For All Lovers and Intend-
ing Lovers to Read.

G W. E. GILBEKT,
~ 1am a poor, paralyzed fellow, who,
many years past has been confined
a bed or a scia. For the last six
rs I have occupied a smali room,
jooking on to one of the narrow side
- canals ot venice, having no one about
me but a deaf old woman who makes
my bed and attends to my food, and
pre I eke out a poor income of about
£30 pounds a year by making water-
color drawings of flowers and [ruit
(they are the cheapest models in Ven-
ice) and these I send to afriend in
London, who sells them to a denler
dor small sums. But, onthe whole, I

am happy and content,

1t is necessury that 1 should de-

' scribe the position of my room rather
_ ‘. minutely. Its only window is about
B five feet above the water of the canal,

. and above it the house projects some
» six feet and overhangs the water, Lthe
projecting portion being supported by

stout piles driven into the bed of the

canal. This arrangement bas the dis-
advantage (among others) of solimit-

| soon took heart o
| as he

ing my upward view that I am unable
to see more than about ten feet ol the
height of the house immediately op-
posite to me, although by veaching as

| far out of the window as my infirmity

L will permit I can see for aconsiderable

“distance up and down thecanal, which

" does not exceed (ilteen feet in width,
L But, although I can see but little of

i
¥ the materinl house opposite I can see
“fte reflection upside down in the canal
‘and I contrive to take a good deal of
inverted interest in wuch of its inhabi-
tants as show themselves from time
to time (nlways vpside down) on its
balconies and at its windows,

When first 1 occupied my room,
about six yenrs ago, my attention
was directed to the reflection of a it
tle girl of thirteen or so (s nearly ns
1 could judge), who I;uum_-d every day
on a bilcony just above the upward
range of my limited field of view., She
had a glass of lowers and a erucifix
on & lictle table by her side, and as
she sat there in fine weather from
early morning until dark, working as-
siduonusly all the time, [ concluded
that she earned her living by neddle
work, Bhe was certainly an indos.
trious little givl, and as fnr as 1 could
judge by her upside down reflection,
neat in her dress and pretty, She
had an old mother, an invalid, who
on warm days wonld #it on the bal-

& cony with her, and it interested me to

gee the little maid wrap the old lady
in shuwls and bring pillows for her
chair and a stool lor her [eet, and
every now and agnin lay down her
work and kiss and fondle the old lady
for half & minute, and then take up
her work again,

Time went by, and as the little
maid grew up herreflection grew down,
and at last she was auite a little
woman of, | suppose, sixteen or sev-
enteen, 1ean only work for a couple
of hours or so in the brightest part of
the day, o 1 had plenty of tiine on
my hands in which to wateh her move-
ments, and suflicient imagination to
weave a little romance about her, and
to endow her with a heauty which, to
a pgreat extent, I had to take for
granted. [ saw=—or fancied that |
could see—:hat she began to take an
nterest in my reflection (which, ol
course, she conld see as | could see
hers); and one day, when it appeared
to me that she was looking right at it
~—that is to say, when her reflection
appeared to be looking right at me—|
tried the desperateexperiment of nod-
ding to her, and to my ntense delight
her reflection nodded in reply.  And
80 our two retlectiors became known
to one another.

It did not take me very long to fall
in love with her, but a long time pass-
ed before I could make up my mind to
do morc than nod to her every morn-
ing, when the old woman moved me
from my bed to the sofa at the win-
dow, and again in the evening,
when the  little maid el the
balcony for that day. Oneday, how-

ever, when 1 saw her reflection looking |

and then I knew that the poor child’s
mother was dead, and as farasl
knew she was alone in the world. The
flowers came no more {or many days
por did she show any sign ol recog-
nition, but kept her eyex on her work,
except when she placed her handker-
chief to them. And opposite to her
was the old lady’s chair, and 1 could
sge that from time to time she would
lay down her work and gaze at it, and
then a flood of tears would come to
her reliel, But at last one day she
roused hersell to nod to me, and then
her flower came, Day alter day m
flower went forth to join it, and wit
varying fortunes the two flowers sail-
ed away as of yore.

