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TOUCHING TALE OF A TENANT.

With pride the agent told me, as we talked
about the flat,

That children were prohibited—1 might
make sure of that,

The walls of fretful bables and the yells
of husky boys,

The screaming of the children that, we
know, alas! annoys;

The stamping and the romping and the
sounds of youthful strife

Would have no place whatever In
lucky tenant's life,

I cloged the deal right joyfully, and feit
1 had a prize,

For 1 was sick of chlldren, with
shoute and sty crien,

I longed for peaceful slumber when I went
to bed at night;

1 longed for quiet ev'nlngs, for I felt they
were my right;

1 wished those calm surroundings that, as
ev'rybody knows,

Must ever be essentinl to life of true re-
Iillﬂ.l"

the
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I'm sltting In that quiet fat while writing
these few lines,

And Just noross the hall 1 hear a poodle’s
plaintive whinoes;

Two more join In at Intervals, while from
the yard below

A larger dog is barking at imuaginary foe

A parrot calls for crackerg and a nolsy
mockingbird

Ie adding to the racket that incessantly is
heard,

The grand plano thunders out—Iin numher

there are slix—

And all the alrs that come from them in
dreadful discord mix,
While through It all 1 plainly hear o

novice with a flute
Who tortures me persistently with shrill
and squeaky toot;
I can't escape from this, no mattoer
aow T try,
I put my hands up to my ears and petu-
lantly cry:
“0Oh, glve me back the ehildren that T usea
to swear about!
Oh, glve me back the romping crowd ani
put the dogs to rout!
Oh, glve me back the bables, too, no matter
how they wall,
And notify the agent by Lo-morrow maorn
Ing's mall
He'd better bar pinnos when he
to draw the line,
And I prefer the children to the poodi
dogs In mine,"”

And
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A TALE OF THE
NORTH SHORE.

BY ANNIE A. PRESTON.
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&t HAT is that queer lttle build-

ing over yonder in the cove?”

“Oh, that is Tom Little-Lamp's
shanty.”

“Is it necessary that alamp should he
kept so near the lighthouse on the
point?”

“Tom econsiders it necessary for the
snfety of the fishermen and pleasure
parties that go out from the villuge
Yonder, Tom is a character, Would
yYou like to go over and call? 1 have
heard that there was a boat wrecked
there once, and that a friend of Tom's
was drowned, Perhaps he will tell you
the story; he tells it sometimes, but
I have never heard it, I have been
tokd by people who know him we!l that
in order to make him talk vou must
keep silent yourself, He is one of those
peculiar people who are always able to
distinguish between real sympathy and
vulgar enriosity,”

The tall, comely, weather-beaten man
knew pretty Mabel, the daughter of the
village pastor, and when she introduced
her aunt as one whose home was on
n rugged hilltop far inland where the
pine trees near her door caught the
high winds when they whispered to
her of the sea, he invited them to rest
in his house,

“It's a rough little place,” he said,
“but 1 can show you there some of the
treasures and mysteries of the sea,
and you will hold them in your memory
while your great tree is whispering its
stories of waves and tides, and will
hielp you to faney that you are only to
lift your eyes and look afar in order to
see a breadth of bhlue water and per-
vhanee a white safl"

The man hesitated In his talk, Py e
ing his vigitors euriously, as if wonder-
ing if he was giving too mueh of himseM
but the woman sald, pently:

“The sea and the mountains a
IUIT}.’ 1o God,*

“Yes," he said, “and it is impossihle
to love the one and not hold the other
nlso in yvour henart,
I love to think that the mountains are
gtanding flrm, while the waves are in
a tumnult, Talways find comfort in that
1hought, but God ean quiet the troubled
¢en and bring comfort o
hearts,
that way,
and called the sea o garden of heauty,
and a treasure vault, and a mirror for
the heavens, and everything lovely and
benutiful of that sort.

“When I was a little fellow, frolick-
ing with the waves on the beach, I be-
gan moking a collection of sea trens-

e bes

troubleq

I wus careless and happy

ures, and as I grew older and had a |

boat of my own, I added to it constant-
ly. It was better than this"™
threw open a door of an inner raom und
motloned for them to enter.

