
ETHEL'S TEST.

BY JENNIE S. JUDSON.

“Cyril, you stupid old book-worm,

get up this instant 1 Here it is 4

o’clock; the Henrys are expected in

half an hour, and you have made no

rgove to meet them. Auntie is depend-

ing on me to see that you are ready,
and she will be so provoked.”

“When ‘auntie’ assigned you that

commission, my dear, did its possible
magnitude occur to you?” asked Cyril,
provokingly, as he turned a pair of

handsome eyes on the sweet young
face at his side. “Youknow even a

woman willturn at last. What then if I

should boldly declare my independ-
ence and assert that I will not prepare
to meet the Henrys ?”

“Oh! Cyril, how utterly provoking

you can be,” cried Ethel, as the young
man coolly resumed his reading.

“Now, do be good, won’t you?” she

asked, coaxingly. “Auntie is sure you’ll
like Miss Henry, she is so altogether
nice.”

“What’s Hecuba to me, or I to

Hecuba?” he answered, lazily. “I’m

very well satisfied with the company I

now have.”
“Does that remark apply to the book

or to me?”

“Iwillbe good, Ethel,” was the ir-

relevant reply, as he left the swinging
hammock and took a seat at her side,
"provided my concession meets with

due reward.”

“Virtue is always its own reward.

What more can you wish?”

“Something you’ve never given me

yet,” gazing down intently into the

beautiful, upturned eyes. “Something
I ask not only as a reward, but that

you must give m> as good-by. ”

“Good-by!” in a startled voice, “why
good-by?”

“Because the coming of all these gay

young people willmean nothing but

separation for us, Ethel. There will

be no more quiet strolls by the brook,
no more readings in the afternoons, no

more home music in the twilight.”
“IknQw,” said Ethel, quietly; “but I

thought itwould be so much pleasanter
for you that I tried not to care.

”

“Oh! don’t you wish,” she added,
impulsively, “that auntie had no school

friends whose children might come to

visit her ?”

“Hardly,” was the terse reply, given
with a quizzical glance.

“How stupid of nfe!” she laughed,
"for I should not have had this lovely
home myself, nor my dear brother

Cyril, if mamma and auntie had not

been such friends at school.

“Now, brother mine,” she continued,
never noting the young man’s paling
lips nor darkened brow, “what is the

reward you wish?”

“Only a few of those violets at your
throat,” he answered, m a repressed
tone. “But, Ethel,” mastered at last

by some strange excitement, “Ibeg of

you never again to call me brother. I

cannot bear that title from
you.

”

“Forgive me. It was a liberty. I

had. no right.”
“No. You have no right. I-—”

And then he. nqw pressed his lips as

’though no othw yord should pass them.

“Would you not be willing to have

me for your sister, Cyril?” she asked,
raising lovely, deprecating eyes to his.

She little knew the wild thrill her

beauty and innocence gave him, nor

with what an effort he turned away.

“No,” he answered, almost sternly.
"Iwould never regard you as a sister.”

A glance of honest pain was his an-

swer, and Ethel rose and walked away.
“The struggle is a sore one,” he

•cried, as she disappeared among the

shrubbery, “but lam conqueror yet. I

dared not ask the kiss she would in her

childish innocence have givdn. My
heart would have lingered on my lips
and told the story Ihave so long sup-

pressed, that I have vowed she shall

not hear until her heart has stood some

test. She shall see the gay world about
her first this summer, and when she
knows better what to choose, I will lay
my heart at her feet.”

Gayety reigned supreme at “High
Oaks” inthe days that followed, for

Mrs. Grafton, Ethel’s guardian, was en-

deavoring to make her young ward’s

first experience in society a happy one.

And Ethel’s bright face gave no be-

trayal but that her attempt was a j
success.

“Where is Miss Ethel?” asked Clar-

ence Henry one morning, as he stepped
on the piazza, where his sister and

Cyril were holding an animated conver-

sation.

“You will find her in the shrubbery
likely," was Cyril’s careless reply. And

yet he felt a jealous thrill that Clar-
ence had supplanted him in seeking
her.