But the darkest day of all to me
was when a good-looking young gon-
dolier, standing right end uppermost
in his gondola (for I could see him in
the flesh) worked his eraft alongside
the house and wtood talking to her as
she sat on the balcony. They seemed
to speak as oid friends—indeed, as
well ng I eonld make out, he held her
by the hand during the whole of their
interview, wineh lusted quite half an
hour, Eventually he pushed off, and
left iy heavt heavy within me. Bt 1
grace, for s soon
wan out of wmight the little
maid threw two flowers growing on the
same stem—nn allegory of which
I could make nothing, unti' it broke
upon me that she meant to convey
to me that he and she wers brother
and sister, and that I had no cause

| to bewnd, And thereupon 1 nodded

to her cheerily, and she nodded to me
and laughed alowd, and I laughed in

| return, and agl went on agnin as  be-

fore,

Then came a dark and dreary time,
for it had become necessary that
should undergo Lreatment that con-
fined me absolutely to my bed for
many days, and 1 worried and fretted
to think that the little maid and |
could see ench other no longer, and
worse still, that she would think that
1 had gone away without even having
hinted to her that 1 was going, And
I lay nwake at night wondering how [
mmﬁi let her know the truth,and fifty
plans flitted through my bram, all
appearing to be  fensible enough at
night, bnt abgolutely wild and im-
practicable in the morning. Oneday—
and it wns u bright day indeed for me
—the old woman who tended me told
me that n gondolier had inquired
whether the English signor had gone
away or had died;and #o liearned that
the hittle maid had been anxious about
mie, and that she had sent her brother
to inguire, and the brother had no
doubt taken to her the reason of my
protracted absence from the window.

From that day, and ever alter, dur-
ing my three weeks of bedkeeping, a
flower wasfound every morning on the
edge of my window, which was within
eaxy reach of any one in a boat; and
when at last a day eame when [ eoulid
be moved | took my necnstomed place
on the sofn at the window, and the
little maid saw me and stood on her
head, #o to speak, and that was s
eloquent as any right end up deligitt
could possibly be. So the first time
the gondolier passgd by my win-
dow 1 beckoned to him, and
he pushed up alongside and told
me, with many bright smiles, that he
was glad indeed to see me well again,
Then I thanked him and his sister for
thelr kind thoughts about me during
my retreat, and I then learned from
Lim that hér name was Angela, and
that she was the best and purest
maiden in all Venice, and that any-
one might think himself happy indeed
who could call her sister, but that he
was happier even than her brother,
for he was to be married to her, and,
indeed, they were to be married the
next day.

Therenpon my heart seemed to
swell to bursting, and the blood rush-
ed through my veins so that I could
hear it and nothing else for a while, 1
managed at last to stammer forth
gome words of awkward congratula-
tion, and he leit me singing merrily,
after asking permission to bring his
bride to see me on the morrow as
thev returned from church.

“For,”” said he, “my Angela has
known you for very long—ever since
she was o child, and she has often
gpoken to me of the poor Englishman
who was a good Catholie, and who
lay all day long for P‘em'n and years
on a sofa at a window, and she has
#aid over and over azain how dearly
she wished that she could speak to
him and comlfort him; and one day,

at mine I nodded to her and threw a | when you threw a ‘lower into the

flower into the canal,

She nodded | canal,

she asked me whether she

several times in retuen, and 1 saw her | might throw another, and I told her
draw her mother's attention to the | yes, for he woul! understand that it

accident, Then every morning 1]
threw a flower into the water for
sgood morning,'” and another in the
evening for “good night,” and | soon
discovered that 1 had not thrown
them altogether in vain lor one day
she threw a flower to join mine, and
she lnnghed and clapped her bands as
the two Hlowers joined forces and |
floated awny together. And then |
every morning and every evining she
threw her tlower when | threw mine,
and when the two llowers met she |
clapped her hands, and =o did 1; but |
when they were sepurated, as they |
somnetimes were, owing to one of them |
having met an obstruction which did |
not cateh the other, she threw up her
hands in s pretty altectation of des |
weir,which 1 tried to imitatelnan Eng !
wh and unsacoessiul fashion, Al
when they were rudely run down by a
ussing gondaola  whigh happened not
nfvequently | she pretended (o cry sl
Fdid the samwe. Then, by ety panto-
wilmie, sie would point downward Lo
the sky, 10 tell me that it was destiny
that vaused theshipwreck ol our tlow
ers, il 1, i pantomime not half so |
ey, would try to convey to hes
hat desting woukl be kinder next |
timie, and that perhaps toauorrow
our Howers wou'l be wore fortunate
and 80 the lnnecsnt courtship went
on. Ung day she showed me her cvuer
i and Klssadit,and thersupon L1 ook

