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THE PICNIC SEASON.

OFFERS MANY ADVANTAGES IN A

SOCIAL WAY.

Hcnlo* Are Reoogrnlxed as Promotlre of

Love-Making—The Most Direct Way to a

Man's Heart—Mistaken Enterprise at Pie.

rile*—Some Ludicrous Features.

Picnics and Pleasure.

/pTIOME crusty old lit-

jAxVerary bachelor says
S. Vv he can understand
/f\\how people can go

aU/ottt geologizing, or

or col-
\ lecting shells, or

\ ; ihugs, or worms, but
=5-V how they can go
V Tout dnto the woods

—simply for the pur-
.pose of eating some-

' Ijiing they have ta-

along with
/ "them, passes all

comprehension.

Such a declaration as this, however,
exhibits not the sarcasm and ill-nature

only, but also the impenetrable ignor-
ance of him who uttered it, for it is at

Once plainly evident that he entirely
Misconceives the objeot of the pic-
nio. The picnic was not con-

ceived for the purpose of eat-

ing; were this the case, it would

be a lamentable failure. The eating at

the picnic is an entirely subordinate

pert of the performance, and merely
ecoessory to the real business of the ex-

pedition, which is love-making. It is

true that it is an accessory of some im-

portance; for, as everyboay knows, the

way to a man’s heart is straight down

his throat, and the lady whose dain-

ties are most savory stands the best
ofcance of attention both during the

meal and afterward, for the open air

sharpens the appetite of even the most

devoted lover, and lovers, like other

people, appreciate a good thing in the

culinary line whenever it is commended
to their attention. Careful reflection
bestowed on this axiomatio statement,

cays the Globe-Democrat, may serve to

elear up several dark points in sociol-

ogy, and among them the fact that
both at picnics and elsewhere the

widow is more attractive than the

young girl. The power of the widow

is so well known as to need no demon-
stration. It is everywhere recognized.
A widow willcome Into a cummunity
and at the very first picnic will take
her choice of young men despite the
most earnest efforts of all the young

i girls present. Her success is due in no

small measure to a knowledge of the
fact that a well-fed man is always in a

, good humor and disposed to regard the
feeder as a benefactor. The widow
knows how to do the feeding, hence her

, prominence.
Speaking of the eating, however,

few people ever saw a picnic at which
from 25 to 50 per cent, of the viands
were not rendered unsightly if not un-

eatable by carelessness in transporta-
tion. The baskets are crowded into a

wagon, often piled on top of each other,
some are upset, others have their con-
tents tossed upside down, and cake and

eandwiches, sugar and salt, custards
•nd bread are hopelessly intermixed.
A hard-boiled egg, by some mysterious
mischance, finds its way into the mid-

• 41e of a pie; a pot of mustard empties
its tingling contents over the squares
«f dainty sponge cake; the neck of the
champagne bottle is prematurely bro-
ken, and a dozen disasters of this na-

ture, combined with the unwelcome

Eenoe
of ants, spiders and flies, ren-

the eating a thing to be hurried

¦ as soon as possible.
* Not so the love making. From the
time the pairs of happy lovers climb
od the cars or squeeze into the crowded

wagons that are to bear them to the

djmian fields, the billing and the cooing
go steadily on until the tailing shadows

got an and to the excursion There is

a pleasing absence of restraint tnat en-

ables the lover to make more progress
during one day than otherwise he would

be able to attain during weeks of calls,
theater, opera and balls, and many a

pair comparatively indifferent to each
other have gone

to a picnic and re-

turned home firmly set in the resolve to

enter as soon as possible on the miseries
of matrimony. As a rule, lovers are

not particularly sensitive to the opin-
ions of their fellow human beings. If

they were, the number of marriages
would fall off 50 per cent, in a single
year. If they were in the least dis-

turbed by the whisperings, the grin-
nings, the nudgings, the glances of

merriment that continually go on about

them, men and women. would shun

courting as they would the plague.
But all these things are nothing
to them; if they are seen, they are

not in the least regarded, for the lover
has a hide like a rhinoceros to every-
thing but his passion, and is not in the
least disturbed by incidents or remarks
that would drive other people wild.

