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A PAPER FOR THE PEOPLE.

SECOND EDITION.
Town-Talk.
ABOUT A RAILROAD DEPOT,

T, T. recently had to lay over several
bours at A railway station where, going
from a through line to a cross read, the
trains dida’t conneect, and he saw more
of people who travel, their peceXarities
and oddities, than he had ever befors
noticed, Doubtless Girdner and Cook-
erly, of the union depot ticket effice here
see much of the same every day of their
lives, but in this instance having noth-
ing to-do bul watch the people coming
and going, T. T. was impressed for the
first time that in and abouta depotis
an admirable place to study character.
There are the loungers, in themselves a
It is astonishing how eloquently

and €og and loco-
fous mood they can

study.
theycan talk horse,

In a loqu

out-gossip a village barber-shop. Then
there is the passing, or the making up
of & freight ain, which has been wait-
ing /or the passenger train to pass, The

and bumpir the switching

have an excitement pe-

loungers as
take & deep

Brakemen
and conductors
their record, or semething or
snake winds its

come in for & «
make
other, and the freight
slow length away with a cough, creak
and rumble.

After
pected from the other end of the road.
Hacks, omnibusses and wagons begin
toarrive. The drivers spar end joke
with the loafers, Spruce young bucks
come down to see simpering young la-
dies off, 0Old ladies have awiul work to
get out their money to pay their fare,
and can’t understand it when it is paid.
Draggled-out looking mammas are
tasked to amuse gingerbread eating
children. A countryman in a quiet
corner is laying in a little bread and
cheese previous to departure, while
another, whose nose ischronically blush-
ing for the sinsof the world,is obscure-
ly moistening his lips “just for the good
of his stomach.” Lovers, who are to be
separated for a season, pace toand fro,
oblivious of everything save their own
communings and the too speedy flight
of time, A father has come £osee his
son launch off into the world. The boy
is fall of hope, the parent of solicitude,
The boy sees everything through a rose:
colored atmosphere, the father looks
upon the world as it is. Adolescens
thinks he is very wise., BSilver head
knows that in worldly wiedom his
downy-cheeked son is a fool. The cne
impatiently advises, the other impa.
tiently listens.

Expressmen dash up and tumble
out boxes, bales and bundles, defi-
antly regardless of the plainly marked:
“This side up with care.” The apple,
peanut ard pie vender stumps along the
platform end thrusts his basketinto the
notice alike of the hungry andthe full,
and away in tho distancs is heard the
and the rumble of the coming

a while a passenger train is ex-

screech
train,

As the crowd gathers on the depot
platform there is to be seen prominently
an old woman with spectacles, who car-
ries a huge, big-bellied umbrella, care-
fully covered in a casing made up from
the faded remnants of a calico drese., T,
T, finds just such & woman every time
he travels, Tkore is little differexce in
her stature, and the sharp, distrustful
expression of the face see:ns to beleng
to the class, Thore is almost aiways,
and there was in this case, a pursy little
man following hker, with a big bundie
that sae would not entrust to the mer-
cies of the baggage wmaster, pufling as he
plods along behirnd the dame, whose
sharp elbows soon give her walking
space through the erowd, and glaneing
at her in & fearful, half admiring sort of
a way that tells of his sscondary impor-
tancs in conjugal affairs as plainly as if
“pen-hecked’ was chalked all over him
“All abosxd!” ories the conductor, the |
train pulisout, and T. T, turns to the|
station waiting room to wait for the
down (rain on the cross road.