b a little wmilver eruciils whivh aiways

stood by me and kised that, and so |
she knew that we were one i roligion. |

U my Hitke makd did not ap |
¥, andd for several |

un
s::'o | saw nothi
though | threw my
wo Mowers came to kee
However, alier a tinwe »
divasnd

wers as  usual,
it company
roappearsd
W Wask and aylong oftes, |

meant sympathy with one who was
sorely afllicted.”

And so I learned that it was pity,
aud not love, except, indeed. ruch
love as is akin to pity, that promrlml
her to imterest hersell in my wellare,
and there was an end of it all,

For the two fluwers that | thought
were on one stem were two flowers
tied together (but 1 could not tell
that), and they were meant to indi-
cate that she and the gondolier were
alllanced lovers, and my expressed
pleasire at this symbol delighted her,
tor she took it to mean that
rejolced in her happiness, And the
next day the gondolive came with a
trin of other ondoliers. all decked
in their holiday garb, and in s gon-
dola sat Angela, happy and blushing
at her happiness, "Then he and she
eiitervd the house i which | dwelt
andd came nto my room (and it was
st ange indeed, alier so many years ol
inversion, to see her with her head
above her leet and then she wished me

happiness and speedy restoration to |

goud health (whieh could never be);
and L in broken words sl with tears
iy eyes, gave her the hittle oruvilix
that had stood by my bed or my ta
ble lor s0 many years, And Angela
took it reverently and crossed hersoll
ol Kissed 50, and so departed with
her delighted nusband,

As | heard the sang of the gondolisr
as they went thers way-—the song dy
g Away i the distaive as  the
shadows of the sundows, clasel araund
e | telt that they were sinjing the
reqaiem of the only love that had

of her, and ab | ver silered my hoart,

—
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A Minister's Experience wil.‘
Choirs. !

Is art o “service?” Does the exer
cise of it in divine worship partake o
the spirit of the inspired ecounsel
‘“Whosoever will be chief among yo
let him be voarservant #”  This thrust-
ing forward of a personality of display
does not look like it. Once our alto
nsked me, ns I was entering the pulpit,
whether I had any objections to chang-
ing the elosing hymmn, for she was ex-
pecting some friends that evening, and
they could not come till lnte, and she
wanted to sing a solo, And onece, at a
week-dny funeral, onr tenor crowded
me even to my embnrrassment with o
request that he might be permitted to
preceds the arrival of the train of
mourners with a vocal piece in the
gallery, for he had just heard that two
members  of the Music Commit-
tee of another congregation
wonld be present, and he wished them
to lLiear him, as he desired to secure the
place of conductor there,

YArt's o service mark " Buot does it
take the placo of the rest of the service
also ?

This entire discnussion turns ot onea
npon the answer to the question wheth-
or the choir, the organ, the tune book,
snd the blower sre for the sake of help-
ing God's people wnrnhip Him, or
whether the public pssemblies of Chris-
tinns are for the sake of an artistic re-
galement of listeners the personal exhi-
bition of musicinpns, or the advertise-
ment of professional soloists who are
competing for a salary.

In onur travels some of us have seon
the old organ in & remote village of
Germuny on the case of which are
carved, in the ruggedness of Teutonie
characters, three mottoes; if they conld
be rendered from their terse poetry into
English they would do valiant service
in oar time for all the singers and play-
ers together, Acrows the top of the
key-board is this:  “Thon prayest here
not for thyself, thou prayest for the con-
gregation ; ko the {nlnyin;.r shonld elevate
the heart, should be sisple, earncst and

ure,”  Across  above the right
lmml row of stops in
thin: “The organ tone must ever be
adapted to the subject of the song; it is
for thee, thevefore, to reand the hymn
entirely through so as to eateh the trne
spirit,” Across above the left hand stops
is this; “*In order that thy playing shall
not bring the singing into confusion, it
becoming that thon listen sometimes,
and as thou hearest thon wilt be likelier
to play as God's people sing.”"—Rev, Dr,
Charles 8, Robinson in the Century.
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Hygiene of the Aged,

Dre. L. 1L Watson, inll'upulur Science Month.
Y.

