
A CONSPICUOUS OPPORTUNITY.

“Why don’t I get married ?”

“Iwonder if there is any process of

law or condition f ethics that can pro-
tect me from that question ?”—and Miss

Margaret Winthrop turned sharply
round and looked at her brother-in-law

as if for a reply.
Dr. Ainslee looked up from his paper

•with an expression that evinced a cer-

tain enjoyment of the chase, rather

than a sympathy with the pursued, and

answered:

“Yefc, there is one means of escape.
”

“And that is to get married,. I sup-

pose?”
“Exactly.”
Miss Winthrop was not soothed by

She regarded it as 'an

unwholesome state of civilization in

which a woman with a handsome income

and a natural bias tbward contentment

could not pursue her own course with-

out being headed off at every turn with

that imbecile query. Among her friends

she was spoken of as eccentric, a wom-e

an who unfortunately had ideas, and,
while possessing inestimable advan-

tages, had signally failed to make any
use of them. This failure was all the

more conspicuous from the fact that in

her first season she had promised much.

She had allowed brilliant opportunities
to slip through her fingers one by one,
untilshe had brought the reproach of

spinsterhood upon a family that within

the memory of man had married its

daughters young and well, and, for any-
thing the world knew to the contrary,
happily. She was 28 to-day.

This was the view taken of the situa-

tion by her friends. Miss Winthrop re-

garded it from a different point of ob-

servation. She knew many things that

the world could not know concerning
the alleged felicity of various members
of her family, past and present, who
had married early,and “well.’ Then
there was the inevitable entail of case

and suffering. Why any woman

shouß fly • precipitately con-

sequences of rnttfriage" when sHe had

the- benefit (? other people’s ex-

perience as a warning was something
Miss Winthrop had .never understood
and did not seek to explain. She had

all a woman’fl'hoh-or of'peihg ealletl an

"old maid, though the of

Spinstajhood wore iduitues alluring. It
had never been intention

to join the ranks of ’tlfe-belated sister-

hood. Of course she intended to marry
at some time, but why be jn haste?
Did not every married woman of her

adxhjt' that Abiirlship‘was

the most.delightful part of all, and that

anticipations s of post-nuptial felicity
were qpt to resolve 1

themselves into an

unsatisfactory Of course

no well-regulated woman wanted to be

ian old maid;" but conceive the want of

foresight lin the- woman who married

her firsflptfer, thus putting it out of

her power jta. enjoy again the delightful
•experience of courtship, when by re-

jecting him she could go on repeating it

indefinitely with fresh subjects and

under an infinite variety of conditions.
She that loves runs away,

Willlive to love another day

was Miss Winthrop’s motto; that mar-

riage was, like death, a thing to be

¦deferred as long as possible, and ac-

•cepted finally as a heroic remedy for

something worse was her philosophy.
Being 28 to-day she felt that the time
liad come for heroic measures. She

-did not-look a,day oyer 20. Her hair
was the same dost tint of brown that

it had always been; her cheek had a

•firmness of contour and a delicate
blush upon it that'might have belonged
£o a girl of 17; the beauty which had

made her conspicuous as a debutante

gave no signs of approaching deteriora-
tion. but what did all this amount to

when everybody knew she was 28, and

attested with exasperating indelicacy
that she was “remarkably well pre-
served.”

She could not possibly put it off

much longer, and yet she felt a certain

shrinking from, her destiny —as the
hand”of-» suicide might recoil from its

instrument —as she began to review

mentally the opportunities remaining
to her.

“Money is no object,” she exclaimed

at last. “Iwant freedom, and the only
•condition compatible with perfect free-

¦dom is widowhood. Unfortunately we

can’t be born widows, and the odds

against being left a widow without in-

cumbrance are infinity to one; If there

was only some way of making a woman

a widow by an act of Congress or a de-

cree of court! It’s shocking to think

cf the risks a woman must run to attain

that seventh heaven of independence.
1 believe I will advertise for a con-

sumptive, and agree to nurse him ten-

derly through the remnant of his exist-

ence if he will obligate himself to die

within a given time. ”¦

Mrs. Ainslee, her sister, and her sen-

ior by two years,
turned toward her the

face of shocked and outraged wife-

hood.
But Mrs. Ainslee, to the indiscretion

cf marrying young, had added the folly
cf'spoiling her husband, and Miss Win-

throp expected this silent protest from

her. y

“Ifyou want something of that sort,”
¦said the Doctor, laying aside- his paper,

' “it is not worth while to advertise. I

have a patient on hand that willexactly
fill the bill.”