Particularly is this obtusenoss to pub-
lio opinion visible at picnics. As soon

as possible after arriving on the ground,
the company divides into couples, and,
seated blissfully on logs or bowlders,
they become the objects of derision ana

the prey of seed-ticks without giving
evidence of feeling by so much as a

single glance of uneasiness or a solitary
furtive scratch. They are happy and

that is enough for them; the world may
call them fools, and in sober moments

they are not altogether sure but what

the world was right: but what does it 1
matter? Anybody has a right to be a

fool at a picnic, and armed by this con-

soling reflection they are armor-plated
against criticism.

The picnic, particularly the largely
attended Sunday-school or day-school
picnic, is, therefore, an admirable place
to study human nature, for there hu-

man nature is found at its ease and con-

quently off its guard. The natural

tendencies of men show themselves
more fully than elsewhere, and it is

possible, if anywhere, at a picnic to see

what a man really is. There is the

committeeman, with his badgo show-
ing that he is on the committee of

amusements, or of lemonade, or order
of procession, or music, or any one of a

dozen other committees to do little

things to contribute to the success of

the picnic. He is thus a man of im-

portance for the time being, and feels
his responsibility. If a marshal, he
has accoutered himself with a sash
that would make the heart of a Zula
dance with envy. If on amusements

he personally arranges the contestants
for the sack race and lays down the

rules of the contest wjth a

dignity that a judge of the

Derby might in vain strive to

emulate. If in charge of the

lemonade, he regards it as axiomatic
that the refreshing mixture would not
be properly manufactured unless he
himself squeezed the lemons, measured

the sugar, and stirred the mixture in
the barrel. He knows his business,
too. To prepare himself for this im-
portant function he bought a barten-
der’s complete guide and carefully
studied those sections which treat of
the various varieties of lemonade, and

is prepared to give chapter and verse

to any .doubter who may suspect that
too much sugar or not enough lemons

have been employed. He knows his

business, he does, and while he is stir-

ring the lemonade and exposing the
knots in his suspenders it is not safe to

meddle with him.
Not less important, however, are the

members of several other committees
who are commonly self-appointed. The
committee on swings has generally
the pleasantest jop of the picnic: for,
after having, at tat peril of their lives,
arranged the swing ina proper place,
cut off a limb or two that interfered
with the movement, and pulled the

rope up and down until the seat was

just right, it is theirs to invite
the young ladies to be 6wung.

Seldom is the honor declined, for, al-
though the lady properly approached
on the subject is morally certain that

1 she willfall out, and In addition urges

the consideration that swinging always
makes her dizzy, the urgency of the

inviters prevails, and with pretty little

6hrieks and squeals, and much and

careful adjustment of her drapery
about her feet, she gets herself in po-

sition and is duly swung,
amid many

Erotestations that she is going too

igh, and that she knew she could not

stand it. The misery of the swinging
committee comes when a stout miss
who is fond of swinging makes her ap-

pearance and stands about, with perse-
vering patience, waiting to be invited.

The slim youths manipulating the

swinging circle prolong their exertions

with the petite beauty in hand as long
as possible, keeping her going far be-

yond her own desire in the hope that

the big girl will go away.' Vain is

their expectation. She has come to be

swung, and by and by it becomes im-

possible to ignore her any longer. The
slender youths take off their coats and
settle down to the task with dumb res-

ignation, all of which is needed before
sue becomes tired and requests them
to “let the cat die.”

A display of enterprise is always
pleasing, though when the enterprise
Is misdirected it has a comical aspect
which often excites the risibilities in

no small degree. The presence of a

considerable number of persons as at a

picnic generally attracts individuals of
the class that lives by providing cheap
and humble popular amusements. How-

ever rigid the prejudices of the clergy-
men and Sunday-school superintendent
may be against the canvas screen with
the agile black head thrust through
the slit, the owner of which stands

prepared to dodge any number of base
balls thrown at his oranium, the screen

and its appurtenances are almost sure

to appear, the loud-voiced proprietor
lustily commending the sport to world-

ly minded youth. Were there none

such in the gathering the fat man with
the loud voice and his hard-headed

dusky assistant would be forced to go

away in disgust, but hanging to the
skirts of every Sunday-school there are

always several young reprobates who

have no taste for Sunday-Bchool singing,
who regard the speeches by visiting
Sunday-school “workers* as a bore, and

who slip away to try their luck at the

darky’s head. So the darky generally
has a busy time, and the fat proprietor
reaps a harvest of nickels and dimes.