To those who have arrived at an ad-
vanced age without any form of indi-
gestion I would ruggest a cup of coflee
and n piece of dry tonst before rising
in the morning. The reason why this
should be ger ved while one is yet in
hid is that very old people, even when
perfectly well, are ﬁ}lt'n subject to
slight faintness and nervous tremoyr
before rising, and the exertion neces-
gary to dress often leaves them too
faint to eat, It takes but a few mo-
ments to prepare it, and, as old peo-
sle like to rise early, it is usually an
!mur or two before the family are pre-
ared for the morning meal. A light
funriu-nu at noon, and dinnernot later
than 5 or 6 o'clock, If the dinner is
taken at noon, and supper at 6 o'clock,
it will be found to suit the habits of
the aged better in one way, as old peo-
ple love to retire early. In most
countries, among civilized nations, the
practice of crowding three meals into
the twelve hours or more of daylight
has grown to be such a habit that it
secems o heresy to suggest eating when
hungry, day or night; nevertheless, I
would suggest to the healthy and not
too aged person to forget the “bug-
benr* of “not eating before retiving,”
which compels many a person—other-
wise disposed—to pass ten or twelve
hours with the stomach in a collapsed
condition,whileduringthe other twelve
it is constantly distended with food.
I would say to the aged, eat sparingly
and eat frequently. Let your food b
light and easily digestible, but eat wher
Liungry, whether it be 12 o'clock at
noon or 12 o'clock at nighit. Aged
people are light sleepers, and often
wike up during the night with an in-
tense eraving for food, and a good
plan is to have a cup of bouillon and a
cracker on a stand near the bed. The
broth can be rveadily heated by an
alcohol lamp in five minutes. This
simple habit will often procure hours
of uninterrupted slumber, which would
otherwise be passed in restless longing
for daylight and breakfast.
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The Cood That Results From

Much Rubbing at the Bath.
From o Writer in Dresa,

Tepld water is preferable for every
senson of the year. Milk baths have
been in favor from time immemorial
with lndies and nothing is better than
a daily hot bath ol milk. Mme,
Tallien was among the historieal
women who bathed in milk, to which
she added crushed strawberries to
give it an agreeable perfume. | have
also heard of an old lady ol eighty
who retained a gitlsh complexion like
cream and roses by a'ways washing

in the julee of erushed strawhe ries
and nothing else. But we can, lor
tunately, kvep our skins hoalthy and
fnic without resorting Lo these extreme
weasures, For the fiklength bath,
i bag of bran will solten the waler
and make the skin deliciously smooth

| andd lalr: but let me here remark thal

0o bath s pertect in s results with.
o' the long and brisk friction of
hands or & coarse towel afterwand,
Frigtion not only stimulates ciroulne
tlon, but ik makes the Heah Hrus and
polished, lke Paclan warble. 1t s
somebines astonshing to we the
ehange wuade i an valy vkin by e
tlon, and auy laly who wishes to
r—-n. healthinl, besutinl body,
e Lo Lhe toush aml Dair Lo the sye,
'ullh the elasticity of youth well (iu
o
har strangth to the tlnllp' Lark
bing the budy therough'y

tle

e age, Mt glve -illurly ol |
AY

"ROLLY BRICK'S FRIENDS,

Margaret Eytinge in Good Cheer for March,

There sat the little dog vet, and that
was the fourth time Phenio had passed
that way since morning —twice going to
and twice coming from school. Luneh
time she had bronght a small bit of
bread and s« monthful of meat from home
(her folks were poor and could not spare
more), and conxing him, with out-
stretched hand and kind words, to come
down the long flight of stops to where
she stood on the sidewalk, she had fed
them to him, but Le had swallowed
them in great haste, and, with » grate-
ful wave of his curly tail and a thankful