“Tellme about him,” she said, with

sudden enthusiasm.

“He is not a consumptive,” continued
the Doctor. “It is even a more hope-
less case than that. He may die at any

moment; he can’t possibly Jive longer
than a few months, and fa as sorely in

need of competent nursing as any poor

dvrilleyer saw. He has nd friends

here, though he was born and raised in

this place. I tried to get him into the
hospital, but it is crowded, and there
has been so much sickness this season

that I could not get a nurse for him.

though I have been looking for one ever

since he came. He was a classmate of
mine at college, but he went away, and
I have not seen him since he graduated
until Iwas called to attend him several

days ago. He was a splendid fellow

then, but he is a total wreck now. The
worst of it .is that the fellow doesn’t
want to get well. I don’t know yihat
has happened to him since he left here,
but whatever it is ithas crushed him ut-

terly. He seems to have money enough
for everything he wants; the only trou-

ble is, he can’t get a nurse for lover or

money.
”

The Doctor had forgot ton what

started his recital; he was thinking
only of his friend, wondering what

could have subdued a jovial and natur-

ally buoyant fellow so corilpletely,
when he was suddenly called to order

by Miss Winthrop.
“You are positively certain that he

cannot recover ?” she askeej-
“In the natural course of events he

cannot. He might be restored by a

miracle.
”

“And can only live a few months at

best?”
“Ishould say five or six months at

most.”

“This," said Miss Winthrop, with
perfect gravity, “is the one opportunity
of a lifetime. It would be like flying
in the face of Providence not to accept
it.”

“Itlooks rather pointed,” said the
Doctor. “Itdoes not often happen that

a woman while indulging a whim can

at the same time do an act that may
be counted unto her for righteousness. ”

“IfIwere to talk like that I should

expect something to happen to me,”
said Mrs. Ainslee, shocked at her sister

and surprised by this unusually flip-
pant behavior on the part of her hus-
band.

Perhaps out of regard for Mrs. Ains-
lee’s abnormally sensitive sympathy
the discussion rested here, but the sub-

ject was not forgotten. Miss Winthrop
pondered it in secret and ultimately
evolved a purpose.

John Hemingway had been crushed

by no catastrophe. He had simply
been Uniformly unlucky. A series of

unprofitable speculations, each incon-

siderable in itself, had melted his once

ample fortune to a meager income

barely sufficient for his needs. The
strenuous effort to retrieve it in a

climate unsuited to him had sapped his

vitality and sent him back, broken in

health and spirit, to {lie withinsight of

his ancestral roof, but not beneath its
shelter. His parents were dead, the
other - members of his family had gone

away; the only familiar face he had

seen since his return was that of Tom
Ainslee, his college friend. He was

quartered in hired lodgings, and thujr
were as bleak and dismal as such places
.generally are. rpom where he

lay theje was a faded Brussels carpet,
an armchair out at elbows, a haircloth

sofa, a bed, and some ? other essential

articles, in keeping with those already
mentioned. The room was hot, and

the street below was noisy. He lay
there listlessly, looking at the stunted

maples, with , leaves all covered with

dust, whose tops just reached the open
window by his bed, yearning for one

breath of pure, fresh air, one hour of

perfect quiet. But there would never

be anything else but tins untilitwas all

over; he would never leave this room

until he left the world. He turned

wearily away .from the window and cov-

ered his eyes with his hand. *

There was a knock at the door, and

he responded feebly, “Come in.” It was

too early for the Doctor; it might be’

his landlady, who sometimes came in to
see if he needed anything, and to give
him his medicine. He heard the rustle

of drapery, and smelled a faint, sweet

odor. He lifted his hand from his eyes
and beheld a vision. A fair, slender

woman, clad in soft yldte mull that
seemed to make the room several de-

grees cooler, was standing by the bed.

