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A SONG OF FPOLLY.

Trovelers' Reeord,
Polly, Polly the kettle sings,
There's n vuff of steam like falry wings,
A feagrance of Oolong stealing
ininty ehina costly set,
Fragiio as frallesy of eggatiell, yvot
Strong in my housewife's aealing.

It's hey for toast, and ho for teal
0Old reminiscences brought to me
Over the tea with Polly;
There's the fragment of song whon hoarts
were young,
A trembling minor never sung.
Hushed o tears from Polly.

Flor Polly and 1, ay, hey for toast,

Ho for the tea, too, who can hoast .
O1 youth and iove forever!

Lot broken heart and hint of weonmg

Find cheorior note in the kettle's song,
Striving with brave endeavor,

Bo over the erisp hrown tonst for two,
And tea in the old cups qualot and blue,
Heigho for bygone folly |
Though yellowest halr has turned to white,
Old songs 1o minor, yet tonight
We tove on, I and Polly |

_— - -
THE OLD DRAWING MASTER.
MoeMiltan's Magazine

It s many yoars since, but T still re-
momber as though it were bul  yestep-
day, the long, low, dusty room to which
1, &ith about n dozen other girlg, went
for our weokly dreawing lsson, T think
the sehool was ehiefly pntronized by ar-
tisuns—oenrpenters, decorators, design-
ers in a small way, who toiled of an
evening to improve themsclves in somo
gort of arawing which might be useful
in thelr We, the young
ludies, certainly did not toll, neither on
the whole didy wo groally improve. |
used to wonder how our muster could go
on, week aftor weelk, putiently correct-
ing the same mistakes, eutting the
blunt ehalks, trying in his gontle,wenry
voito to impress the most elementary
rules on the minds of his eaveless pupils.

He was a very little man, slightly
bent and twisted, with o delleats eelined
face and bright eyes, who spoke English
with o foreign accent.  We did not
know his history, or even his counkry,or
how happened to settlo inour smoky,
northern town, It seemed to us that he
had lived there slways, and inall his
life he hud done nothing but teach tench,
teach,

“Are you ever tired of it?"
one day

“Pired—yes!” he said with his habit-
unl smile,  “But one does not miad
being tired, Miss Ellen; it is my work,
you see.”

“Such unrewarded work!" I could not
help saving it,as 1 looked down the long
row of desks, on which lay drawings in
every stage of badness,  His eyes fol-
lowed mine with a funny twinkle in
them.

“Certainly, I do fesl sometimes that
ft would be plensunt to teach those who
truly wished to learn. They none of
them worl, those young Indles. Ah! in
our old ,sl.pdlﬂ iv m--'qtl:lﬂmt What
nmbition! ut—" Mr. Hirsch stopped
short, shruogged his bent shoulders, nnd
began to put away the deawings and
prepare the room for the next class, 1
romainod to finish a chalk study; I
think I was the only one of his flul_\'
pupils who worked with zeal. Presently
he enme up and looked over my shoulder,

“Protty welll” ko sald. *You have a
feeling for form, Miss Ellen, It is a pity
you do not devote more time to painting;
you might, perhaps, do something."

*Do fuu really think so?"

“Wall, it might ve so with time and
pning,” suld my master slowly, “You
are roceptive, [f we cannot create, it is
always something If we can recelve and
distribute, And I have, porhaps, n few
socrots—1 have lenrned z-'mnulll:inu. |
am no artist myself, but I would like, if
ot mny be, to make one artist.”

“But,” I ventured to ask, *why are
you no urtist, you who know so much?
Why do you not yourself paint?”

He sprend out his hands smiling, “'It
is too late—1 am too old —1 have no time
my

business,

I usked

for punting. Once, indepd, I had
dreams—but not now.”

“Ah, what a pity!” I said,

“Not at all—no, when one grows old
one does not conse drenming; one's
dreams nlter, that is all, 1 have my
dream always,” sald my master, stifl
smiling, .

We werse interrupted by o ring at the
outer door. Mr. Hirsch wentand openad
it. and, after a short parley with some
one outside, returned, carvrying a huge,
squure parcel. As it seemoed heavy, 1
went to his assistance, and between us
we got it into a little inner room which
he resorved for his own use.

**This is my own business,” ho sald,
My pupils might laugh at it,though 1
have no reason to be nshamed. You seo
1 do whatever work comes to my hand,”
As ho spoke he took off the cloth that
covered the parcel and disclosed n large
wooden purwll on which was faintly dis-
cernable a painting, representing n swin
with two necks, switiming in a very blue
river. It was o signboard!

*This poor swan looks just ready to
slug his death song, or perhaps [ should
say songs, since he has two throuts,”
snld my mnstor: but | am going tomake
him young sgain,™

“You aure going to do thisl"
clnimed.

“Oug must live,” said Mr, Hirach
cheerfully, “'and one must help others to
live, This pioture will possess one nd-
vantoage; it 18 surato be hung. There
pre many artists who would be glad if
they could say as much ns that of their
works,"”

A fowdays Inter a note, misspelled
and in a"erampod foreign hand, signed
Celle Hirsoh, informed me that the next
drawlng lesson must be put off, as my
waster was il

“You had better go tomorrow and in-
quire for him?"” said my fother., *"Tuke
& bunch of grapes with you.”

1 had vever before been o my draw-
Ing master's house; the rooms whore we
took our lossons were in another part of
the town, The little slipshod girl who
answered the bell, instend of replying to
my Inquiries, merely rapped at o door in
the entrance passagoe,called out: *You're
wantoed, madinme,” and disuppeared, A
high-pitched volca culied out, “'Come
in." Toponed the door and found my-
gelf in o tiny sitting room. By an empty
grate sat u woman neatly dressed in
shnbby black, who rose hastily whon she
gaw me.  “Pardon, mademolselle!” she
snid, "I hud not expected a visitor;
forgive me that 1 did not opsn to you,
1 wm lame, I walkk with tl'mculty. and
today [ am tived.” She had a eruteh by
her side and seemod inllym and old,
lbtnurh. as [ afterwnrd found, her ago
could not have exceuded furty-five.

