard of him
since. (iabriel Butterworth did not
live to serve out his full term of sen-
L (I R
Fled Before the Wrath to Come.
They were always very polite to each

| other when they were arguing, and

when they contradicted one another
very flat it was always with a most
elaborately polite preface. They had
it the other night.
“I beg your pardon, dear, but you
really must be mistaken. It was—"
“No, my sweet, you're wrong. It

| was—"

“Now, darling, I know better. Didn’t
)

“Really, wife, you are away off, be-
cause [-—"
“My dear John, you are mistaken,

[IE WAS A JOURNALIST,

BUT PROVED A SAD FAILURE AS A
DETECTIVE-REPORTEL.

Miscarringe of His Original Schemes for
Scooping His Rivals—He Is Now Deing
Timo on a “Humorous” Paper—Bill Nye's

Sleuth Fri
E STERDAY
I saw u sad,
suad report-

er, writes
M) Bill Nye in the Chi-
o cago Herald. He
said that he had
been regarded al-
ways as a good
uround news-
r an who
un as a
journalist and
gradually worked

v He
ry

everything from &
prizo fight &
tennis tourna-
ment, from afour.
4 hour speech  or

the tariff toaholo-
caust, und hac
beon generully
considered a good

= man.

Lately he had decided that ho would
strike out for original me:hods and thus in-
¢rease his salary. He had noticed how wel
it paid to do the deteetive-reporter styls ¢l
work, und 80 he thought he would do some
of it. He had come on from an interiot
cily, and other newspaper men had told
Lim that to get on rapidly he should dc
some difficult thing and then write it up
Otier people had tried in New York, but
Jduiled becun o they just tackled the old re.
{liuble stock of dim’ museums, elevated rail-
iroad, Castle Gardon, and the purk—:o he
ought to do some daring and dangerous
act, after which he could write itup and gel

quite mistaken,”

“Well, since you know all about it,
of course I i

“It is you who know all about it. I
merely say- of

“You don’t know anything about it.
You're all wrong.”

\

At this point the voices were getting
rather high, and the small kid, playing
with her dollhouse in the corner, sud-
denly got up, pulled her little skirts
out, and said :

“I guess I'll get out of this.”

And she took three great big steps
toward the door. Then father and
mother looked at her and then at each
other, and it was tco much for them.
The areument was all over.

Too High.

The new reporter, a young man
whose graduating essay, entitled, “The
Unseen Forces of Moral Philosophy,”
had been highly complimented by the
professor of botany, took a seat near
the city editor’s desk. “I am delight-
ed,” suid he, speaking to the editor, to
think that I have so easily and with so
little delay found the work for which T
am well fitted. How do you like my
sketeh, ‘Walraven St. Borrie?””

“It is magnificent,” the editor an-
swered, as he took out the manu-
seript.  “Your diction is delightful
and your style is captivating; and in
nearly every line there is a gentle yet
strong rebuke to the blunt and com-
monplace writer.”

“My dear sir,” exclaimed the repor-
ter, “you charm me.”

For instance,” said the editor, tak-
ing no notice of the reporter's enthus-
iasm, “you say that Walraven located
in this portion of the country.”

“Yes; do you like the way I ex-
press it ?”

“I am delighted. Some writers—old
Pinkney, out there, for instance —would
ve suid that Walraven settled in this
part of the country.”

“Yes, Isee. He doesn’t understand
rhetoric very well, does he ?”

Oh, no; not at all. Here is another
excellent point,” said the editor, turn-
ing the leaves of the manuseript. “You
say that Walraven wont to a hardware
establishment and procured a rifle.”

“That’s good, isn’t it ?”

“First-class. Old Pinkne;
have said that he went to a
store and bought a rifle.”

“That’s because he is orude in his
manner of expression, isn’t it ?”

“Assuredly. And again yousay that
Walraven partook of refresl ts.”

would
ardware

big puy for it.