ook in his brown cves, had hurried
ack aguin, Tt was adreary place—the
milding to which these steps belonged,
g0 drenry that it seemed strange
that oven & dog wounld choose
to linger there. A arent,
grey building, dark and funercal in
every stone of ita Egyptian architectnra;
with massive doors and iron-barred
windows, it east a gloom all about it,
and one looking up at its strong walls
eonld not but think with & heart ache
of the many poor wretehes who had
been and still wore imprisoned within
them, Phenie lived abont o hlock away
in o little, old, tamble-down wooden
bonse, ina dirty, ecrowded strect, Her
father was o "longshoreman, and worked
hard, cariy and late, to enrn enough to
support his family in the humblest way,
and her mother, n eheerful, Kind-henrt-
ed woman, lind ax much as she eonld do
to look after her five children, all girls,
of whom Phenio, 11 years old was the
eldest.

Well, Phenie's to and from school lad
past the Tombs, that drondfnl placo
whaere eriminals are kept in cells so
that they may dono harm to their fel-
low -creastures ; and one morning —it wis
8 morning in early H--Intn-mlwr 8 sho
passeed it he saw, as 1 have already told

on, & little dogsitting at the top of the
ong broad steps.  He was not a pretty
dog, vot at all a pretty dog. In fuct ho
was rather an ugly dog. He was cov-
ered with shagey, vellovish-brown hair,
half of oneof his ears had been torn off,
vory likely in o strest fight, and he had
the most comienl S-shaped tail that ever
enrled over s dog's back. Phenie glanced
ot him kindly as she went by, for she
was very fond of animals, but did not
give him another thought until when,
on her way to lunel, she spied him still
sitting in thesame place. Then, think-
ing he might be hungry, she won his
dog-heart by bringing him, on her way
back something to ent,  School ont, he
was thore yet, And there he remuined
for four days, recciving gratefully « wch

noon what the ¢hild eonld spare from |

her own not too plentiful meal.  And
Saturday coming, her morning work
over, she could not rvest until she had
run to the foot of the steps and looked
up to see if he was still there. Yes,
there he wuas, waving Lis flag at sight
of her.

“1 wonder who he belongs to,—1 won-
der why he don't go away ?” she said to
herself as sho had said many times be-
fore. “1 wish I could find ont.” Ané
gecing a policeman whom she had long
knows by sight stopping to pat the dog
a8 he cams down the steps she took eony-
age and asked lim when Le had reached
her sida, “Do yon know that little dog?"

“T made his nequaintance o fow days
ago,” answered the policeman,

“Will yon please, if yon've got time,
tell me why he stays here:”

“His mater's inside,” said the polies-
man who was a jolly, good-natnred fel-
low, and looked as though he'd rather
be beaten himself than beat anybody else
with the heavy elub he carried,

“His masier,” repentod Phenie,

“Yesa, his master, Rolly Brick, aboy a
little bigger than you. He stole n ban-
ana off a fruit-woman's stand and they
chased him, the poor voung scamp, as
if he'd stole & dismond. And that dog
np there run with him, both of 'em go-
ing as hard as they could pelt. And
when he was canght that dog tried to
fight for him. But it wasn't any uss,
the frnit-woman was determined to send
him up, said twasn't the first thing, by
a jugful, he'd stole from her. And so
they took him in, and that dog's set
there ever since. ‘Spect they'll kick
him into the street soon’s Rolly's sent
eway.”

“Oh! will he be sent away?" suid
Plenie. “When?"

“In an hour or two I reckon,”

“But suppose the banana woman
don't come to make complaint against
him 2"

“Don’t Lalf think she will,” said the
policeman. “She's over her mad by
this time. But he'll go all the same,
‘canse he's o vagraut.”

‘A vagrant ?"

“Yes, n vagrant ain’t got any friends
or any home."”