She told me that My, Hirsch was in
bed with bronchitis, but she ho he
would soon be ablo g resume his lessons,
Bhe npohiﬂud for ufking me into n cold
room. “He needed the fire upstairs”

I ex-

When I opened my basket she cried,
YOk, elet! and held up her hands with
delight. “This s, Indeed, goodness:
only this morning 1 was thinking if 1
hnd but some grapes for my husband.”
She took them w fth a tender touch, aol-
most a cavess, It Is so long sinece I
have held geapes in my hand,” she
snld: “itfens if T wns once more In
France. Will mademoisolle do me the
favor to it down while I take them to
monsieur? He will liko to make you his
thanks " She spoke slowly, with n
French aceent much strongar than her
husband's, While she was gone |
looked ubout me, 1 think, at that
time of my 1ife, 1 had nevar soen 80 poor
o room, It had in i, with two ex-
captions, nothing but the most nhso-
lutely needtul furniture, and that of the
homeliest Those excepllons were
steiking, The fitst was o handsomely
earved and gilt fenme contalning the
hoad, apparently n porteait, of o young
man sketehed in charcoal. The other
was much more remaorkable. It wis an
oil puinting representing o group uf
I'ronch  pensants. returaing from
harvest field, Even 1, lgnoeant as 1
wis, conld parceive thit it wos n work
of great power and boauty, [ts deliento
pearl-gray tones so perfectly harmons
fzed, 1ts tonder, resteained  feeling riv-
eted my attention. 1 wus still looking
at it when Mes, Hicseh returned.

“ALY sho said, “‘that was painted by
my fiest hoshand,  He was oogreat aree
tist. You nover heard o him? Ttls
becauso he died young, boefore he was
nppl'nl".l\l--d. If ho had lived he would
have been fwmous. Me. Hivsch says so, |
and he knows.” sho concluded, with un
odd misture of pride 1n her two hus-
bands. *“And that.” she added turning
to the chareonl sketehy s his son, my
Anatole, deanwn by himself.®

e, thoen, is also an nrtist?”

“Hois a student.  He has his father’s
gonius; gome duy he, too, wiil be an ar-
tist, "

After the first visit for some ronson or
another, T often went to my  drawing-
minster’s house; Iiscough hung long
about him, and before Lo could gooutha
ofteredl to give him and his other pupils
lossons nt home if we choose Lo come.
gladly availed mysolf of the offer,  Mrs.
Hirsch was usually present, busy with
some fine necdleworle, which no doubt,
helped to eke out the fomily income. I
observed that*my master paid her w cer-
tain deference nnd almost always nd-
dressed her ns madwme.  As both hus-
band and wife were constantly occupied,
I conld not at fivst understand why they
were so poor, Nothing seemod to come
amiss to Mpe. Hirsch, Sometimes he
would be painting a signboard, some-
times destgning o playbill, or drawing
ornamental headings for tradesmen’s
circulnrs, Onee in an out-of-the-way
corner of the town, I eame upon him en-
gaged in freshening up the portrait of a
huge salmon, which ornamerted the
window of a small fishing-tackle shop.
On this oceasion he seemed n little em-
barassed and I turned quickly nway nnd
never afterwards velerred to our meel-
ing.

Gradually T learned the meaning of
all this Tndustry, Anatele, the young
original of the chrrveoil portralt, was
being supported ns n student in Paris at
the expense of his stopfather.  “He will

be & great artist, L am suve of it,” said.
Mr. Hirsch tome. It Is our duty to
develop his geniug, " ;

“hoas he know how hard you work?”
[ nsked. “Would hoelike you to do all
this for him¥"

“Ah—bah! It is nothing,” said Mr.
Hirsch smiling.

“That is what he always says,’” said
his wife, “but is everything to us—to
Anatole and me.”

One day when My, Hirsch was out,she
told me the story. How happy she had
been with her fivst husband, dle young
artist just rising into fume, tili he was
shot down in thestreet on that terrible
4th of Decembar, 1851; how Mr. Hirsch,
his fuvorite pupil had stood by his side
in that lmpu!usn fight for luw and liberty
and had earried him back, o dying man,
to the little studio which had been so
full of life and hope; how she had found
herself left quite nlone with her little
boy of three years old. *I was an or-
phan, T hud no one, no one," she said
with falling tears. *'I had been hurt by
an accldent; 1 was lame, 48 you se¢ me
now, und | could get nowork. Wenear-
ly starved all that winter, I and my boy.
1 had sold all that we could sell exeept
that picture;”! sho looked townrd the
painting on the wall.  *'It was his last:
it broke my lheart to think of parting
with.it; but I had made up my mind that

it must qo, when one day
Gottliebh  ecame  and asgked i he
mirht work for me and the boy. He

suld he owed everything to my husband,
and he would like to make some return.
He had heard of some work in England
as n teacher of dreawing, Thers was
only one way, mademoiselle, and 1
thought of my boy. We wero married,
and hie has been the best of husbands to
me, Since then we have had muny strug-
rles, but we have always had enough to
ive upon. Mr. Hirsch has teied every-
thing. He wished to be a painter, but
no one would buy his pictures, and the
boy ‘s aduention has cost much money; so
he has had to turn his hand to anything
that came. [ haveoften been sorry; but
then he is not a genius like my first
husband and my boy,”

One morning, coming early to the
drawing school, I found Me. Hirsch hard
at work before n small ensel.  Contravy
to his wont, he was so absorbed that he
did not notice the opening of the door,
and [ came quite cloge to him to him be-
foro he stirred, close anough to seo that
his usual nir of smiling patience wis ex-
changed for an expression of Intense
eagerncss, which made him appear at
lenst ten yoors younger. When he no-
ticed me ho looked up like a schoalboy
enught in some miwhﬂwonu trick.

“You find e wasting my time sadly,
Miss Ellon: but I had really no work till
you came, 50 1 amuse myself a little.”

1 looked at the easel: on it was asmall,
half-finished oil sketch, an old woman
selling flowers in the street.