As they looked about, their delighted
but mute apprecintion touched his
heart, and his sad face lighted with

I love the =en, hut |

I never used to think of it in|

unil he

to, it sider being shelves of flat, gray
tock, over which, ns well as over the
stone floor, were seattered  pebbles,
shells and seaweed., The one window
looked out seawanrd between two huge
rocks, and so artistically had the idea

©ru.

“No one knowsd of that flesure until 1
[allow them to enter this room." said
Tom. “Although familiar with the
beach it wae a long time bhefore | knew it
myself. An old syeamore stood just in
front of the cleft, and all about it wasa
tangle of vines nnd berries and all sand-
luving weeds. No one ever tried to get
near the trunk of the old tree until 1
enme nlong here after my boat washed
nshore upset seeking for traces of her
hedy, 1 elimbed up over the heap of
drift, thinking to reach the top of the
ledge, nnd was astonished to find the
creviee,

“The tide was coming In, and as 1
looked down into the ealdron of the
boiling waves I saw n girl's hat with its
{drenched blue ribbons, 1 fished it oot
nfter awhile, nand found without a doul
thut It was the hat she wore that after-
noemn.

“Of course 1 she was
drowned, and thought that her body
might have been sucked in here also,
After that I haunted the place by night
und by day, its wilduess and dreariness
suited my moaod. 1 fancied that the
white spray as it dashed up between
the rocks when the greant waves broke
there was her gpirit and that no other
boat might get under the control of the
current, and also as a little memorial
of her beanty and sweetness, 1 told my-
self, I earried those stones up the ledge
and built that tower and kept my lamp
Lurning.

“The fishermen like it, for this is a
dangerons congt, and they took to call-
ing me *‘Tom Little Lamp,' and to bring-
ing me little things for my comfort
They thought me foolish, I suppose, but
vet they were sorry for me. The const
dwellers are kind, No one ean tell how
Kind until they have lived among them.

“At length 1 grew to love the place
amueh that | made an agreement with
| the stanch old syeamore to give me its
[ place. 1 was to cut it down and to usa
{every particle of it about my eabin, and
I did so; not somuch asatwig has gone
to the fire or to the waves, and the old
tree is satisfied, and so am 1.

“I used to sit ot this seaward win-
dow and look out between the rocks and
wontler if anyone was as grieved at her
death us was I, and wish I knew abous
her folks, and if they ever got the trunk
full of the rarest of my sea treasures,
for she ndmired them so much that I had
| given them to her, and had helped her to
[ pack them, Atlength inmemory of her
{1 hegan to make another collection—the
one vou see here,

“Sometimes after a hard blow, when
Lthe furrows hetween the waves are =o
| deep that the very bottom of the sea is
plowed, tiny pink and white shells fit
for a lady’s necklave may be found on
that little rough island away in the
offing to the sonthwest. I wanted to go
over there, hut my boat was not lnrge
enongh for so longe n trip; but one day
n fellow who had heard me say that |
knew just where to look for the dainty
things asked me to pilot a city party
he was golng to take over on his sail-
boat. I was plad enough to go, but |
didn’t feel like talking, =o I sat down in
an out-of-the-way place on the deck,
pulled my hat over my eyes and mads
us if I was asleep.

supposed

“Presently some of the young people
sat down near me and one fellow began
in a blind sort of way suggesting that
I was o fit subject fora flirtation. *He's
asleep,” enid one, ‘He's stupid,’ said an-
other, and still another added in o low
voice, thinking 1 conld not hear:

**Oh, no, dear fellow, he is far from
stupid, but he is daft, love-cracked or
something., They call him *Tom Little
Lamp® because he keeps a lnmp burning
| i the cove above the lighthouse where
[ his boat was wrecked once with his lndy
llu\'t' o Iul:lrll.‘

“*Dear me, how romantic!' said a
voice ns elear and hord as water drip-
ping upon ice on a freezing dav. ‘It
| reminds we of a little romance of my
| own,’