A new couple have come in. Evi-|
dently they never traveled ten miles |
{r their home. “I say, Joe," says!

the female part of the household, “ain’t |
afeerd the railroad will
off 77 ""Not a bit,"” says Joe, ‘‘there,s no
more danger, Matildar,than there is in
our kitchen.” Matilda is satisfied, and for |
nily gazas at the depot cloek, |

when all at onece shi

you most ran

atl time 81

ps up with a|

new

thought and clutehi

by the arm whispers :
Joe, what yer done with the
JToe informs her that he fu-‘.:
chuacked " exhibits the

token, and explaing the oper
chucking baggage,

cross roads train is heard, and evervope

of

™ ot} )
he whistle of the

burries to the door, each bent on gain-

0
H

opportunity for the man who is late
for the train, and he comes elbowing
his way through the outgoing crowd
with a satchel in one hand, a baby on
the other arm, A meek wife following
in the rear, and a boy and a poodle dog
also. Ha seizss the conductor who is
just goiag inat the door to report, and
nervously asks him not to start the train
until he gets his tickets, That accom-
modating functionary promises to com-
ply, and the man with the satchel, baby,
wife, boy and poodle finally get aboard
the train all safe, the word is given
“ali aboard!” and T. T. leaves the de-
pot at the cross roads.

Yes, it takes all kinds of people to
make a world, and the greatest variety,
with their characteristics most prom-
inently displayed—those which dis-
tinguish one man from his fellow—can
boe found at the average railway depot.

Susan Perkins’ Letter.

TERRE HAUTE, Aug. 8, 1879,

My DEeAR JoserHINE:—I take my
pen in hand to let you know that I am
well, and hope these few lines will find
you enjoying the same blessing. There!
Lmight as well sign my name right here
for I have nothingelse to write, This
fall I hope to make my letters more
entertaining. Summer is & time when
mind as well as body ought to rest, and
it is equally useless to make any de-
mands upon either. Uneclo still refuses
to take us out of towun, Heis such a
queer old fellow. We were invited to
large reception, g short time ago, and he
would not attend because he had be-
come too fat te .wear his ‘‘swallow-
tailed” coat. “Woell, de get a new dress
suit,” said Aunt Miranda, “Can’t afford
it,”’ was the reply, so we had to go with-
out Lim, The nextimorring aunt be-
gan lecturing him by saying, “Mr. H.
was there, and he looked so uice.” “Did
he? Well, if he would pay me that five
hundred dollars he has owed me for the
last two years, I could get a new suit.”
“Mr., B. had on an elegant new suit.”
“Very likely. He haslived inone of
my houses for a year without paying
mo any rent,” said uncle. That is just
the way it is here, Josephine. Some
people can’t pay their honest debts, and
owe everybody that will trust them,
and vet they live nicely, go everywhere,
dress eloegantly, and enjoy the world to
its fullest extent, I can’t see how they
manage it,

I promised to tell you «f saveral wed.
dings. One is that of a prominent Main
street hatter, who, it is said, is to marry
the most beautiful woman that was
ever in Terre Haute. They say people
always choose their opposites. Another
is that of a eharming blonde belle, for-
merly of Oxford College. Still another is
that of a talented and independent
young lady who prefers the practice of
law to matrimony, but has finally de-
cided to combine the two. I hopo she
may, but, as & man cannot serve God
and Mammon, neither can & woman at-
tend to housekeeping and manage an
outside business, for either she will hate
the one and love the other or she will
forsake the one and cleave to Lhe other.
I am a little faulty in my Scriptural
quotation, but you know what I mean,
And then thore are the other responsi-
bilities of married life~bul we will nct
discuss them, I guess Iwill never mar-
ry. I have had a very sad experience
sinco 1 last wrote you. You know Itcld
you how near perfection my lover was,
Oh! I do wish you could have heard
him quote poetry, and then he had such
beautiful ideas of life and such loity
aims, and he was going to bring about
a groat reformation of some kind, I
don’t know exsctdy what, Well, one
beautiful moonlight evening we were
talking togatber, he had been telling me
what a wastad lile kis had besn and how
he longed to do better, and how much
he needed my help, and wound up by
asking me to marry him. I thought I
might unever have & chance to do so
much good again, so I accepted the re-
sponsibility and we became engaged,
He measured my finger for & ring which
he said he would send to New York
for. Then, after swearing by the sun,
moon and stars that he would hance.
forth lead a blameless life and that he
thought my love would proteel him
from all evil, and a great msany other
protestations, he took his leave, I.re-
tired to rest but was to inspired aud
happy to sleep.  About two o'clock in

| When they
he stopped

the morning I went to the window and
drew aside the curtain. The moonlight
was 80 pure and beautiful I sat there |
for a long time wrapped in hap;\):'
thoughts, Suddenly I beard & noise of |

