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English tenant-farmer, who in the
Year 1848 found his family expenses
incrensing ®o much faster than his
income that it was sabeolutely nee
essary to decrease the former, since
the latter could not be made longer.

In the hope of being able to nssist
his father in eome way, Robert came
tothis country, and, failing to find
employment near the metropolis,
walked fromtown to townuntil when
nedr Rochester, New York, he was
hired as o farm laborer by Jwige
James E, Berry. During six years
Young Myron worked industriously,
sending nearly all of his earnings to
his parents, and then came the gad
news that both father and mother
had died on the same day. After re-
covering from this shiock it was but
natural the young man should begin
to think of establishing n home for
himself, and quite as natural that
his lave should go out to the daugh-

ter of his employer, who plainly
showed her preference for the young

man who had so devoted himself to
his parents. Buot Judge Berry, while
he recognized in Myron aninvaluable
farm lnborer, hnd not the same views
regarding him as a son-indaw that
Miss Bessie had, and the consequence
was that the lovers, finding it impos-
sible to change the father's opinion,
resolved to elope, and build up for
themselves a home in the lar West,

In 1885, with but a few hundred |
dollars and the judge's curse, the |
Young couple were married and set-
tled at Green Lake, Michigan, where,
at the beginning. of the yenr 1862,
they were in reasonably prosperous |
circumstances, with two children to
muke glad  their humble log cabin,
Their farm was situated several miles
from any settlement, and ulllmup:h]
the Indians were riging agninst the |

whites in many portions of the State,
neither Mr, nor Mrs. Myron felt anv
uneasiness, because  they believed
they had suceeeded in  establishing |
the mwost friendly relations with such |
of the “forest children’ us they came i
in contact with. Therefore they were |
by no means alarmed when one day
five Indians stalked gravely into the
cabin, just as the noonday meal was
served. It had ever been Me. Myron's
custom to invite such vigitorsto par-
take of food, and on this, ason other
ocearions, they readily aceepted the
invitation; but greatly to the sur-
prise and uneasiness of their host, in-
stead of placing their riflesin one cor-
ner of the room, ag usual, they held
them between their knees, the muzzles
of the weapons showing just above
the edge of the table,

Mr. Myron was too well versed in
Indian enstoms not to know that
guch action on the part of his guests
mennt mischief. With the view of
showing them that he understood
the meaning of this breach of hos-
pitality, and in the slight hope of in-
timidating them, he arose from the
table, took from the rack on the wall
his rifle and fowling piece, and eare-
fully examined them to show they
were loaded. Why the savages did
not attack him then is one of the in-
explicable things in Indian warfare,
Instead of maoking any hostile
demonstrations, they stalked gravely
out of the house, disnppearing be-
hind a clump of bushes,

For the moment Myron believed he
had wronged his guests and that
they had taken umbrage at his
movements when their intentions
were peaceful.  Still holding his rifle
in his hand Myron stepped to the
open door for the purpose of ascer-
taining whether his guests had really
departed. When the farmer appeared
on the threshold the report u}n rifle
wag heard, and Myron fell, with a
dangerous but not necessarily fatal
wound in his side,

Women who live on the border,
where they are constantly menaced
by danger, learn early inlife that they
must deny themselves woman's privi-
lege of fainting. When Mr. Myron |
fell, his wife sprang to his defense
rather than assistance, Toclose and |

bavricade windows and doors was |
but the work of & moment where |
everything was  prepared  for |
such  oeceasions, and then the |
heroic  woman  tuwned  her  at- |

tention to her husband end ehildren,
The futher's wound bled but little,
and save to stanch the blood, the de-
voted wife conld not aid him, except
by piling the bedding around him in |
such a way that, in a sitting posture, |
he could face the elosed door. The
temporary safety of the children was
secured by fnstening them in the epl-
lar, heve they would be bheyvonil the
reac’ of any bullets their late vigitors
might send, and after she had per-
fected their plan of defence she began
to assume the offensive,