“It is u little figure that Isaw,” said
my master, a8 if_apologizing for his oo-
cupation.  **You sce, she is old, and she
is ugly, nnd so is the street she sits in,
but the flowors brightan all. [t plenses
mo to paint them, though i do but waste
my timo. "

*Surely it cannot be waste of time to
puint like this.”

“Not for a student. For a student, 1
might even sny that this would bea
good work., But for a painter it Is noth-
ing. Onee [ thonght to ba n painter,but
1 began too late, and [tisall nt an end
now. It needs much labor, very much
labor. 1 have not had the time,

*You did not work at it long.”

“Three—no, fonr yéars; that ls noth-
ing, it needs alifetime. I was o poor
boy. a farmor’s son in the Vosges, nnd 1
used to draw muny time,when I should
have been miudlt\l&l my work, I am
sorry for It now, 1en [ came to be o
wan [ went to Parla and found my way
to an artist's studio, Ho took mein as
his sorvant, to mix his colovs and  elean
his brushes and go on his errands

[ —

1
was happy enough to see blm paint md'J

the |

\

try at odd times tolmitate him; but
when he found out that IMoved paintin
he got another lud to serve him nno
made me his pupil and treated me as a
brother, Those were happy days, in-
deed, but he died, and sinco then | have
had to get a living for myself und family
and I eould not doit by arct.”

Now 1 understood why Mr, Hirsch
worled so hard for his stepson, Junder-
stood, too, that he had given the boy
much mors than time and labor: he had
given his denrest wish, the dream of his
life,

After T had surprised his pleture on
the easel, Mr. Hirsch would sometimes
let mo look over his portfolios. They
were full of sketches; some of them me-
morials of his student days, kome aone ot
odd times in his years of tenehing. Thera
were nlso a few finlshed picturos which
he hod fuiled to sell, My fther, who
was something of a connoisgeur, cama
and looked at them, and bouglht two of
the pictures,

“Really, Mr. Hirsch,"” he said, *'1 had
no iden vou wore such anartist or 1
would have given mysell the pleasura of
looking at your work sbonee, 1 is a loss
for our town thut you do not continue
painting.”

A Inint color came into my master’s
pale face, and his oyes sparklod. It was
long since he had had the pleasure of
twlking with one who really knew any-
thing nbout p ctures; and then the sale
of his work was o solid proof of appre-
clution.

[ have sometimes thought,” he aald,
in 0 hesitating way, “‘since my son has
had the good fortune todo w little for
him=elf lntely, that [T might venture to
spend some of my leisure in thut man-
per. Your generosity, vour Kind words,”
he added, with o low bow to my futher,
il minke it ensier.”

A few weeks later Mr, Hirsch bgekon-
ed to me mysteriously from the door of
his little inner room, the same where he
had vepainted the two.necked swan. 1
lnid down my brush and went in. He
was standing before an easel, on which
a pleture wos drawing. Thasubiect was
the eamo ns the Hittle sketeh 1 had  bhe-
fore seen, an old woman with flowers,
*This subject haunts me, he spid; *‘the
flowers which brighten dull lives, the
beauty “which God sends  into  our
dreasiest streetsy 1 think, perhaps |
might be uble to \min! it. I 1 eould put
into my picture all that I cun see in the
face of the old woman who comes to sit
to me, there should be something in it

to touch the heart; but that is very
hard.”
All that autumn and winter  Mre

Hirsch worked at hils picture whenover
he had auy spare time, and my father
mannged 1o sell a few sketehes for idm,
s0 that he might allow himsell more
leisure for this happy toil, It wus won-
derful to see how the return to his  be-
loved art transformed him. He held up
his head and seemed bright and alinost
yvoung. 1 sometimes felt sorry when 1
looked at him, and snw how sanguine he
was growing. In his rapt attention to
his work he appeared to Ifm-gel. whnt he
once had told me, that it was now
late for him to become an artist,

»1 shull gend it to the academy,” he
gaid one day when it was almost done.
““That is the best. © [t may not sell, but
at least, people will see whint I can do; it
will make a beginning.”

T remembe all thut T had heard of
pictures rejected, and wondered if he
would nave any chance, but it seamed
unkind to damp his happy confidengce.

When the picture was finished he
nsked my father to look ntit. It was
roatly a beautiful tning, full of feeling:
but, ns m‘y father saw much more plainly
than I, defective in many points from
want of experience and long practice,

“How does it strike you? Iave 1
made any success?”’  asked Mr. Hirsch
engeely. “Now the time is nowr, I
tremble: I think I have been a fool to
hope.”

“We should always hope,” 8aid my
father kindly,  “*ln your case 1 would
hope much, '

At length enme the eventful day when
the picture wus serewed down in its
wooden case,hopelessly beyond all reach
of final touches, and dispntched to the
London agent who was to send it in,

All through April I thought of it con-
tinually, Would it be skied? Would
it, by any lm.hr?- necident, find s good
place, a place where some connoisseur
might see and praise it? 1 had heard
that a good deal depended on size, and
this pioture was small.  Surely the
hangers would be struck by its touch of
poetry, 1ts signs of patient labor, and
place it where it could be seen to advan-
tage. My excitement could  hardly
have been greater if it had been my
own work. When the academy cata-
logue areived (I had it sent down on the
day of publication), my hand shook so
much that I could hnrdly open it 1
turned to the list of names, but that of
my old friend was not among them, I
looked through all the long list of pie-
turcs from beginning to end, then looked
agradn, In vain! I could hardly believe
such u misfortune possible, and yet it
was too cartain.  After all my mnster’s
care and pains his pleture, his dear pic-
wure, into which he had put so much
love and thought, was not accepted,

Several days elupsed before [‘tlurad Lo
visit him; ot last | screwed up my cour-
nge and went,

To my astonishment he met me smil-
ing, rndinnt. He held both his thin
hands out to me, ‘1 hoped you would
come,” he suid. "I wantod to tell you
our good news, you who will sympa-
thize,”

“What!” I stammered, wondering if
gsomebody had honxed him with the be-
liof that he was successful, or if, by
happy chance, there wns o mistake in
the eatalogue.  *‘I thought, 1 feared—"

“'ho news is but  just come,"” he satd.
“Had you heard he was going to try?
Hoe would not tell us, lest I should be
disappointed if he did not succeed.” I
looked to madame foran explanation,
She sat with an open latter in her hand;
her spectaclos wore wet, aad toars wors
trickling unliceded down her oheeks;
but her lips wore a smile of perfect sat-
isfuetion.