*f0Oh, Mrs, Oliver) eried one of the
young things, *Did you ever really have
o romance?  Excuse me, but we hiave

always been told that yours was nanade

mateh to secure o union of estates.'

|  "'Anad so It was, my child, and en-
| tirely proper and judicious, but I had

my romanees, and my poor, dear hug-
{ band, who only lived a month after our

wedding day, had his as well, no doubt.
One summer when he took a sea voyvage
for his health T eame with o few friends
upon this const,
fret, 1

somewhere fora littl

do not remember the name of

the fishing village where we stopped

but it was a quinnt, wild nook wher
(i old woman  who made  exoellent
chowders gave us comfortable quarters
and elean beds. There was fine hathing,

bonts
st l_\l'l! (LI

aned nnd sober boatmen, so wi
“*1I wns told that the captain of the

[ largest of the bouts was an enthusins-

| tie collector, and that muny of his spee

imens of shells and SeNW e s Wt e o

eredit to many o metropolitan museun
and os dear Mr, Oliver had just at that
tinme o fuy

miania marine treasures, |

[ set mysell about making friends with
| .

this shy fellow, that T might In some
way get possession of his collvetion.

Although at first he was almost s shy
as a sen bird, I found that, ns well us lie-

ing very handsome, he was intelligent

1*T shouldn't
'r--]w:nt such things,' said another, and

joyed the companionship of the poor
fellow while carrying out my plan. I
would go upon the water in no boat
but his, and T don't know but that he
funcied I was in love with him, for after
a time he insisted upon presenting me

been carried out that they felt them- | with the collection that he had ot first
selves 1o be standing on an ocean cav- | refused to sell—and when he had helped

me to pack itin one of my trunks, T sent
it to New York to greet Mr. Oliver on
his return, and he was delighted with
it, and occupied himself with it until
I went back to him,

“'1 don't know but 1 came ne near
being in Jove with that youth as I have
ever been with anyone in my life. I
stayed on and on, even after the others
had left, taking all of my things that
were of any value with them, not know-
ing how to get away., He taught me to
row and to swim, and I learned about
the eddies and currents all along the
const, and one day I insisted, in the
whimsical fashion I had adopted when
with him, in taking his gmall boat and
going out across the bar by myse!f,

“ ‘1 had learned, to my dismay, that
he creally fancied himself in love with
me; &0 I made all my arrungements to
leave an that day, nnd in order to get oft
without bidding him farewell, I rowed
myself down fo the railway station,
where 1 left the boat, pushing it into the
current, knowing it waould drift back
home, for he and I had drifred up there
m the twilight n score of times, 1 had
worn o broad-brimmed shade hat over
a plain sailor, and now 1 toseed it back
into the boat ne a sonvenir, skipped
up over the blnf¥, flagged the train and
was off. A week later I was amused to
read in a daily the news of my drown.
ing, and it seemed that the boat was
found bottom upward and my hat was
discovered somewhere along the beach.
My name was misspelled in the news-
paper parngraph, o it made no sensa-
tion; and it may be that my sentimental
captain deplores my untimely fate un-
til this day,’

“During all this flippant recital T had
not moved a musole, but T thought of a
great many things that T might do to
punish her, T might jump overboard
and drown before hereves: T'might rise
up before her friends and Jdenounce her
for her miserahle hyvpoerisv and heart-
lessness; but although I had just heard
myself ealled daft, 1 convinced myself
of my sanity by keeping quiet and pre-
tending to snore,

“*How dreadful in you,' laughed one,
think you would dare to

after the rippling comments of admirn-
tion had run around the pgroup, the
widow walked away. As soon ns ghe
was out of earshot another series of ex-
planations ran around the cirecle:

“*‘How perfectly horrid in her!’

“‘She is entirely heartless, and tnkes
pride in proclaiming the fact.

“*She has nine diamond engagement
rings. She never retiurns the ring when
she breaks with a lover, but keeps it as
i proof of friendship, she says.'