By removing the mud that filled
the crevices of the logs at the end of
the house |Hu|r-|lnlt'.-¢ were  formed,
and through these the husband and
wife began nn assault upon their foes.
With his rifle Myron ghot one of the
Indians, nnd ot the snme time his wife ‘

killed another with the fowling piece,
By this time the foe, finding their in-
tended vietims more tenacious of life
than they had snpposed, resorted to ‘
stratagem to aceomnplish the massa-
ere. In the field was i eart half lled |
with hay; in the stable yard stood o
yoke of oxen quietly eating. To
fasten the animals to the cart amd
not expose themselves to'the deadly
aim of those in the house wag accom.
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plished, To get the lond of hay
against the building, that it might
be aet on fire, wos still more dithenlt,
and in this ease unsuccessful, for be.
fore it conld be done both husband
and wife had shot an  snemy, while
the fifth and only remaining one
sought safety in precipitate flight,
Each moment the conflict lasted
the husband grew weaker, aud medi-
enl aid could not be procured with-
out a journey of 180 miles. To
traverse this distance there was no
other conveyvance than the oxeart,
In this rude vehicle Mrs, Myron
placed her  husband and child-
dren, and not once during
that tedious journey, made painful
by the guffering of the man for whom
she had braved the dangers and dis-
comforts of a frontier life, was o halt
made. -

At Bt. Clond surgical aid waa pro-
eured, and there, after Mr. Myron's
recovery, he sought work of any
kind that would bring in sufficient
for the support of hie family, sinee
the ulu;nt‘m]utiunu of the Indigns had
impoverished him. It was only by
the greates| exertions that Mr. My-
ron conld keep hig family from actual
want; ond hearing that laborers were
in grenter demand at Cape Giradean,
he, with his wife and children, em-
barked on the steamer Tidal Wave
for that place, after having remained
at 8t. Cloud nearly a yvear.

The vovage was never completed,
however, for when Tower Grove, Mis-
souri, wans reached, a fire broke out
on the ill-fated steanmer, and in o
very short time ghe wag borned to
the water's edge. The loss of life was
considernble, nnd among the missing
ones were the two Myron chiliren.

For the second time Robert Myron
wns homeless and penniless, with his
sufferings intensified by the loss ofhis
children. Perhaps it was fortunate
for him that he was obliged to work
very hard simply to keep the woll
from the door, forit prevented him
from brooding over his misfortunes,
as even g gtronger man might have
done,

During the two years that elapsed
after the Dburning of the Tide
Wave, Robert Mryon labored
industriously, but withont snceess,
s0 far as the acenmulation of world-
lv goods was concerned; he had heen

| nble to pay the rent of o rude cabin

three miles fiom the village of Tower

Hill, and to furnigh it seantily. But
the expenses nttendent upon the
birth of two children, and his own

gevere illness, durtng whiclk he was
confined to his bed two months, had
exhausted the small fund he had sue-
ceeded in saving to enable him to
remove to Cape Giramdlean,

Then came a time when he  conld
no longer find employment near  his
wretched home, and he sought it
some miles up the river, going and
returning each day in a small boat,

Even when it appeared that mis-
fortunes was not wearied  with puor-
sning him, for one night when re-
turning from his work, a stormeame
up, which overturned his frail skiff,
and, nearly exhiausted, he was thrown
upon a narrow bar of sand that
made out from a bank of the river
ut the spot where the Tidal Wave
was burned. On this frail and
treacherous foothold he managed to
remain during the night, in full sight
of the town, but unable vo attraet
attention to his desperate condition.

The dawn of day revealed still more
horrors, for close beside him, having
evidently  been unearthed by  the
waves, was o rkeleton of o human
being. At first Myron feit that tear
which seems to be natural in man
when he seeg the deserted tenement of
one of his kind: but the resting-pluce
which the wnves gave to the living
and the dend was 80 small that he
was obliged to remuin abmost in ae-
tual contnet with the vellow Lones.
Ar he sat by the skeleton waiting for
help from the shore, which seemed so
tardy in coming, he saw about the
ribs of the fleshless frame o leather
belt, Curiosity overcame his terror,
and, unfastening the helt, he found
within it gold coin to the amount of
$5.000,

That Robert Myron wis in a fever
of excitement hardly needs to be told.

|
t

succeaded in  saving n small amount
of money—anbont half the price asked
—and offered to buy it if hi= note
would. be accopted tor the balam e,
The bargain was made, and Myron
wtill continued to work hy the day
for any ove who would hire him, till-
ing his own furm when  he conld find
no other work. Then he invested in
a very small way in stock, buying
when he could get decided bargains
only. Year by year lie andded to his
yosseasions, and his neighbors colled
vim a “thrifty” man.

