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TOPICS OF THE TIMES.

A CHOICE SELECTION OF INTER-
ESTING ITEMS
Commonts and Criticiomo Based Upen

the EHeppounings of the Day—His

torical asd Nows Netee

Papa Vapderbiit ought to be proud of
his boy's pluck, whatever he thinks of
his judgment.

A man's honest earnest opinion is the
most precious of all he possesses; let
bim communicate this If he is to com-
municate anything.

S —

Mark the Cear's modesty In refusing
to publish elther the date of his viait
to the kalser or the route he will take
Few of our great men are so ubnob-
trosive as this.

Mrs. Leslie Carter testified that she
wsed to walts with Mr. Fairbank and
Mr. Fairbank went upon the witness
stand and Indignantly declared that he
“did no such thing."” Well, then, what
was it made him so dizzy?

Without the resolution In your heart
to do good work, so long as your right
hand has motion in it, and to do It,
whether the Insue be that you dle or
Uve, no life worthy the name will ever
be possible to you; while In once form-
Ing the resolution that your work shall
be well dona life 1s really won here and
forever.

Compresapd alr aa o means of street
aar locomotion seems to be a distinet
succoms if one may judge from the ex.
periment tried In New York, Street
oar rraffic will not be at oneo revolution-
ized by the establishment of this Inven-
tion, but it will probably present eco-
nomical advantages which will appeal
to the bullders of new linen.

e —————————

A large, adult, morose bull held pos-
session of Centml Park In New York
for a good part of Bunday againat all
comers, treeing the populace and chas
Ing blcyclers, If the people of Gotham
would abandon their practice of cutting
the grass 1o the streets before It Ia falr-
Iy ripe theg would leave fewer induce-
ments for *wild cattle to disturb their
pleasure grounds,

——

The mniversal admission that men
are ngt as good or as wise or as nobls
&8 they might be la of itself & proof that
all have Ideals beckoning and helping
them onward. No one deliberately up-
bolds wrong-doing, however much he
may commit It; no one condemna right
conduct, however much he may neglect
It. Men's Ideals are better than their
actions, but not better than themselves,
for they are a true and vital part of
themselves. *“The thing we long for,
that we are, For one transcendent mo-
ment."” Could we be shorn of our |deals
charicter would rapidly sink and life
would show a sorrowful record.

]

In spfte of the deprematon of the timen
and a continmed longing for a restora-
tion of confidence the clalm department
of the city of Duluth shows & continu-
elly Incremsing nctiviey. The Btate
census of 1865 put the population at
O, but we are now Informed on the
autbority of the hack-drivers that the
plnce contadns 70000 inhabltants, It
has more than doublid sinee 1800, and
1t 18 only n question of tline when Rt
will become the metropolls of the
western continent.  How bright, chip-
per amd cheerful this sounds; how full
of hopeful aygury! It is the first thing
1o disturd the dreary mouotony of woe
that has been upon us for the lnst four
years. It s admirable, Inspiring, wor-
thy of emulation. It should rouse the
drooping spirita of Knnsas Clty, Omn-
ha, Denver, Tacoma, and Seattle, and
start anew thelr generous rivalry. And
fn It Is generally admitted that times,
whethier hard or good, are largely the
prduct of sentiment, who knows but
that with a return of the boastful mood
of old we shoyli soon be lnunched upon
the full tlde of prosperity agnin?

Chleago Post:  After all, they do
soine things better in the country than
in the clty. They mny be rather slow
in certaln diréctions, and they may be
a little too, ready to purchase gold
bricks At time; but when It comea to
dsecouragiog erime they displny an en.
thusinsm, that Is worthy of emulation
by the professlonnl thief<atchers of thi
city. There s the case of those four
sale-blowers at Grecley, Jowa, for 1n-
stance. They'll know enough to stick
to the citles after this—that s, provided
they recover from thelr wounds and
over get out of Jall agaln. They are
probably more accustomed to  elty
methods, anyway, and It wam some-
thing of a surprise for people to get
on thelr trall with pitchforks and shot-