“While they were talking the sky that
had been hot with thunder all the after-
noon was e¢louded with a sudden flurry
of wind and rain, This is a dangerous
const to anvone who does not under-
stand it well

“The man who was in charge had
never before taken a party nerossat that
point, and when Lsaw that he was goiny
to certain destruction I showed them
tnat 1 had some life left in me by taking
charge of the eraft myself.,

“The lighthouse on the hluff was of
no use to us in our emergency, but as
the western sky grew black my littla
lamp that 1 had lighted before 1 left
home shone out in the midst of the guth-
ered darkness like a star.

“There wasa strong wind and a heavy

surf. They were all frightened nearly
to death, but 1 was filled with a wild
joy. The men obeyed my orders, and

when we landed snug and fast at my
own little wharf there I led themall into
the shelter of my humble shanty, 1
Kindled a fire, 1 pave them food, I
brewed them coffee, [ showed them this
grotto and its collection, and they were
very quiet and grateful as they warmed
und dried themselves,

“While they were eating and drink-
ing I went away to my little room, then
changed my rig and quickly shaved off
the long beard from my face that had
been growing ever since the dav I had
found Ty hont npset on the rocks.

“1 then went out and, standing inthe
shadow, said: ‘I will now show you
v hat has been for years my dearcst
treasure. 1 kept it for the sake of the
pwner; for her sake 1 built this shanty
and have lived here to keep the lamp
burning that no one should follow whut
I supposed to have bheen her fate.”

A= I ook |li:l| ]unlf’ \\l'-ltllt'l'-lll‘tlh'n
shade hat from its hox | turned so the
light fell full uponany face. Some of them
recognized me as the same person, and
the widow, who had made a fool of me
for vears. now mistook me for a ghost

::l:..! -h'nmu'il fuinting to the floor.

“The whole party left the heach next
tday and 1 never have geen or heard of
them sinee, 1 herve, for 1 no
lenger seem to have a place in the world,
but I keep my light burning and I ndd
to my and I have
pondents among naturalists who are in-
terestedd in what interests me and are
giad to get my gpecimens and my notes

sty on

1'||”I‘:'11u11 CoOrres-

upon them and 1 have learned to see
traces of the finger of God in all his
acts and works, Sometime it may be

my eollection will be my monument, and
bavea place in the world as I might have
leaed 5 1 ] never met with that beautis

ful, heartless W Uu.;;m.."—.‘-;n'iugtu-ld

gratification, The room was like o grot. l and well educated, so that | readly en- | (Mass.) Bepublican

MERITS OF THE MOCCASIN.
Far Saperior to the Boot and Shoe of
Civillzation.

Moccasins are a torture to the “ten-
derfoot,” but after a few days’ trial the
feet harden, the tendons learn to do
their proper work without artificial
heels, and one finds that he can travel
farther in mocecasius than in any kind
of boote or shoes. The fear of bruis
ing your feet is mostly {maginary, for
after they have enjoyed the freedom
of natural covering these hitherto blun-
dering members become like hands,
that can feel their way in the dark and
avoid obstacles as though gifted with
a special senee. You can ¢limb in moe-
caeing as in nothing else; you can cross
slippery logs like a cat; you can pass
in safety along treacherous slopes
where hobnails certainly would bring
you to grief,

Moccasing made of deerskin are too
thin for comfort, and soon wear out.
Those of moose or caribou hide are ex-
cellent.  Ordinary moccasins absorb
water like a sponge, and in &lushy win-
ter wenther they are almost unendura-
ble. Dut a moose or caribou “shanks,”
dipped in the melted fat of the animal,
are nearly water proof. A shank is a
eort of boot made by stripping the skin
off the hind leg of 1 moose or caribou
g0 that the hock will fit your heel, You
sew up the toe, and put a draw-string
in the top of the leg. Shanks with the
hair on are very dry and warm

For still-hunting in the dry days of
autumn, when every leaf and twig un-
derfoot erackles at o touch, o moceasin
noiseless ns a panther's paw, is mads
by covering the sole with moose or eari-
bou hide in the thick winter coat, or
with a piece of sheepskin with the wool
on it. For traveling in regions where
thorng or prickly pearabound, the soles
must be made of parfleche {rawhide),
Good moceasins, tanned hy the Indian
process, with brains and smoke, dry
soft when leather wauld become like
horn, Being more pliable than leather,
they never chafe the feet, and as they
allow free circulation of *he blood, they
are better protection apgainst intense
cold,