All his investments were good ones,
#ince none were made save with the
view of converting everything into
carh ot a moment’'s notice if neces.
sary, and Robert Myron became o
wealthy man. As s usunl, with
wealth came the respect of his neigh-
bors, who, to ghow their appreciation
of money, elected him to the office of
county judge.

During the yenr 1870 the inhabit-
ants of Tower Hill witnessed the de-
struction of another steamer by fire
at nlmost the exact place where the
Tidnl Wave went down. Among
those men who Inbored to save life
none wins more active than Hobert
Myron, and his house wng converte
into n hospital for the reception ol
those who were injured, but saved
from death.

Mre. Myron wae as earnest in her
efforts to comfort the distressed peo-

e na was her husbond, and her lne
Imr was signally rewarded by finding
among the unfortunate ones whom
ghie wne nurging her father, whom she
she had not heard from sinee the dny
she left hie home to found another
with the man she loved abhoveall oth-
ore,  The donghters heart was made
still more glad when the old gentle
man told her and her husband that
he hond been searching  for them
several months in the hope of indue-
ing them to return to his lonely
home, or allow him to remain with
them.,

Then he told n strange story, and
one which lifted » load that had
grown heavier with each suceeeding
year from his son-in-laws heart,

In 1861, Mrs. Myron's aunt had
died, bequenting to her niece the sum
ol five thousand dollars. Judge
Berry, half relenting that he had not
looked with favorupon his daughter's
muarringe, had sent his elerk to earry
to her thig legaey, The messenger
had written to his employer from
St. Cloud in 1862, stating that he
had traced Mr. and Mr .‘%I,\'rnn to
that place, but from there they had
gone, ag he had reason to believe, to
Cape Girardeau, which place he was
nbout to start for in the steamer
Tidale Wave, From that time Mr.
Berry hiad never heard from hiselerk,
and he believed he had lost his life
when the stemmer was burned.,

As the old gentleman finished his
story, the husband and wife gazed
at each other with nn almost despair-
ing hope in theireyes, nnd it was only
with the greatest difficnlty Judge
Myron could ask the question, “What
was the man's name ?"

“Henry Parker.”

The lond was lifted for evermore;
the money which they believed was
another’s belonged righffully to them;
the investments made with a view to
being able to restore the principal at
any time insured their own prosper-
ity, nnd by purloining their own from
the dead they had honestly relieved
themselves from the thraldom of
[m\'ﬁrt.\',
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Yellow Fever Experiences,

From the New York Commereinl Truveler,

“How is the fever usually treated?”
It isn't generally treated in any par-
ticular way. Every time it breaks
out the doctors have to experiment,
under guidance offormer experiences,
of course, until they find out what
treatment is best, for what answers
well in one outhreak frequently won't
answer ot all well in another. Some-
times, as in Savaunah the last time
the fever was there, dry quinine on the

tongue seems to answer best, Some-

He had stroggled to the full strength | 'tfuu-n other means are more effective.
of man many years, and was  hawdly | The champogne treatment is perhaps

more than a pauper when he should
have had at least a spot
footstool he conld eall his own. The
dead had brought him what the living
had refused. To take the gold for
his own purposes seemed o theft. and
vet he who had fastened it abour bis
body could no longer use it. The
struggle between  his  conscience
and his necessity was a long one; but
when those who came to  rescue him

| there,

arrived nt the sund bar they found |

him with u skeleton on whichnothing
coitld be seen, nnd no one conld have
funcied that the hali<drowned man
had found a treasure. Thatthe bones
were those of one of the passengers of
the Tidal Wave, no one doubted, and
wers given a  resting-place
amony the pomeless graves of those
who had lost their lives in the disas-
ter. No one zave Robert Myron and
his wife kuew of the money-tielt, or
that on the inside of it, cut deep in
the thivk leather, was the npame
“Henry Parks.”