Much more deprecated, however, is
the presence of the operator who with
his rack of canes, his bundle of rings
and his keg of beer advertises his
business in a set formula of words.
“Walkup now, gents, and try your luck.

rings for a nickel, and every time
vou ring a cane you get a glass of beer. ”

Sometimes, mistaking the nature of
the entertainment,, he bobs up at a

Sunday-school picnic, to the horror of
the preacher, superintendent and old

ladies, who immediately take measures

looking to his summary ejection. His
is a case of mistaken enterprise, and
he must suffer the consequences.

Viewed strictly as a business propo-

sition, the picnic is an undoubted fail-

ure. Purely from an economic point
of view, it does not pay to run around
in the hot sun all day long in the effort
to enjoy yourself; viewed from a socio-

logicaf standpoint, it is a brilliant suc-

cess, for, while statistics on the subject
are lacking, there is little doubt that,
were they available, they would dem-
onstrate that of all the marriages in
the country no inconsiderable propor-
tion have their beginnings at the picnic.

SWINGING THE PLUMP BEAUTY.

WHILE THE SPEECHES ARE GOING ON.

JUST OUTSIDE THE GROUNDS.

THE USUAL WAY.

Undeserved Reward.

The writer of “Field Sports in

Minnesota” describes his first night’s
camping out, and the preparations
for supper, which, on account of the
lateness of the hour, was to

only of tea, bread and*butter and a

mutton chop. The five men who

made up the party had marched all

day, and were anxious for the even-

ing meal. It devolved upon W

to prepare it. He placed a well-filled

tea-kettle on the roaring camp-stove,
and followed by his constant and

faithful attendant, Prince, sought a

convenient spot to carve the mutton.
This he soon discovered in a short

log, which he immediately bestrode,
first putting the meat in front of him

and the frying-pan directly behind
him.

His dog had made at least thirty
miles that day on a slim breakfast of

bpratt’B biscuit and skim-milk, and

was in just the condition to allow

his feelings to get the better of his

judgment. So when his master

dropped a slice of meat into the pan
behind his back, Prince gulped it

down immediately. Again and again
was the poor dog tempted, and as

often did he yield.

My companions and I saw all this,
and though very well aware that our

supply of mutton was limited to the

piece our friend was carving, we en-

joyed the joke too well to spoil the
fun by warning him.

“Let’s'see, boys,” said W- ,

whose ba:k was toward us, “we are

just five, and 1 have cut six pieces of

mutton. Five will he enough for

supper, and if you have no objections
Pd like to give the piece I have left

to poor Prince, who seems very tired

and hungry.”
With difficulty retaining our com-

posure, we assured him that we had

no objections. He called up the dog
in the most endtaring manner and

gave him the bit of meat, meanwhile

assuring him that he was “a good
dog, y-e-s, he was.”

Still unaware of his loss, he very

deliberately wiped the blade of his
knife on the grass, turned, and took

up the pan! A startled glancd at the

empty utensil, another at us, now

convulsed with laughter, and a third

at Prince, who had swallowed the
last piece and stood regarding his

kind master with'a thankful look,
and W——- took in the situation.

A torch enabled us to find the pan,
that pursued the dog when he fled

fromnis master's natural indignation.

Her Memory Was Strengthened.
A woman who hag had a great deal

of trouble with her servants also has

what she calls a “humorous husband.”

The last- table maid this woman

hired was a six-foot, auburn-haired

Nova Scotian. She was very satis-

factory, except for the fact that in

setting the table she would invari-

ably omit to place the salt thereon.

So one day the head of the house,
being weary of ordering the same

thing every day, called the girl and

said: “Christie, will you get the

stepladder?” It was brought into

the dining room. “Please put it

against the wall and climb up on it. ”

The girl, wondering, obeyed, and

stood looking down over her shoulder

at her employer. “Now, Christie,
please look all over the table,” said

he, “and see if you can see any salt."