Many sportsmen show a surprising
lack of judgment in selecting foot-
wear, As you pass the of o
dealer in sporting goods you will prob
ably sren pair of big laced boots prom:
inently displayed as a special Jure
They have thick soles, plentifully stud-
ded with hob-nails, like mountaineers
shoes, 1 presume that thousands of
pairs are sold every vear to men who
think they are getting the most service-
able boots that money will buy. Now
these clumsy things weigh 72 ounces,
while & pair of thick moose-hide moe.
cakins weigh just 11 ounces. Do Yo
realize what that difference means’
lat me illustrate. Say that a man in
good training can carry 40 pounds ten
miles a day without great fatigue
Now take that load off his back and
put half of it on each foot—how fu)
will he go? You =ee¢ the difference be-
tween carrving and lifting? Very
well; the big, laced boot outweiglis the
moccasin by 303, ounees,  In ten miles
there are 21,120 average paces. Tt fol-
lows that a ten-mile tramp in those
costly boots means lifting twenty tons
more foot covering than if
moceasins,

When Charles F. Lummis made hie
tramp aeross the continent, from Cin-
cinnati to Los Angeles, covering 1,507
miles in 143 davs, “just for fun.” he
wore very light, low shoes,
learning to campaign in the Apache
moceasin,' he says, T have always pre.
ferred a few days of sore foet and subse-
guent  light-footedness to  perpetual
dragging of heavy shoes,”

There is something to be said, then.
In praise of the Indian's handicraft
Perhaps it even points a moral, Tam
reminded of a passage in Mr. Warbur.
ton Pike's entertaining volume on “The
Darren Ground of Northern Canada.”

“But surely we carry this civilization
too far, and are in danger of warping
our natural instinets by too close ohe
servance of the rules that some mys-
terious force obliges ug to follow w};-»n
we herd together In higr cities. Very
emblematicnl of this wirping lll‘ll('t“&._‘-
nre the shiny black bopts into which
we our feet when we throw
away the moecasin of freedom: as they
gall and pince the unacenstomed foot,
s0 does the dread of our friends’
opinion gall and pineh our minds till
they become narrow, out of shape, and

\\'illlln\\'
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unable to diseriminate hetween reality

and semblance.—8t, Louis Republie

No More Romance,

She feared to make the avowal, “Ed-
ward,” she faltered,
longer postpone the inevitable, “my fa-
ther has foailed In business.”

He shivered., “Alas!™ he
i"!!.m that vou have become rich 1 £
fond dream of nt an
Petrait Tribune,

The Waoarrier,
"Doesn’t your hushband worry about
the grocery bills?” usked the nagged-
looking :.Il-!‘\.
“Law, no!"
silk skirt and the rusty shoes,
that,"—Indi

when she could no

& sl
L ,.']!a(..
pose our love is

end.™

spdd the Indy with the new
“We lot
the erocer do all anupolis

Tournnl.

—To draw a measured quantity of
{ Hguid from
has a 'i\ullhlr'-.u'tilu_r vialve whieh closes
e outlet

i |'t‘l'l']l'.'.l'l!' a new fauneet
e snon as the other is OPeT,
thus preventing the pouring of
Jguid into the measuring gluss while
ihe discharge plpe Is open,

the |

OLD PUMPS OF NEW YORK.

Only Three of the Hemdnders of Vil
lnge Days 1eft'Standing,

Of all the old pumps that linked the
city of New York with its \'i]lu,g-p flnyg
and afforded refreshment, especially
welcome on sultry mornings and after-
noons, to man and beagt, only three re-
main. Only three out the hundred and
more—the-exact tally was never kept—
and these have somewhat fallen from
tLeir high nnd historic estate, for, by or-
der of the board of health, the wells be-
neath them have been filled up, and the
streams that flow now come from the
Croton water mains. There is, as a mat-
ter of sfatistics, not a single one of the
old wells that once furnished such pure
and delicious liquid in use to-day. But
the three old pumps still left bring back
the past, for they are of the precise type
and kind that existed in 1840, when the
Croton aqueduct first began to supply
the city's needs,