I was faivly bowlldered. *‘flns some
one got your pleture hung aftue all?” ]
asked,

*My pleture?” said mt master ab-
sently, “Ah, yes, it hus been vejected.
I hod almost forgotten, That imhhlu
has buest; it was o silly deenm; T ought
to have known better “than to fancy I
could be so artist now. But 1 ecannot
think of disappointment on this golden
day, this llu{. of joy, when all my toil is
rewarded, For twenty years I have
worked and hoped for this, Anatole,
oy Anntole. has guined the Prix de
Rome!"

1t Is what his dear father hnd most

ab heart,” said madame. “*‘When first
he saw him in his little eap he sald,
*Calis, my friend, our son shall be a
minter, he shall study at Rome.’” And
t is thou who hast done lt, Gottlieb,”
ghe added, turning to her husband; *'it
is owing to thee, How ean I ever thank
thee?"

“Say no more,’”" sald’ her husband.
“Has not his wish boen mine for twenty
years? Celie, when our Anatole is a

Loo

in London that artists are apprecisted.
He shall have o gallery like Dore, but
his pletures will be of another sort. And
I will stand at the door and show the
Lnenplo in, and hear when they praise

im: nnd 1 shall say, *Thesa pictures
ware painted by mr mister's son, who is
also the dear son of my heart. Ah, what
happiness, '

Muadame softly echoed his words, I
loft the two still smiling, weeping,laugh-
ing in their dingy little room, while the
sun shone in and lighted the dead paint-
er’s pleture, and the portrait of Anuntole,
and the wrinkled, happy-faces of the hus-
band and wife, gaziog with delight on
those two preclous trensurea,

Hefore the exhibition on which we had
built such vain hopes was ended, my
futhor had a severe ilness, and during
his slow roecovery it was decided that
e wust live henceforth ina milder oli-
mate. Among the friends from whom
we parted, 1 was not least sorry to
lonve Mr, Hirsech and his wife, and 1
think that our regrets were mutunl,

For several yoars we resided chiefly on
the continent, and doring our brief visits
to England I had no opportunity ol see-
ing our old friend In the north, M
Hirseh, his struggles and his sacrifices
had long faded into a dim baekground of
half forgotten memories, when I found
in o Florenting hotel o copy of an Eng-
lish newspaper, in which wos noticed a
newly apened exhivition of pictures by a
voung French aetist, M, Anuatole -
Phe puinter wis mentioned with praise,
eritieal and disorimination, such as men
are the better for reuding, and in one
short paragraph, coupled with a few
words of ine and penetrating  apprecin-
tion, wus the vame of my old drawing
master,

—_—
CLEVER PARODY.

If Tennyson should write the American
anthem for the world's  fair—which, shades
of Snakespenra forbid !—it will probably run
somewhat ke this, suggests Lthe bSacri-
mento Bee:

Oh, the American people!
You who live up in the stec¢plo
OF holy things!
Your evenlug love I've qunffed, I've quaffed,
My soul to thee I waflt, 1 waft,
On wings! on wings!

Oh, peopla! Ohb, ﬁh‘np!r-' Oh, thou!
Oh, thon and thine! To thine 1 bow!
I give salnam !
I genuflect: obelsance makoe!
Thy hearts in mine 1 (reely take—
1 take with Jun.

s I
KRAILROAD MEN,

.
Some Regard for Brakemen,

The automatle prake and the automatic
conpler for freight cars have been making
jgreat progress sinee the master car builders
settlfd upon nrype.  Eoginecering Nows re-
ported (0,000 frefght earsequipped with the
sutomatic couplers on the first of the yvear,
and that railronds with 72,000 miles of tracks
aud 700,000 freight curs have adopted the
poliey of applying automatic couplers to all
new ¢quipments.  Evon greater progress has
been mude with the automatic brakes, 150,000
cars being equipped with them on the first
of the year, and ronds controlling 7,015
milen of track and 608,970 enrs having deter-
mined to put the automatic brakes on all new
cars, The reform thus well startod is sure to
be greatly extended in the near future, and
should soon begin to show its expected ef-
focts in los ‘ening the number of acoidents to
freight- traing, avd  pectisulacly the Joss of
iifé suffered by brakemes, .y

Pioked Up by n Obsw-Cateher.

‘A young colt had a strange ride on the
cow-catcher of n Big Fodr ratlroad train, near
the Obioand Indiana lide vecently, sovs the
Cincinnati Enquirer.  A'valuable mare and
colt belonging to Abisd Hayes, the stock
raiser, escaped from the barnyard just asa
long freight train came thundeving by, 'The
colt, which was but fonr weeks old, ran from
its mother and on to the track, in front of the
rushing engine. The intefligent mare neighed
Piluuunly. und gualloped after its offsprini.

‘e colt was picked upby the cow-catenor
of tho engine and carried along the track un-
parmed, The mare leaped fences and dashed
by the side of the moviuf train, in her fran-
tie efforts to rench the colt, all tho time neigh-
ing and mauifesting the most intonse grief.
It was full two miles before the train wus
utnprvd. when tne colt molled from tho cow-
cuteher and ran to its  mother, without the
slightest mark of injury after its perilous
ride,

Ventriloguist on a Train,

“All put for Fifty-minth street!’ rane out
in an elevated train the other evening, says
the New York Epoch, The people who were
on thelr woy home after a day of toll, started
upand made for the door but discovercd to
their surprise that not the Fifty-ninth street
station but only the ‘Twenty-third street one
hiad been reached.

+ What does this mean I & chorus of voices
as'ted the brakeman, aud the owners of the
volees glared at the uniformed employe.

“Don’t know. I never called out Fifty-
ninth stroet.”