The salt was not forgotten again.—
Boston Record.

Rainfall at the Equator.
At the equator the average annual

rainfaU Is 100 inches. r t

HONORING A GREAT POET.

The Bast of William Cullen Bryant to Be

Mounted in New York,

There is no sweeter name in the

rnuge of American literature than

that of William Cullen Bryant, and

in erecting a monument to him in

Central Park, New York, the people
of the republic’s metropolis are alike

paying tribute to genius and doing a

work that willcall out expressions of

admiratio* throughout the land.

Before Mr. Bry-
ant’s death, which

occured in 1878,
the sculptor-ar-
tist, Launt

Thompson* exe-

cuted a bust of

the poet which

was acceptable to

him and his fam-

ily. Since his

death the bust has occupied a niche

in the Metropolitan Museum of Art.

It is now proposed to mount the bust

upon a handsome monument in Cen-

tral Park, New Y'ork. The monu-

ment and pedestal have been designed
by Architect Ernest Flagg, of New

York, and willbe erected from the

purest Italian marble. The cost of

the monument and pedestal will be

$30,000. On the monument will be

inscribed the titles of the poet’s

greatest works. The name of the

poet willbe carved on the pedestal,
and underneath it will be the word

“Thanatopsis,” the title of his great-
est poem.

The life of Mr. Bryant was exceed-

ingly sweet and pure. He was true

to nature, and nature’s simplicity Is

reflected In his verse. Between him

and the great Milton a not unfavora-

ble comparison could be instituted.

While American literature shall en-

dure the name of William Cullen

Bryant willshine side by side with

those of Washington Irving and

James Fenimore Cooper.

Our Mother-Tongue.

If we reverence it as we ought we

will be on our guard not to insult it

by violating its rules. We will not

say, “You hadn’t ought to do this,”
or “He ain’t a-goin’ to do that.” We

avoid that last and worst error

of the vulgar, the double negative,
says Harper’s Bazar. We will be

above misplacing moods and tenses,
and putting the nominative case

where the objective belongs by right.
Many people who ordinarily speak

their mother-tongue correctly are at
fault when they have to do with pro-
nouns. Pronouns are stumbling-
blocks beyond all other parts of

speech. “A person does not know

what to do with their hands,” they
say, or, “One does Dot give their be3t

things away fer nothing.” If speak-
ing of two persons, you willhear that

“ltuby has invited John and I to

supper,” or, “Lawrence is going to

Chicago with Mildred and I.” The

placing of another name before the

conjunction blinds them to the awk-

ward ness of Setting I in the objective
case.

The word “nice” is frequently mis-
used and taken from its significance
of neat, delicate, dainty, to stand for

agreeable, charming, or virtuous.

Thus a girl was talking to another

of that decidedly objectionable mem-

ber of society, a burglar, and alluding
to one in particular, a man undergo-
ing a sentence of imprisonment, said,
with emphasis, “I don’t think he was

a nice young man.
” A “nice” girl, by

the way, often does duty in describing
a young woman who, whatever else

she may be, Is more than nice if she
is gentle, good, winsome, and well

bred, and whose niceness ought to be
taken for granted.

“Lovely, in the same way, is ap-
plied equally to a favorite pudding Or

a beloved relative. “First-rate”
serves as a qualifying adjective when

scenery, fine clothes, a pleasant time,
or, oh! worst and saddest of misnom-

ers, the “natural” appearance of a

corpse are the topics which the speak-
er has in mind.

An Ignorant Singer.

Catalani, a gifted songstress and a

lovely woman, was the idol of society
and the favorite of fortune. But she

had neither knowledge nor culture,
and her ignorance sometimes made
her stumble into ludicrous mistakes.

One of her greatest triumphs in Lon-
don was the singing of “God Save the

King.” The town went mad over her

rendering of the national anthem.
Two hundred guineas were paid her
for singing it once. But she always
sang it “God shave the King.”