He tried it gently by riling on a street car
all day and talking with the d:iver and eon.

uctor, He picked cut a go nuturced
looking driver and bright conductor oa o
Broadway cur and rode a'l one alternoon
w.th them, getting good stories from both
while he rode first on tho front and then on
th roar of the car. Each man told him o!
the haraships of his position. The driver
suid that, though a young man, he had
quite a family at home, and that on his sul-
ary he found it very difficult to clothe the
Jlittle ones, to say nothing of sending them
to school. HIs wife wus uvlind, haviog lost
Jher sight from the effects of overwork with
her neodle at night without sufMicient lignt,
80 that the little ones were practically or-

phans, He had a long, hard day’s work to
1do, after which he h to cook enough for
‘the n day, and nd the childien's

clothes while they were in bed. And yet
{the compuny docked him at every possible
point, und atused him if he dared to sit
|down to drive on a dull day. "

The conductor told a sad story of priva-
tion also. He said he had only one little
girl, but she was 4 cripple. The child had
como onoe day to bring his dinner to him,
and on the way had been run over by a
brewery wagon louded with glucose beer
and a fat driver, The conductor heard her
scream and ran to her in time to snateh her
out from under the hind wheels, but the
other waeels ran over her and injured her
spine. Now he had to leave her at home
all day in charge of his wite's mother, who
was paralyzed on one side and an habitual
drunkurd on the other.

Yes, he said, the company docked him
for thie time he was absent when hoe ran to
save his little girl, though he only lost one
trip. He was not a complaining man, he
suid, but sometimes seemed hard. The
reporter made copious notes, and that
night made two columns of the story for
the Sabbath paper.

When it apoeared all the papers made
fun of him, because both the driver and
conductor of that car were reportors, who
were also getting material for their jour-
nals, and when they saw that he was se-
curing information for publication they
proceeded at a rapid rate to fill him up,
and, even as the reporter wus listoning o
the smooth and tearful talo of the driver,
the conductor was thinking up what he also
would tell him,

In the alternoon the editor told him that
he would not do. “You ought to know
better than that,” he said. “You have made
us a subject of mirth, tor the other papers
have got their stories direct from the
driver and the conductor of the same car,
and the worst of it is that they vell all
about how thuey loaded you up with prop-
erty fucts and low, course falsehoods. You
ought to know better than to show your
note-book, any unless you want to be
done up, Now, g nd act at once, and do
something creditable, or go away and
never come back any more. [ am sick and
tired of people who have no originality of
thought. Why do you not lead a life of
shame or murder some one, and write it up
for us?”

The reporter said he would do the best
he could. He begun by taking a drink at
a place where you can get a cocktail, a
fresh ege, and a bowl of bread and milk,
with music and a shave, for ten cents,
‘When we stop to consider that tie cost of

“How does it strike you ?”
“Way up.”

J “It seems that

I was stronger than he |

therein. I saw him put large packages | at any time, and now he was as a child |

into his breast pocket, and I saw him
bring out two or three small canvas
bags, and set them upon the floor by
the door that opened toward his dwell
ing.
outer door a second time I thought he
might come out, and 1 went away, 1t
was an hour afterward that 1 heard the
alarm of fire. And it was not until the
following morning that I heard of the
robbery of the safe.

I was placed in a critical position;
but [ had a duty to perform. I went
to Mr. Damon, and told him what 1
had seen; and also gave him liberty to
ceall npon me for my testimony in pub-
lic when he should need it.” Until 1
ishould be so called upon I was to hold
my silence, !

While the officers where hunting!
hither and thither, My, Damon kept af
strict wateh upon the movements of

Mr. Butterworth, and at length de-
tected him in the act of depositing a
large sum of money in a bunk in Buf-
falo. His action immediately followed,
and Butterworth was arvested

This was the way matters gtood
when I was summoned to appear Leforg
the Grand Jury at Wiltonburg. 1went

there in company with Mr. Damony,
and securved lodgings at the
House. It was a small inn, well and
comfortably kept, and freqnented by
patrons of moderate means.
were two public houses of more fash-
ionable pretensions in the place.

It was on the afternoon of Monday,

< gl e

As I saw him approaching this |

Sabine |

There

| in my hands.
| collar, and dragged him into my room ;
| and I pointed the double-barreled
| pistol at his breast; and I told him I

vog if he gave me occasion.

He was abject and terrified. Like a

I grasped him by the |

would shoot him as T would shoot a |

whipped cur he crawled at my feet, |

and begged for merey.
had hived him to do it with promise of
great reward, Tt had transpired that
my testimony before the jury would be |
conclusive of Butterworth’s guilt, and
| Butte th had taken this means to
get rid of wme. In his great terro
the poor accomplice made a full con-
| fession; and when he had told all I
[ released my grasp.  He begged that I
would let him go; but I dared not
my duty would not allow it. I rang
my bell, and in time the hostler, who
slept in the office, answered my sum-
mons. I sent him for an officer, and at
length had the satisfaction of seeing
my prisoner led safely away.
On the following day the carpet-bag
was taken before the Grand Jury and
| the iron case examined by an experi-
enced chemist, assisted by an old ar-
morer from the arsenal. It was found
to contain a fulminate of mercury,
mixed with bits of iron; and it was the
| opinion of both the chemist and the
armorer that the power of the explo-
sive agent, had it been ignited as it
was placed, beneath my bed, would not
only have heen sufficient 0 blow me to
atopus. but that it would also have lit-

His master |

“What would Pinkney have said ?”