The perplexed pasmn{mu returned to their
sents and were soon” Bidden benind their
newspapers. When the traln pulled up at
the next station at Twenty-eighth stroet, the
announeement rang oub o, “All out for
Fifty-ninth street.'”

The conductor became enraged and looked
about eagerly to discover the miscreant, but
the people in the car, understanding then
thot o ventriloguist was amoung them. burst
out laughing, Thoy dropped their papors
and scauned fuces to find out who it was that
by throwlng his lond volee to the platform of
the ear, had succesded 1 playing t-lmj.nko.
At each station the ventriloguest called out
the same thing up to Fifty-ninth street where
I pot off apd ull thut Ume he remained undis-

covered.
_— e — -

Aflter the Servie .

She wos a littledream of a glrl—a
symphony in brown eyes and black curls
—und she knelt with  hee mothor in a
front pew, right bafore the altar in the
south transept. The holy insense—por-
fumed prayer—Iiloated around and about
her, She wasso nenr the altar that she
could see the pattern of the lace on the
ncolytes surplice and wonder how much
it gost. In fine she was a charming lit-
tle girl, nnd no one in the whole church
wore o prettier frock or carried a lovlier
l)myur wk. She read her prayer hook

ike a nun, she bowed her head ut the

elovation and she listened attentively
when the priest in the plain gown and
surplice prenched the sermon. There
was not o little girl in the whole church
wore o prottier frock than she, and her
mother, like herself, wore the gurments
of luxury and wealth,

The service wis over, The priest had
given his benedletion, -

And then the two—mother and
daughter—sallied forth togeither as they
had done Sunday after Sunday, ever
since the little one bad received her
first communion.

As they passed in the wake of the
crowd through the body of the church,
where only the poor people were, the
little one noticed a handsome woman
with her fuce buried in: her hands, but
dressed in silk and wemring jewols, says
the San Franciseo E ner.

“Mother, dear,’ she, “who is
that lady? She [s'very, very pretty.
She must be & real , but she kneels
down here with all the'common people.

“Don’t look eat hes, child,"” suid the
mother, *'she is bad,”

Atchison Gilobe: A wan so sooner finishes
lis prayer (o be delivered from tompiatious
thao he huuts up temptations o be delivered

great man he shall come 0 Loudon; it is
/

Ltﬂlﬂ.
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times on the mun!h\ﬁmt the darn thing

IN FAIR WOMAY'S WORLD.'

How Suffrage Was Obtained in Wyoming for
the Weaker Sax,

DESIROUS  OF  BEING HEROINES. |

Two Girls Undertake to Wreok a
Train for the Money and Glory
That Was in Jt—Inguisis
tive Females,

William H. Bright, who secured the pas-
sage of the law conferring universal suffeg
age in Wyoming, recently received a govern-
ment appointment ot the national eapital.
He I8 vow o white halred man of sixty, For
a long time he lived in Colorado, was a rosi-
dent of Lead7ille and worked for n while at
the gColorado flsh hatchery, Neither time
nor fortune has delt kindly by Bright, and
ho was actually in need of employ ment when
ho recerved his new appointment,

When Wyoming wus organized as a terrl-
tory, Bright lived at South Pass, where ho
kept a saloon. Thore was a mecting called
to select members of the legislature from
there, A cheeky sort of a lawyer named
Rockwell, without any practice 1o speak of,
wanted to be s representative, and at the
mnss meeting extoiled himself,  Bright, who
wins present, made o humorons speech, ridl-
cullng the nerve of the lawyer who protended
that he would be making o groat sncriflce in
sorving ns o legislator, Among other things
he sald, according to a Cheyenne papor:
“I'ya considernble bar  practico myself, but
it's  mostly  behind  the  bar Hut
fortnnately my trado will not suffer very
mieh during a temporary absence ahd what
it suffars r’m perfectly witling to stund. 1
think 1 could pepresent you follows in good
shape in the tervitorinl council and if you
want me to go you'veonly got tosay the
wora and Il pack my grip for Cheyeonne
when the time comes.""

This speech caught the crowd, Rockwell
finnlly confessed that he winted to go to the
logisinture, Ho was elected to the houseéand
Bright to the conncil, of which he was mado
president,

Bright's wife was a great deal better odu-
cated than te was and when he wanted any
writing or fguring done he always went to
her to do 1t e was o groat admirer of his
wite, and as he suid in bis speech in advooeat-
ing the bill: “Why shouldu't 1 be in favor
of plving my wifa the ballot! She s better
morally than I am, she is pottor eduentod and
better qualified to judge of things—now why
should 1 say that she's not entitled to the
same rights that I am®'' This is what infiu-
enced Bright., He studied the situatfon over
vary earefully and found just iow every one
stood on the suftrage question. Nearly every-
vody wns openly opposed to it, But Bright
was a good deal of m schemer and wire
puller.  He moade friends from the
start. In the appointment of tho commit-
teos  he brought some under his lo.
fluence. To some he preached that the prss.
age of the. bill would be a g advertise
ment, and in the eves of the world woula at
onece distinetly individualize Wyoming In the
dand level of wild western atates, To those
30 Inclined he gave the affair s humerous
tinge aud spoke of the hugeness of the joke
involved. a a very few, perhaps, he spoke
of the justness of the cause. Many of them
he won over by getting from them s privaw
promise to give his blﬁ u somplimentary vote
as i favor to bim, whenover necessary sup-
porting pet measures of other membors as a
considerition on

couldn't pass, anyhow, but he didn't ke to
soe his only bill dome up so badly. Bright
worked his eards very shrewdly, and to the
intense surprise of everybody carried his
bill through both houses without a dissenting
vote,

It is sald tnat doving all the time tho
Brights lived in Wyoming, Mrs. Bright
never exercised the vightof suffrage con-
ferred on her through her husband's pluck.

Six Men Had to Walt,

A woman wearing a mackintosh and carry-
ing an umbrella stood at the ticket window
at the Barclay streot ferry “he other duy says
the New York Times, Six men were stand-
ing behind her in line. A boat was due to
leave 1n about Lwo iminutes.