It Ia possible
that weé haéve too much exeltemeont in

“the city to thake any such joyful and

eral ropad-up of every suspicions char
acter within a radius of twenty. mflea
After what has happensd we are of the
opinion that Greeley will not he dis-
turbed by burglare again for a loog,
long time. They will know enough to
keep close to the cities, where there are
professional policemen and detectives,
but not so many enthusiastic ama-
teurs,

The great Btandard Ol Company fs
destined to lose Its grip upon the pe-
troleum trade of the world, and aleo to
wuffer a large decline In the volume of
its business. The supply of petrelenm
in the depths of the earth i widely dia-
tributed, and rich ofl flelda axist which
when discovered and developed will
bave an influence on the petroleum
trade of the world. The Standard Oil
Company's latest competitor s the
Bumatm ofl reglon, which ls now under
process of development., It ls sald to be
very rich, and an oll refiner of Titus-
ville, Pennsylvania, who has been en-
gaged to establish the refinery plants in
Bumatr, predicts that within the next
five years Japan will turn from the
United Btates to Bumatra for her en-
tire supply of petroleum. The magni-
tude of this loss to the American pe-
troleum trade will be understood from
the fact that Japan last year pur-
chased no less than 30,000,000 gallons
of oll from the United Staten. The ofl
flelds of Bymatra are located on =
navigable river which permite vewsels
from Bingapore, Peking, Yokahama,
and East Indla ports to load at the re-
fineries situated on the river bank.
This Is a great advantage, as it re-
duces the cost of transportation, Here
the refined petroleum ls earried by rall
and by pipe-lines, and although the
coat of transportation hns becn re-
dueced to a minlmum It Iw of necessity
higher than it can posslbly be in Buma-
tra, where the oll steamers ean go dl-
rectly to the docks at the refineries,
and have thelr cargoes placed on board
in bharrels, or sent in bulk into tanks (n
the hold.

The trighiful rallrcad disaster on thy
West Jersey Rallroad, near Atlantlc
City, was not only the mowt fatal one
of the present year, but ane of the mont
fatal for many years past. The present
veur, indeed, bas been remarkably free
from mailroad accidents which can be
called severe, But one such has oc-
currad, the collision on the Northwest-
vt Road near Omaha Jaly 11, when
twenty-elght persons wore killed and
Afty-six Injured. In addition to this
there bave heen three lemser (isasters,
mvolving an aggregate of wsevantesu
pemona killel and eight Injured. The
latest reports from the East met the
number of killed at foriy-two and in.
Jured at forty-three. Out of elghtean
memorable disasters which have oe-
curred since 1853 but nine have ex-
ceeded this record, the worst of these
heing that at Ashtabula, Ohlo, Dec. 20,
1476, when elghty were killed and sdxty
Injured by the breaking of a bridge and
the wrecking of a Pacific expreas traln,
From the description of the accident |t
appears that the West Jersey train was
retusting from Adantie Clty with 1,250
excurslonists from South Jersey cities,
who had spent the day at the seaside,
It left half an hour behind time, bat
us the Nghts near the junction with the
Rendlng Rond lndientted a clear track
the englneor put on a full head of steam
to make up some of the lost time, Mean.
while the Heading treain which lelt
Plllndelplila at 5:40 and was due at
Atlantic Clty at 6:50 wns running on
schoedule nme to the sen, having the
right of way. The operntor in the
ewiteh tower holatod the danger signal,
but without hewding 1t the englneer of
the Remading train kept on his way with
undiminishid speed, and run squarely
into the other train at the erossing, with
the horrible results alrendy stated.
Why he fatled to slacken his spead and
obey the waming of the switeh opern-
tor will never be Known, ns both the
fireman sud himself were burled (n the
rdna of thelr engine, 1t was a terrible
emding of a day of pleasure for the ex-
curslonists. In the flrst passenger ear

of the exeurston tmin not a gingle pas-
Kenger of the slxty escnped death or
InJuries which may result In denth, |
It has Birought mourning into scores of |
homes, It adds to the horror of the dls-
aster amd the pninfulness of siubseqnent
memories that It might have heen avold-
ed If the engineer of the Rending tradn
had been ordinarily watelifol and heed-
ol the wnrmlngs of the switeh operator,