“Oh, in his vulgar way he would
have said that Walraven ate supper or
luncheon, or something of that sort.”

“I wonder that he does not learn
better,” said the reporter.

im should. By the
way, we cannot afford to use this
sketch. Tt is too high for our readers.”

“What must I do with it ?”

“Bring it ont in pamphlet form and |

sell it on the eampus.”

“That’s a good iden; I'll do it. Shall
1 go out now and write something ?”

“No; old Pinkney is covering the
ground pretty well.
the county asylum, though.”

“To write up the abuses of the insti-
tution ?”

“No, to stay there until we send for |
you. Good day.”

A Sadly Afllicted Journalist,

William Ernest Henly, editor of |
Scotl’s Observer, is one of the meui
who have had literary greatness thrust
upon them, and he has paid a fearful |
physical price for his mental develop- i
ment. He began life as a laborer, un- |
conscious of latent intellectual power, |
unversed in the primary elements of |
education, and a man of dissipated |
habits. He met with a terrible acci- ‘
dent, both lower limbs being erushed |
beneath a boulder, and while at the
hospital for treatment met Robert
Louis Stevenson, who was also a pa-
tient at the institution.

Then commenced the mental exist-
ence which has led him from the
stages of newspaper correspondent, art
editor, and magazine contributor to
the rank of poet. His limbs are still
completely paralyzed, and he does all
his work in an invalid chair, out of
which towers his massive blonde head,
set on & magnificent pair of shoulders.
His conversation is brilliant, and he
counts his friends among the cleverest
and most brilliant literary men of Lon-

You may go to 1

BEING TAKEN IN BY ANOTHER REPORTER.

the bread, milk, ege, muel: ete., isall
taken out of the quality of tho coektail we
jat onco ariive at tho concluslon that the
liquor 18 of an inferior quality,

o drank another and then decided tc
gradunlly work his way over to the Inee
briates’ Home, where ho had heurd thore
was very poor food for the inmates and o
&ood llufd for newspaver work., He took
another Attorney stroet cocktail and a
breath of air, and soon lot off a yell which
awoke a police somnambulist. Goaded to

| madness by thus being arounsed in the mid-
| dlo of the afternoon, the policeman hit the

reporter a sickeni
took him to the stution.

On the following day the revoiter tried
to write it up us fur as ho had goue, but his
head hurt him so that he gave it up. The
other papers, however, had real good ac-
counts of the incident, giving his name
a' d also his stuting that he was u reportor
who had made an a<s of himself by int
viewing two othor reporters on a stre
ear, and fllled the columuns of the press
with horror over an imaginary tale of woe,
well caleulated to injurs the street-car line,

8o he d d not try to_intervi'w the Ine-
briates' Home at all. He just stayed for
few days at u little incbriate’s home of his
own, und tried to make his wife bolieve
what he told her about the origin of the
trouble,

Ho hired out then for a day or two as as-
sistant 10 u tinner, and went with him 1o
assist him in putiing a tin patch on the
country seat of u weulthy man, ifere he got
to thinking onee more of his old work and
also of tho great fleld for usefulness in the
desective line. First he thought he would
try it as a stowaway, but he only tried ons
vessel and found that another pupsi had a
representative there, a one stowiway
was really all that the vessel would accom=
modate

slow on the head and

sdate,
'hen it oceurred to him to get smugelod
into a dissecting class, He had heard that
eclusses in anatomy at one of the big col=
°8 were very much depraved, and that
they played basc-ball with the heart of a
subject, and when they went to lunch, in
order to prevent fellow students from swip-
ing their pipes and chewing tobacco, many
of thum concealed these articles durlng the
lunch hour in the thorax of snid subject.
He decided, theretore, that, ghastly as the
subject was, ho would have to do if, After
a good deal of deluy he got pormission as a
Iriend only to vlsit a digsecting 1oom as a
r-umz visiting physiclan from Philadelphia,

1o desired to reveal the true horrors oi the

den.

dissecting room with his trenchant pen and

(nus arain 4 name ana & salary whien
would rattlo along down the corridors of

time.