Back went Phenie o the little old,
tnmble-down wooden honse to haveas
long earnest talk with her wother, and
to make hersolf as neat us possible, and
before an lonr had passed she made
one of a throng thaet filled the conrt
room where s number of law breake:
were to be sentenced that morning. But
she was not & moment too soon,  The
cono had beon ealled eaclier than the
policeman  had thought it would be,
and in the prisoner’s dock stomd a boy
with & Lright, dirty face, and in elothes
so battered and torn that he looked like
an animated rag-bag,

“No frionds,” the judge wan just say-
ing, us Phenlo, with a rml I in bor
throat, and her heart beating ws thongh
it wonlkd fly ont of her broast, wilked
bravely up tho vourt-room and stood be-
fore huw,

“Ploase, Mr, Judge, ho has frionds,
two friends,” sho said

The judge looked over his spectacios
ot her. “Where are thev 1" he  asked,

“One bs sebtin’ ont on e droat stoop, ™
she answored. “HMe's o little  dog, an'
ha's beon aonottin’ there ever sinve his
wastur was look up.  He was  thero all
through that anful rain  yestonday o'
that ful thumder stors day belore.
An', Mr, Judge,” she wonl on, ¥t
biraver and braver ws shio * Molly
Briek can’t bo sueh & very bhad bay if
ek gowsld Hittle J"q In\-{- 80t uah,
An ‘h G‘h' Iriosal's e,

"How long have you kuown Rolly
Priok ¥ askesd the pulge,

‘Kover saw bim bofure now,” sakl the
elullel, "Bt the dog an' e bs Priemls
An' vh

off, I'm sure, and so’s my mother, that
my father1l find him something to do.
We're all girls at our house, so we can't
none of us go to the docks with father,
but he'’s a boy, and he could.”

“What do you say, Rolly?” said the
t:;lm-. “Will you promise to bea good

v if 1 lot you go with this kind friend
of vours?”

tolly looked shyly at Phenie and
then blurted ont: ‘I never hooked
nothin’ but things to eat an’ 1 wont hook
themn any more if 1 kin get'em by work-
in' fur 'em. Nobody never wanted me
to work reg'lar "eause I hadn't uo decent
togs."

“Oall in the other friend,” said his
honor. And Phenie, eatching the old
cap the boy tossed to her, ran out of the
room with it, and in a moment more the
dog bonnded in, flew to his master in
transport of joy, and covered his face
and hands with dog kisses,

“CGrood-by,” said the judge, anil plae-
ing something in Pheoie’s hand he wdd-
eil, “Here's a few dollars some kind gen-
tlemen have given yon, You must buy
Rolly sgome elothes with them, And
now, Rolly, mind you turn over a new
leat.”

“Yon, sir,” said Rolly, and awny he
went, followed by many good wishes,
with his two friends.

But teath compels me to state that oy
the trio passed wn eating saloon near
by, Rolly being sorely tempted by the
mice things didplayed in the window,
said, “Bay, gal, let s goin here, you an,
me an, Ole Bojer (that was the nwme of
tho dog), an’ git a bully dinner, to help
mao turn over that new leaf.”

But Phenio flrmly refosed, “That
wouldn't be right,” she said. “That' d
be turnin, the wrong way. My mother’ 1l
give yon rvome dinner, an' this money
is goin’ to get yon a now suit,”  And
Rolly submitting in silence, they soon
veached the little, old tumble-down
wooden house in  the dirty, crowded
streot,

Lut that little, old, tumble-down,
wooden house proved to be a good home
for the vagrant boy—a home where ke
forund love and Lkindness, and where he
wis tanght that the poorest life may be
brightened and Llessed by indastry aud
honesty,  And before long he wasearn-
ing #2 or 3 n week, and helping his
ndopted mother—for he wes n wondler-
fully handy young ehap-—=with the hard-
ast of her work beside,

“Sister Phonie,” he anid, “must keep
on at sehool, so's she kin teach me nights
ar' be o reglar teacher when she grows
up.” ’

As for Ole Bojer, vou may be sure he
beeame the pet of the whole family, and
the buteher aronnd the corner took such
u faney to him thet he rsaved him every
day the very nicest and mentiost bones
that ever butelier gave n dog,
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New York Girls {\plmg English
Manners,