But Myron, having this money, did
not dare to use it openly lest people
should question how he got it. He

had ngreed with his wife that they
should use the gold for their own

benefit, but do it with the view of re
turning it if they shoold ever find the
dead man's heirs, This he hoped to
do by making such investments as
could be readily realized upon, so
that they might show themselves to
be good, even if self-elocted, stewnrds.

The cabin thay lived in, and the
five ueres ofland surrounding it, was
for gale at a price below its  real val-
ue. Myron represented to the owner
that, despite appearances, ne bhad

=

Ol fmore  generally effective than
of God's |

any
other, but there is scarcely enough of
that costly medicine at command to
suppiy the need in nn epidemie, The
Inte Dr. Gabriel Disosway Ayres, of
Brookivn, once told me that on one
occasion he was in n British West In-
din town when the fever wis present
He was traveling with o
friend and the two remained a woek
on the islund, One evening they
dined with a physicinn there, and
next morning lenmed that he hadd
disd during the night with the fever
“1 thought it time for men who had
no business theie to get away,"” said
Dr. Ayres, “and we took ship the
next dav far Havana, In the night
my friend was seized with the fever,
and 1 treated him with climpagne
without saving suvthing about it to
alarm the passengers,  When he was

at once and very impressively said:
I you let anyhody in Havann know

that you poured champagne into o |

man with vellow fever they'll hang
you? " The doctor inferred that the
champagne trentment, though a fa-

|

| out of danger | told the eaptain,who |

varite one with British physicians, |
wis ot that time unknown among !

the Spanish, Cuoriously enough, |
helieve any other form of aleoholie
stimulation in vellow fever kills with
wnomething of the precision of a Rem.
ington rifle, and, of course, men who
are harvddrinkora are doomed if they
onee get yollow fever, For that mat- |
ter such men are doomed whenever
they get any virnlent «disease, and
upon reflection I may say they are!
doomed anyhow,

Tale of the Selfish Giant. !

E\‘i‘l"_\' afternoon, ns they were com-
ing from the  children
used to go and play in the Ginnt's
garden,

One day the Giant vame back, He
had been to visit his friend the Cor-
nigh ogre, and had stayed with him
for geven years. When he arrived he
saw the children playing in the gar-
den,

“What are you doing there?” he
eried in o very graff voice, and the
children ran awny.,

SMy own gurden s my own  gar-
den,” said the Ginnt; “anyone ean
understand that, and I will allow no-
body to play in it but myself.” 8o he
built a high wall all around it and
put up n notice boprd:

“Trespassers will be prosecated,”

He was o very seltish tGiant,

achool,

The poor ehilifren had nowhere to
play. They tried to play on the
road, but the rond was very dusty
and full of hard stones, and they did
not like it. Then the spring came,
andall over the country there wers
little blossoms and little birds, Only
in the garden of the selfish  Giant it
wans still winter. The bhirds did not
care to sing in it ns there were no
children, and the trees forgot to blos.
som, Onee o beautiful  flower

mt its  head out from the grass,
mtt when it saw  the notioe.
board it was &0 sorry for the
children that it slipped back into the
rround again, and went off to sleep.
The only people who were pleased
were the Snow and the Frost, “Spring
has forgotten this goarden,' they
cried, “so we will live here all the
year round.” The Snow covered up
the grass with her great white clonk,
and the Frost painted all the trees
gilver, Then they invited the North
Wind to stay with them, and hecame.
He was wrapped in furs, and he roor-
ed all day uLuut- the gurden, and
blew the chimnoy-tops down,

“Iean not understand why the
Spring is ro late in coming,' said
the Selfish Giant, as he sat nt the
window and looked out at his cold
white garden: “I hope there will e o
change in the weather,”

But the Spring never eame, nor the
Summer, he Autumn gave golden
trnit to every gavden, bhut the Giant's
garden she gave none. “He is too
selfish,” she snid. So it was alwoys
Winter there, and the North Wind,
and the Hail, and the Frost, and the
Snow daneed abont through the trees,

Ope morning the Giant was lying
awake in bedd when he heard some
lovely music. It sounded so sweet
to his ear that he thought it must
be the King's musicians passing by.
It was really only a little linnet sing-
ing ouﬁmle’l'tiu window, but it was so
long since he had heard a bird sing
in his garden that it seemed to him
to be the most beautifol music in the
world. Then the Hail stopped danee
ing over his head, and the North
Wind ceased roaring, and o delictons
perfame came to him through the
open casemate. I believe the Spring
has come at Jast,” said the Giant:
and he jumped out of bed and looked
out.