At the court of Saxe-Weimar, she
noticed the marked attention paid to

a gentleman of majestic appearance.
“Who is that?" she asked.

“That, madam, is the celebrated

Goethe," was the reply.
“Goethe—Goethe?” asked the puz-

zled singer, to whom music was the

only profession that brought celeb-

rity. “On what instrument does he

play?”
“He is the renowned author of the

‘Sorrows of Werther,’ madam.”

"Oh, yes, I remember.”

Then abruptly addressing the great
man, she said with fascinating vivac-

ity: “Oh, sir, what an admirer I am

of Werther!”.

Goethe, always sensitive to woman’s

praise, bowed profoundly.
“IDever,” she continued, “saw any-

thing so laughable in my life. What
a capital farce it is?”

“ ‘The Sorrows of Werther’ a farce,
madam?” exclaimed the poet, coldly,
annoyed that the most sentimental
of his books should be thus spoken of.

“Oh, yes,” added Catalani, laughing
loudly, “never was there anything so

ridiculous. ”

She was referring to a burlesque of

}he story, which she had seen* acted.
Goethe did not recover himself for
the whole evening.

Catalani’s husband, a handsome

Frenchman, was even more unintel-
lectual than his wife—he was stupid.
Once, having found the pitch of the

piano too high, she said after the re-

hearsal to her husband: “The piano

Is too high; will you see that It is
made lower, before the concert?”

When the evening came Catalani

was annoyed to And that the piano
had not been altered. Her husband

sent for the carpenter, who declared
that he had sawed off two inches

from each leg, as he had been ordered

to da “Surely it can’t be too high
now, my dear!” said the stupid hus*

band, soothingly.

Cider Vinegar.
Good cider vinegar can be made

only from good cider. Cider made

from ripe apples is stronger than that
made earlier, when the apples are

yet greep. Put the barrel on its

side, and All it with good cider to
the bung, that the pomace may be
thrown out as the cider ferments.
Fill up the barrel twice a day when
fermentation is in progress. At the

close of fermentation the cider should
be racked off carefully and put into

another clean barrel, or the same one

aft-r it has been well washed out.

If there are enough barrels, it is

better to All them only half fullafter

fermentation is Anished, as this ex-

poses a greater surface to the air.

The more air the better the vinegar
will make; hence, a darkehed airy
outhouse is better than a close cellar

for tbe storage of the barrels. Cider

vinegar is not weakened by exposure
to the air or injured by freezing; and
if the barrels are only half full there

will be no overAow from freezing.
It is not necessary to add anything
to the cider; nor is it desirable to add

anything, except some old vinegar,
after the cider has fermented. The

cider will be converted into vinegar
in about twelve months, but will

steadily increase in strength.
The tightness required of a cider

vinegar barrel has become proverbial.
Leakage is what haunts the nights
of the vinegar maker The staves of

the vinegar barrel must be free of

sapwood, and twice the usual thick-

ness. Wooden hoops are better than

iron ones, as the cider will cut

through the iron hoops in short order

when once it gets to them.

Worms, the larvae of a Ay which

usually deposits her eggs in the

chime, make much bother, and must

be carefully guarded against. Natur-

ally enough they prefer sapwood; and
on this account as well as the cider

soaking through sapwood, it should

be avoided. It is said that occasion-

ally painting the barrel with coal

oil willkill the larvae. But it is best

to prevent the deposit of the eggs,
which may be done by keeping the
barrel in a dark place from March to

October.

A Merry Clergyman.

The Rev. Joseph Haven, who

preached in Rochester, N. H., during
the last quarter of the last century,
has been always remembered for his

genial spirit and his inexhaustible

humor. One story told of him has

many parallels, but it is quite as

likely to be true in his case as in any.
A boy had been guilty of some

gjia.vp ope rise, and yet would not con-

fess it.

“Icam tell who did it,” said the

parson, and accordingly he called to-

gether all the boys suspected, and

explained to them that he had con-

Aned a rooster under a kettle in a

darkened room. One after another,
they must pass in and touch the ket-

tle; when the guilty boy touched it,

he might expect to hear the rooster

crow.