The year 18584 marked the going of the
pumps of New York. Prior to that
time only the pumps that had rotted
through age and were not repaired
wera taken down. In 1884 and 1885 the
health board began to investigate the
condition of a great number of the old
wells, and condemned a score or more.
With the filling in of these wellg the
pumps above them, now uscless, were
taken away. Those that were left re-
maineduntil 1802, the year of the cholera
scare, when the dangers from impure
witer became so reml that the health
commissioners took speedy action, Dr,
Ernst J. Lederie, the chemist of the
board, was sent on a tour of the city,
and he analyzed the water of each ex-
isting well. Praetically all were found
to be impure, and a general order wis
sent forth, The conditions of a great
metropolis were discovered to  have
been too much for these wells, that had
come into being when the town waa
merely a colleetion of villages. The sur-
fuce water, running along in gutters to
the sewers, had filtered in through the
eracks, and the loose earth between the
glones .and in every case this well water
had been polluted.

There is no New Yorker to-day who
can give a complete history of all the
wells that onee dotted the streets, Ma
terial for this—and it would have been
an interesting page of civie records—
might have been had o few years ago,
but the opportunity is now gone by for-
ever. Only last year there died, with-
out public notice, “Paddy, the Pump.”
“Paddy" —="Taddy” Burns—wns an old
Irishman who fora quarter of n century
had been employed by the department
of publiec worke to repair the pumps of
the town. Whenever a complaint eame
in, “Paddy the Pump” would be sent
off on the job. He had a couple of la-
borers under his orders to do the hard
mannal work, They were invariably
tiiick-headed fellows—“Paddy® wanted
no others—but the “Pump’ himself was
an exceedingly intelligent though an
uneducated man,

He knew every pump of the city and
every spot where a pump had ever heen,
He was a walking mine of pump lore.
But—and this was his great peculiarity

~he would never tell, What wus neces-
spary for his superiors to know could be
drawn out of him, though the process
would be attended with muel difficulty.,
but a general discourse, or even any
etray remarks, on the pumps of New
York he could never be induced to give,
He would shut up like a elam when such
an attempt would be made,

The reason of his secretiveness was
finally discovered. He believed to the
day of his death that the Croton system
would finally prove a failure, or at
least need an extensive ofrhauling.
Then the heyday of the pumps would
come back., Being the only man who
knew all about them he would hecome n
prominent official, and his place be for-
ever secure, Iven when the bhoard of
health edicts came out, and pumps
passed away in the city government, his
fuith never weakened that some day
their turn would come once more.—N.
Y. Tribune,

Mortnllty Among Negroes,

Additionul evidence as to the larger
mortality among the than
among the whites is furnished in a re-
port by Dr. G. O. Coftin, the e¢ity physi-
cian of Kansas City. For the year end-
ed in April last the births in the city
numbered 2,431, Of these 2,201 were
white and 200 black, The deaths num-
bered 1,573, of which 1.550 were white
and 323 were black, The remarkable
feature of these firures is that, while
G851 maore white persons were born than
tied the year, were 127
maore than births among th
negroes, When it isseen that the Nnerro
population is less than ten per cent, of
the whele population, these facts and
figures arve rendered even more remnrk-
able, 11 seareely happens, Dr.
Coftin =ays, that the deaths among the
exeeed the births for
month in the vear, und he at-
tribiites this excessive mortality large-
Iy to the prevalence of tuberculosis
To this disease the
Mulntoes are more susceptible than are
the and miscegenation is  re-
{ warded by Dr. Coffin ns one of the prime
wnses for the weakened vitality of the
race LU hicango Chroniele.

Negroes

during there

deaths

ever

negroes o

any

not

nmong the negroes,

blavks,

Hamilton Alde corrvects *he impres-
' gion that Corgica is full of bandits, Mur-
der is not uneommon from love quarrels
tor the vendetta, but a traveler may gx
from one end of the island toanother,
urarmed and upescorted, without fear
of violence or pilinge,