He asked if he might be permitted to ses
the gentleman uvon whom the class pro-
posed to clucidate and was given permis-
&ion to visit the room prior to the hour of
demonstration, *if he would agree not to
carry anything away.

« He wont nervously into the place by him-

elf in order to get bis courage up. Also
t, make a fow notes. He saw something
thut looked like a person concealed under
a covering evidently doing the Sir John
Moore act, Jhe reporter with his fatal
no‘e-book went up to the table, and, won-
dering whether he would see a mangled
ceriminal or a fair young Peri, he gently
lifted the sheet,

It was a young man.

There was nothing at all_shocking about
his appearance. He looked as it he might
be slumbering.  One could almost fancy
that he breathod.

Pretty soon a large flv buzzed around for
a moment and alighted on the white, hund-

A LIVELY CORPSE.

some nose, The corpse stood it as long as
it could, and then brushed him off.

The reporter felt faint. He tottered and
foll over against the table. It tipped up a
little, and the remains elid off at the side,

Becing the note-book, the remains said:

“Mister, are you a reporter ?*

“Yes, sir,” said the sad man,

“Well, shake, if you please. Soam I It
struek me that it would be a good idea to
get at tho inside of the traffic in dissecting
©£oods and raw material for demonstration,
So I concluded to work it up and give it to
the public. Iarranged the martter so that
I counld be “snatched,” and I guess I must
have overslept myself, The thing wasn't
what you eould call a success, however,
although I huve got enough notes to make
a good story, but I have just found out,
when it was too late, thut another medieal
college surprised one of the reporters of
the evening papers, 2o he’ll scoop me at
one o'clock on a story I had for to-morrow
morning.”

The sad reporter said that he went home
to the office and asked for an assignment.,
“I have none for you,” said the city editor,
as hie put a column storv in the boiler and
Loiled it down to half a stickful; “wo have
none.

“Very well,” said the reporter with a sob.
“If you have no assignment for me 1 will
o home, and with tho aid of my creditors
I will make one myseif.”

He is now doing time on a funny paper.

AMERICAN FABLES,

THE WHALE AND THE CRAB.
WHALE was one day
swimming near the
shore and chanced to
see a crab walking
around near the bank.
“I wish,” said the
whale, “that I could
walk on the ground

(4

like you can.”

“You are a sucker,” answered the
crab. “If you were to get out here
some Chicago man would catch you
and turn you into butterine.”

MORAL,
You bad better stay where you are.

THE MULE AND THE FENCE,

A mule one day tried to jump over a
barb wire fence, but he did not jump
high enough.

“See here,” he exclaimed angrily, as
he took an inventory of his injuries,
“what do you mean by tearing such
great holes in my hide? There arve at
least seventeen different wounds on
me near the equator. Have you no
conscience ?”

“Reckon not,” answered the fence, as
it picked some mule hair out of its
teeth, “but I have barbs, as you doubt-
less found out. You jumped onto me,
and now you may blame yonrself.”

MORAL.

Court-plaster and arnica will fix the
mule up all right, and he will try to
jump the fence again.”

THE SHEEP AND THE TARIFF,

“I notice,” said a thoughtful man to
a sheep, “that you are still raising wool
on your back.”

“Yes, indeed,” was the answer, “and
why not ?”

“Because the tariff has lowered so
there is no money in wool. Ishould
think you would quit raising it.”

“I do not raise wool for money,” said
the sheep, as he picked a cockle burr
out of his tail. “I raise woul because
when the wind next winter is 1Llowing
through m{ whiskers, I shall need an
overcoat. You may get warm in dis-
cussing the tariff, but I am not built
that way.”

MORALL,

It is & good thing to attend strictly

to one's business.—C hicago Ledger.