She wore a bunch of heliotrope in her

belt, whose fragrance seemed like a

blessed breath from that far-away nook

he had been longing for only a moment

before; from under the fluffy, feathery
poke bonnet fell a slightly curling
fringe of bright-brown hair, and a pair
of large violet eyes beemed on him

with a sweet compassion.
He was an unpromising subject,

truly; his face was sharp and sallow,
and a beard about a week old added

much to its haggardness. He must be

very tall, for he seemed to stretch away
from her indefinitely, as she stood there

at the bed’s head, and he was thinjto
emaciation.

“This is Mr. Hemingway,” she said
at last.

“Iwas once,” he answered wearily.
“Iam Miss Margaret Winthrop,” she

continued. “Iam Dr. Ainslee’s sister-

in-law. Ibelieve you are his patient ?”

“Yes; Tom and I are old friends, and
I remember your father very well.

Won’t you be seated?” he asked, sud-

denly remembering his position as host.
She drew up the shabby arm-chair

and sat down by the bed. It was not

so easy to begin as she had imagined.
’He will take me for a lunatic or an

assassin with designs upon imaginary
wealth,” she thought as she sat there

revolving her cold-blooded scheme and

wishing she had deliberated upon it

more fully before taking this step.
But at was too late to go back now.

What plausible excuse could she give
for having come there unattended? He

would tell Tom, of course, that she had

been there. Tom would tell Annie,
who would look unutterable things and

lecture her for" a-< week. He had evi-

dently suffered much; he was lying
there so miserable, and helpless; it

seemed that she had never appreciated
the inhumanity of the whole proceeding
until now. But she was a woman of

resolution. She had satisfied herself

th(at the arrangement would be one of

mutual advantage. The only question
ini her mind was how to begin.

y‘lt was very kind and thoughtful of

you to 'come,” he said, breaking the

somewhat protracted silence.

“Thoughtful, but not kind,” she re-

plied with nice discrimination. “Tom
was telling us to-day how uncomforta-

ble you Were here, and how ill. I un-

derstood frsm him that you did not

have proper attention and—that—you

—could not get well, and I came with a

purpose.”
He looked up gratefully, and she

could not have felt more guilty or con-

temptible ifshe had stabbed him with
a knife and received in return his dying
benediction. But she had the courage
of desperation, and she kept oh. She

told him her plan, which was, briefly,
to marry him and attend him carefully
for the triflingremnant of his existence.
In return for lyhich he was to bestow

i upon her the inestimable privileges of

widowhood.
It was not so bluntly stated, of course,

• and was accompanied by many whys
and wherefores intended to modify to

some extent what she -considered the
fiendish conception and the indelicate

execution of the plot. '

Itwas of no consequence whatever to

Hemingway that she desired his demise;
was even figuring upon it at that mo-

ment with pleasurable anticipations of

a time when it would have cagLabout
her a mantle of unimpeachable-dignity
and permanent security from social per-
secutions. She was sitting there, like

a section of paradise, fitted into that

dingy chair, illuminating the whole
room and filling it with the exquisite
odor of heliotrope. To such a presence
a man may forgive much. There was

but one tnought in his mind after he
was assured that it was not an illusion

which had come to torture him with

malicious contrast. “Her friends would

certainly object.’ 1

She assured him with strict veracity
that it was her own affair entirely and

rested with themselves.

When it all came out Annie was

shocked beyond anything. She had al-

ways known that “Meg”would do some-

thing disgraceful, but she was not pre-

pared for this. To deliberately pro-

pose to a man ajjd then coolly sit down

with the eyes of the whole community
upon her and wait for him to die —it

was too much.

The Doctor was secretly insympathy
with what he called the Mutual Benefit

association, and the result of all this

was an immediate and quiet wedding,
at which the groom did not wear the

“regulation black. ”

Any unpleasant gossip that might
have followed the event was neatly
averted by a story industriously circu-
lated by Tom Ainslee to the effect that

Hemingway was really an old lover of

‘Meg’s,” and some mysterious hints of

a romantic story in the background that

he could te}l if he lelt disposed,
- A week lister, when Ainslee came for
his usual afternoonsvisit to the invalid,
Meg called him aside and hesitatingly
inquired whether he - thought it would
hurt the patient to be moved.