'

i shouting and singing and a group of |
|

tipsy youug men came staggering down |
the street, Two of them I did nu!f
know but they supported a companion !
whom I recognized as my affianced,;
came opposite the housa !
and leaning against the |
lamp exclaimed, {
shtars, shwear by man
goin' to r'form th’ world ; goin’ to com-
mence with myself, Fact, old girl.
I've got an heiress, boys, I'll set 'em up
every night. Green girl, greenbacks,
take 'em both.”—I dropped the cartain '

k down in the chair

post “Shwear by

in the moon,

I buriadi o

my love then and there and shall hence-
forth be as sarcastic on the subject as
Matie, herself. Poor girl! I wonder if
she ever went through all this, No
wonder women grow cynical.

2 ream of love is over,
\ M%d {1 i
'was sweet, ‘twas false, 'tis fled,
And now turn down the cever
And let me go to bed.”

I oughtn’t to parody poor Tom Moore,
but I feel reckless to-night. Let us
change from one frivolous subject to
another, from men to the fashions. You
entreat me to tell you the prevailing
styles. I cannot except by saying,
Whatever is becoming is fashionable.
If you are tall and angular, small hoops
are in style as a sort of mantle of char-
ity to cover the deficiencies of nature.
Light lawns are pretty for fresh young
facos, but those who are plain featured
or advanced in years will be safer if
dressed in thicker and darker material.
If you can dress your hair becomingly,
it 1s growing in favor to go bare headed
upon the streets in the evening, al-
though a hat or bonnet will render you
less conspicuous. If nature has been
bountiful to you in the way of physical
charms, wear a tight fitting princess
dress; but if not, then avail yourself of
the uncertainly of a panier. 1fyou have
pretty arms, the present style of elbow
sleoves gives you an excellent opportu-
nity to display them—if not, make a
virtne of necessity and wear long
sleeves, Dbecause you consider “them
more modest! If you be one of those
few fortunate. women who have a per-
fect foot and ankle, you will never have
a better chanee to exhibit them than the
present style of embroidered hose and
fascinating slippers affords ; but if oth-
erwige, confine yourself to high button-
ad boots, and never lose an opportunity
to condemn the immoral and unchaste
slipper. KEvery woman has her charms
and ner defects, Always dress so as to
display tbe former and conceal the
latter. This is one art of the fashiona-
ble woman which her country cousin
would do well to imitate.

Heigho! I must stop and dress.
Somehow, I don’t feel half so broken
hearted as I ought to under the circum-
stanoes ; and the strangest part of all is
that I keep thinking of John all the
time. Such is a girl’s inconsistency.

Adieu, Josephine ; no more till next
week from Your faithfal friend,

SUSIE.

LETTERFROMREV.S.8. MARTYN.

A CONNECTICUT HOME—SAIL ON THE
HUDSON—CASTLE BUILDING.

MaLLpALE, CoNN,, Aug. 1st, 1879.
To The Maii :

Lot the readers of The Mail imagine
themselves in a level strip of country
about.five miles wide, running north
and south, with a ridge of precipitous
hillsstanding guard on either side, east
and west, and with spots of rolling land
breaking the general level, and they

will understand where I am to-day,|

seated in one of the pleasantest of New
Eogland country houses, the same spot
where, fifteen years ago, I became
strangely interestsd in a certain littie
woman who has since had much to do
with my destiny and bas made many &
rugged spot in lite bloom with hope and
beauty for me. I{ The Mail wishes for
names, that is a secrot, But I will say
that I have aslways had a great affection
for this spot since those magic hoars of
other days, and that my children call it
“grandma's house,” their mother,—
“home,” and I—well, naver mind, I
don’t want to tell any family tales,

