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Seleét Toetty,

THE BABY SOLDIER.

Another little private
Mustered in

The army of tempiation
And of #in,

Another soldier arming
For the strife,

To fight the tolleome battles
Fora life.

Another little sentry
Who wiil stand

On guard while evils prowl

Oun overy hand.

Lord, our little darilog
Guard and save

"Mid the perils of the march
To the grave.

THE JUDGE'S STORY.

£ UT, JUDGE, you never told me

B why you did not marry Miss
Van Horn. We all thought that matter
was settled, but suddenly we were sur-
prised by thenews that you married a
stranger in the elty, and Helen Van
Horn was left desolate. I wonder what
has become of her? Bhe must have
married well, however ; she had a fine
chance to choose, for there was searcely
a good mateh in the city that was not at
her command at one time."

“Yes,yes,” answered the gentlemnn
addressed—Juidge Hume, & distinguish-
ed, handsome, Intelligent-looking man
of about 45 years of age; a successful
lawyer, who had some years before been
raised to the judiclal bench almost by
acclamation—** no woman could have
married better than Helen Van Horn.
Why I did not marry her is a short,
simple story, nor without a moral ; and
I will tell if you care to hearit. I have
never told it before, even to my wife,
ludicrous as some of its phases are. Fo
take a cigar—you will find it a good one
—and hear how, possibly, Helen Van
Horn is not Mrs. Hume to.day.

““You knew her futher,”’ began the
judge, and remember that he was reput-
ed to be very rich. However, it turned
out upon his death, and after his debts
were paid, that there was left a mere
pittance for Helen, obliging her, the
petted child of fortune, to live with ex-
treme economy ever since.”

“ Do youmean'to say that she has
never married ¥ asked the guest.

“ Married ! repeated: “no indeed!
and in that may be seen the moral of
my story to which I referred. But do
nov let us anticipate : let us begin at the
beginning.

“ One evening, going to fulfill an en-
gagement with Miss Van Horn, as the
servant ushered me unsnnounced into
the parlor, I found ber engaged In con-
versalion with n singularly handsome
young man, who 1 saw al a glance,
might readily become s formidable rival,
and 1 felt for the first instant & sharp
pang of that unswiable, disconcerting
pasgion, Jenlousy., But as my entrance
had been unobserved, I was able to re-
cover mysell before saying in my bland-
ext mannper, “Good evening.” The
gentleman started, and stifly returned
my bow. Asfor Helen, with suflused
cheeks she said :

“Why, Mr, Hume, I did not hear you
st all; you are absolutely as gentle ns a
lamb.’

“pomewhat angry ot ber satirical
tope, I observed she was engaged in con-
versation, and probably did not hear me
enter, snd ndded thai T had oalled to at-
tend hLer to the gullery to sée the ple.
ture she was wo anxious about.

‘¢ Bat really, Mr. Home,” she sald
somewhat copfusedly, looking from the

stranger to me, ' T had eutively forgol.
ten nll about it, and &0 promised My,
Churehill here to necompany him to see
Itichelieu to-night.’

“ 1 glanced townard the strauger and
he returned the glanes with n slight
frown upon his face, Miss Van Horn

| eontinued, ' But oh! T beg your pardon,

gentlemen ; 1 had forgotten you were
not negquainted with each other. Mr,
Chureliilly of Richmond,” and carelessly
fall back into the ohair, from whioch she
had half rigen for the moment.

‘1 am sorry Miss Van Horn has so
treacherous a memory ; but I hope Mr.
Churchill—with your approval can be
prevailed upon to defer his engagement,
for I assure you the pleture Is a rare
gem, and well worth seeing.”” 1 persist-
ed in this because | had become slightly
roused by the indolent way of receiving
the homage paid ber, and there seemed
to be a gleam of triumph in the face of
my rival.

“*The young man looked nt me grave-

ly, then silently turned to Miss Van
Horn for some expression of her wisbes,

‘ He was evidently very much displeased

af my interiuption of thelr teten-tete,

| and wag sufflclently Interested In the

lady to be serlously ruffied by my rival-
vy : he was not altogether pleased with
the fact that she seemed so carcless with
respect to her engagements, which did
not accord with his standard of women.
He was a well-edueated youug man, of
good fortune, accustomed to be well re.
ceived by women, and yet—as he after-
wards told me—he could not help for the
moment some apprehension that the
lady's cholee for the evening might go
againgt him, for you know I was called
quite a lady’s man in those days,

“As for Miss Van Horn she sat,mean-
while, demurely toying with a large tas-
sel suspended from the arm of her easy
chair for a moment, a4 if in deliberation
then exclaimed. ‘Really, I am sure it
must be very wrong in me to be B0
thoughtless, s it not ¥’ Here a captiva-
ting smile tHuminated her beautiful feat-
ures and parted her beautiful lips, just
discovering the pearly teeth between
them, and she added, * WIill you not set.
tle the question, gentlemen, between
yourselves ¥’

¥T'he matter must bearranged in somo
way, and, as I was the most intimate
friend in the family, and my rival a
comparative stranger, I was about to
magnanimously withdraw my preten-
slons, and leave the field, when sudden.-
ly there wasa loud ring at the front
door, and Miss Van Horn started to her
feet with the exclamation :

“CADL, that must be Mr, DeStultus!
what an unfortunate, thoughtless girl 1
am, for I do bellieve I am engaged to go
to the opera with him te-night!’

