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SHORT STORIES.
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FOUND ON THE TRAIN.

“Well, well; It does seem kind of fun-
my that this should happen again. 1
have come home for the last five years
on this 6:30 train, still nothing of this
kind has ever occurred before untll the
jast week. It's queer; but I'll advertise
this one—maybe Lhey are maten” He
drew the other from his pocket and
compared them. “They are a pair as
gsure as I am Granville Baker—same
colod, size and all."” He folded them
and replaced them In his pocket, took
the evening paper and setiled down o
read.

Mr. Baker was a bachelor and resided
i W—, a suburb of Boston, He
was a banker In the latter city. lked
and respected by all who knew him,
On two different occaslons he had
found on the Lrain a glove, which, after
investigation, proved to be a palr, so
Be determined to find the owner.

In & few days in the lost and found
eolumn sppeared:

Found—Om the 5:30 traln to W—, a
pair of gloves; owner can have them by
calling on G. W. Baker, 318 T— street,
Clty.

The first morning a light-haired dam-
oe]l arrived and asked In faltering tones
1f Mr. Baker wan In. He smiled as he
told her she wan talking with that gen-
tleman, but after questions were an-
swered, the gloves still remained In his
possession and the young lady left the
office utterly disappointed.

The ad remained in the paper over a
week, yet the rightful owner had not
put {n an appearance, so he made up his
mind to have It removed.

1t war nearly time for closing as
QOranville Baker sat at his desk and
took the gloves out of the drawer. “l
guens I'll take them home a8 A BOUVE-
nir,’ tor as he folded them it somehow
brought to his mind bygone memories.
I wonder where she 8 now?' he
mused, “Strange that I never meet her.
Tet me see. It Is nearly ten years
sinee we parted. How foolish 1 was
to belleve such false storles, but it's
past and gone now, and 1I'm the loser.™
He returned the gloves to his  pocket,
cloged his desk and prepared to leave,
when o womnn stepped to the door. “lIs
this Mr. Baker?' she asked. “Yes,
madam, but we're closed now,” he re-
plied kKindly, trying (o see her face
through the thick veil which concealed
it.

“1 Aldn’t eome to deposit—but eame In
search of my gloves™ “Ah, did you lose
& palr—ean you describe them ' et
talnly, slr; they were light gray with
peart buttons' He drew them from
his pockét and handed them to her.
“Are they yours?" he uxked slowly, She
gazed into his fuce with a pitying
glance and murmured: “Yen, thank
you.” Was it Imugination, or who did
that look remind him of? He watched
her as she left the offce; then a feel-
ing of remorse came over him as he
peated himself in his chair and bowed
his head. Why should the past come #0
vividly back agaln? Why should thoxe
gloves make him feel uncomfortable,
and where had he seen that look, and
why Adldn’t he detaln her a moment?
But—he paused and drew out his watch.
“Only elght minutes to catch my
train.” He took his hat, but had gone
only & few feet when he stopped.
“Who was that T saw at the door?
How I tremble. T am tired and nerv-
ous. It is gone now.” He buttoned
his coat up tightly and hastened to
the depot,

As he took the train and started to
peruse the paper, hin mind was 0O
disturbed, so he 1nld it down and azid
al Lhe passengers, Cpiposite him sat
the face he had seen at the door; It
dazed him as before, Where had he
seen (17 Carefully he wtudied every
outline and noted every change of ex-
presalon, untll he was fully convineed,
then he took the seat beside her,

“Reg pardon, bBul are you not
Wilmot

She dld not bluxh, but sighed as she
1ald her hand upon his srm and gazed
enrnestly inte his face. “Nio, 1 am not
Miss Wilmot now, but am still Grace.
You judged me wrong years fgn, but
1 know you have found out differ-
ently.”

She censed spenking, for she saw the
words enused him pain. In o few min-
utes she begnn:  “You remember how
you sent me that letter of stinging re-
buke? 1 never answered it because
you accused me of 8o much. 1 went
west with my father, and after he
dled T married for o home, but my
hdsband was killed four years Ago In
Colorado, ao now T have come east, haop-
ing, perhaps to right a eruel wrong."”
An she finished his heart was oo full
for utterance, o he pressed her hand,
for he knew her face betokened o sad
life.