Here is an old New England farm of
three hundred acres, divided up among
the children of the good old deacon, who
long since went to his reward; and the
sons of that deacoun, with their nephews
and boys, are living in their own homes
on the old farm, and earrying on a man-
ufaeturing business in “the shop’™ as it
is familiarly ealled, situated on the bank
of the pabbly stream which turns the
wheel that carries the ponderous ma-
chinery, The click of that mill, added
to the murmur of the water flowing
over the dam, with the crickets’ chirp
oceasionally striking in, unite to make
music that falis with swest charm upon
the ear. Do you wonder that I wanted
to come back and visit this Conpecticut
home? Asliook outof my window, I
seo rising before me three peaks, called
the “Hanging Hills” or “Blue Moun-
tains,” about four miles away, yeot seem-
ing scarcaly more than a mile, and sit-
ting with a kind of majestic grandeur,
looking down upon the dwellers below,
as il the cares of earth never disturbed
their calut repose. And vet | have seen
the lightning play around their tops,
and the clouds roll down upon them,
shutting them out from view, and have
heard the thunder go erashing through
them, just as the siorins are wont to
burst upon the valleys beneath, aund to
come sweeping over the pathway of us

all.

i started out, bowever, not to talk
about this pleasan! summering quarter
of mine, but to tell of a trip I took yes-

terday, up the Hudson river to New-

loading down the myriads of boats that
float past us, and flocking in every
direction whither we may chance to go?
As ono looks at them, and never meets
the same faces twice, heis tempted to
exclaim, “I never supposed there were
80 many people inthe world.” They
weigh the boat down almost to the
water’s edge, as we’ start, and worse
than all, they hide our view. But keep
good natured, Mr. Grouty-Gruff, keep
good natured; the secret of happy travel
is to smile a heavenly smile, and breathe
out a soft “Thank you’ every time any
one steps on your corns,

The Hudson has been called the Rhine
of America, only they tell us that it has
a more varied lake-like character,

To thoroughly enjoy it, one ought to
be acquainted with the traditions which
have immortalized it. A guide-book is
not enough., Let the boys and girls of
Terre Haute read the old Knickerbocker
Tales of Washington Irving, which used
to interest me as no Arabian Nights
even ever did. Let them read up the
campaigns of the American Revolution,
as they were fought in the region of the
Hudson. Then let them, as they get a
little older, or the time comes, take a
sail on the river,and they will thank
me for this suggestion,

As we start, at the foot of 24th street,
1 remember that in this region, or about
'30th street, we used to take row-boat
rides across to the hills upon the other
side. We were boys then, and our start-
ing point was all rocky country. Batas
we have grown older, the city has
stretched for miles along up the island,
until now the old country landing place
is supplanted by solid brick houses,
After a few minutes’ sail, the Pallisades
begin to rise to our left, a solid line of
natural rocky fortifications rising, for.
about fifteen miles, perpendicularly out
of the water, on the western or Jersey
side, and having fine specimens of archi-
tectural beauty inthe way of summer
hotels and private residences situated
frequently upon their tops.,

It is & vast city indeed, stretching be-
fore us, not to speak of the five hundred
thousand inhabitants crowded into
Brooklyn beyond, which is only a grand
sleeping room of New York. And one
never realizss this immense sizs 80
much as when he starts out for a sail in
either direction., The island is, I be-
lieve, 11 miles long on the East River
side, from the Battery to Harlem River,
and 13 miles on the west or Hudson
River side, being on an average from
two to three miles wide, from east to
west. Think of the greater part of this
space as crowded with housas, and as a
mass of struggling, toiling humanity.