He noted Ethel’s blush and swift up-

ward glance as Mr. Henry spoke, and

the fate that had caused him to meet

Miss Henry on the piazza.
Two weeks had passed without one

'quiet talk between the two who, pre-

vious to the coming of their had

been almost inseparable, and Cyril
chafed at the constant separation.

“How jollyMay and Mr. Gray ton are

together,” observed Clarence as his sis-

ter’s merry laugh broke on the air.

“The old family arrangement may be

happily consummated yet; who knows ?”

“Was there an arrangement?” asked

£thel, quietly.

“Yes; made years ago when they were

‘children. They were very congenial
even then, but Cyril went away

five

years ago to Germany, and May has

never seen him since until now. The
course of true love will run smooth in

this case, I imagine.”
“It certainly seems to run smooth

now,” said Ethel, hiding her trembling
lips in the heart of a dewy rose.

“Another link to draw us nearer to

each other, Ethel,” whispered the

enamored young man.

“Oh! I have torn my hand on this

mischievous thorn,” cried Ethel, glad
to listen no longer.

“Cruel, cruel thorn to wound so

charming a little hand,” exclaimed

Clarence as he raised the injured mem-

ber to his lips.
“There is the luncheon bell, Mr.

Honry. Let us surprise auntie by
being on time,” and Ethel started hast-

ily toward the house. She stooped,
however, as she passed the library
window to pick up a pice of paper that

fluttered to her feet.

A littlelater, when about to don her

riding-habit, this same piece of paper
fell from her pocket, and she looked to

see what it might contain.

The handwriting was Cyril’s, and
she read, “Imay as well confess Fred,
that my heart is

my own no longer. I

have met one this summer to whom

even you would yield homage. I’llnot

weary you with rhapsodies upon her

beauty, winsomeness and intelligence;
for it is enough to say that she is the

one woman of the world for me, and—”
Here the letter closed abruptly, and

Ethel, lifting sad eyes from its perusal,
looked hopelessly out into the summer

radiance that mocked her from the

window.

“Cyril told me once,” she cried, “that
I had woman’s deepest lesson yet to

learn, and this is it; it must be it.”

“Why have you deserted me so en-

tirely since the arrival of our guests,
Ethel?” asked Cyril, reproachfully, as

the two chanced to ride side by side in

the gay equestrian party.
“Have I deserted you ? I didn’t con-

sider it in that light. I supposed we

were both happier as things were,
” she

returned, indifferently.
The look of pain in Cyril’s face would

the day before have brought quick, re-

morseful words to her lips, but the
letter had done its work, and she only
thought with scorn, “Cyril’svanity re-

quires more to feed upon than I had

supposed. One acknowledged captive
seems to afford it insufficient gratifica-
tion.

”

Chance threw the two together again
that night in the changes of a waltz-

quadrille, and they danced together for

the first time. Cyril forgetting as he

clasped the pliant, lissome figure in his

arms, her cruel words of the morning,
forgetting all save that the sad, lan-

guishing music was carrying them on

and on in a blissful dream of delight.
His eyes almost told the secret his pale
lips refused to betray, as he looked
down at her when the dance was done.

“Bather stupid for us to be thrown
so long together, wasn’t it?” laughed
Ethel, carelessly, “but I must say that

yon are a splendid waltzer, Cyril.
”

“And that is all it was to her!”
thought Cyril, as with a pale face he
turned away.

“Fool that I have been,” he muttered

vehemently, “to let matters drift. I

might have won her love if Ihad bound
her with a vow, but now it is too late,
too late. ”

“Grafton, may I see you a moment

in private?” asked Clarence Henry
next morning, as he stepped into the

library.
“You may,” was the stiff reply. “Is

there anything that I can do for you ?”

“A great deal, if you see fit. You

know my character, Grafton, my pros-

pects, my situation in life, and so forth.

Now,” with boyish impetuosity, “have
have you anything to say against them?.

Or, in other words, is there any valid

reason why I may not pay my addresses

to your mother’s ward, Miss Wheaton ?”

‘Why do you come tome?” asked

Cyril, haughtily. “You must be aware

that my mother is £he proper person to

address.”

“Your mother has given her con-

sent?” was the eager reply. “In com-

ing to you I only desired to make mat-

ters agreeable all around.

“Miss Ethel has expressed a wish for

your happiness,” he continued, “why
should you be reluctant to do the same

for her?”