“That quickly settled the question in
dispute between Mr. Churchill and my-.
self; and with a common fmpulse we
both rose to our feet, smiled st ench
other pleasantly, and with a mere hur-
ried good evening to Miss Van Horn, I
stooped for my hat, which had fullen
from my hand in my surprise, and
struck niy head agalust the corner of the
piano. Mr. Churchill rushed into the
hall almost upsetting the diminutive
DeStultus, whom he met, the very ple-
ture of effeminacy and ultra-fopplshness,

“ Descending to the sidewalk, where
the brilliant equipage of DeStultus met
our view, we both simultaneously burst
into a laugh that seemed to break the
iee between us, for we walked off’ togeth-
er for several squares, As I complained
of asevere puln in my eyes from the
blow I bad recelved, my companion
said: ‘1 hope Mr, Hume will pardon
my recent rode persistance in my fan-
cled engagement with our falr sequaint-
ance, and let us be good friends out of
sympathy for the denouement, As we
are herent my hotel, lel us enter and
drink to the good forlune of Mr. De-
Stultus.’

“ I gludly accepted the invitation, and
wo were engnged in s pleasant conversa-
tion, when a loud noise wius heard in the
street, mingled with the ery of 8 woman
lu distress.

“Buddenly starting to our teet we
rushed forward to render asslstance,—
The first object that met our sight was
Helen Van Horo,covered with mud,but
happily wore frightened than bhurt.—
De Btultus wasalso ina wretohed plight,
but too much engrossed, ns might be ex-
pecled of such & creature, with his own
mishap, to give the least attention o bis

asgocinte in misfortune, whom he left to
struggle to her feet unaided, and tomake
her way to the sldewnllk, where she
hysterieally explained how a truck,
agalnst which De Btultus® enrrlage had
been carelessly driven, had left them
stranded in the muddy street, fortunate-
ly and marvelously, however, withoul
broken bones,

* Churehill ealled a earriage and we
escorted the wrelched demolselle back Lo
her residence, at the door of which we
congratulated her upon her lucky csacape
and bade her good night.

* My new friend then proposed that
we should at onee drive (o the opera;
where he hoped we might meet n party
of his friends, to whom he would be
pleased to Introduce me, and in whose
sovlety we would find surcease for our
disappointments in regard to Miss Van
Horn. T astented, Churchill’s friends
we met as he had promised, and among
them were two beautiful slsters, so at-
tractive that they spesdily drove all
thoughts of & mere handsome girl super-
fielnl and spolled, like Helen Van Horn,
ouf of the head of Churchill ns well as
my own,

A charming evening st the opera
ripened into a serlous ntlachment on the
part of Churchill and myseli for these
slsters, which ended in our marriage.and
no one ever had juster resson for sany-
ing,

f There's n divinity that shapes our endas,

Rough hew them how we will,’
than I have. And now you know why
1 did not marry Miss Van Horn, and
also how two men, for s moment sbout
to be made enemies through the reck.
less, unscrupnlous coguetry of an in-
ferior, heartless woman, by a happy
stroke of fortune became friends and
brothers,

AL for Helen Van Horn, she still
lives in single blessedness, and upon the
memory of her many conquests, finding
her chief gratifieation for some 'years
past in recounting the various eligible
offers she had refused, including always
Churchill and myself among her re-
Jeoted suftors, A hetvy speculation into
which De Stultus had been beguiled
about the time of Miss Van Horn's
triple engagement for the evening re-
sulted so disastrously to him that her
doors were at once rigidly elosed upon
that ndniirer, who disappeared like &
quenched meteor from soclety, Mean-
while occurred the death of old My, Van
Horn, which, as I have said, left the
daughter no other nttraction than mere
physical beauty, that had now become
#0 used that it ceased to please mnrriage-
able men, and she was no longer able to
make three engagements for one eves
ning,”

- - .

A Littie Misapprehension.