The lads Aled in, and out again,
and were made to display their An-

gers. Allbut those of one lad were

sooty; he, the guilty one, had not

ventured to touch the telltale kettle.

One day the old minister was meas-

uring some land, carrying one end of

the chain while a young man carried

the other. Just as they were draw-

ing It tight, the young man quoted
the adage:

“Satan can only go the length of

his chain.”

“Pull, pull,” instantly replied Mr.

Haven. “We willsee.”

Walking in his garden with a

friend, they came to a tree laden

withvery fair, inviting apples.
“There,” said Mr. Haven, picking

one of the Anest and presenting it to

his friend, “Irecommend you to try
that apple.”

His expectations excited, and his

mouth watering, the gentleman took

a generous bite, and found only
astringent bitterness. Mr. Haven

looked merrily into his puckered face.

“They need recommending, don’t

they?” said he.—Youth’s Companion.

Garner has a Talking Monkey.
Professor Garner, who went to

Africa to study monkey-language,
has written to his brother in Sydney
a letter published in the Sydney
Evening News, in which he says: “I
have succeeded beyond my wildest
anticipations—and here I am safe on

the coast, just reeking with quinine,
the proud possessor of a chimpanzee
that can say ‘TenakoePakeha,’ which

is, you know, the Maori for ‘Good day,
stranger;’ a gorilla that knows about

twenty words of Fijian; and a female

orang-outang that has picked up
‘Tonner and blitzen’ from my
German valet, and has, judging from

her actions, quite fallen in love with.
I have also got written down, which
is more important, nearly 200 monkey
words.”

Roads of Ireland.

The best roads in the world are

those to be found in Ireland. They
are far superior to those in England
or in Germany. Tourists from every
country pronounce them unrivalled.
This splendid road system is directly
in the hands of the government, with
a government inspector for each
county, who examines the roads and
gives a certificate for the excellency
of the work done before the road
contractors are paid by the govern-
ment. And this government in-
spection of the roads takes place
every three months, and the con-

tractors are thus always made to at-
tend to the repairs of the road.

He Hadn’t Changed.
Dr. Berrian, a former rector ol

Trinity Parish, in New York City,
was an indifferent preacher, but a

fine executive officer and a manol
great personal kindliness. Withal he
was very simple-hearted. A country
clergyman, half starved on a salary ol
five hundred dollars a year, came to
Dr. Berrian asking his influence to

get him a better charge. “Dear me!"
answered the good old man; “1 don’t
see why you young clergymen want to
change so often. Why, I have been
here inTrinity Church for forty yean,

fad neter bav* thought of leaving.*

WM. CULLEN BRYANT.

PROPOSED BRYANT MONUMENT.

GEORGE M. PULLMAN.

Something of the Donor of the Fort Dear-

born Massacre Statue.

George M. Pullman, who recently
unveiled the Ane monument he has

erected upon the spot of the Fort
Dearborn massacre, is one of the

most public-spirited as well as one of
the richest citizens of Chicago. You

don’t see his name in the list of

chairmen of reform meetings and

World’s Fair congresses; neither do

you hear of him in political circles;
but it is doubtful whether there is

any other man in the city who Aghts
mere vigorously and effectually the

cause of good goverment and moral

improvement. When money is need-

ed for works of art or charity, when

the political situation appears to re-

quire it, Mr.. Pullman is never ap-

plied to in vain. How well he knows

the proper use of money is shown by
his liberality in the establishment

and conduct of “Wildwood,” the

pretty country house near the town

of Pullman, where Chicago working
girls are maintained without expense
to them during their vacation. He

once said: “Idon’t want my girls to

shine in society. That is all non-

sense. But they can have carte

blanche for charity.” He is about

sixty years of age, a handsome, well-

groomed man in perfect health. It

is said that he works harder than any
of the thousands of men in his em-

ploy. His fortune has been various-

ly estimated. It is probably in the

neighborhood of $25,000,000. He
lives unostentatiously but in Abe

style in a large handsome brown-

stone house at the northeast corner

of Prairie avenue and 18th street.

GEORGE M. PULLMAN.

THE DEVIL WAGON.

A Collection Agency’s Means to Collect Bad

Debts.