Quick Work,

The cut of his coat always betrays an
American who has just returned from
Furope. No matter what else he may
or may not buy while he is in England,
our fellow-countryman always makes
it a point to lay in a supply of clothes
when he reaches London. They al-
ways seem to be so very much cheaper
there. You go about among the shops
“pricing” things, and you find an En-
glish tailor charging $25 for a suit of
clothes for which a New York tailor
would charge $50, using the same ma-
terial, 'I'he same difference is observed
in the price of nearly every article of
clothing—hats,overcoats, gloves, shirts,
flannels, ete.—and the temptation to
buy is too strong to be resisted. One
thing which always toni the

LETTERS FROM THE CCORNERS,

X OB NoTHIN' HALL,
NY CORNERS, 1809, }

R. EDITUR: EsI
[wus a sayin in my
last, Sally Boggs
was thare to go
jlocg with us. I

: warn't overly tie-
li7- && kled to hev her, fur
’%‘ she c;ﬂen ses to me,
3~ ses she :
@ “Mis Scooper,
==you don’t know
what a good man
you've got, fur you
//"Lniu‘t 8never ad
no axperience, but I tell you Willam
Henery air one in a thousan, an I ort
to no.

Good laws! I she'd think she ort,
fur she hes hed fore partners an is a
lookin around right smart fur number
five, an ef I were to die she'd try her
best to ketch Willam Henery, but
thank fortune, I'm pretty tolable
helthy an there haint no widder of fore
men & goin to take my place rite off
~—no, not enyways soon, they won’t.

So when she were there reddy to go
long, I was a leetle mite cool, not
clear cold and hotty, but jest moderate
cool-like.

I were a leetle bit nervy fur feer
the keers would run offen the track,
or sumpthin else desperit ud happen.
I want no ways cumfertible at furst,
an when I seen Willam Henery a
talkin to a cupple of slick lookin
strangers I was afeard hed git into
sum sort of a scrape,

An he did.

Sally hid notised the strangers to,
an she hunched me an whispers :

“Sake’s alive, Hester Ann, ain’t
them to men Mr. Scooper is a talkin to
{mt to heviugly fur enny thing; an

ook, they air a cumming over this way.

I feel thet I hev met my fate! Is my
hat on strait, an dew I look jest sad an
sorrerful enough fur one thet hes ben
resently bereeved?” ses she, all of a
twitter. T tole her shelooked all right
es fur es I cood see, and then Willam
Henery he kim up anses he, tickleder
an a little dog stuffed with taller:

“Hester Ann, I'll bet you kaint tell
me who them two fellers is.”

I looked the men camly in the eye,
an I see thet they were dressed fit to
| kill, an I see thet I didn't know ’em,
neither. At first T thot one of ’em
might be Lemnel Martin, but I see his
eyes wus black, while Lem’s wus gray.

“No,” ses I; “I don’t no ’es I've ever
seen neither one of ’em.”

“Well, thare old frens 'o yourn,
though you havn’t seen ’em sence they
were childer. This one is Sam Mur-
phy, an’ this one is Lemul Martin.” I
coodn't make it seem nateral, but I
didn’t like to say nothin’ es long es
Sally and Willam Henery wus so tuk
up with im,

Well, purty soon Lemul says: “Well,
Mr. Scooper, les hev a little game of
guess,” ses he, “like button-botton,”
an he takes out three little boxes and
a button, an’ continues: “Now, Il
put this button in one of these boxes
an’ the rest of you kin guess which one
it's in, an’ the one thet guesses it may
hev a five dollar gold piece,” an he laid
one down.

“Ill bet $56 T kin tell,” ses Sam.

“An 'l I,” ses Willam Henery,
though I tred on his toe an shuk my
head at him.

“Me too,” ses Sally, a simperin; an
when they guessed why Willam Hen-
ery he gessed it an then Lem sed hed
bet twenty an they bet twenty all
aroun an me a trampin Willam Hen-
ery’s toe an a shakin my hed at the
widder. Well they didnt nobuddy
gess it thot time, an I jest rose up an
collered Lem, an ses I: “Drap that
munny!” an he drapped it. “Now,” ses
I sturnly, a shakin ]xim, “you haint no
more Lemul Martin than f be an you
noit. You git!”

An ye got.

Yes, Mister Editur, he went as fast
a8 he cood an Willam Henery an the
Widder Boggs wus purty thankful I
wus thare.

I reed the papers, I do.

Well, an we got to Matilda Arra-
bellas that nite. So no more at pres-
ent, HESTER ANN SCOOPER.

Dogs of High Degree.

ERILY, it is better

to be a rich man’s

dog than a poor

man’s child, as far

as care and creat-

ure comforts go,

and it is probable

there is more

f ioney spent upon

fine dogs in this

country than would

rear and educate ten thousand chil-

dren. The dog is a noble animal and

doubtless the most intelligent of any,

and possessed of much reasoning pow-

er, but dogs could dispense with some

of the good things which fall to their

lot and be the betteroff for it; for in-

stance, gold, silverand jeweled collars,

and satin and velvet and embroidered
baskets, cushions, and blankets.