From a Letter in the ¥an Francieco Argo-
naut,

I was very much amused by the
antics of a would-be English girl and
unquestionably British bull terrier on
Fith Avenue recently, Bhe enme out

of the front door of her house wigh a
good deal of a swing—tall, elim, well-
formed and composed. Her costume
was of block and white materinl—1
have a dim sort of o suspicion that it
was either silk or gatin—and she wore
small, sguare-toed boots, ajaunty hat,
gloves of n tan color and a rather
refined “horsey’ look in genernl. Bhe
enrried a viding whip in one hand and
clutehed a silver chain in the other,
To the other end of the chain was re-
luetantly attached a  block-muzzled
and supercinous bull-pup, with a bad
eye, His fore-legs were bowed, histail
and ears stuck nloft, his chest wns
broad and he had almoest no nose
at all,  Hix under jow was held
forward and his  mouth  had
the peculiarly insolent look of a
yup of thorough-bred blood, The girl
}md an indescribable starched appear-
ance, was extremely straight and  her
manner was haughty. She descended
the steps with an admirable eflecsation
of carelessness, considering that at
least, a score of men were staring at
her, and turned up Fifth Avenue. At
ull events the manenvre was not a suc-
cess,  "The dog suddenly ghot around
in another divection and wound the
tall girl up in his chnin, Bhe struck
him sharply with her whip and he
growled; then she hit him again and the
brute started to jnmp at her, when a
man,who was passing, shouted at him
sharply. The girl went at bim plucki-
ly again, whipped him into perfunct ory
obedience, said, “lamgreatly obliged™
tothe man who had attempted to
rescue her and started up the avenue.
Even during the excitemsent, hier nccent
was irreproachably English and she
was altogether as full-blown and com-
plete a specimen of an Anglo-maniae
as [ have ever seen. The girls here
have a peeuliavly English walk, or one
that passes for English now, and this
rurl ieular beauty practiced it to per
stion,
e — -

Cholera.
made periodical twelves
onr conotry:  The lust
opidemio was in 1873, Thus we have
sotaething to fear for next year ff unot
for this, The Plilsdelphia Mwsdical
News sy of its appearance in INTH;
sCholera visited the Voited ¥tates be-
fore it appesrad in Pars.  Thes there
were any sources of infection it was
flest Lrowghit to New Orlenns by & Hre-
wen bargie, winl developed in tho s
of w wman employed o unlomding hor
urqu (i ustive of Peusacola who wend
to New Ocleans for employment), Bt
the larger number of coses were nport
el divectly through New York City on
pot b footedd vewsols, bt the din ase was
ot developed wutil the poiscoal sifeets
of the vietnas had been unpuoked ot
thale destination, This was shown i
the theee distiuet outhrenks s widely
rotiote puai e ol L U nided Blates, where
the offects of cmigranto from Hollasd,
N wdon Mussia wore nupacked ot
Carthage, O, Crow Niver, huu .l
N ankion, lhl.‘ wheve, within Shirty-
wix bours therealtor, the Hist vaas of
the dinpase sppoarsl. ™
L — —

White's tight Lo st 0 fungrves s ol

Beamed, bty seven Dumcarate vuling =ik

Cholera has
voar visits to

1 Mr, Jwlge, of vour'll loh Bally |l the Mypatbians

As a ForeignerSees Us.
“You Americans,” said George Q.
Taylor, a foreigner, to a group of New
Yorkers, “are the most contradictory
set of mortals on the globe. Youslave
all day and spend all night. You sub-
mit to all worts of impostare and ex-
tortion, yet you are terrible fighters
when aroused. Little things do not
seem to fret you as they do foreigners.
You are cheerlul and courageous in
the (ace of hopeless disnster, yet never
seoin unduly elated it you make n miil-
ion or two, Now, why should such
# people chioose to wear the durkest

aud most gloomy looking clothing?”’

A bystander ventured the remark
that be didn't wee nnything partica-
larly vombre  abont  the average
Amellvan attire,

“You don't? Have yon ever been
up bis the Western Union tower? Weil,
you ousht to go up there, [ made
the amcont the other day, difficult ne
it i, ‘Ihe view s entrancing. But
whon 1 looked down into Broadway
it mede mwe whiver, The hureying
crewde on the sidewalks looked like
two  unending funeral processions
foving in opposite directions, Black,
Liack evevywhers, Al the red haired
glele st bhave Loen ap town, for
thevs wasn't o white horse to be seen,
The only rellefl to the eve was nn oe-
onslonal Broadway surface car. It
wis the most glooiy spectacle 1 ever
looksd down upon, yet 1 knew that
Lenesih the Aark exterior there were
warm hearts, actlve brains and hands
equnliy ready to fight or work,"