“Uuj-m-m, no, Idon’t think it would
hurt him to be moved; in fact, I am

sure'tt would not; but I would suggest
that you arq in danger of defeating
youi

- own purpose. If you nurse him

too well, you know, he might recover;
and' that, undpt t|ie circumstances,
would fallfittlq short bf;disaster.

“Don’t be brutal; Tom,” she
„ said.

“This place is ineffably dismal, and he

may as well be comfortable for the

little time that is left.”

She took a cottage in the suburbs
near the river, with plenty of space
around it and windows that looked out

upon an expanse of shining water and

far-blue rims of hills. It was June;
about the verandas and windows hung*
a mass of climbing roses that filled the

place with fragrance, and into the airy
front room, with its fine windows and

its distant glimpses of river and green
hills beyond, went the invalid’s bed.

All day long the fresh breeze from

the river, laden with the odor of roses,

parted the fleecy drapery of the win-

dows and blew softly upon his face.

Everywhere reigned the delicious quiet
his tortured nerves had needed above

all things; the grateful absence of the

sound of wheels and other urban noises

that had fretted his soul with their din

—the only echo of these • that reached
him now was the daily pilgrimage of

Tom Ainslee’s buggy. Near him, all

day long, sat “Meg,” in her soft, white

dress and her flowers, with the soft

light on her brown hair, and a softer

light in her great, violet eyes, sur-

roundings which certainly invited an

interest in terrestrial things, and, as,

the weeks passed on, John Hemingway
—a man of honor and sensitive

conscience—began -to be troubled with

a misgiving—a misgiving that, after

all, he was not going to fulfillhis part of

the contract. He felt that, for the
first time in his life, he was about to

go squarely back on an obligation. He

had entered into a deliberate contract

to die within a given time, and what

amends could he make for his ungener-
ous recovery ? It would be but a poor
return for her assiduous • attention and

tender ministrations. She could not

have been more sweetly careful of his

comfort if she had “loved with a love

that was more than love, ” in return for

which he was about to inflict upon her

a permanent and unmitigated disap-
pointment. In vain he assured himself
that had he even dreamed of a possible
recovery he would never have allowed
her to take such a risk. This could

not possibly alleviate her disappoint-
ment nor excuse his perfidy.

He was thinking of these things one

day as he lay with his face turned in-

ward looking at Meg, whose eyes had
wandered from the book in her hand to

the hills beyond the river. She brought
them back presently, and they rested

for a moment on the face among the

pillows. The disfiguring beard had
been removed and the face was cer-

tainly fuller than when she had first

seen it. She supplied an imaginary
roundness of contour and decided that

nothing but health was needed to make

him a very handsome man.

“John, your face is certainly getting
fuller; suppose after all you should get
well?”

This sentence, inspired by a tender

interest, had’ somehow a heartless ring
when uttered.

“Itwould certainly be an ungrateful
return for all your kindness, but Iam

afraid I am getting better,” he said,
apologetically. “In fact, Tom inti-

mated to-day that Imight recover.”

Meg also had a misgiving. She had

thought a good deal about the possi-
bility of his recovery, and wondered

whether it would make much difference

to him; whether John Hemingway, re-

stored to health and no longer in need

of nursing, might {iot wish himself a

! single man again; whether there might
' not be, in all the lands ne had trav-

i ersed, some one he would have pre-

i ferred to her if he could have had his

' choice and known that he was going to

live, and there was nothing reassuring
in his remark that he was “afraid he

was getting better.”

“Don’t you want'to get well, John ?”

she asked, sadly; trying to scan his face

in the deepening twilight.
“It is not the thing to do, under the

circumstances,” he answered, plaint-
ively. After a moment’s silence he

I reached down for the hand that was

I resting on his counterpane and asked,
tremulously:

“Would you be—very much disap-
pointed if I should get well?”