“Do boats leave bero for Hobokeni" she
asked, and the man inside answered “Yes."”

“How long will it b2 before the nextone
leaves "

“Aabout a minute," was the reply.

“oos the boat go straight to Hoboken?
nsked the woman,

“Yes, ! said the ticket seller,

“How long could I wait in Hoboken befors
there was nuother boat back!" asked the
woman, while the men behind her grew ney-
vous rapidly.

“As long us you please,” sald the patient
ticket sellor; “they are going and coming all
the time,"

sCould T get from Hobokten to Jersey City
without coming back here!"

“Yes, stroet cars run regularly,” was the
BRNSWOr,

“Would It be ?‘uiekcr to go by a car or
comp back and take a ferry to Jersoy City "

she ased,

“[ don't know,'" was the answer, Then the
ticket  seller asked impatiently, “How
many "

“How many what ' seid the woman.

“Tickets, How miany tickets do you want!"
Thoe ball was ringing for the boat to move,
and tho men In line were swearing.

4] don't wiunt any tickets.” she sald, “My
sister tives in Hoboken, and if T thonghu I
had time to and see hor and call onmy
brother's folks in Jersey City I was golog
over tomorrow. "

Just Like a Man,

What a bonnet it was, The very band box
that it came in seemed to appreciate the value
and magnificonce it contained —such a sub-
stantial, well-varaished, responsible pand-
box, Up thestens the messenger carriad it
and rang tho bell, Her hushand felt a chill
such as that we experience when, avcording
to the old gossips, somebody walks over our
future grave,

Mrs. Frontpew tried it on in the parlor and
sald her husband was 8 duck, and gatherad
the family around her that they might bask
in the sunlight of its glory. Acvd what a
bonaet of glory it was! What a creation” of
ereams and other soft colors! What s master
work of feathors and birds and Howers! To
have one such bonnet was worth liviog alife-
time for. ‘

Nover was there o husband so good and
kind and with such taste.

The door-bell rang ugain, records the San
Frapoisco Examiner,  Another messengoer
boy came up,

“Phis is Mrs. Frontpow's bonnet,'' sald the
messanger,  *‘The other one was left by mis-
'Iinke. 1t should bhave gone to Mrs, Siyly, next

r..l -

With a blanched face she gave back the
bonnet and looked at her own, Bird for
bird, feathor for feather, flower for Hower—
it was the same as the other.

That is why Mrs, Frontpiw was not in
church on Sunday and why Frontpaw has
been taking supper down town and lovks like
& man upon whom great woe is fallen,

How coutd he tallt The milliner merely
showed him o pretty head.dress and he or-
derad one made up like It

But that's llke & man,

Wanted to be Herolnes,

Laurs snd Flora Woolley are twin sisters
who plled ties on & ralirond track near Farm-
ingaale, N. 1., last weelk,snd then flagged tho
traln bhoplug to get a large reward.  Thelr
ruse wis aiscoversd. Laura has been great-
Iy agitated ever since tho matter becamo
public and weat to her bedroom and prepared
to ond her lifa, Sbe tled one ond of a stout
rope to s Look in the wall, and with the
other end she made anooss, Then she

neck, and prepared to awlng herself off Into
eternity, She sprang from the chuair and
was strangling whon her sister Flora rushed
In st the door and rescued her, The girl 1s
apparently none the worso for her experimant,
and ter friends and relatives will try to por-
sfnde ber that there 18 no reason why she
should uot continue to lve,

As the 430 o'clock p. m. express traln
from New York to Lakewood on the New
Jorsoy Southern raileowd nearsd o doop cut
at Hendelekson's Switeh, five miles from
Lakewood, a young giel ran down the track
frantically waving o red flag.  Engincer
William Narison put on the brakes and the
triln stopped but n few feet from a heap of
ties thnt nod been plled across the track.

Yl siw two men put them there and run
int o the woods,” the girl saidg, apparently in
great excitemeat, “and ran down 1o stop
you, .

Grateful passengers took up a collection
thiat was reportad at the time o amount to
£105, aud the malden found hersell a herolne,

Goorgo Fltzgerald, the soction boss, could
not quite sce how such & schomo could be
planned fn that vioiniwy, 'I‘:'.mlr were not
numerous, and the few familios Hviog in the
victoity were well koown and  above suspl-
clon. A little investigation convineed him
that the ties were pot placed there to wreok
the train. These suspiclons woere confirmed
by o fellow-amploye, Lovi Bradge, o cousin of
tho “heraine of o day,” who obtained from
her aconfession that she and  her sister hod
planued aod carrind n_'-u! the schome to enrich
nslender purse, and incidentally to win o dit-
tie flecting renown,

Tho Misses Woolley wers In a sad_predicn:
ment at the discovery of their plot. They hwd
heard thele father read In the nowspapors,
they said, of a girl who had saved o train for
glory, and the idea suggosted itself to them
tunt the same thing might bo done for maoney.
They had carvied the tles to the track and
sent thelr younger brother, “Budd," to the
house for a slgnal flag, Thoe stary about the
mwen muking for the woods was persisted
until My, Burdge wrung a confession  from
them, Mr. Woolloy, the father, was disposod
to take n humorous view of the situntion. He
thought the girls had been vory foolish, e
had never koown theom 1o bo “so bad"  be
fore, but guessod the whole matter wonld
soon blow over, Sectionmaster Brudge wos
jubilant over his clever ofy of detective work,
us was his collengue, Pitggerald,  The  mat-
tor has beon laid before Supoervisor Michuel
Murphy of Long Branch, for his nction.