MR. A, COTTONHEAD, of the dry
goods persunsion, has for some
time pust been making himself very nu.
merous about the residence of a sixth
ward widow lady who Is the proprietor
of a daughter who is singularly beauti-
ful, although she Is addicted to needle
work. The visitations of Mr. C. had
been In progress until the elder lady be-
gan to inguire of her daughter in that
peculinrly  sggravating  way  which
mothers have, if she didn’t think ‘this
thing bad been going on long enough,’
when he met ber on the streel the other
morning and remarked :

“Mrs. Acidulouns, if you'll be at home
this evening I should very much like to
see you,'’

HOh! certainly, my dear Mr, Cotlon-

hend, 1 shall make it my particular bus-

iness and my especial duty (o be disen-
gaged,” and as bhe turued the corner she
added to herself: Y Well, it'sa good
thing that that young fellow has con-
cluded to get his proposal off, before it
bursts him,or I deo.”

In the evenlng Cottonhead appenred
In the Acidulous mansion, and found
the old lady awaiting him  in state; in
fuct, in so much state that it pretty near
took his bresnth away. He hung bis hat
upon a vacant nail bole, and at once
proveeded to business.

“Mrs, A, I've been coming here for
some time because I wanted to ask your
dsughbter something, but I'm always so
nervous that I can’t make up my mind
todo it,s0 I thought if I'd ask you it
would do Just as well,"

“ Maybe it will, now. Maybe it will,
1'm sure I never aaked Maria how she
felt about it. "

“OL! I guess ghe's all right, In fact,
I've no manner of doubl about it

Well, AF she's eatlsfled, my dear My,
Cottonhead, I'm sure 1've no desire to
stand in your way,"

“Then you'll aske her I glie will oblige
me by consenting—"'

“Oh! glve yoursell no unensiness my
denr boy, 1'm sure she'll consent.””

“1'm very much obliged to you both,
I'm sure,' sald Cottonhead, with a m.
diant smile, *“ 11 just congider it all fix-
ed, and to-morrow T'11 send up the stuft
and one of my old ones. ™

UWohea-t ¥ shrleked Mrs, A, In a
tone that lifted the youth halfl way across
the floor. ‘* Migerable man, what are
you talking about ¥

“Bhirts, madam, shirls. I want your
daughter to make me some—""

“Nou forlorn idiot,”" and she Arose in
majesty pointing to the door, “go home;
go home, and tell your mother to pul
some thickening in your bralns.

And he went.

- -

WANTED HER MALE.

L1 AXI), JACOB, be sure and see if
there Is any mall for me.”

This Is what Mrs. Dracut sang out lo
old Jacoh Miller from the front poreh
where she was tying up some climbing
FOREH,

The old man was driving through the
gate, and he partly drew his reins as he
heard these words, his countenance ae.
suming n thoughtful and rather perplex-
ed look.

Then it suddenly cleared.

AL, ah, yes,” he muttered, as he
Jogged along, *8he wants some to take
my place while I'm gone. Lot me see.
(iuess folks Ie mostly busy at this {lme
of the year, but p'r'ape I can git one of
the Thompson boys.”

The Thompson boys were not (o be
bad, and after Jacob had done the resl
of his errands, he drove over to the vil-
Inge tavern, whose proprietor, John
Baker, was stonding on the porch, talk-
ing with a steanger, a finelooking,
stulwart young fellow, who bhad just
come in the stuge.

“1o you know of any one I cdan git to
stay with Mra, Dracut a week or {wo,
Mr. Baker ¥’

CWall, no, I ean't way that 1 do;
everybody's g0 busy bayin’., Here's n
man who's goln’ up toward Corner’s;
p'r'aps he'll give youa lift."”

This was spoken to the stranger, who,
tarning to Jacob, said:

* I whould be very glad If you would
take me as far as you go. I ecan ensily
walk the rest. 1 will pay you for your
trouble.!’

There wis somethiog In that frank,
pleasant smile and cheery wvoice that
plensed Jacob.

* You can ride au’ welcome, sir; and
I won't charge you nothing, neither,"!

“You are living on old Deacon Dra-
cub’s place ¥* sald the stranger, ns, leay-
ing the village, the two rode along under
the tall, over-arching trees,

* 'Wall, yes—that is to say, it was his
when he wns alilve. He's gone where
farme an’ sich aln't of no account. The

dencon was powerful foud of money if
he was a descon, but he couldn’t take
none of it with him,""

“ He left n young widow, I hear ¥"

“Young ¥ Wall, yes, I should think
s0, I never was 80 dumbfounded in my
life as when the deacon brung her home,
a sweet, prelty critter, young enough to
be his gran'darter. They never dis-
agreed none, though it wus easy secin’
that she waren't any too happy. poor
thing! They do sny that she was dis-
appointed ; that she was engaged to o
young man that went off an’ marrisd
somebody else. But I don’t know as to
the right on’t."

“ 1 think I heard you speaking about
her wanting help. I shouldn't mind
hiving out myself for n while if I thought
I could sult her.”