In an instant she was kneeling by the

i bed, with her arms around him, her

! moist lashes brushing his face.

“Jack,” she said, “if you don’t get
well I’llbe the wretchedest widow that

ever sobbed above the wreck of bliss. ”

“

‘Though a man were dead, yet shall

he live’at such solicitation,” said John,
as his arms closed about her with a

pressure that argued returning vitality.
They were not the arms of a man lying
at death’s door, indifferent to the possi-
bilities of the world behind him. — Chi-

cago Tribune.
,

Tough Questions for an English School-

boy.
In the interests of suffering humanity,

as represented by boys of the tender

age of 12 competing for scholarships at

our public schools, permit me to lay
before your readers some of the ques-
tions contained inan examination paper

actually set at a public school of some

standing:

General Intelligence.—Paper 1. Ex-

plain briefly the terms Democracy,
Oligarchy, Plutocracy, Pessimist, An-

acronim, Swedenborgian, Free Trade,
Reciprocity, Jingoism, Verve.

2. Write the names, of six of Sir W.
Scott’s novels, and give a brief account

of some of them.

3. Contrast the action of a cow and a

horse in rising from a recumbent post-
ure, and of the chaffinch and blackbird

in flying. Why do sheep often graze
on their knees ?

4. We read that the anchor lost by
Columbus in his third voyage to the

West has lately been dug up by a gen-
tleman in his garden in the Island of

Antigua. How could this be?

5. Mention some fact connected with
each of the following names: Gen-
seric, Mausolus, Diogenes, Michael

Scot, Lord Bacon, Ravaillac, Strabo,
Ivan the Terrible, Louise Michel.

6. Examine the value of the state-
ments: (1) That the sun shining on

a fire in the grate puts it out. (2)
That a poker thrust into it makes it

burn: (3) That a poker placed over

an expiring fire will revive it. (4)
That fire burns brighter in frosty
weather.

7. What is a patent ? Mention some

useful patent. Cqn you have a patent
for a book ? What is a patent error ?

8. Explain what is meant by crusted

port, art, old Dresden, alkaram, an heir-

loom, nepotism, the survival of .the fit-

test, abrasion of the cuticle.
9. If a shriveled apple be placed

under an air-pump and the air ex-

hausted, the apple gets plump. Ex-

plain particularly how this occurs.

Most parents,. I think, will agree
with me that any criticism of this re-

markable production is superfluous.
The fault of it from beginning to end

lies in the fact that it demands from a

boy of 12 an amount of observation and

experience utterly unnatural at his
age.

—A Private Tutor, in London Stand-

ard.

Tricks in a Tunnel.

A party.of four persons were travel-

ing on the Hudson River road one

summer. In a seat was a young lady,
with a young gentleman who had been

very attentive to her. In the seat be-
hind them sat their friends, one of

whom was a sportive-young lady, fond

of practical jokes, and rather defiant of

public opinion. As the twiin dashed

through a short and very dark tunnel

she leaned over and imprinted a res-

onant kiss on the cheek of the young

lady in front of her. A scream fol-

lowed, and laughter came from the

darkness all over the car. As the. train

ran into daylight the insulted young
lady turned on her innocent escort,
and with snapping eyes and flaming
cheeks said:

“How dare you insult me in this
manner?”

“I assure you,” he said, stammering
in confusion at the strangeness of his

position, “that I have done nothing.
”

“Nothing!” she repeated, and burst

into tears.

The passengers now ceased laughing,
and looked at the unfortunate young
fellow indignantly. After further pro-
tests, which were not heeded, he went

to the smoking-car. The sportive
young lady wrote a note the next day
and explained matter's. The young

couple were reconciled; married, and
the other young lady was not invited to

their wedding.
An annoying practical joke was

playe,d On a bashful young man who

was accompanying a young lady on a

journey. While going through a tun-

nel a friend knocked off the bashful

young man’s hat, forced his fingers
through his hair, kissed the back of his
own friend, and then slapped his own

face violently. Every one in the car

looked in that direction when the light
came, and the friend was apparently
the most surprised of all. The mussed-

up appearance and confusion of the as-

tonished victim convinced the specta-
tors that he had tried to steal a kiss and
had been slapped. young lady un-

derstood the situation and blushed

painfully. The friends got off at the

same station, a rough-and-tumble fol-

lowed, and the practical joker was

whipped.— Spring field News.