But away we go,—sunlight overhead,
aches and cares left behind in spite of
us, and the majestic river, like so many
different lakes, continually presenting
new and unexpected beauties to view.
I had forgotten this feature of the river,
with its winding course making the hills
and wmountains that rise tier upon tier
in the distance away, seem likeso many
sentinels standing guard upen the
shores of as many seas. The width, in
many places, as at Tappan Zse, epposite
Tarrytown, where Washington Irving
lived, is not far from four miles, while
the hills close in a kind of circle around,
giving to the whole the appearance and
oeffoct of a lovely bay or lake. How
beautifully the towns and cities nestle
among the mountains, as if Nature

bung with i-light upon man’sendeav-
ors to embellisk her.

And thus on we go, until on our left,
sailing up, we reach Stony Polat, where
General Anthony Wayne, of Revolu-
tionary fame, or““Mad Antkony,” as he
is nicknamed, called upon the British to
surrender, Every schoolboy knows the
story, how, when asked in whose name
he made the demand, he replied, “In
the name of God and the Continental
Congress !” Now we begin to reach the
Highlends, with “Anthony’s Nosg,'” a
precipitous rise, reeembling exactly the
human nose, protreding itself to the
waters edge upon eur right. A tunuel
has been pierced threugh it for the Hud-
soa River railroad. Some one in our
company irreverently remarked that
the “old fellow’s nostrils ran the wrong
way!” In this region is West Point;
and if the old Grecian herces were ever
furnisbed by the Gods on Olympus
with more cougenial saurroundings for
the development of the warlike epirit,
yet like a patriotic American, I shall
stiil doubt it. Just beyond West Point,
and on the sameside of the river, is
Cornwall-on-Hudson, where lives Terre
Haute's former favorite, Rev, Lyman
Abbott, Ten miles further north, asif
sitting at the head of an inland sea, lies
Newburg, the place of my destination,
the old Revolutionary town where
Washington’s headqnarters arestiil pre-
served with jealous care--a plain, old
styls house, transformed intoa sort of
national repository for revolutionary
relics. And now we land, walk a quar-
ter of a mile or s0 up a steep declivity—
certainly the steopést fora city I ever

climbed—and reach at length the heart

burg and back, in company with friends | of the old place, The city numbers to-
who were on thelr way to the Catskills, ldly 18,000 inhabitants, What a view

where I expect to meet them soon, and |

where T will write you if I do.
But where do all thesa erowds of pea-

0 ]
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i

som, U ronging the heaches.ijor 1 old-time minisierial comnrade sel- |

bursts upon the eye s we look of up
and down the river! Words simply fail
to deseriba it.  And 80 we pas3 on, hunt

.

-

tled in the loveliest of parsonagss, ars
introduced to his wife and besutifal
children, take dinner with him, and
then turn my steps to meet the after-
noon boat, which comes along only too
soon, to bear me back.

Alone this time, I step aboard and ere
long am lost in reverie, in which home,
friends and castle-building mingle in-
discriminately together, until, if every
place I peopled with my own fancies on
those river hights were mine, no feudal
chief of the middle ages could have held
more undisputed sway over his fiefs of
estates, nor could Kidd’s lost treasurs
have sufficed to buy me out. Ah, well,
the castle-building is the only kind of
building most of us will ever own.
When we can gain undisputed posses-
sion at 80 small a cost as sailing on4
beautiful river and merely calling our
houses into being as Alladin called his
good genius up to do his bidding of old,
why not make the most of it? Soon at
farthest, shall we get back to the rush,
rumble and wrangle of the city, and
now for awhilelet us be rich and fortun-
ate and great, as we take our day’s sail
aupon the sleepy, dreamy, peaceful old
Hudson, with its Sleepy Hollow, its
Sunnyside, its Idlewild, its Dunderbsrg,
its Storm-King Mountain, and its Crow
Nest, on either side. They who can
thus carry their castie-builaing with
them throughout all life are the truly
favored, for their panics, shocks, storms,
the loss of friends—whatever may be-
tide—cannot harm them; if the crash
come to-day the new castle can rise on
the morrow, and a new world of beauty
come forth on call.