The style in dogs changes every six
months for fashionable women, and
just now the caprice runs toward black
’modles, shaved in fantastic manner.
This is the best kind of dogs to teach
tricks, as they have a well-developed
sense of humor, and this is the kind of
a dog that always wears the white ruf-
fle and plays clown in dog circuses,
and they generally manage to keep up
a circus wherever they are.

When men keep dogs it is done eith-
er from love of sport of some kind in
which a dog is indispensable, or from

American who orders clothes in Lon-
don is the tremendous rapidity with
which they are made. You have your
measure taken in the morning, and a
pair of trousers is delivered at your
iotel before dinner time. Two or three
suits can be made in twenty-four hours,
and an overcoat in a day and a half. It
would almost seem as if the various
parts of the garments flew together,
and in some tailoring establishments
they actually advertise to make clothes
“while you wait.”

He Silenced the Crowd.

A number of persons were talking
about telescopes, and each professed
to have looked through the “biggest in
the world.” One after another told
of the powerful effect of the respective
telescopes.

At last a quiet man said, mildly, “I
once looked through a telescope.
don’t know as it was the largest in the
world, I hope it wasn't. But it
brought the moon so near that we
could see the man in it gesticulating
and erying out, ‘Don’t shoot! Don’t
shoot!” The old fellow thought it was a
big oannon that we were pointing at

im,”

The quiet man then subsided, and sq

-

did the rest of them.

loneli or lack of human sympathy,
or downright cynicism, and a dog is a
quiet, unobtrusive companion, true and
faithful, and above all in perfect har-
mony with all his master’s moods with-
out a jarring note.

A woman keeps dogs for different
reasons. For sport, if inclined that
way ; for fashion’s sake, to make herself
remarkable among the women, as a
sort of shield against love-making on
the part of her admirers, and as a sort
of living object, a cross between a doll
and a live baby, on which to expend
her exuberant affection and her nat-
ural flow of endearing terms. A woman
finds a dog an excellent foil, anda
caress or 4 slap often turns an em-
borrassing  situation into harmless
chaunels,

Wants More Honesty,

A negro policeman in a southern city
called on the mayor and said:

“Yo’ honor, things ain't gwine along
ter suit me.”

“What's the matter ?”

“Wy, d%u' ain't ernuff honesty in dis
yere ‘munity ter suit me,”

“It's not n policeman’s duty to look
for honesty, but for dishonesty. If
overybody were honest we might as
well dishand the force.”

“Yas, sah, dat's so, but still I da

like ter see er man make some little
attempt ter be honorable. Fer in-
stence, my ’sperience las’ night. I
wa'n't treated p'litely den, I ken tell
you dat right now.”

How were you treated ?”

“Shameful sah. I wuz on dutY out
fonder in de }mrk, close ter de little
ake where it's sich er heavy fine fur er
pusson to fish in. It must hab been
putty nigh midnight when I seed a
man pulliv’ out catfish. I slipped up
an’ nailed de generman ’fore he knowed
1 wuz in de neighborhood.™ Mussy,
how he did beg! ¥Ie tole me dat he
wuz er man o’ mighty fine fambly an’
dat it would mighty nigh kill his folks
ter know dat he had been 'rested fur
stealin’ fish.

“ ‘Dat doan make no diffunce wid de
law,’ says I.

“Den he shifted his tactics. ‘“Look
yere, podner,’ says he, ‘I'll give you five
dollars ef you'll let me off dis time.’
Dqt made me think er little. ‘I kin,”
th&nks I, ‘make five dollars fur de city
:il:n kgep down er scan’l’ at de same

e.

“ ‘Gimmy de money,’ says I.

“ ‘Here,’ he said, hyandix{’ me er bill.
‘It’s ten—give me five.! I jest had five
dollars in my ];ocket an’ I gin it to him
an’ he didn't lose no time in hustlin’
erway frum dar, I sauntered on up ter
er lamp-post an’ thought dat I better
look at de bill ter see ef it wuz counter-
feit, an’ bless my life, dat triflin’ gener-
man had done gin me er one dollar bill :
an’ sah, I'se out fo’ dollars, an’ I wants
ter know whut de city gwine ter do
erbout it.”