Mrs. Washington, the mother of

Gen. Washington, was buried at Fred-

ericksburg, Va. In 1833 the corner-

stone of a ’monument was laid, Presi-
dent Jackson going from Washington
to preside at the ceremonies. Not only
has the monument never been finished,
but the tomb is neglected. It is pro-
posed to ask that Congress shall m

• the repairs that are needed and so end
a disgraceful matter

THE BAD BOY.

“There, now, I have got you,” said
the groceryman to the bad boy, as he

came in with his lip cut, and looked in

the glass to see if it was growing to-

gether. “Now you sit down here while
I call a policeman. I saw you going
down an alley this morning with a tin

pail and a bundle, and I believe that

you are one of these fire-bugs, and

that you had a pail of kerosene and
some kindling, and thdt you have set a

fire with a slow match that will break
out pretty soon. Oh, lamon to you,

’’

and the groceryman looked sassy.

“Well, I have kindled a fire,” said
the bad boy, as he rubbed Some vase

line on hie lip, “and when it breaks out
and becomes warm, instead of calling out

the fire department it will call forth

prayers fiom a poor, heart-broken

woman, and make the smiles of joy
light up her face, and don’t you for-

get it.”

“Where did yon set that fire?” asked

the groceryman, as he began to relent.

“Tell me about this incendiarv perform-
ance.”

“Well, you know that girl that run

away from our ward last year, and mar-

ried that dude who thought she was

rich? He deserted her, and she came

back here about a month ago, but she

was not well enough to get work in the

store, and she has had a hard time. I

used to go to school with her, and the

other day Imet her ona back street,
and she asked me for 2 stillings to buy
some bread and milk, and I gave it to

her, and then I followed her to her
home. She lives in a room over a meat

market, and all the furniture she has

got wouldn’t filla play-house for your
little baby girl. I guess half the time
all the meat she has is the smell she

gets from the meat down stairs, but
when they are trying lard in the butch-
er shop the smell is real strengthen-
ing. Well, sir, when I went in the

room she was feeding a leetle bit of a ba-

by some bread and milk, and crying and

laughing all at once. By gosh, it

broke me all up. She had pawned
everything she had for something for

the baby to eat, and she was in pretty
bad shape. The baby eat and laughed,
and went to sleep, and then she told

me all her troubles, how the dude had

gone back on her, and how she had
worked making shirts at 10 cents

apiece to support herself and baby, I

was darn glad that baby did not look

dike the dude. Well, sir, that poor

pale girl, crying there in that old bare-

room, was too much for Hennery, and

Iwent out and called our gang of boys
together, us boys that I told you had

been sawing wood for widders. I told

them about this girl, and being the

boss of the gang I gave them fifteen
minutes to raise $2 apiece, and before
the time was up they all came down

with the money. Then Idivided it up
and told one boy to go and get $2
worth of coal, and another one, he was

a committee on biscuit and tea and

fsugar, and I. was lightning, on baby
clothes and milk, and the bundle you
saw me carry down the alley was flan-

pel clothes our baby has kicked herself
out of, and it wanj no kindling wood
for incendiary fires, and the kerosene

you thought I had was milk, and none

of your milk wagon stuff. Well, you’d
a dide to see us fellows get things up

stairs, and surprise that poor little

woman. My chum built a, fire, and you
ought to have seen me dress that baby.
I, used to be mad when ma made me

put clothes on the baby, at home, when

she wanted to do up her hair, but now

I am glad of it, ’cause I can get in my
work on little, cold, poor babies, and

make them think I ,am an old nurse

from Nurseville. The tired little

mother just sat right down on the floor
and cried to see us boys take hold of

running the house, and I was afraid

she would flood the butcher shop
below, so I took the baby, when I had

got the warm flannels on it,
and it looked surprised at being so

warm, as though something had hap-
pened to it, and I put it inthe mamma’s

lap, and she hugged it tillI thought
she would bust it, sure; but mothers
know just how tight to hug, don’t they?
We fixed her up in good shape, and