Piguod at Thackeray,

Thackeray got into trouble by eopy-
Ing wome of his characters too closoly
from lfe, notably when he put his
friend, Arthur Archdekne, Into “Pen-
dennis” ns the ever delightful Harry
Foker. ARhough Thiackerny mennt no
unkindnens, Archdekne never quite for
gave him. One night, just after Thack-
eray had dellvered his first looture on
“The English Humorlsta” Archdekne
met him at the Older Cellar Club, sur.
rounded by a coterle who were offering
thelr congratulations. “How are you,

THE WRATH OF CUPID.

“Again I found a lovely lass,
Bhe was a platform preacher;

A geutler creed | dreamed, nlas!
That I could eftsoons teach her.

Bhe gave me Bpencer, Huxley, Bteauss,
1 found no way to fault her,

With texts she did my transports douse,
My bow hroke on her altar,

*When next | sieged a maiden's heart,
And wooed her towand compliance,

Bbe nipped the point from off my dart,
Beciuse she'd studied sclence.

And when | sang an amorous lay
Of Veriuw and Apollo,

Bhe turned on me a Roentgen my
And said my heart was hollow,

‘At Iast 1 met a eycling girl,
In bloomers she was rhling—

The chemie nrt mnde gold each curl;
Her native beauty hiding.

She had no use for ardent ways,
She pitied not my torture,

But said she might Love's ante rnise
It 1I'd become n scorcher.”

Then Venus fair embraced the lad,
And bade him calm his sorrow,

Nor worry o'er each earth-maid's fad,
But hope stuocess 10-mornrow,

“Dear child,” shie sald, “you must not

ory,
These fada thy work ne'er covers;
For bloomers never reach too high
1L'0 bide the hearts of lovers.”
—TAfe,

SMUGGLER'SLASTRUN

On the wild promontory of Portland,
& Httle to the west of the famous “Bill,"
a rude swne dwelling was dovetalled
into n chakm that broke the sparp of the
cliff some thirty feet below the brink,

Ingress and egress on the landwand
side could enly be had through a trap-
door on the roof; but, As much of thy
traffic to that house came from the sex,
there was also a door In the side flush
with the cliff-face, from which anyone
stepping would have fallen sheer on
to the rocks below. This difficulty,
however, waa obviated by the dropping
of & rope ladder when oceasion re-
quired.

The almost impregnable citadel form-
ed the lalr of Steve Keorn, the most dar-
ing of all smugglers who, 100 years
ago, burrowed and nested in the “lul-
and.”

Every revenue cutter and preventive
man, from. the Btart to Dover, kuew
Hteve for a smuggler; but it was his
prouil hoast that not one of them had
been able to cateh him in the act of run.
ulng a cargo or disposing of his goods,
and to this he owed his immunity.

On a Noveniber evening In 1804 the
large kitchen, used also as the general
living room of the queer roost, was
occupled by three persons—an eldery
woman, & dark, well-drossed, youngish
man of rather forelgn apeamnce, and
beautiful girl of 15,

The elderly dame was Mrs. Kern, the
girl was her daoghter Margery, aod
the man was Plerre Roublot, the French
brndy merchant of Fecump, whose ex.
tengive deallngs with Kern necessiuted
(requent visits to this slde of the water,
At least this was the Frenchman's ex-
planation, though old Kern had long
suspected that Margery's bright eyes
tormed the real attraction.