“Ethel’s happiness!” exclaimed Cy-
ril, in a low, hoarse voice; “does Ethel’s
happiness depend upon my consent to

your suit? If so, Mr. Henry ” as-

ter a moment’s bitter struggle, “be as-

sured that her happiness is so dear to me

I shall place no obstacle in the way.
”

And with a hurried “Excuse me,” he left

the room.

“What a strange method of pro-
cedure!” commented Clarence; “if he

were not so infatuated with May, I

might think he was in love with Ethel

himself.”

“Ah, well!” straightening up his

stalwart young figure, “Iwill no longer
delay, but ‘

put it to the touch, and win

or lose it all.’
”

Two hours later, as Cyril strayed,
alone and wretched, through the dis-

tant shrubbery, a suppressed sob drew

his attention, andj cast down on the

green sward in an abandon of sorrow,

who should he see but Ethel, dear

I little, sunshiny Ethel, who was never

known to shed a tear.

“Ethel!” he cried, inquick surprise,
“what is it? Why are you here alone?”

She sprang suddenly to her feet, ex-

claiming, with startled vehemence;
“You, Cyril! Is it you?”

“Yes, Ethel, it is I. Is my presence

so very unwelcome?”

“Not at all,” with an attempt at

proud unconcern; “Ihad intended soon

to see you of my own accord.”

“Well,” he answered, coldly, “lam at

your service; what is it you desire ?”

For a moment she paused, then,
flushed and trembling, she said, “Iam

very sorry, Cyril, that I cannot accede

to your and auntie’s wishes. I
have never opposed you before,
have I?” with a forlorn attempt at a

smile; “but indeed in so vital a matter

to me I cannot yield entirely to your
choice.” How the pale lips quivered.

“What do you mean?”

“I mean,” passionately, “that much

as you and auntie wish it Icannot en-

gage myself to Clarence Henry. I

know you will think me blind and way-

ward, but after all, Cyril,” falteringly,
“my heart is my own, and cannot be

made to obey the dictates of another.”

“Is your heart your own, my darling, ”

he whispered with passionate tender-
ness as he drew her suddenly toward
him.

One startled glance she gave into the

love-illumined face above her, then hid

her happy eyes upon his breast.
“Oh! Ethel,” he cried, “how could

you for one moment fancy that Iwanted

you to marry Clarence Henry? My
heart was broken at the thought. Has

nothing whispered to you the torture
I have endured in the past two

weeks in seeing him, as I feared, slow-

ly but surely winning your heart
from me ?”

“Iwas suffering, too, Cyril,” she an-

swered, in a low, sweet voice. “I

thought you cared far more for Miss

May than for me. Are you sure,” she
added, wistfully, “that you do not?”

“Am Isure ?” he mocked her, with a

happy laugh. “Look up, my Ethel,
my flower, my little queen; take one

Ring look into my eyes, and read there
whom the love is for.”

So Ethel did as she was bid, read,
and was satisfied.

The Egyptian Peasantry.
The agricultural fellah is an admir-

able style of man. With good cerebral

development and much aptitude and

intelligence, with an agile and muscu-

lar frame, he is a typical farm laborer,
and as he patiently works his shadoof
or waters his fields with tiny rills of

the water it has raised, or diligently
weeds or hoes his crops, he presents an

example of untiring industry and

quaint yet ingenious contrivance. He
has also a love of education, and de-
sires that his children should learn all
that can be taught in the schools to

which he has access. He will often

pay the village teacher what for him is
a very large sum in exchange for a

village education, and he is anxious
when he can to take advantage of

European schools. He reads, too,
when he can get books, and loves to
know something of the great world be-

yond him. The dweller in a mud hut,
almost roofless and destitute of furni-

ture, is often for. his circumstances a

.somewhat intelligent and even learned

man, and he is quick of apprehension,
and readily acquires or imitates Any-
thing brought under his notice by

His family affections are

strong, and his cheerfulness and good-
nature are almost invincible. He is, it

is true, deficient in some of the harder
virtues of more northern climates, and
is less self-reliant and less truthful

than he should be, but it must be re-

membered that his race has suffered

oppression from a period long ante-

cedent to the rise of our modern na-

tions. The Egyptian must not be

supposed to be represented by the
rabble that howl for backsheesh at

places frequented by travelers. Va-

grants and beggars exist more or less

everywhere, and inEgypt the observant
tourist can easily see the difference be-

tween these and the men and boys
diligently watering and weeding their

crops from morning to night, and the

women busily employed in household
work. Too often, however, all are

treated alike by strangers and their

employes, and it is frequently painful
to see decent and orderly people plying
some humble trade or offering some

legitimate service, involved in the same

hard treatment which falls on idle beg-
gars.—Leisure Hours.