Bhe was a widow, alone In the world.
He was a bachelor, nearing his for-
tleth year, but the old flame of love
was rekindled, and as the train puffed
out of W— It left behind two happy
hearts that had been separated fur so
many years, It s needlen sto say
what took pince, but now Mrs. Baker
often smiles as she thinks of how her
glove unintentionally restored her to
her lost happinesa.
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A BPRINO MEMORY.

How warm the alr was! Though
enly April It might have been a day
in midsummer, The lli-clad woman on
the bench shut her eyes and lay back
{n momentary content, She drew In
Beep breaths of the soft wind, Inden
with perfume frum gmYy beds of hya-
cinths and wall flowers, and folt re-
. éghed as wiih wine after the clese
gurret In the

&

of smoke, and her ears were assalled
by harsh volces of poverty-cursed mor-
tals, whining children and the whistle
of the rullway hard by.

Now she opened her eyes and drank
in the beauty of the scene before her,
the sky clear and blue-flecked here
and there with soft baby clouds, the
trees just bursting Into leaf, their buds
uf freshest green, the grass so smooth
and trim and restful to eyes wearied
with work and tears and dotted about
with waving daffodils and blue hya-
cinths. There was a suggestion of na-
ture untrammeled and free in the flow-
er-gcattered sward that pleased her
better than the symmetrical beds with
their carefully arranged blue-hued
blossomn; yet these were lovely, too,
and, oh, the scent!

Just opposite where she sat, and fac-
ing the park garden, was & row of
houses, tall and commanding, with
high plllars and carved balconies and
flower-wreathed windows, Bhe was es-
pecially Interested in one of them, for
it was the home of the lover of her
youth and he was dying. She had heard
this the night before, and had come Lo
the gardens that bright afternoon,
moved by a strong yearning to be [or
an hour or two a8 near to him as possi-
ble. For in the heart of this pale-faced
woman there was a memory green and
fresh and fragrant after long years-—
the memory of a short-lived romance,
of sighs, of parting and tears. That bit
of her life stood out In strong rellef—
the rest was not pleasant to remem:
ber, for It had been flled with »in and
shame, and latterly with broken health
and grinding poverty. But that time,
o lomg ago, when she was beautitul
and pure and sweet, and he was atil)
youthful, and only beginning to glve
promise of a fame that came Iater—
that was & cherlshed memory, and for
ftn sake she had come to watch heslile
him. and to breathe out in the spring
sunshine a prayer for the passing goul.

Some parting words of his came 1o

her mind, and she murmured them
half audibly.
vDear little Lon, remember, if you

are ever in any Oifficulty or trouble,
weite to me, and If I am able T will
help you."

Something had always Kept her from
taking advantage of that promise
wome  half-consclous  desire  that he
should dlways think of her as she had
heen then, and not as she became Inter.
Hexldes, men forget; It 1s only womin
whn remember.

There waos a sound of carringe
wheels: she laoked up.  The vehlele
stopped at the house, a footman ap:

peared with rugs, and presently a lady
got In and was driven away.

She remembered that he had been
mitrried about a year ago to o rich and
beautiful girl, and theré wers TUMOrS
that the domestle relations of the two
were not happy.

“If 1 had been his wife T would not
have left him alonme to hired people
when he was so (11"

Then she gave a llttle m‘u:'nful laugh
as she spread her coarse, red hands on
her lap. Once they had been no falr
and soft, and he had pralsed them,

“A pretty girl T was, then' she
thought sadly, “halr like ripe corn and
eyes like forget-me-knots. 1 remember
him saying 8o the day we went to the
pienic in the country, and he palnted
me aitting by the brookside with my
lap full of flowers. Good Lard! who
would think It to see me now? and yet
somehow 1 feel as If thinking about
him makes my soul come back to the
likeness of thal time long since, 1f
only one could get rid of thir old, tired,
ugly body and start fair again.'