The brandy merchant had arrivisd In
Kem's lugger the night beforg for a
three days' stay, and he had just taken
the opportunity of the smugglers tom-
porary absence, and of Mrs, Kern's
dealness, to make the girl a formal pro-
posal of marringe,

But Margery ghrank away from the
hand thit sought hers, 1 am BOITY,
AL Resubliot, but 1 eannot Hsten to you,”
repliel, speaking In very good
Urenel, which she had learned fron
wr omedhier,  Mrs. Kern had been g
lireingne peasant girl.

“And why not? persisted Roublot, a
seowl darkening his swarthy face. “I
m rieh, T am not old or M-louking,
WTTT) Y

“Spare me o catalogue of your vir
tnes" sald Margery. “You may be all
that und much more, but the reason
why I eannot wed you s that 1 do not
love you. Besldes—" and the ginl
pansed and hlushed,

“Ab-ha! with your “vesides,’ which
you Liesltate to define,” eried the angry
lover. “Comwe, let me finlsh your sen-
tenee for you. It Is that you love the
young sallor who nssints your father—
s mate, Dick Langwton—{a it not so?"

But before Margoery could utter the
retort that rose to her lips, an mterrup-
tlon oceurred that relleved her from
the necessity for reply. From far down

she

“What was that? Where f8 Cap'n
Kem 1" he anked.

“Oh, Dick,” cried Margery, “some-
thing has happened to father, I fear.”

Dick Langwton seized a pistol from &
well-filled mack and ma to the door,
through which the mmeon was visible
sailiug over the beaving sea. But be-
fore Le reached the ladder, the face of
one ascending appeared over the door
sill, and the master of the house sprang
nimbly into the room—a miracle of
activily despite his gigantic frame and
€0 years,

“It's ull right; there’s no call to fright
yourselves,” he sald, as the women
clustered round him. “I blased off my
pistols to try If the powder was wet.
Here, Margery; just roll this keg into
the storervom with the rest.”

As son as Margery was out of hearing
Kern drew the two men aslde and sald:

“That was & narrow shave; I've never
been #o near took before. 1 had to bite
as well as bark to save myself. There's
a man dead below." O

“Were there more than one?”" aske
Dick Langston.

“No, there was only one. It was
that new Scotch preventive from For-
tune's Well—Sandy Melntyre his name
In. He must have erept along the rocks
under the cliffs at low water and hidden
himselr.”

“Ah, mon Dieu! But you are unhurt,
my friend?’ exelalmed Roublot.

“Yes; he missed me by a balr's
breadih, but he was sighting me with
i mecond pistol, so 1 let him have a
chunk of lead from mine and he rolled
over, as dead ss a rabbit, into a pool.
If he's let bide htere the tide will llke as
not wash him right into Waymouth
Bay. Go down, Dick, my lad, and roll
some rocks atop of bim."

The young man disappeared into the
black gulf below. No mooner was he
gone thnn Kern fillled himself a stiff
nobbler of brandy and dmnk it at a
gulp. -

“That's better,” he sald. *“*Twouldn't
ever do for my mate to see ad [ was a
hit shook by this. You may belleve |t
or not as you like, M. Roublot, but for
all folks do say of me, this is the firat
time na I've took a man's life."

“Indeed!” exclalmed the Frenchman.
“Why, your reputation on both siden
the channelis of the most bloodthirsty.”

A faint smile fluttered over the old
smuggler's rugged countendance, “1
took care it should be,” he sald. “Bot it
 WhS, a8 you eall it, all reputation—
" Worked up for my own safety. I ahould
not have done it now, but that the sneak
would have shot me else.”

“You surprise me, mon ami," replied
Roublot, thoughtfully, “But come, let
on change the subject. 1 have lald bare
my heart to mademoiselle, your daugh-
ter, and she refects my love. Bhe bas
the soft feeling, I am eure, for Dick
Langston, your mate."

Kern frowned, as though [l-pleased,
but his brow quickly cleared

“I pwn I am sorry. 1 had hoped Mar-
goery would have fancled you, seelng as
't wonld have sulted our deallngs to-
gether  But Iif she won't, I tell you
plain, it ain't Bteve Kemn's way 1o
foree a makl., And, after all, IHek s a
very proper lad.”