“Well, what would you have us do?
Dreesw in bright colors duoting the
winter? was asked,

"Not wb all, Use common, sense
that is all,  Europeans generally do
11O kew the necessity for dark colors
in winter, Ko long ne the clothing ia
hoavy and  warm it doesn't matter
aboub the color. You cun wear biack
wver there if you like without exciting
vomavk, But here, if & man wears &
henvy plald sult in winter he is con-
temptiiously regarded by n native,
wven Shough his eritio may be shiver-
ing in his thin, black clothes. Take a
New England town, New Haven lor
inetance, it you want to see this pro-
vincial spleit in an exaggerated form.
A fanltlewsly dressed New Yorker isan
object of universal admiration, Peo-
ple run out of stores to look at bim.
A shabblly dressed man, even though
his clothes fit him better thanthose of
the avernge New Haven dude, is
at once and on all sides regnided ns
a sneak thief who ought to be in the
lockup. Butan Englishman or other
foreigner In a plaid suit is an obiject
of horror. To see the open months,
nnd uplifted hands one would think
Earnum’s rhinoceros was loose i the
ttreet, 1 aways put on a black suit
when I g to New Hnaven, for lcan
notdo business therain any other sort
of clothing.” —New York Evening Bun,

—y -+ —
A Life-Necessity.

How many people there ace who go
through lite with their “hinges creak-
g,” who every time they move some-
how seem to make other people un-

easy, How lew there are like the cou-
ductor which the Christinn Union telis
ol below, “always carrying an oil-
can,” None of us like “oily-gammon’’
sort of & man, but the longer we live
the more we enjoy the character of
the man who mnkes things go along
smoothly and withont squeaking,

A Fourth avenue car was rumbling
up the avenue; the day was cold, and
the door opened and shut to admit
and discharge pnssengers with an
agonizing groan that rasped the
nerves of every one who heard it. At
Thirty-fourth street o new condactor
jumped on the car, and the man who
examines the register opened the
door, which gave a peculinr ag-
onizing siriek. The new conductor
pag his hand in his pocket, took out
& #mall oil-can and oiled the track on
which the door slides and the rollers
on which it hung, saying to the former
conductor, who still stood on the
platiorm, I always carry an oil-can;
there are so many things that need
greasing.”” Was that thereason that,
though a man evidently past middle
life, his cheeks were ruddy and hisface
free from lines?

The man who had brought the car
from City Hall shrieking and groaning
on 1ts way Wwes thin, worn, and
erushed, apparently by circumstances.
I there n philmghy of oil-cans?
We rumbled on to the tunnel, teeling
we were under the care of a man
trained to meet e ; tume was
short, but the nervous anxiety that
had made the journey from Cit
Hall interminable had disap
and we leaned back, sa inwardly.
"WOH' we might as well take the next
train.””  Unconscious teacher, how
often has your comfortable manner
and hearty voice recalled usto the ne
cessity ol using an oil-can to
the friction of lile!

Recently three or four earnest
women met at luncheon, The
versation drifted on to the guest
“Suall love p.vou hundred oves, or
be blind?'  Which s the best!
Which is most comfortaple! Thecon-
clusion was that there must a
) dicious blending of sight and blind.
ness; affection enough to forgive and
lorget, At the close an earnest
woman, whose every gesture is an
mdication of wisdom and  mental
balance, sakd: 1 sometimes think
:::t one :mn .Tl Mnb. life carry

an oilkoan, ’
Here was another lace boam Pﬁl
h;ouh 'und goud cheer, .hltll
iy of e was an ol
rustiul allection, WN‘.‘
bearing.

— e~ Q) A———
Not as Bad as Expected,
Thomas Stare King used totell that
one of Lie Binsmen was maeh
1o his entering the let h
-‘:n i:;w.u u.nmﬂu “ Ill.::
5o one night De, King invited him to
hear one of his discour
nr t.m what
“Wasl" was

and a1 the dlose
ot perd B et

toe:

thougat of b,
hwwring

tejis an |0
Travacript,