Jacob's face brightened.

Y If you would, it would be really au
accommodation. You won't find it
hard—only the damb critters to feed, and
to do the chores. 1 want to gitaway for
a week or a0 ‘'mazingly.”

Al this moment they stopped at the
gate, over which Mrs. Dmacut—a pretty,
blooming brunette—was leaning.

“ Did you bring any mail ¥’ she sald
to Jacob, not notlelng, In the dusk of
the gathering twilight, the stranger just
baok of him.

i

“'Wall, yes, marm, thongh it's all
luck an’ chance my gettin® him, This
s Mra. Dracut," added Jaoob, turning
to his companton. “T don't mind ns
you told me your nnme,*’

Opening her éyes whilely, Mre, Dracutl
looked from one to the other, reddened,
and then as the nature of poor Jacob's
blunder broke through her bewilder-
ment, barst into & merry ringing laugh.

1 beg pardon, sir,” she sald, as soon
ng she eould speak, “ but It Is such &
ridicalous blunder. 1 asked Jacob to
#oe If there was any mall matter for me,
and he="

And again the pretly widow went off
Into & merry peal of laughter, o which
the stranger was foreced to Join,

There was something in the sound of
that lnugh that made Mrs, Dracut's
pulse guiocken, Hhe turned toward the
stranger, who now suddenly grew
sober, -

“ o you don’t want me, Busan ¥’

As Mrs. Dracut looked attentively at
“]T speaker, her face blushed, and then
]lll (51 8

“ Robert !—1s it possible?’™”

“Quite possible, Mre, Dracut, as I
suppose I ought to eall you now."’

*How—how ig your wife,Mr. Ainsle '

“f have no wife: it was & wicked le
that they told you. 1 am the AAme—my
lienrt 18 the same as ever, And you?”

The face was very bright with smiles
and blushes that Susan Hfted to that
questioning gane.

* Neither have I sltersd. But come
in, Robert ; you will go no further to.
night, "

Iobert Ainslie walked in, and, though
he went the next morning, he came
aguln and yet again,

There was a time, not very far remote,
when be came Lo go no more, though
this did not occur until Susan had gone
through the formality of haviog her
name changed to Aluslie,

Old Jacob Miller lives with them

finding ample employment in the gar.
den and stable,

Facts About Bristles,

I.\' u readable article on Brush mak-
ing, ns carried on in s leading estab-
lishment of this city, the Polytechuie
Review gives these facts about bristles :

Nexito wool and sllk, bristles are
about the most important of animal
produots, OF these the pringiple sup-
ply does not come from our own hemis.
phere, where they lack flexibility; nor
from Great Britain, where fine breeding
has improved the flesh al the expense
of the bristle; nor from France nor
Eouthern Europe ; nor from the German
States, where the bristles are either too
short and rigid or too long: nor from
the immense forests of Poland, which
once furnished so many ; but it is the
Russlan Bear—to make a bull— that
furnishes us with the beat bristles.

In Northern Muscovy are Intermina-
ble forest of pines and larches, oaks and
beeches, birch-trees and rowans, Be-
neath these the ground is literally knee-
deep with cones, acorns and berries,
rich and easy food for countless droves,
of half-wild swine. Of these a special
race, fattened In & cerfain  way, yield
the bristle par excellence. The desirable
food is the refuse of the great govern-
ment tallow Mmetories, The most sulia-
ble animals are the rustic pigs, belng
nearcst to the wild boar, from which
they spring. The best bristles are from
the back of the animal. The northern
central governments furnish the most
bristles, exporting annually over 40,
000,000 pounds, worth about $5,000,000,

From France comeo bristles, white in
color, soft and elastie to the touch, The
German bristles rank about with the
French, Pennsylvania bristles are good ;
those from our Western States poor.
The Russinn bristles are long, straight,
clear at the butt and transparent. The
Freuch and German are dead in color.

Of the whole bristle crop the cobbler
hns the first cholee, getting for his
“waxed ends’” the longest and strong-
est.

To make an artist’s ** camel’s hair”
brosh some one must fir<t go gunning
for squirrels, The baii4 are welghed
and bunched, the buuch put points
downward in a flat.bottomed metal cup,
which is rattled in a pecalinr way upon
o stone table, so as to get the ]I)Pnota
even, The butts are then trimmed ofl’
even, the bunch stuck through a solder-
ed flat tin ferrule, which is further
flattened with s hammer, so as to m
the hairs, In the* English" style

butts are first cemented then glued, the
handle Is then inserted in the ferrule,

the giue partly holding It For use |
vardish, whioh does not aifect glae, the

mghﬁ"kﬂu secured by

cross-
nalls drl t h the ferrule and
ml_:ntod‘:unlh und clinehed hard, -