Flemish Social Life.

Our visit to this seaport of Belgium
was more socially successful than falls
to the lot of summer travelers. Flem-
ish life differs from the German in that
it is more permeated with French cus-

toms. Women of the higher classes
have a certain cldc which gives them a

presence, a more definite personality
than falls to the fate of their well-born

German sisters. They converse more

spiritedly, and do not open their eyes
and look confounded if a woman smokes

a cigarptts in their presence, as some-

times happens when a Russian or Mol-

davian countess enters their social

world. At the Cercle d’Harmonie gar-
den’ concerts, to which one is admitted

by card of invitation from the members,
they are not seen, drinking beer at the
furious rate German hausfrauen swal-

low that berverage in Munich and Vi-

enna. They go to promenade in the

pretty, shadowy pathways, and show

their pretty Parisian toilets in the

“rond point,” where the orchestra kiosk

stands. They receive gracefully at their

private receptions, converse intelligent-
ly, and are graceful, gay, and womanly.
Gentlemen prefer their own society—-
they belong to the heavy artillery order

of humanity—and it takes a Clydesdale
team of brain power to move them; but

they can be moved to love or anger
with equal ferocity, so that, on the

whole, it is best to leave them alone

and admire their tall forms and fasci-

nating mustaches at a distance.—,
Cologne, Germany, Cor. San Fran-

cisco Chronicle.

Jews Free from Disease.

One noticeable feature about Jewish
cemeteries in the South is the scarcity
of newly made graves after an epidemic
of cholera or yellow fever. Statistics
show that fewer of them die than of any
other race from these or kindred dis-

eases. During the late cholera scourge
in Toulon only two orthodox Jews died
of it, while in numbers they equaled
fully 20 per cent, of the population.
Their immunity from the disease, and

the certainty with which they recover

when attacked by it, is accounted for

by the simplicity of their diet. They
are very strict about following the

dietary prescribed by Moses. Many
tables have been formulated by wise
men since then, but none that can com-

pare with it in promoting health and

vigor. Isn’t it a little strange that

Moses, if he was only a common histo-

rian, should have possessed knowledge
superior to that of the wisest and best

physicians of the present day? He

evidently believed in preventing dis-

ease rather than curing it.—Pittsburgh
Dispatch.

The arctif regions are not without

their pleasures. The Esquimaux girls
are very pretty, dance, sing, and do

not care for ice cream. Hot drinks and

walrus blubber are their peculiar vani-

ties, and sealskin sacques are sold at

two iron hoops and a tenpenny nail.

The memory ought to be a store-

room; many turn theirs, rather, to a

lumber-room. Even stores grow moldy,
and spoil, unless aired and used be-

i times, and then they, too, become lum-
I ber.— -J. C. Hare.

AT A GEORGIA CROSS-ROADS STORE.

¦‘lt Takes AU Kind of Folks to Make a

World.”

T’other day me and maw walked over

to the cross-roads store to do a little

tradin’, and as we come in sight and

seed the gang that was gathered ’round

the door, maw she lowed:

“Betsy, it’s jist as your pap says ; it

takes a heap of different sort of folks to

make a world.”

It was Baddy, and they was a waitin’
for the mail; it don’t come but once’t a

week, and they inginnerly waits tel

then to come to the store. The women

folks comes, too, and fetches ther babies

and little fice dogs, and sometimes they
fetch aigg.t and ingon buttons and dried
fruit to swap for cotton cards and fac-

tory thread and snuff.