And thus, thou too fair Hudson, hast
taught me the lesson afresh in these va-
cation hours—that our real life is in the
possibilities within ourselves, and that
with God, Nature and those Possibili-
ties always left us,our living need never
be one either of failure or despair. How
aptly has Charles Lamb portrayed the
same truth in his description of the
poor, yet siili genteel Captain Jackson ;
“With nothing to live on, he seemed to
live on everything. He bad a stock of
wealth in his mind; not that which is
properly termed content, for in truth he
was not contained at all, but overflowed
all bounds by the force of a magnificent
self-delusion.”

But our vessel touches the pier, the
crowd jostles my dreams away, and
once more I step ashore, to be the re-
cipient of numberless attentions from
hackmen and porters, fit emblem of a
world which smiles upon us as long as
we have something to give. But I
haven't in the present case; the price is
too high ; I prefer to walk, at least to
the street cars—and so the admiring
world forsakes me. Accordingly I bid
them, the day’s jaunt and the readers of
The Mail alike, farewell. 8. 8. M,

Ca e Contennial show hurt the Quaker
City in more ways than one, Besides
advertising to the entire world what a
one-horse town it is and that the Friends
are individually and eollectively devot-
edly “on the make,’” it now turns out
that the extensive use of beer during
the progress of the exhibition engen-
dered a taste among the staid natives
for the fuid, and the consumption has
increased by fully 100,000 barrels of
twenty gallous eack. The total product
of the breweries there now is 696,580
barrels, from which the deduction may
be made that each man, woman and
child in Philadelphia drinks 421 glasses
of beer during the year. *I drink thee
down,” soliloquizeth the good Quaker,
‘““lest thou mayest fall into the posses-
sion of some weak stranger who cannot
contral his appetite, and thus harm him
sorely. Woe be unto the bad men who
brew the vilestuff! Fill ’em up again,
Johnnie.”

e

Disteess and failure excite our pity,
while success tvo often only excite our
envy. It iseasy to pity those falling
behind us in the race, but not 8o easy to
have a joyful sympsathy with those neck
and neck with us, or to rejoice with
those whom fleetness, or pluek, or favor-
ing circumstances permit to outstrip us.
It is many times much easier to weep
with them that weep than to rejoice
with those that rejoice,

“I AN plod 1" Success in life depends
more upon the ability to plod than upon
gonins of any sort. Most men whao
have risen to eminence have done 8o by
means of patient, persovering, hard
word, ealled plodding.

A SNEER has driven many a map
away from the fulfillment of & good in-
tention, when a threat would have had
no influence whatever. In factthe bold
mwan is the one that can face a sneer
without quailing.

OFPFENSIVE PEOPLE.,
Boston Herald.

Valgar Jews are not the only ?wplo
who are 0 onable to the cultivated
patrons of snmmer hotels, but their
babits of thrift and shrewdness have en-
abled them, uniike mors vulgar Gen-
tiles, to patronizs the best places, Any-
body who feeds with his knifo} makes a

bib or t handkerchief of his nap-
kin, picka his teeth’ at the table, smokes
in the faces of ladies, or makes himseif'

vulgar with jeweilry. is offensive {0 peo- |
piagouf @ithetic tastes, wheller bepegef

Jew or Gentile.

Scraps of Style.

White dresses are in great fovor at ibe
watering-plaees this season.

The beauty of snmmer dressing is in
its freshuess and its comfort.
Untrimmed overskirts are destined &o
gain the victory over trimmed.

Small bone, pearl and metal buttons
are greatly used for garnishing street
costumes. ;

Embroidered satin napkins were pro-
vided for the guests at a recent New-
port dinner, g

To vary the white dresses, waists of
colored foulard are worn with white
trimmed skirts.

A lady of moderate wmeans who
wishes a pretty yet inexpensive costume
should select bunting.