each of us borrowed a blanket off our

own beds at home and took them to

her, and I guess she is the happiest
little woman in this town, but I wish

she would not cry so. Jt breaks some-

thing inside my vest when I see a

woman cry, and I feel as though my

gall was all running out. Well, us

boys has took a solemn oath to be that

woman’s gardeene— how do you spell
that ? Anyway, we are going to be her

pertector, or boss, this winter, until

she gets able to work and earn her liv-

ing, and that woman is going to hkve

all she can lay her jaws to, and the

baby is going -to be dressed just as well

as any baby in this town, as long as

ma’s baby’s clothes hold out. I tell

you, a baby with four bad boys laying
for it, to watch that it don’t suffer,
isn’t in danger of freezing; and after

this, if you see me going down that

alley at night, loaded with anything,
from a nursing bottle to a barrel of

flour, don’t you give me away. And if

you bear of any babies ;that’s lost their

cud, and don’t know where the next

meal is coming from, you just inform
us boys, and we will fill the baby so

fullof cut feed that it can’t yip. Say,
how would some of them dried apples
do for our baby?”

“Oh, get out,” said the groceryman,

“you ought to know that dried applea
would split a baby wide open. What-
ever you do, don’t ever give a/baby
dried apples. Now, here axe some nice

prunes that would be splendid for a

baby. They are a little wormy, but

prunes open the pores and develop the
voice. Have a couple of pounds?”

“Naw, Idon’t want any prunes. This
isn’t a prune baby. Ma’s baby is a

prune baby, I guess, cause its pores are

open all the time, and it has got the
best developed voice in this town. But
this baby with a dude father is going to

live on something better than boarding
house sauoe. Say, don’t you think there

ought to be a law to kill dudes when

they are out of season ?”

“Dudes ought to be protected the

any other game,” said-the

grocery man. “They are harmless ex-

cept in August, when they ought to be

muzzled. But what ails your lip ?”

“A calf kicked it I don’t think a

calf has got any more sense than a dude.

The Humane society man told me to

keep watch, and when I saw any of

these fellows that bring calves in town

in a wagon abusing the calves, to make

them« stop it, or have them arrested.

; Yesterday Isaw a calf all tied up by the

! legs in a wagon, bellowing, and I

| sneaked up behind and cut the rope,-

: around its legs, to relieve the pain.
, How do you suppose the calf thanked
ime ? Kicked me in the lip with both

I hoofs, and the driver chased me two
blocks with a blacksnake whip. There
has got to be a better understanding
between calves and us Humane society
fellows, or Ishall resign. Wait tillI

go and
carry these red socks to the

baby and I will play you a game of

dominoes,” and the bad” boy went out

whistling, “I’m Denny McGonigle’s
Daughter, Mary Ann,” and the grocery
man cut off a piece of cheese to send
the baby.— Peck's Sun.

Is Superfluous Flesh a Disease?

Is fat a sign of health? ought long
before this to have been settled by a

jury of medical experts—if it were pos-
sible for a jury all of a trade to settle

anything—but it has been left for a

woman physician to decide that it is

not; to assert, on the contrary, that it

is positive evidence of disease, and to
attack it and cure it accordingly. It is

very well known that several beautiful
and prominent women in New York so-

ciety wr hose fair 30 or 40 years were

marred only by a too rapid accumula-
tian of protoplastic tissue, have, after

a summer of seclusion, suddenly ap-

peared rejuvenated- -reduced to refined

and admirable proportions, without any
loss in color or texture of skin; on the

contrary, their old brightness super-
added to the charms of a purity and

delicacy which rival youth itself.