They comes soon of a mornin’ and

sets about all day long and dip snuff

and smoke and lugs their babies, and if

anybody kicks the little fice it makes

’em as mad as if you’d a slapt the

baby.
Ther is allers a gang of half-grown

boys a pitchin’ horseshoes and a playin’
marvels under them trees back of the

store; they sound liW they are quar-

relin
1

all the time, but they are havin’ a

power of fun. “VenchyOurroundance.”
“Look at Bill, he’s a fudgin.” “Fat

and stick it.” “Thar now, Jim’s dead.”

“That’s not far; Jake he fudged; it’s

not far, so it haint. Jim’s not dead,
kase Jake he fudged.” “Taws on the

middle.” “Vench your backs.”

“Knucks.” “Roundance, no losance.”

“Kicks.” “Vench your taws.'” “Fat

and go last;” and with all of this some

of ’em can’t keep ftom mixin’ in a few

oaths. Some boys think they can’t be

a man tel they larn how to cuss.

The men folks inginnerly sets on them

goods boxes ’fqre the store door and

chaws tobacker and smokes ther pipes
and whittles sticks and talks religion,
and politics, and the craps, and the

weather, and waits for the mail. Some

of ’em never got a letter in ther lives;
I know in reason old Wigginsoker
never, and if he did he couldn’t read it;
but he takes the county papers, “Our
Mountain Home” and “The Reporter
and Watchtower.” They had his name

in one of ’em once’t, and he has been

talkin’ of it ever sense. His old ’oman

raised a turrible big beet inher garden,
and he took it to town, and the paper

said it was “a beet that beat all the
beets in that beat,” and sense then he’s

been a havin’ the papers read to him

and a listenin’ for his name. He can’t

write and he don’t git no letters, but

reg’lar as a Saddy comes he pokes his

head and creens his neck over the rail-

in’ at the postoffice and axes: “Airthar

airy dockyment for me? —A. J. Wig-
ginsoker, Esq., or Jim Wigginsoker, as

it wair; airy one ? willgemme my paper
es thar haint no dockyment.”

’Squire Roberson inginnerly reads the

paper, and they all gether round him

to hear the news, and if he haint thar

to read it old man Simpson trieato spell
it out for ’em, and they know about as

much when he quits as when he sot in,
but they ’pear to go home satisfied.

Sometimes a fancy-dressed drummer
willbe thar, and they’ll git him to read,
though some of ’em had sooner listen at

him talk as read. He tells the news

from everwhars; and as he talks old

Wigginsoker and old man Simpson lis-

tens with their under jaws drapt, and

believes every word of it, whether thar’s

airy bit of truth in it or no. They’ve
got confidence in ’Squire Roberson.

Some of ’em never gives ther opinion
on nothin’ tel they hear what ’Squire
Roberson thinks on the subject. Old

man Simpson willgo with the ’Squire
in politics every time, but when it comes

to religion nojpody can’t turn his head.

He reads the Bible, and puts his own

meaning on what he reads, and Mr. No-

body needn’t try to tell him different.
He knows what he reads, and sees with

his own eyes better’n anybody else can

tell him.
He will set and argy his pint half a

day, or as long as anybody has got the
time or keers to listen, and he don’t

think nobody can git to heaven lessen

they believe his way. But he is ignant,
and don’t know no better.— Betsy Ham-

ilton, in Atlanta Constitution.

A Scene on the Plains.

One of the most startling and re-

mantic features of border life occurred

recently on the "Wild Horse prairie,
thirty, miles north of Los Angeles,
when a band of wild horses, under the
lead of a noble sorrel stallion, came

galloping over the plain to reconnoiter

a company of surveyors engaged in

making a survey of the tract. The
band dashed toward Capt. Keller and

his party of surveyors tillwithin about
500 feet, when the leader halted in a

grandly proud and defiant manner, with

neck curved, nostrils distended, erect,
and tail on dress parade, and all the
band ranged themselves on each side of

him like a squad of cavalry in a battle

charge. After surveying the scene for

a few moments, the leader galloped
proudly away, followed by the band in
the most graceful and dignified man-

ner. The scene was most romantic,
and' the picture of the lordly leader,
with his most obedient subjects, in their
fleet and graceful motions, was worthy
of an artist’s pencil. There was an-

other band of wildhorses on the same

prairie, under the leadership of a dark

mahogany bay stallion, with black

mane, tail, and knees. In this band
there are two white horses, while the

rest are bay and sorrel mainly. Few

people are aware that at the northern
base of Sierra Madre, only thirty miles
from this city, wild horses roam in their

native beauty, and crop the rich grasses
that grow on Wild Horse prairie. Yet

such is the fact, and their slick appear-
ance and graceful motions are the ad-

miration of all beholders.— Los An-

geles (Cal.) Express.