“1 pever told & soul about him and
me," she thought wistfully; it  might
have done hlm harm, for they would
not have understood. 1t's strange ['ve
thought g0 muech of him lately, but now
I'm old and poor and tired, and np
man—or woman, elther—will ever agaln
preténd to care for me even, I geems
to make a happler look come intt
everytliing when I pleture him us he
wns five and twenly yeurs ago, bright
and gy and loving, and eyes that
jooked nt me so kindly, and such a dif-
terent look to—ah! God have merey
an him, bear him In Wis trauble.  1f 1
could bear hig paln for him I would-—
oh, 80 gladly—for he Is the only man 1
ever loved—and I think he loved me
onee, !

The light was fading, Angry clonuds
were coming up and a cold wind bent
roughly the tender stalks of the daffo-
4il. The woman suddenly shivered and
Inoked paler than before, for she had
lpoked ugaln at the windows, and «ene
by one the Winds were belng pulled
down,

1t was an hour and a half later, as
the warning hell for the shutting of
the garden gates was ringlng, that the
carringe containing the pretty young
wife returned, The shabby woman
pald no attention to either sound, for
she seemed aslesp—her hend sunk on
her chest. One of the attendants of the
gardens came along and roughly lald
his hand on her shoulder. Bhe was
dead,

TWO WEDDING RINGS.

man at the door, and leaned over the
banisters to inquire If there were any
letters for me.

There was no immediate response to
my query, and 1 inferred from the sus-
picious silence that either Mrw. Met-
calfe or her daughter was Inspecting
my letters, probably reading the post-
cards, {f there were any.

One card eame from my tallor to notl-
fy me of his removal; one from Louls
Durande to tell me that he could not
keep m certaln engugement with me and

warmed his allppers at the same col-
lege fire with me soarcely three yvafe
L

Hir epietie ran thus:

" “Deay Belton: B claim your congrate-

um«mmmmmn

lations. T am to be mmarricd next week
to the sweetest girl the sun ever shona
upon, There's surprise number one
for you. And I wish you'd go to =il
verman, the jeweler, and got the wid-
ding ring, size enclosed on & bit of ja-
per. There's surprise number Uso.
Seriously, old fellow, It will do me a
great favor, for business matters here
are complented in such a wuy that I
cannot hope to get to the city o day
befurs the event; and, of course, T know
that | can trust your taste and judg-
ment equally with my own. Have the
words ‘Helen, 1896 engraved on the
inxlde, and please send by post withoul
delay, Ever yours faithfully,
“PERCY (CRESMER.”
“P. B.—Bhe's an angel”

*Well,” sald 1 to myself, laying down
my old chum's letter, ““here’s a pretly
commission for & bachelor. An angel,
im she? I don't belleve she's any more
angelic than Pauline Brooks. But every
man thinks his goose ls a swan, |
pity the poor fellow, I'm sure; he's
clearly In a state of glamour that
makes him see everything coleur de
rose. But I'm not one to desert a friend
at a pinch—I'll buy his miserable wed-
ding ring with the greatest pleasure in
life.”

80 1 locked my desk, put on my over-
coat and went stralghtway to Silver-
man's,

Jones was behind the ecounter. |
knew Jones; I had bought a gold brace.
let of him for Pauline Brooks six
montha ago. Jones was & dapper little
fellow, with a stifMy waxed mustache, a
camea scarfpin and halr bedewed with
some ambrosial perfume or other,

“Wedding rings, If you please sald
1, plunging at once into the uhject of
my visit. “Here's the size” producing
my nlip of paper.

“Any Inscription, sir)" gquestioned
Jones, assuming 8o preternaturally
knowing an aspect that I could have
cheerfully pltehed him In among the
plated war in the hig glass showcase
behind him.

“Helen," gald 1 brusquely, “1896."

“Very pretty name,” simpered Jones,
s he wrote down the order. "Any par-
tioular style?”