Collection agencies are sometimes

put to desperate straits to secure

payments on bad debts, but the de-

vice of an organization in Nashville,
Tenn., probably deserves the Arst

prize. A black covered wagon, such
as deliver groceries, is used. On the

sides are painted pictures of His

Satanic Majesty in red and gold.
That was all. But everyone knew

that when the wagon stood in front

of a man’s house or store the inmate
hal secured a high plac*> in the

agency’s “black book.® The other

day a citizen ©reared the driver of

one of these wagons to leave the
front of his premises. Refusal fol-

lowed; the irate citizen seized a con-

veniently loaded shotgun, and the

driver spent the day picking small

particles of lead out of bis anatomy.

Palpitation of the Heart.

By palpitation of the heart is
meant the sensation either of irregu-
larity in heart action or of rapidity
of heart-beats. The person who

expei iences it is usually alarmed by
the symptom, and calls in the doctor.

But la most cases of this sort which
are brought to his attention, the phy-
sician finds nothing out of the way

with the heart, and hence of danger
to the individual. The cause of the

sensation is elsewhere. In the ma-

jority of instances, the real trouble is

indigestion.
In almost all cases of actual heart

disease, no intimation of it is trans-

mitted to the patient by any irreg-
ularity or like sensation of heart

rhythm.
As a symptom, palpitation is valu-

able to the physician, in that it di-

rects the attention qf the patient to

the heart An unusual sensation in

this region usually leads, one to con-

sult his physician at once. Symp-
toms felt in other parts of the body
usually wait for “the more convenient

season.
”

Dr. Austin Flint was once sum-

moned to attend a young lady dying of

heart disease. The family informed

him that his presence was wanted

merely to satisfy the lady’s friends,

since they all understood the fatal
nature of her malady.

The patient lay in a room from

which not only light but everything
that might lead to the slightest nerv-

ous excitement was excluded. It
was suggested to the Doctor that an

examination of the chest be omit!ed,
and that all communication with tho

patient should take place through a

friend, lest the exertion should result
in immediate dissolution.

To this the Doctor objected. When

admitted to her presence, he found
that she answered his questions in

whispered monotones. Examination

of the chest showed that there was

no disease, and consequently no dan-

ger. The story was told to illustrate

the importance of thorough' examin-

ation before deciding on an opinion.
Palpitation does, however, undoubt-

edly occur in cases of real diseases,
and whenever it occurs its cause

should be found out and remedied.

Among the common causes of pal-
pitation are to be numbered the ex-

cessive use of tobacco, tea, coffee, al-

cohol, or of certain drugs, hysteria,
excessive exertion, hunger, privation,
fatigue, fright, or loss of sleep, and
excesses of any kind.— Youth’s Com-

panion. j*

A DEVILED DEBTOR.

OUR BUDGET OE FUN.

HUMOROUS SAYINGS AND DO-

INGS HERE AND THERE.

Jokes and Jokelets that Are Supposed to

Have Been Recently Born—Sayings and

that Are Odd, Curious, and Laugh-

able—The Week’s Humor.

Let Us AU Laugh.

A good mirror always tells the

truth, no matter upon whom it re-

Aects.—Troy Press.

Wherever the experienced blind

man moves there is an era of good
feeling.—Troy Press.

When engineers and trainmen are

well trained the locomotive goes off
on a toot —Picayune.

No matter how cheap quinine may
be It is always a drug on the market.

—Chicago Inter Ocean.

The Ice man now calls every morn-

ing at the home of the coal man and
does him up.— Dallas News.

Police officers in hoodlum district*

naturally expect to have many a tough
experience. —Buffalo Courier.

When a mercantile concern “takes

in sail” it is in the interest of the

balance-sheet.—Lowell Courier.

It is highly probable that the times
which tried men’s souls found some

of them guilty.—Buffalo Courier.

A peculiarity about it is that

when money is tight it’s business
that’s apt to stagger.—Philadelphia
Times.

The restaurateurs at the Colum-
bian Exposition 6eem to think that a

fair exchange is no robbery.—lndian-
apolis News.

With reference to these shows it

may be said a dog’s ancestral tree

cannot be told by its bark.—Phila-

delphia Times.