Man, according to Mr. W. J. Knowles,
must have taken up his residence in

Ireland at a very early stage in the his-

tory of the world. Mr. Knowles has
discovered flints at Lane and other
places on the northeast coast of that

country, some of which he believes
show evident traces of human work-

manship. One large chipped imple-
ment was found in what appeared to

be true undisturbed bowlder clay.
There are other tools which Mr.

Knowles has in his possession which

seem to indicate that man has lived in
Ireland long before the paleolithic pe-

riod, during, in fact, the glacial epoch.

HUMOR.

While they are raising the Talla-

: poosa wouldn’t it be a good thing to

raise the rest of the navy just a little ?

—Merchant Traveler.

A man near Santa Rosa, CaL, sheared
110 sheep in one day. The same day a

Wall street man sheared one lamb. It
is safe to state the Wall street man got
the biggest fleece.

Since they got in the habit ont West
of going down cellar to escape a cyclone
it is remarkable how often a man with

a barrel of hard cider in the cellar
thinks he sees a cyclone coming.

Shingled all the same: First small

boy—“Hello, Bill! Bin gittin’ yer head

swingled? Second s. b., weeping—-
“No; ’twan’t my head!* First s. b.

howls in a derisive and taunting man-

ner.—Burdette.

They now fill teeth with electricity.
A woman with a tooth fullof electric-

ity and an eye full of fire will be a

balmy object for a man to meet on the

top landing when he comes home from

balancing the books at 2 a. m.

“When do you think of celebrating
your wooden wedding?” asked a Bur-

lington citizen of another. “Shh!"
was tlje cautious reply; “don’t mention
it. There are altogether too many
broomsticks and rolling-pins in the

house already.”
“I say, Jones, dine with me at the

house to-night, willyou ?* “Certainly
—with pleasure. Will your wife ex-

pect me?" “No; that’s the beauty of

it. We had a quarrel this morning
about the sea-shore business, and I
want to make her mad.”

Reckless dude (to burglar, whom he
has discovered in closet): “O, you

nasty, saucy thing, to hide in my bed-
room! There! 11l break your um-

brella, so can’t go out without getting
soaked, for it’s raining like anything

•outside.” Burglar faints.

Very Big Boy—“Please, Miss Blank,
Idon’t think father would like to have
me ‘kept in’ after school.” Pretty
Young Teacher—“ Why not, if he knows

it is for breaking the rules?” Big
Boy—“This is leap year, you know.”
She let him off.—Philadelphia Call.

Truth crushed to earth: “Would

you say,” asked the professor, “Iwould

rather walk, or I had rather walk?”

“Nary,” replied the new boy, “Ishould

say I’d rather ride.” He did, too; he
rode all around the big recitation-room

to the lascivious pleasing of a slate-

frame. —Burdette.

coming thro’ the fog.
- When a steamer meets another,

Coming thro’ the fog.
Which should turn out for the other?—

Coming thro’ the fog.

' This question is quite hard to wrestle,
Untilwe read the log,

, Which clears from blame the lucky vessel

! That has come thro’ the fog!
J Puck.—

I “Whar’d yer git dat hatchet?" asked

an old negro of his son. “Form’ it in

Mr. Johnson’s yard on er stump.”
“Dat’s all right, den, chile; I was

afeered dat yer’d stol’d it Alius be

keerful how yer pick up things what

doan’ ’long ter yer, but when yer finds
er thing, lessen de owner is er lookin’
at yer, it’s your’n.”—Arkansaw Trav-

eler.

¦ “What is the breed of your calf?”

said a would-*be-buyer to a farmer.

“Well,” said the farmer, “all I know

about it is that his father gored a Jus-

tice of the Pace to death, tossed a book

agent into the fence corner, and stood

a lightning-rod man on his head, and

his mother chased a female lecturer

two miles, and if that ain’t breed enough
to ask $4 on you needn’t take him!”—

New York Tribune.