Rich and Geaneronus,

The poor as well a4 the vich enjoy the fraits
of the wealth heapad up by Augustus Hem-
onway and left to nis widow and children,
Mra, Hemenway is supposad to be thoe rich:
est woman in - New England, Her husbuand
went toBoston o poor lud, began as o boy in
tho East Tudia bhouse of that noted merchant
of oid, Benjamin Bargs, soon hecame coufl-
dential elerk and then a proprivtor himself,
At his doath he loft $22,000,000, the largest
estate ever administered upon in that city,
Mrs, Homenwny ofbupies one of those solld
old houses on M1, Vernon stroet, a fow stops
bok from the common, in that section of the
city which retains its ancient fashionable dis-
tinction,

The Chase uf Lile.
New York Herald,
All men are hunters, Statesmen hunt for
famo:
The doctor hunts for fortune and o nnme:
Tho mt'ra;lmnl. hunts for stores of gathered
gold |
For glory's garland hunts the warrior bold;
Tho lawyer hunts for clients and for fees;
But there's a hunt that's keener yet than
those —
"Tis wheon the lover tries his utmost art
To hunt and capture some fair malden’s
heart,

Married tn hed,

Miss Nora Jolly was bolstered up in bea
in Phillipsburg, Pa, last week, and marmed
to Dr. o, H, Piper of Wheellng. The bride
beeame i1l about two weeks ago with grip,
which developed into typhoid fever. Tho
wedding had been areanged to take place and
many guests bad been invited. Miss Jolly
refused Lo have the marriage postponed,

— e
He Bore an Honored Name.
Chicaga Tribune, -

Magistrate (to vagrant)—Why do you ob-
ject, sir, to giving your name!

Vagrant (dilapidated but proud) —Beeause,
your honor, I could not bear the suspioion
that 1 sail under an alliance,

(Sharply)—~Then give your rcal nnme,

sir,
(Dejectedly) ~That's {t, judge. Nobody
would believe it, My namoe Is Jolin Stith.
———
A Good Deal of n Dilemma,
Teras Siftings,

“Why 18 it that you treat me
disdain?" nsked a young sovlety
murricd lady.

“As long as you are not on good terms
with my husband, 1 cannot possibly treat
you kindly."

“I'his is s horrible ailer ma," responded
the gilded youth. *If you sliow me any nt-
wantdon your hustand refuses to speak o mo,
and unless he 18 friendly you give me the
cold shoulder, I never was in such o flx.”

——
Fixings Make the Dog,

Four or five of us waere waiting on a
hotel veranda in o Georgla town for the
'bus to drive up and take usto the depot,
when a colored man cmmne along drag-
ging after him about one of the meanest
looking dogs you ever saw,suys the New
York Sun. |

“\What are you going to do with him?
nsked one of the group.

*Kill him, sah!"

*“But why?"

“No good, sah."

*Then sell him,"

“Can’t do it

“Then give him away. "

“Nobody would dun tuke him,”

“I'1 take him.  Bring him right up
here,™

*You is foolin’, sah.”

“No, I ain't: Here, give him to me,
and here's o quarter for gou.”

He tied the dog to a ¢hnir and ran
over to n hardware store and bought a
collar. Then he went to n dey goods
store and got hall o yaed of red silk and
a yard of blue ribbon, and in ten min-
utes the dog was blanketed upand bowed
up until he did leok funcy. He was
tulken to thae depot in the 'bus, and we
had scarcoly arvived whena white man,
who sat on & box whistling, came for-
ward and snld:

SWhat ye got thar, stranger?"

with such
bean of a

“(hinese fox hound,” replied our
rlend.
“Shoo! Never saw one before.”

“I'his is the only offe in this country, "

“(lost o henp.”

“GGiven to mae by the Chinese consul at
Washington, but I wished he had him
back. o'a so wild nfter game that he
bothers the life out of me.”

*Is he all right for this climute?”

L )‘ :"L‘ﬂ. 1]

“Good-natured ?"?

“A porfect baby."

“How much'll buy him??

“Well—um. [ never sot any value on
him. Ha's a present, and 1 supposs [
ought 1o keep him, but us he is a fox dog
and this Is a fox country, some good man
uround here ought to have him."

“Will you take #20%"

“Um!  Make ft #25."

“Can't do it.  Just got two tens heap
for the dog a8 he stunds. "

“Wall, | suppose yoo'll use him well,
and it will be better for the dog.”

We rolled away on the truln us the
[:ur:-.hum‘r headed for home with his dog.
Noue of us could say u word for o long,
long time. It was the seller who Iinul“y
spoke first, and ho sald:

“Gentlemen, thipk

it over, and be
ready w’:'uuue your

lnk when we reach

wounted & chair, placed the noose around bor § Atlanta,
-
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IN THE REALM OF SPORT,

the Ball Player apd
the Game,

Gossip  About

ALONG THE  QUARTER  STRETCHy

Movements In Fistio Clroles—-The
Wrostlers, Rowers and Shoosters
ss=And Miscellancous Chat

from All Quart:ra.

Hoy leads off in tha batting for St. Touis

Goodell and Wockbecker have sigued with
Huftalo.

There will be a conoert at the park on opens
Ing dny

Tim Keofe is iu liwe at
Onee more,

Jake Bookley and his vride have arrived ab
Jocksonville

Cloronee Whoistlor mnde the fivst homa rian
of the scason m Now York

Froa Dunlap and Paul Hines
Joe Visnor as “eap’ this yoar,

“Breadder BN Gleason will
Cincinnati-Su Louls opeaing
l‘ll‘.ll‘v.

It fsnolonger “the boy twieler with Rusie,
He fs nowe called “Buarly Awmos, the Hoosice
Hurleg, !

Denny Lvons made three
Sunduy's pame ot St Louls,
beat un amateur club 14 o d

W. 1. Harrls hias bean Instatlod as basoball
editor of the Mall and  Express—Deacon
Shephavd's Now York dally,

Billy Sunday seoms lost to
Qrator O'Itotrke ia now the
whom their bopes are contored

1 Coadliops Miller goos to Clncinnati Goorg
Smith will hkely delft to Pittsburg,  Mille
would be glad 1 play with tho Rads

Allen W. Thurmnan's son helpsd Ydo up!
tho Boston  associnti tenmn, Mo got o
home run for the nnivorsity of Virginis,

SCaptaln Cudworth of Now Haven' Is the
}l]'[l[ll'l' cuper,  Uud” s o king in New Enge
and, but he dido’t last long o SL Louls

“Jlonest John' Kelly has declined to mll’
pirein the association and “gradder BUY
Gileason hins been electad to 61 his shooes,

safuttie” Keogan wants a chancoe 1o show
Pat Powers that as a Bison he wul put o
horns that the internationals eannot touch,

Blossod aro the peacomaiers! At is well
thoey are, for they never would be by the wars
ring baseball magnates, — Frank Lo Hough,

Tom MeLoaughlin, who played short stng
for Loulsville in 'S4, was maveied at th
Falls City yesterday to Miss Lulu Steitens
kump,

Kid Madden pitchea just five games fop
Boston's broathren last year,  Thoy nre going
to wive him to Columbus wrapped up in bine
rit bon,

Dowd may cover second for the Cincinnatd
assoclation team, instead of Yaok Robinson,
He is n good one and & far better bitter than
“Yank.'