A moment later Diek Langston re-
tornixl from his uncongeninl task, the
rope ladder was drawn up for the
night and Steve Kern's household mat
down to a Dbountiful supper, secur:
agninst all assault,

That night when Plerre Roublot e
tired to his rock-walksd guest chambeor
{1 was not to sleep.

“T will have my revenge yet," he mut-
tored, “and a revenge that shall strike
all three, Strange, too, that the very
moment when there arse the nead of
A weapon, Kern himself should have
placed so good a one In my hand by
slaying the preventive. With such,
ready forged, there eannot be long 1o
walt for an opportunity.”

RBix months passed nway, and Kern's
lagger, the Petrel, which In the Inter
val ind had many suceesaful trips, lay
moored alongside the quay at Feeamp,
walting for hier ecargo of brndy and
silks, Desplte the faet that war was
raging hetwen France and BEogland,
Kern and hig merey men were on the
bt of terms with the natives,

Sihee the night when he kiled the
preventive man at the foot of the lad-
der he hind assumied o more than usaal
ly ferocious henring, wwd the moment’s
wonkness Tie lad shown in the presennce
of Roublot was his ast,  He may have
been suspected of baving o hamd in
Randy Melntyre's disappearanese, but
If 80, In the absence of proef. no one
darel to tnx him with I

In other respects, the only change
that Time's Might had brought was to
Diek Langston and Margery, who were
married, some three months after the
uplsode first relnted, with Kern's full
npproval,

But while Dlek anid his fatherin-law
are lounging on the deck of the Petrel,
talking of their home lu the eliff, we
must turn our steps to Roublot's dingy
office In one of the hy-streets runolog
nt Fight angles to the water side.

Om this particular morning he was
busy on the involces of the gooda about
to be shipped on the Petrel, when hia
clerk announced that an officar of the
naval administration from Havee de-
sired to nee him on an urgent affalr,

*Yon have tranmctions with Enghah
sarugglere, moasiewr, we are laformed t

‘et well, we of the administmtion are

secret mission. Know you of & man
whom you could introduce to us?”

“Is it permitted to inquire what
would be demanded of him?" asked
Roublot, cantionsly. .

“But certainly, on this side of the
channel, at least, there ia no need for
secrecy,” replied the officer. *'It la like
this: Those accursed English have so
blockaded our coasts' that such of our
cruisers a8 are not pemned up in port
are unable to venture in to renew their
stores and ammunition. The Celestine
frigate is in the channel short of pow-
der. It s for the purpose of supplying
her that we want an Euglish smuggler,
whotn, as well as yourself, we shall
treat with the utmost liberality.”

“You forget, monsieur le capitaine,
that, even In the breast of a mmuggler,
the fire of patriotism may burn,” he
sl

“Is that @0? I had thought they were
ell rogues and vagabonds,” replied the
offler, looking crestfallen.

*Not to that extent—at any rate, none
whoin 1 know,"” sald Roublot. “How-
ever,” he went on, speaking eagerly,
“let not that discourage you, monsieur.
I will undertake to get your powder
conveyed to the frigate if you will send
it to my cellars, To be frank with you,
I have a smuggler In port who is com-
pletely under my thumb, 1 can have
him banged In England for a erime
there committed, and as good as wit-
nessed by me. Where {8 the Celestine
to be found "

“Her captaln gent word that he wonld
run into the west bay of the isle of
Portlana every dark night for a week,"

snid the otficer, in high glee at the sue-

cosd of hls ermud.

A8 soon ne the officer departed to gee
about the dellvery of the powder, Rou-
blot thirew himself back In hig ¢halr and
laughed softly to himself.

“I'hls s the chance | have been wait-
ing for, for I have them both," he
chuckled. “1 will force Kern to take
the powder to the frigate under threat
of exposure for the murder, and then,
In an anonymous letter, I will denounce
him and Langston to the English Gov-
ernment for the treason—Kern himaelf
nlso for the murder of the preventive.”