If there is an impression that ne-

groes are laying aside the habits of

singing quaint melodies a visit to a ne-

gro camp-meeting will destroy the

theory. At a large meeting held lately
the singing was notable. One hymn
began:

Ifonct I get inside the door.

You’llneber fin’ me yere no more.

And another verse ran—

When I am dead an’ gone

I don’ want no one to grieb over me.

One melancholy refrain, though music-

al for all that, was—

Daniel’s got in the lion’s den,
Ir’alvdo belieb.

The Polite Stranger and the Architect

“Ah, good morning,” said the polite
stranger. “Ihope Ido not interrupt
you, but Iwould like to call your at-

tention for just a mo
”

“Haven’t time to look at you a min-

ute,” said the young architect, snap-

pishly; “this is my busy day. Good

morning. ”

“But I just want you to ”

“Haven’t time; haven't a dollar;
haven’t a cent in the office; don’t want

any book, pencil-holder, knife-sharp-
ener, pen-wiper—don’t want nothing—-
won’t buy it if you talked to me for a

week. Get out!”

.“But,” persisted the stranger, pleas-
antly; “Idon’t want you to buy it; I

don’t want to sell it; I

“Tell you I won’t look at it,” roared

the architect, “and Iwon’t be bothered;
I’m carrying all the insurance I can,

and want to get rid of that; I don’t

want to get in on the ground floor with

any land company in America. I don’t
want a chance in the Blackleg Equi-
table Distribution, and Idon’t wantjyou
around here any longer. Slide off!”

“But you see,” said the stranger,
smiling, “Ionly want a moment of your
tune to show you

”

“Don’t want to see it, and Iwon’t see

it,” shrieked the exasperated architect.

“Idon’t want any perpetual calendar,

for Idon’t expect to live more than a

thousand years; don’t want any ready
interest reckoner, because the other
man reckons the interest and I pay it;

don’t want any patent sleeve-buttons,
necktie-fasteners, blotting-pads, letter-

books, bill-files, binders, or eyelet-
punches. You fly down them-stairs or

I’llpunch your head I”
Then the stranger got mad. “Look

here,” he said, “I’ve had enough of

your lip. I’ve got a little capias on you
right here that Iwanted to show you—
Misfit & Wrinkle, fashionable tailors,
$119.27 —now you come right over to

Squire Holdfast’s office and look at it
or you’ll get into fpnef.”

The busy architect said he could

spare him about an hour and a half if
I he had such a useful novelty as that to

show him. Why didn’t he say so be-

fore. And so they went over to look at
it.—Louisville Courier-Journal,

INDIANA STATE NEWS.

—Thieves robbed Rosewood Postoffice,
Harrison County, of $lO and all the post-

age stamps.

—There was an original homestead entry
of forty acres in Indiana in the year ending
June 30 last.

—Thus far this year 228 building per-

mits, aggregating $199,745, have been

taken out in Evansville.

—Salem oolitic limestone is to be used in

the new Georgia State House at Atlanta,
which is to cost $862,756.

—Mrs. John Baltorff, at Speed’s Mills,

apparently in good health, was seizad with

a chill and died in a few minutes.

—At Monroe City, Joseph Barnett shot

his father-in-law, William R. Johnson, in-

flicting what is deemed a fatal wound.

—The DePauw glass works, at New Al-

bany, are not running the full number of

furnaces, owing to inability to secure glass-
blowers.

—lndications are that the attendance at

De Pauw University this year will reach

655. The senior class is the largest in the

history of the University.
—The Citizens’ National Bank of Indian-

apolis, which has never passed a dividend,
has allowed its charter to expire, and will

next month go out of business.

—Miss Emma Wagner, daughter ’of a

hotel proprietor at Terre Haute, eloped to

the West with a turfman named Jacob

Ayres, after several unsuccessful attempts.
—Dr. W. A. Burney, the well-known

colored physician of New Albany, has

been appointed honorary commis-

sioner of the department of exhibibits by
colored people at the/World’s Fair in New

Orleans.

—One of, the preachers who have been

conducting the Holiness camp meetings
throughout Pike and Daviess Counties in

the last few months, who has passed for a

man, revealed her sex unmistakably by
becoming the mother of a vigorous child.