What did le see?

He sawn most wonderful sight,
Throvgh a little hole in the wall the
children had erept in, and they were
gitting in the branches of the trees.
In overy tree that he could see there
wis a little child, Andthe trees were
80 glad to have the children boek
again that they had covered them-
selves with blossoms, and were wav-
ing their arms gently above the chil-
drea’s heads. The Lirds were flving
about twittering with delight, and
the flowers were looking up through
the green greass and Inughing, It was
i lovely scene, only in one corner it
was still winter. It was the furthest
corner of the garden, and in it was
standing a little boy. He was so
smull that he could not reach up to
the branehes of the tree, and he was
wandering all round it, erying bitter-
Iy, The poor tree was still quite cov-
ered with frost and snow, and the
North Wind was blowing and roar-
ing above it. “Climb up! little boy,"
siid the Tree, and it bent its branches
down us low as it could; but the boy
wis too tiny.

And the Giant's heart melted as he
looked ont. “How selfish I have
been!” he saids “notv 1 know why the
Spring would not come here, 1 will
put that poor little boy on thetop of
thetree, and then I will knock down the
wirdl, aud my garden shall be thechil-

dren’s playeround for ever and ever," |

He was really very sorry for what he
Ll done.,

So he erept down stairs and opensd
the front door quite softly, and went
out into the garden.
children saw bifim T'Il'.‘-’ Wer'e 80O fr‘lg'?a!-
ened that they all ran away and the
gatden beeame Winter again.  Only
the little boy did not run, forhis eves
were g0 full of tears that he did not
sov the Gignteoming,  And the Giant
stole up behind him and took him
gently in his hand, and put him up
ito the tree, And the tree hroke ot
once into-blossom, and the birds came
and sang on iy, and the little hoy

stratehed out his two arms and Hung |

them around the Giant’s neck, andd
kissed him. And the other children,
when they saw the Giant was not
witked any longer,caome runuing back,
and with them came the spring, “It
is vour garden pow, little ehildpen,”
suid the Giant, nnd be took n great
ase nnd knocked down thewall,  And
whion the people were going to marke!
at 12 e'vlock they found the Ginnt
playing with the children in the most

But when the!

| woice in a phonograph, and the wife

beautifal gnrden they hnd ever seen,

All day long they played, and in |
the evening they cnine to the Giant
to bid him good-bye,

“But where is your little compan-
fon?" he sald: “the boy 1 put into
the tree.”
bt heennse he had kissed him,

“Wedon't know,” answered the
children; “he has gone away,"

“You must tell im to be sure and
come here tomorrow,” said the Glant.
But the children said they did not
know where he lived, nnid never soen
him betore; and the Ginnt folt very
sod.

Years went over, and the Giant
grew very old and feeble, He could
not play about any more, so he st
in o bhuge armehair and wiatehed the
children play nt their games, and ad-
mired his gorden.  “1 have many
beautiful flowers,” he snid, “but the
children are the most beautiful flow-
erd of all,”

One winter morning he looked out
of his window as he was dressing, He
did not hate the winter now, for he
knew that it was merely the Spring
asleep, and  that the flowers were
| rosting.

Suddenly  he rabbed his eyes in
wonder, and looked and looked, Tt
certainly was o marvelons sight, 1In
the tartherest corner of the garden
wis o tree quite covered with lovely
white blossoms, [ty branches were
all golilen, and silver froit lung
down from them, sud uwonderneath it
stood the little boy he had lovd.

Downstairs ran the Glant in great
lu_\-. and ont into the garden, He
imstened across the grass, and eame
nenr to the child.  And when hecame
quite ¢lose his foee grew red with
anger, and he snid: “Who  hath
dared to wonnd thee?”' For on the
pilms of the child’s hands were the
prints of two nails, and the printa of
two nnils were on the little feet.