Tom Kinslow, who, with Baatin, gave Gus,
Schmelz and Cincinuntl the razale dozzle
when thoy were with Allentown, i 1 line ad
Brooklyn,

Laura Biggar, “Iza," in one of the Clems

eneenu Cise mm‘mult-s, 150 “fan,” and sheé
is trying to give base ball a boom In New O
jeans by offering medals,
Cincinnati fans will have one innovationg
that is & good one, Out at the league parlg
ncores of overy eame played in the lesgue
will bo bullotined when the Reds are sl
home,

They don't think of Mr. Rellly qilte s&
highly in Columbus, but Pittsburg hns gone
daft on the young man, He gets maplo sugag
and honey by mail overy day-—Cleveland
Leuder,

The basebull magnates will et back all the
money they lost last scason, if the altnnds

last. Me is a giand

will address

umpire the
game nt St

runs 1
Hrown

hioa
PDor

Cinclnnatl,
SlNgeor dpon

ance nt Now Haven and the polo grounds
Fridny and Saturday is a eriterion,—No
York Recorder,

@ymnasiuis have rulned many n good Ttk
player, and the r:‘l[msum of those nstitus
tions are wore likely to make tho men dé
work that is injurious rather than beaeficial,

Tim Murnane,

Eightoen inches of snow fell at Denve
Tuesday n week ago und Uncle Aunson's col
were burried in the beautiful, The noxy
time the old man goes to Colorado to tralg
he'll chooso Florida,

Thoese fast-day crowds had a good, 'mnlthf
well-fed look.  When 14,5086 will turn out &
two games of ball when a little contest at
parchest by the fireside would bring morg
Mavalenl comfort, it 18 easy to seo that buse
il is o, k.

Pitehor Luby has pot wyeot reportod fop
duty, He lingoes still in  the ficlds of Sout
Ciroling.  Secrotary Havt will todny decid
whether to send o bloodhound on the eccens
vric player's teall or throw out w grappliog
hook. —Uhlicago Heraid,

Just as the league had the nssonlation ourls
between its hands and was about to kiss th
sauey creature plump on her ruby lips som
naughty reporter yelted “itats ' That seoty
tied it.” Miss Association told Me, Loague (g
“(GGo away, you horrid creature'—0, Py
CUaylor,

Tue interchange of exhipition games ho
tween assooiation and lesgue clubs is a misq
take aud o bnd ono. How much better i
would hnve boon today if the Boston associn
tion and Boston league clubs had met! Bu
no —the association secedod. nftor a fiftee
minute sossion! Giood business men do nt?‘
mwove so hastily. —Mulford,

“Weare willing," says Mr, Von der Ahq,
“tg pespect the rights of the National leaguel
The reservo rule is a good thing, and if the
league is willog for n compromise on thas
point 1 would not oppose it, and thoy o
nogotinte with President Kvamer, of the
socintion,” —[8t,  Louis  Globe-Democra
Can auyone see a pointer in thatd —'1‘ime§,
St

“I3y next season dll tho ball players in the
courntey will be secrambling to get into the ass

socintion,"—[St. Louis Sayings, Why not
add April 1 to that assertion! ‘'he ﬁl rerd b
cities ke Chleago, Bostan, Hroo ! mo

Now York will be tramping on cach’ other's
corns to got to pliky in towns like Columbus
l.n;}li'n'.'lllu and \Washington., Of courso the

will!

President Young has assigned the umplire
for the nitial championship games lo tha N
tional league and Westarn associngion as fols
lows: For the Westorn association, April1d,
with T. H. Gaffney, at Kansas City, Mo,
Alongo Kulght, st Omaha; Charles Collins,
nt Denver, Colo.; Andro Kmslie, ut Lincoloy
Neb, April 22 will witness the opening games
of the Notlonul league, snd in the Now Yorks
Boston game st the Polo grounds ‘Thomas T
Lynch will bo there. At Philadelphis thé
same day Harry Wright's team will be pitted
apgninst John {Nurd'u bridegrooms, und the
arbitrator will boe Timothy Hurst, a new apy
plicant for populur approval as un umplire |
the leagne. Powers and MeQuade will u
pire the games b Cincinosti and Plusburgy”

. ]
Along the Quarter Ktretoh, ;

Sam Morse has cnnoged hands once more,

Meadville 1s to have s new kiteshapeg
Lrack,

Buad Doble (2:18)) will be campalgnod
this season.

Falthful has the call as the derby winneg
at Memphis,

Jockey Doggoty willride for MeLowes &
Co. this yeor,

Waymart (2:271¢), valued at §10,000, died
at Hockville, Ind,

Jockey Bergen has been suspended oncg
more by Starter Caldwell.

Waber has jolnod forces with Eugene Leigh
and will ride for him this yoar,

fevred o V. B, Haggin's stud,

Colongl i, P, Pepper’'s oMee at Fairfield
was  destroyed by fire,  His trotting stabley,
Lad o DRETOW s,

Racing will bogin at Flizabeth April 11
und the pool sheds will be nailed ur. Hllu{l
boards will be turmeds to the wall, but t“t

“hookies' will use puls und pencils und th
mako bots,

\ Johu Goldsmith's eastern campaigu. Rl

Heatitude, the brood mare, has boon Lratgy

P e ——