—The Indiana yearly meeting of Ortho-

dox Friends was held at Richmond, Clerk

Charles T. Coffin, who has officiated for

twenty-seven years, calling the gathering to

order. The meeting comprised thirteen

quarterly meetings, and has a membership
in excess of 18,000.

—Alex. Hutchins, druggist at Lancaster,
eight miles southeast of Portland, commit-

ted suicide by hanging. He tied the rope
to a rafter in the barn and jumped off a

barrel. Mental aberration is assigned as

t_a cause. Hutchins was 50 years old and

leaves a widow and three children in fair

circumstances.

—Peter Wright, aged about 70 years, and

one of Bartholomew County’s best citizens,
and agent for the Cincinnati, Indianapolis .
and St. Louis Railroad at Hartsville Cross-

ing, was attacked by an angry bull, while

feeding his hogs, and horned up against
the gate, breaking the bones of his right
breast. He is lying in a critical condition.

—The reported drowning by accident of

Miss Mary E. Coffin, formerly of Spice- .
land, in the River Rhine, is discredited by
some of her friends in Henry County, who

¦fear foul play in the matter. The only
known witnesses of the occurrence were

two young men, who claim to have been

too far away to render any assistance,-but

who recovered her hat and took it to. the

police station.

—Two cents’ worth of common sense

would have told the mob that Date Lameh

and George Richards would not be likely
’

to confess themselves murderers simply
because the mob threatened to hang them

and did choke them a little with ropes.

Why a man should be expected to make a

confession that would surely provoke the

mob to hang him when by stoutly main-

taining his innocence he stands some show

of being released is one of the things known

only to a mob. —Chicago Daily News.

—Finley Newlin, who has long been a

trusted clerk in the Auditor’s office in

Wayne County, has been appointed by the

Commissioners to succeed Peter P. Kirn

and serve out his term. Newlin has given
bond in the sum of $250,000, with Abram

Gaar, J. M. Gaar and Andrew J. Scott as

sureties, and now fills the office. Mr. Kim

had for bondsmen the officers of the de-

funct Richmond National Bank, and when

the bank closed he had something over

SIOO,OOO of county money deposited there.

It appearing that the bond was not suffi-

cient, the Commissioners called on Kirn for

an additional bond, and this he was unable

to give. The result is hard on Kirn, whose

administration of the office has been efficient

in every way.

—Judge Mcßride, of the Steuben Circuit

Court, recently rendered a decision in the

famous Steuben tax assessment cases. He

held that what is known as the “unassessed

two-thirds” could not be assessed by the

Auditor—that is, an assessment once made,

and having passed the Board of Equaliza-
tion, could not be increased, although, per-

chance, assessors had rated property worth

SIO,OOO at SI,OOO. It was also held that the

contract with the County Auditor whereby
he was to receive a per cent, of one-third

on all property listed by him and his ex-

perts was void. It was further held that,,
while the contract was void, and no com-

pensation could be had under it, the assess-

ments made on all omitted property back as

far as 1881 were void. Concerning this

last point an appeal has been taken to the

Supreme Court.

—So warm is the feeling of attachment

to Rev. Dr. Wakefield that daily many

letters and messages are received at Rich-

mond protesting against the step be has

taken in accepting the rectorship of Trinity
Church, San Jose, Cal. Dr. Wakefield’s

long residence in Richmond has borne

rich fruit in the friendship and high esteem

of the community and the warm affection

of those who have known him best.

—The closing out of the bank at Clay
City leaves but one bank in Clay county.

SOME THOUGHTS.

BY LILYM. CUBBY.

How willI look when I am dead?

Pre wondered a hundred times and more —

When the. sheet is drawn np over my head

And crape disfigures the outer door.

Will mycheeks seem thin and mylips turn blue,
And a general strangeness shadow my face?

Will they dress me in white, with a ribbon or

two.
And fasten a rose in the folds of laoe?

What willthey say when I am dead?

“Poor thing, poor thing, she is better off!

The stoop in her shoulders” —“The hectic red" —

“We knew that horrible, hacking cough!"

“How natural,* and “How waxen-pure!"
“But passing sad that the young should die.

If they say this last, and Ihear, I am sure

I shall long to rise and give them the lie.