“The city will take action in the
matter.”

“Thank you, sah. Gwine gin me
back my ten dollars, is you ?” i

“No, going to remove you from the
force.”

Jest becaunse I lost fo’ dol-

“No, because you disgraced your po-
sition.”

“Wa'n't me dat disgraced de position.
It wuz dat rascal dat wa'n’t honest.
Man come lose fo' dollars o' his own
money, tryin’ ter make five dollars fur
de city, an’ den gits bounced. Dar
ain’t no gratitude in dis country, sah,”

“Take off that star.”

“Look yere, of you'll jest let me keep
on bein’ er policeman you needn’t gin
me de fo’ dollars. You needn’t put
yourse'f ter no trouble on my er-
count er tall, an’ I neber will mention
de fo’ dollars.”

“Take off that star and get out of
here!”

“Dar it goes. Man tries his bes’ ter
do right, an’ folks comes er flingin’
trouble in his road. Neber seed de like.
I ain’t gwine be so hones’ atter dis.
Folks dat has any dealin’s wid me hab
got ter take dar chances from dis time
on, I ken tell you dat.”—drkansaw
Traveler.

Brave Surgeons.

. The coolest courage in time of war
is not always shown by the officer or
soldier. The surgeon and ambulance
nurse ecarry on their work of saving
life as undismayed in the midst of shot
and shell as the men whose work it is
to take it.

An anecdote is often told by the sea-
faring folk who live on the shores of
Buzzard’s Bay, of a certain Dr. Eben-
ezer Swift, who went from among them
to serve in the Mexican war, He was
Surgeon in Gen. Kearney's division un-
der Gen. Scott through ‘all the battles
of the .campaign.

During the battle of Molino del Rey,
he was #o busily occupied with the
wounded that he did not perceive that
the American lines had fallen back,
and that he was left exposed to a rak-
ing fire from the enemy,

Gen, Worth, passing, ordered him
sharply to fall back, adding: “You
are drawing the fire from Chapul-
tepec.”

The busy Doctor glanced up at the
clonds of smoke and dust, and an<
swered, absently:

“In a moment, sir.
amputation.”

A similar story is told of three
American surgeons who volunteered
their services to the Russian army
during the war of the Crimea. They
soon were disgusted with the povert;
and the savage butcheries on bot
sides; but in every battle they were in
the thickest of the fight, dragging out
the wounded and aiding them, al-
though they were repeatedly warned
to fall lmc{ to the surgeons’ tents in
the rear.

During the final battle before Sebas-
topol, the Russian officers were in-
censed at seeing these young fellows
busy at their work in the most exposed
part of the field. Anorderly was sent
to them with an angry message. He
galloped up, and, with a volley of
oaths, demanded, as from the com-
manding officer, “what they were there
for ?”

One of them, covered with blood,
looked up with a smile.

“Tell the General,” said he “that we
are here to remind the world of eciviliz-
ation in the midst of this brutality.”

He Was Consoled.

A Now-Yorker who met a Kansas
man atone of the hotels the other day
heaved a sigh as he said :

“I was in your town two years 3
and that piece of property west of the
railroad station was offered to me for
$30,000.”

“Yes.”

“I hear that it was sold last year for
$75,000.”

“It was.”

“What short-sighted people some of
of us are. Had I bought at $30,000 I
could now probably sell for $100,000.
Think of that.”

“My dear friend, let me console you.
This piece of property can be bough#
to-day for $15,000. The boom has
passed,”—New York Sun.

Profits of Street Beggars,

A pinched and gray old woman sat
at the corner of Thirty-fourth street
and Park avenue the other night grind-
ing an unmusical music box. Few
persons passed the corner, and I said
to my companion, a resident of the
neighborhood : “Surely she can’t make
a living from alms on this corner?®
“Yes, she can,” was the reply. “Her
Prcdcne;mor died a few years ago, leav-
ing behind  $5,500 in hard cash, and
she had enjoyed n cosy home from her
earnings for many years, Street beg-
garsin New York have no standing in
the eye of the law, I believe, and T
should not be surprised if the police,
who thrive on every form of illegality,
exact blood money from the 5xiver-
ing wretches who live wn the bounty
of the sentimental.”—New York Star.

Nrw York journalism is at a very
low ebb when it gives columns to some
“King of the Dudes,” as it has done.
Yet it sneers at the “rural” newspaper.

army last year cost $121,.

After another

Germany

061.000.