“Simple and solid,” sald I; “that's
sl

“Yes, sir, It shall be attended to at
onece. Shall 1 send it to your residence
hr—-"

“I'Hocall for It tomorrow,'” sald T,

1 crossed the park and hurried up
Hegent street, mentally gnashing my
teeth, and In my impetuous haste had
near stumbled over Puullne herself
Jjust out of a florists with a tiny bou-
tonnlers of violets in her hand,

“Pauline?’ I erled, rapturously.

But Pauline drew back the least lit.
tie distance In the world, thereby put-
ting an Invisible bareler between us
that froze ms ke an lelcle

“Dear me, Mr. Belton, Is It you?
sald Pauline 1 congratulate you, L am
surel”’

“Upon what!™ I demanded, growing
deppernte.

“Upon your approaching marriage to |

be sure!” ssld Pauline, with a smile
like auroral lghts hovering over #
snowbank,

“Hut I'm not golng to he married.”
protested 1.

“Oh, excuse me, pray! Gentlemen do
not usually buy wedding rings without
a purpose,” Interposed Pauline, “Only
I should think you might have pald
such old friends as we are the compli-
ment of some #llght intimation of your
impending marriage."

“Pauline,” sald I—"Mlss Brooks—
hear me. There (4 only one woman In
the world T would care to morry, and
she stands before me now!"”

Pauline's llps quivered-—the
sparkled in her eyes,

“Mr. Delton,” sald she, "you may re-
gard this all as n very fine juke, but
surely It is not necessary to add any
more Insalt to 1=

“Iw you mean that you don’t belleve

tears

me

“How can 1
she,

Diriven to a sort of frénzy, T dragged
Percy Cregmer's letter from my pocket.

apauline,” sald 1, "“read that, and
yvou will have a solution of the mys-
tery of the wedding ring.”

Her face cleared up 68 she glanced
aver the contents of poor Cresmers
eostutlc missive,

“pPaor fellow!"”
much in love, lsn't he?”

oNot half ns much na T am.'” sald L

And then In the smilax bordered
shindow of the forist's shop 1 pressed
my sult,

“Dear Pauline, let me order another
wedding ring.”

“ror wham?" demanded by lady love.

“For you. 1 hitve laved you for a long
time; but I never had the cournge to
pyvow my love befores, dear Paullne.”

Sifush! sald Pauline, “We mustn’t
stand talking here””

“1 won't stir & step untll you answer
me,"”

“What shall I say?* hesitated Paul-
Ine.

"Eh.’ y"‘u

1 ordered the duplicate wedding ring
that very night. Pauline sald it was
too soon: but I gquoted the anclent pro-
verb, "Delays are dangerous.’” And
we are to be married in a month. And
If It hedn't been for the providential
commission of Cresmer's wedding ring,
1 might »till have bheen shivering on
the brink of mn unspoken proposal,
Blessed be wedding rings,” say L

belleve you?' retorted

wnld she. "He's very

Miss Bpinater sold her plano in order
to buy a bleycle. Misa Bpinater was
not musical, and never touched the n-
strument. But It had been & gift from
her father, and whan the men carried
It away Miss Bpinster was affected to
tears. Her mald, Bridget, tried to con

woleh er.
“Bure, mum, I wouldn't take it se
much to heart mum. To be sure, mum,

THE WARRIOR'S PRAYER.

Long wsince, in sore distress, I heard
one  pray:

“Lord, who prevallest with resistipss

might,

Evar f(rom

away,

My battles fight!”

war and strife Keep me

I know not if [ play the Phariseo,
And if my brotier after all be right;
But mine shall be the warrior's piea to

T hee—
Strength for the fight.

1 do r;ut a8k that Thou shalt front the
ray,
And drive the warring foemen from
my sight;
I only ask, O Lard, by night, by day,
Strength for the fight!

When foes upon me press, let me not
quall,
Nor think to turn me Into coward
flight.
{ only ask, to make mine arms prevall,
strength for the fight!

Btill let mine eyes look ever on the foe,
Sull let mine armor case be Strong
and bright;
And grant me, as [ deal each righteous
blow, 5
Btrength for the fight!