“What is the matter? What have you
done to yourself ?” have been the ques-
tions asked on first meeting their
friends. “Oh, I have been made over,”
is usually the joking reply; but one

was found who was more communica-

tive. She gave the name and address

of the physician who treats over-abund-

ant flesh as a disease and cures it, dr at
least has produced marvelous results
in half a dozen personally authenti-

cated cases. A desire to know how

much quackery there might be ii*the
treatment and something of the modus

operandi prompted a call upon the

physician in question. I found a

bright, intelligent woman, who would

not impress any one as a quack. Her
success she attributed to the fact that

she had satisfied herself that superflu-
ous flesh was a disease; had studied it

and worked out a cure for it—a cure

which she claims to be permanent and

lasts a lifetime.. In r'egardto the treat-

ment she was, naturally, somewhat

reticent, particularly as it varies with
difference in constitution and habits,
and what is true of one case, therefore,
might not be true of another. Of

forty cases upon her books, no two

were treated exactly alike, but she ex-

hibited her books, in which was kept
careful record of the reduction in

weight which had followed the treat-

ment from week to week, and of the

final return to normal conditions. It

was freely stated, however, that the

principle of cure was largely based

upon diet, which was at first nitro-

genous but variable, afterward farina-

ceous and absolute. The liver is at- •

tacked and brought into line by a safe,

and special remedy; hot water is used;
hot medicated foot baths, and the num-

ber of meals at once reduced. It is

found that very fleshy people are

usually fond of sugar and sweets, and

these are tabooed strictly. The reduc-
tion of flesh is to the normal standard,
to what would be considered the proper

weight for the height of the individual,.
but the cure is not considered complete
when this result is attained.

The diet must .be prolonged for a

“cure,” and when this is effected the

appetite for unwholesome sweets and

pastries and for highly stimulating
viands has departed. It is a perfectly
“natural” cure, if is said, and one quite
in harmony with the laws of the consti-

tution of the patient; and ifso, it is not

difficult to see how widely it must differ

from the ordinary system of medical

practice.— Health and Home.

Trained Teachers.

The great aim of every system o

public instruction should be to secure

the services of teachers specially
trained, precisely as the members of

any • other professions are trained, to

produce the best results in the shortest

possible time. * *• * The born

teacher is as rare as the born poet.
Hence the necessity for normal schools.
* * * In the United States there
are only about 200 normal schools to

recruit the ranks of an army of 300,000 1
publie-sehool teachers, As a •matter of

course, then, there must be many in-

competent teachers, men and women,
whose highest idea of teaching is to

hear lessons, previously committed to

memory, parrot fashion, from a text

book. Under such teachers there will

always be overwork, worry, disgust,
imitation, and if permitted, frequent
allopathic doses of rattan.— President
Thomas Hunter.

“Pegs.”
“I’ve got a pointer!” he gasped, as

hie rushed into an office. »
-

“What?” *

“The Great Mogul is over on Wall
street.”

“What of it?”

“Why, he must have gone down to

peg up his stocks. Egad! I’ll risk

SI,OOO on it”

Next day the same individual entered

the same office in a limpy -condition,
and in a husky, far-away voice he an-

nounced :

“Got another pointer.”
“Well?” - , .

“The Great Mogul came down to

puU put the pegs!”

Put His Foot in It.

They were returning home from the

theater, and had nearly reached her

home when the young man observed:
“Isn’tthe weather cold and raw?”

She must have misunderstood him.

“Raw/* she said, rather hesitatingly.
“Yes, I like them raw, but,” she con-

tinued, looking sweetly in his eyes,
“don’t you think they are nicer fried ?”

What could he do?— Philadelphia
Call. -

ACROSS THE PEAINS:

't •:« plains were wide and vast and drear,
*T>ie mountain peaks seemed cool and near,

'Ihe sun hung low toward ths west,

*Bu near,* we sighed, “are we to rest.*

But journeying through the closing day.
Our feet are weary of the wav;

Err, far before our aching sight
The plains lie in the waning light.

The mountain peaks that seamed so near,

And hold onr rest forever there.
Are far across the desert lands—

We vainly djyVith lifted hands.

O Mils that stand against the sky,
We may not reach you ere we die;

pur hearts are broken with the pain.
For rest and peace we may not gain.

Upon the plains we faint and fall.
Our faces toward the mountalns’tall;
Our palms are clasped, but not to pray;
So die we with the dying day.