“Who hath dared to wound thee?
cried the Gient; “to!l me, that I may
take my big sword and slay him.”

UNny!" nnswered the child; “but
these nre the wounds of love.”

“Who art thou?" said the Giant,
and d strange awe fell on him, and he
knelt before the little chila.

And the child smiled on the Ginnt,
and said to him; “You let me play
once in your garden, to-day vou
shall come with me to my garden,
which is Parndise,”

Amd when the children ran in that
afternoon they found the Giant lyin
dead under the tree, all covered with
white blossoms, —Oscar Wilde,

D A QO ——
In n Bad Fix,

One hot day recently, says the New
York Sun, a young man wenring
side light whiskers, and n long,
crooked nose, betook himself to the
classic sands of Isle de Conie with the
sole intention of taking . plunge in-
to the outstrtched arms of old Fath-
ar Ocenn, Huving deposited a 25-
cent piece with the man who is not
satigtied with the earth, but woants
to own the ocean, he received a bath-
ing suit made of Kentucky jeans.
The suit had reen ite best days, and
was rapidly becoming bottomless
and very holey,

The long-nosed voung man man-
uged to hold the suit together unul
he had buried himself in the surf
Then he took a little dive, swam un-
der water for o little distance, and
when hig head reached the suiface
once more he found himself sur-
rounded by a bevy of mermaids, He
felt something entangling his feot,
and reaching down he discoversd that
—oh, horrors!—that the lower part
of his suit had dissolved partnership
with the npper part, He was in a
pretiy fix. Summoning a friend he
commissioned him to go nfter anoth-
er suit of Keantucky jeans, While
waiting for the return of the friend
the young man modestly swam out
beyond the ropes and came near be
ing drowned,

The friend returned with the new
suit and then began a stroggele with
the wives that has never Lielore been
equaled, The young man raised o
[logr in order to incase it in the new
| suit. A heavy wave enme wlong amd
| knocked him over. The spectntors
{ tittered, The givls blushed and the
}m-ti{m wis repeated, At last, after
[ an hour of hard work, with the as-
| sistanes of no less than twelve per-
[ 8ons, the young swimmer mannged
[ to get into the pew suit. The yvoung
' man was very bashful nonid concluded

he had enongh of salt water bathing,
Onee more he stood upon the elpssic
{ Bands of the island inwardly betting
| himselt 50 cents that he'd never e
caught again in o suit of Coney  Ix
land Kentucky jenns.
D - @ + G— it
Able io Read in the Dark,
Fram the Indiananolis News
*You have heord of men with cat's
eves? usked Federal Marshal Haw-
killn.
“Well, this mag Johnson, alias Ed-
wards, alins Brown, who was relensed

auider  the poor  conviet  law
has o pair of that variety. They say
unat the Penitentiney that he ean

reiad in the dark and that hisevesare
fuirly luminons, Ope of the punrds
snid thas Johnson, aling Edwards,
wiias Brown, ocould see o guard
through n birick wall.”

— e —
finet hy the

I-!lnnn;'l,.ln!;-‘]‘ is thut I-.-ull.{.- Eener-

A eurions revenlad

aully do not know their uwn voiees,

The husband will recognize the wife's
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will recognize husband's, but
neither will their own
This must e michty disap
poiuting to the mnn who thinks hine
sedl i silvery-tongued orator.—Tr 'y

IR i

The Giant loved him the !

A Poetieal Wile,

I was writing busily one morning
when a young friend of mine came in
and dropped into a chair, with a
long, Jdeep eigh.

“Tived, Ben?" T inquired nbsently
~adding, “There’s the morning pa-
per. Tl be at leisure presently,”

“Oh, dash the morning paper!
Dash the whole newspaper press!”

I have eophemized his explotive o
little,

“"Why, what's the matter, Ben?"

“Matter? What lan't the mntter?
My wife snys sho's the coming Co-
rinoe of Amerien.”

1 began to feel interested,

“You see, it is in this way. When
your paper came out with her first of-
fusion, she forthwith went to the con-
clusion that she waa inspired, and
began pestering the editorinl frator.
nity of the whole country with her
rythmical rococo,”

"Oh, that's all proper.”