The man who knows that he wai

one kind of a fool yesterday often has

a suspicion that he is some other
kind to-day. —Ram’s Horn.

Mrs. Slimdiet— “Don't you find it
a little lonesome sitting down to

luncheon all alone?” Bordaire—“Oh,
no, the cheese is here. ”—Truth.

The women in an insane asylum
look, somehow, like tbe women you
meet at home with a church enter-

tainment ou their hands. —Atchison
Globe.

“Poor Mrs. Chatter is all worn out

from talking last night.” “Did she
lecture?” “Oh, no? it was a whist

party she attended.”—Chicago Inter

Ocean.

The government of Russia has ex-

cluded “Uncle Tom’s Ca >in” from the

theaters ol that country, yet they call

it despotic and inconsiderate.—Phila-

delphia Ledger.
“What makes Swiggins such an

unconscionable liar?” “Stinginess.
He has as many facts as anybody,
but he hates to give them out.”—

Chicago Tribune.

The mosquito-pest season seems to
have reached Boston, when a clergy-
man preached a sermon tbe other day
on “The Bigness of Little Things.”—
Philadelphia Ledger.

When a man considers how easy he

finds it to lend money, he cannot help
wondering sometimes that he finds it

so hard to get anybody else to lend

money to him.—Texas Siftings.

Music Teacher— “l don’t know

why you are displeased. Your daugh-
ter really sings very well.” Father—-

“Yes; but how is it that she never

sings anything but soprano.
*—Schalk.

Hicks—“Brown seems wide awake

enough when at his business, but at

home he is fearfully absent-minded."

Wicks—“But then his wife has a

mind of he? own, and It is quite un-

necessary that he should take his

home with him.”—Boston Courier.

A, private soldier, walking arm-

in-arm with his sweetheart, met his

sergeant when about to enter a cheap
restaurant. He respectfully intro-

duced her to him: “Sergeant, my sis-

ter 1” “Yes, yes,” was the reply. “I

know; she was mine once.” —Le Lit-
toral.

The Elder —I noticed that Mrs.

Yan West’s father died the other day
and left her a lot of land out in Da-

kota. I suppose she will separate
from Yan West now. The younger—

Separate? Why so? The elder—

She willhave very good grounds for

a divorce, you see. Brooklyn Life.

“Look at me, ma’am,” said the

man who was asking for something
to eat. “Ain’t I the picture of

despair?” “I don’t know anything
about yer bein’ a picture,” she an-

swered, glancing at the ax: “but un-

less you’re in the wood-cut line you

can’t get anything to eat here.”—

Washington Star.

The conversation turned on the

number thirteen, the spilling of salt,
knives and forks placed crosswise,
and other kinds of superstitions.
“You need not laugh at similar be-

liefs,” gravely remarked Tranquil-
letti. “An uncle of mine at the age
of 77 committed the imprudence of

going to a dinner at which the guests
numbered thirteen.” “And he died

that very evening?” “No, but ex-

actly thirteen years afterward. ”

Gazetta Piedmontese.

“Yes, I may take a few summer

boarders this year,” replied the old

farmer, after asking for a pound of

reg’lar saleratus, “but I’m goin’ to

hev a fair understandin’ in the out-

set.” “About what?” “Wall, princi-

pally as to butter’n’ eggs and cream

and such, but perticklarly as to

sleepin’. We took an artist from

New York last summer who upsot
the hull house when he found he was

to sleep with the hired man, and I

actually believe he kept a governor
from engagin’ with us at s’7 a week

and washin’ and mendin’ throwed

in.”—Detroit Free Press.

Zeke Was Down on ’Em.

The present diabolical dressmak-

er’s device of balloon shoulders was

denounced as long ago as the time ot

Ezekiel, that prophet having uttered

this solemn warning: “Thus saith the

Lord God: Woe to the women ’who
sew pillows to all armholes!” The

doubting can verify this curse by
turning to Ezekiel xiiL, 18.—Water-

bury American.

Highest Church Steeple.
The highest church steeple in the

world is that of the cathedral of AnV

werp, 476 feet. - 4