8o It was that when late that after
noon the heavy wagon bringing the
Petrel's cargo lumberad on to the quay,
Roublot accompanted It, and proposed
that he should like to run over for a
change of air and also to pay his re
spects to “the so charming Mme. Langs-
ton."”

Roublot made himself 8o especially
soclable that by the time the party
came on deck the cargo was all stowed,
and Kern gave orders for immediate
departure.

By sundown on the following day the
huge mass of Portland loomed up on
the horizon, and Kern began to con-
gratulate himself on yet another sue-
cesaful run. The old smuggler stood at
the tiller, his grim features relaxed luto
a placid content as his keen eyea falled
to discover any sign of & revenue eutter,
#nnd he greeted Roublot, who had just
come up from below, with a friendly
nod.

“(‘argo’s a8 good as landed,” he sald.
“I shall keep her a point away to weath-
er the Bill, and then run In to look for
the signal. They always burn a red
flare from the kitehen door If the coast's
clear.”

“I know, niy friend; I have traveled
with you before,” replied the French-
man, “but I shonld not trouble abont
the slgual to-nlght. It I8 not to yon
pereh among the rocks that the eargo
w eolnslgned this time,”

“l don't take your meaning.”

“Well, 1 will do my best to enlighten
you," replied Roublot, “I am bhefore adl
things a patriot, my friend, and 1 have
practiced upon you a trifilng deception..
Those kegs do not contnin brandy, but
gunpowder, which we are to convey to
a Franch frigate now waltlng In sore
neinl of 1t in the West Ray.

“When you roumdd the Bill, Instead of
rutnitig In elege under your interosting
domielle, you will stand on imtil we
meet the frignte,”

“I've cheated the King—God bless
him—for nigh onto fifty years;, and
madle too good a living out of hilm to go
nud round on him HRe that. 'l sce
you somewhere before 1 do such a
thing, you dirty French dog."

UNat 50 fast, friend Kern," said Rou-
blet, with a sneer. “Unfortinately, you
are not Iy a position to ndulge In the
freedom of cholpe.  1f you refuss to
oblige me In this matter 1 shall de
nownee you for the munler of the proe.
ventive man, and the King whom you
serve 8o falthfolly will most assuredly
hang yon"

At that moment the lugger roundixd
the B, and high up in the el a red
glow shone ont.  Kern knew that 1t was
the uignal from his own door hidding
him welcome home In safety, His hand
went to the knife, but he plocked 11 out
and threw It Into the sca.

“Cold-blooded munder I've no mind to,
and that wonld be the only way out of
It," he sld with & sigh. “Very well,
mons'eur, I will do your bidding."

“Here are the 1,000 francs, then,"
maid Roublot, handing him a packet of
notes. “Be kind enough to aign this; 1
will bold the tiller,” and he proffersd
pen, ink horn and a paper, which by
the light of the blonacle mmp Kemn saw
was o form of recelpt specifying the
service rendwmed. But e signed ft
without comment and rewumed the
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cliff a large antp loomad up & quarter
| of a mile away sgalust the lingering
| glow In the western aky.
| “That will be the frigate,” sakl Kern,
| calmly, “Here, Dick, and you two oth-
ems, colue aft here a minute,” he called.
“Yopder Is a ¥French man-o'-war. M.
Roublot and me are going to put some
powder aboard ber. I haven't got a
«holee in the matter, but that's no res-
son why you lads should turn traitor.
Into the boat with you all, and pull for
the Indder.”