“But ghe didn't stop there, durn it.
One evening I went home, kissed hor,
nsked i dinner wos walting, and she

began:
"My Tove, the banquet soon will be
Spread with the best of food for thes
Auil aur new walter from the aanils
Of furoff transntlantie londs
Will help thes to menu fine,
hieludimng old Fulernian wine.' "
"“Must have been exnspe rating,” 1
said, in o condoling tone,
“Exaspernting? Yes. You hit the
ueedle pop on the optic. And ghe
went on in the same strain until bed-
time, winding up us follows:
"My denr, you know fall well It slocks

Me through and through when in your
socke

I woe o hole; T have the varn
Tlis nwful orifice to darn.’

“After brenkfast, ae | wos loaving
the house, I heard a voice in the
upstairs holl snying:

“*Now, Jane, manipuinte the broom

l\}“lltltll dext'rous hand in every room,

"I fled. When I went hiome at half-
past twelve that night my wife met
me with o frown and hissed flervely:

*Out of my wight, thon laggard! Out of my
wight, | nay,

Seek thee avother Jodgment till the dawning
of the day,

Here in my healthy broomstick, there is the
open door,

Bun, ol recrvant busband! as thou never hast
run belomd'

“That made me mad.”

“Nuturally,”

“Yes: #o | began:

L 'Tll‘.u- oy costle,mndam:hove will 1 stay.
Viiw,

Til rolleth tha radiant sunboams over ths
mountain brow,

And, listen, my own compsaionif I cannot

- stay with thew,

I'll mtop with Jenny, the housomaid—'

“She said:

O Weall,we—will—gpe!"

“Did that remedy the defect?”

“Yes, till this morning, when she
began agnin.”

“How?"

“You see, my trousers were out of
order,and I begged her to put a little
rutch under my conttails. That fired

wer off and she whizzed:
*ON. Sfor the rare und radinnt Junes
Ereever L thought ofthy pantaloons:
Ere ever | thought that thy love se

Ll
Would deigen to usk we to pateh thessat
OFf thy=""

Just then the door opened; a pink
and white vision of beauty appenred
upon the threshold and begun:

“AIi-i-l;,iu.min. motheriscoming to day,
hity—

“Ifthatis the case there's the dovil to puy, "
moaned  Benjamin, and vanished
from my sight.

———— - — s

A Narrow Escape,

A few days ago o party of ladies
from the East were doing Yellow-
stone Park, and in the course of
their rambles they strolled in the
viclnity of the erater of the geyser,
and one daring spirit essayed to
penetrate the mysteries of a spot

where frequent, but froitless efforts
have been made to find the bottom.
She passed in safety along a narrow
ridge which divides a pool of boiling
water, and peered into the depths of
the dangerous crater a few feet dis-
tant. Faithful geyser derives its
name from the fact that every 535
minntes there is a discharge from its
depthe  which replenishes the pool
near which the venturesome tourist
stood.  Premonitory symptoms  of
an eruption are conveyed by o hiss-
Ing sound as of eseaping steam, and
the day in question the tourists hud
Lieen fh-l*i'l'llﬂ.\' notified of this fact.
% " bBuddenly there was the
usund sign  given by Faithful geyser
of its intentions, and thelady tonrist,
startled by the sound, shrieked and
full backward into the pool of kot
water. About ten feet distant the
crater vawned in front o her, and in
her frautic efforts shie was rapidly
drifting townrd the bottomless pit
At this  juncture Private Coyle
bravely spraug into the boiling
water to the rescue of the unfortun-
ate vietim of her curiosity, and,
unmindful of the fict that he was
beingbadly sealded, sueceeded in sav-
ing the tourist and himself,
—— W ——

An irate woman entered a dry
goods store the other day and ace
costed one of the clerks: “I've come
to find out what you mean by chorg.
ing me a dollar Saturday night for
that table spread and selling Mrs.
Ferguson one just like it on Monday
for GO cents.  Didn’t you say it waos
my lnst chanee to get one 8o chenp?™
“You mistook me, madam,” re
sporded the ready elerk: “I said it
was yvour last chanee to get oue for a
dollar.  And it was, for we put them
down to 60 eents Monday worning.™
—Philadelphia Call,