Ladies’ underwear has become sc ele-
gant in material and design as to be
classed among the fine arts.

The fingered silk-net gloves are in-
creasing in popularity, but they wear
out so soon that they are expensive.

Inexpensive fans are made of muus-
myeloth and have all the effsct of the
satin Pompadour fans without the
cost.

Many fashionable dresses ars made
with the fan waist in favor many yoars
ago, and so becoming to slendar
figures,

White foulard petticoats are styhish,
They are to be worn with pretty walk-
ing costumes or with trained evening
dresses.

A peculiarity of ;the present slyie of
dressing the hair is the large number of
gold headed pins and small sida-combs
that may be worn, .

The demand for white ties is so great
at present at to amount almost to a
furoy, and, therefore, of course tha var-
iety is remarkable, -

One of the prettiest styles of cos-
tumes secn at present is the short. plain
skirt with the bouffante matinee, as
this style of polonaise is called.

The English jockey cap, with its stif¥
visor, is taking the place of the silk hat
50 long worn for riding and ladies have
made them the material of their habit.

The polonaise reappears this season
under the name of a matinee, and is
welcomed by the ladies with great sat~
isfaction., It is short and bunchy in
shape.

Poke bonnets are much worn at the
watering-places. They are made of
course straw. and trimmed with but-
tercups, earnations, cherries or black-
barries.

Many of the costumes at present fasl-
ionable are copied after old pictures of
the dresses worn in the days of Louis
XVI. Materials as well as designs are
imitated.,

Pretty young ladies at Newport aflect
natty bathing suits, somstimes of fo
slight a textuve that the rough wrestle
with old Neptune'’s forces the garmonts
get the worat of it,

A protty style of hair-dressing for the
morning isto wavs all the hair and
twist it into a figurs ofJeight very low
atthe back of the]heoad, transtixing it
with & metal dagger or arrow.

Already therefis talk of the styles the
dress-makers hava devised for next
winter, Itis whisparedithat there are
to bs wonderful combinations of colors,
and novelties in matorial and shayes.

One of the newest fancies in jewelry
isthe “old oaken bucket” set In solid
gold ; the earrings are tiny goldem
buckets, and the pin i{s a perfect little
windlass, with rope coiled around ' it,
from the end of which the bucket is sy
pended. {

MANTON MARBLE'S MARRIAGE.

Manton Marble has marriel Mrs
Lombard, a widow, foity and rich.
Jennie June says:

“The lady's incote is very large, but
it dies with her, and she therefors &c-
cured tre tuture of her husband by driv-
ing with him immoediately and sscret)y
to the office of the Mutual Life Insurance
Company, where she executed a policy
utpon her own life, in his favor, for
£100,000. They then started for Furope.
This generosity on the part of & rich
woman offers a fine contrast to the way
in which rich men often tis up their
money 80 that the wife, who has beer:
their dependent while they live, shail
benefit as little as possible by their
death, ;

— e ——

WHERE ¥FOOLS DO CONGREGATE.
Chileago Inter Oecan. 4

1f any one wishes to be convioced ihat
foois abound this year, let him walk yp
the alley from Clark strest, betwedn
Washington and Madison, and look In
at tie pool rooms, whereSrom 500 to 1,
000 men and boys. in ages from 60 to 16
sit on benches fanning and sweating,
as they await the result of base-bali
games, walking matches, running races,
6te,, upon which they bave staked theaix
haves and quarters., Glancing at the
eager, restiess faces of these men undgx
the strain of uncertainty, and breathing
in and throwing off the mingied fumes
of tobacco and whisky, it is easy to
cast their boroscope. From this list.of
idal men and boys will be made up the
faupon and criminals of future yeara,
t robs a man of honest purposes, an#
gives him a loathing of labor, It intro-

uees him to a train of thoughts thet
unmans bim for life. It is hardly with-
in the mind to conesive evil which wild
not naturally and necessarily follow in
the wake «f tnis 'worss than idie asscoy
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