But as the three smngglers, sollen
and half dazed, having obeyed thelr old
chlef mechanically, pusted off from the
lugger, he called out in gemtle tones:
“My love to the misala Dick, and to
| Httle Margery. 1 may be some time -in
| France” ¢
| Guided by the red eye shining wtead-
| fly ahove, the boat made for the base
| of the cliff, and as the men plied the
| oars they strained their eyes on _!J_.te
i ehadowy forms of the two vessels now

rapidly approaching each other.
| Diek saw the lugger run alongsida the
| frigats. Perhaps ten seconds elapsed,
and then & great sheet of fire lsaped
| heavenwanrd, a deafening roar followed
| and 4 blot of mist—the mist of drifting
smoke—covered the scene,
| When the Isat wreath had rolled
away the pink flush oo the skyline was
perfectly clear; the frigate and the lug.
ger wire so many fragmen:s of wood.
| Smuggler Korn had been one too many
| for hix enemy-—and those of bis country
| —after all.—Answers.

“Dolly” Madison.
Mr. Jumes . Blaine, that keen obser-
v verof men and things, familiar with all
the truditions of Washington, compar-
ing the InAuence of the different ladies
|of the White House, unhesitatingly
i awardg the palm to Mrs. Madison. Yet
{ she never mingled o political affairs,

It wae solely by the influence of a gen-
tle, womanly nature that it was sald
of her, "Mrs. Madlson saved the ad-
ministration of her husband.” The fol:
lowing episodes, trifilng though they
seem, are rlgnifiecant. We quote from
Mrs. Maud Wilder Goodwin's pleasant
“Life of Dolly Madison:"” :

Willlam C. Preston, in his unpublish-
ed journal, describes lLils golng, as a
youth, to the White House, to pay his
respects to the President and Mrs. Mad-
Ison.

Bhe advanced straight toward me,
and extending her left hand, sald, “Are
you Willlam Campbhell Preston, the son
of my old friend and most beloved kins-
woman, Sally Campbell? 8it down, my
son, for you are my son, and I am the
first person who ever saw you in thie
wo ‘i'

Turning then with & graciousness
that charmed the young man, she intro-
duced him to the circle of young girls
about her, glving some apecal clew to
edach, and ending with, “Your kinswom-
an, 8ally Coles.” '

At another of her levees, her atten-
tion was drawn to a rustic visitor, 'a
youth who was evidenly suffering all
the torments of embarmmesment. He
had at last ventured to help himuelf to
& cup of coffee, when Mrs. Madisdn
wialked up and addressed him. In the
surpirlse of the moment, the lad dropped
the spucer, and strove to crowd the cup
Into hls pocket. [

His tactful hostess took no notice of
the necldent, except to observe that In
sueh a erowd no one counld avold belng
jostled. and stralghtway turned the
conversation to the boy’s family, and
ended by sending her regards to his
excellent mother, and bidding the ser-
vant bring another gup of coffee.

Two old ladies from_ the couptry once
arrived at the White House while the
family were still at hreakfast. To the
surprise of the rural visitors, the wom-
an they had come to see appeared ina
stuff dress of dark gray, protected by
it lnrge housewlfely white apron, and
with a linen kerchief pinned about her
neck. Her simpliclty of manner and
attire completely, swept away their
awe, and before departing one of them
found cournge to ask:

“Perhaps you wouldn't mind If I
Klssil you—just to tell the folks about,”

Unlucky Proverh,

Temple, the body-coachman of Ere
nest, King of Hanover, is the hero of a
number of anecdotes which are wold by
his Mujesty's ehaplain in & voluine of
“Reminiseencss.”  One of the most
amusing related to a transaction be-
tween Temple and the chaplain.

Tewple lost his wife. Of conrse I, ns
chaplain, had to perform the funeral
ceremony, A few days afterward old
Temple, I deep mourning, called upon
e, He was very much upset, and ev}-
dently bad somethlng on hls mind
whieh he fonnd difficulty In expressing,
for he stoodl A few moments in sllence,
and then turned his hat round and
round, looked mournfully into it, brush-
ed It with hir hand, and at last got out,
through stammering: )

“Tve called, sir—1've called, sir—as 1
wish to ask—and don't like to put it off
—what I've got to pay you for that 'ere
job?" v
“Oh," 1 sald, “nothing, of course, |
have no feea, Temple; but I remem
pow I am In your debt, and I must
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