And when at eventide the fray is done,
My s#oul to Death’s bedchamber dn
Thou light,
And give me, be the fleld or lost or won,
Rest from the fight!
—Paul Laurence Dunbar.

A MUSICIAN'S
LOVE STORY

L o R i b b

Ignace Paderewskl has ended the ru-
mer that he [s married or about to be
married, says Ada Patterson In the
New York Journal

Twice within two weeks the story
has come across the Atlantie that Pad-
erewsk! was married or about to marry.
Firgt the cable carried the tidings that
he had been marrled since December
to Mme. Gorskl, the former wife of the
famous violinlgt. No sooner was that
story 1ad to rest by an authoritative de-
nial than another came across the wire
This time he wis (o wed a Paolish girl
18 years old. And now comes the story
from M. Goerlitz, Paderewhki's Huro-
pean manager, to Willlam Trodbar, hls
Amerlean manager, calllng the second
report a ‘“foolish fiction as barren of
fuct as the first"

Paderewskl will never marry, He so
declared In Parls lust week, He gave
his reason,

“Why should I marry?"’ he exclaimed
“I, who have a wife there?' and he
polnted to heaven. "“"There? She 15 here.
Bhe |s with me always, T would die If
It were not for her pregence'”

The planist remembered that he was
talking to hls manager and saying what
all the warld would ww, He turned
hin back abruptly and sald: “Pardon
me! I never speak of this, Bay simply
that I shall never marry. 1t |s enough.”

It was twenty years ago that Ignace
Jafi Paderewskl, a2 poor unknown plan-
Ist, made a tour through Russis, 8i-
berin, Bervia and Houmania. He played
to small audiences at reduced rates.
Most of his hearers listened dully.
Bome of them caught the whisper of ge.
nius when the boy planist touched the
keyn.

One of the few who listened to his
playing was & girl of 17, She was Rosa
Huaspal, the daughter of a wealthy Rou-
manian. It was sald that there was
noble blood In her velns, She was a
beautiful girl with great, soulful eyes,

Ignace Paderewski from the rude
platform of the village hall felt the
girlish eyes upon him. Under thelir
spell he played as he had never played
before. She and her father thanked
him for the music. He bowed low o
the father, and lnoked into her cyes and
was mute. The father frowned., The
girl blushed and her eyes fell. Ignace
Paderewski played badly the rest of the
tour. Ignace Paderewskl went back 1o
the Roumanian village three montha
later. He told the owner of the cyes
that he could never play agaln without
thelr presence and thelr Inspiration
Bhe confessed she had thought often of
the player and his music. She loved all
the world, but she loved him most of all,
Bo when the Houmanlan had talked
loudly about rank and fortune and an-
grily about “pauper muglcling" he did
g0 to lesa than no purpose. The next
morning there was an early wedding
performed by the village priest, and
the rich Roumanian's doughter and the
spauper musicinn'' left the village.

The young husband and wife traveled
together on his concert tours in Itus.
slan and Polish villages. When Pader-
ownkl and his wife were not traveling
they lved In his birthplace, the Hus-
plan-Pollsh village of Podolia, Here he
practiced eight hours a day, always in-
sisting that she be near him when he
practiced. He complained thiat his fin-
gers stumbled and would not obey his
will If she was away. And she, chid-
ing him @ lttle that the household ma-
chinery must be stopped for him, obey-
ed., She sat near him and sewed until
she was weary, while he played and
played.

They were very poor. They had the
piano, but little else. Her father woula
do nothing for them. s could not.
Much privation can be endured in
health. But the wife of Paderewnki
was not strong. Bhe had been umed to
juxuries unknown in Podolin. S8he misn-
ed them, but she was too brave and
tender to give a slgn. The folk gomsip
about the Podolla peasant's playing
reached Warsaw, and a grave profes-
gor, with bristling black whinkers and
hair and thoughtful blus eyes ,went
down to hear.

He went to the little college and' list-
ened outside the door. His grave eyes
brightemed. “‘Bchoen! Behoen!™ he saild.
He was so pleased that he quits forgot
%o kneck. He pushed open the door,

The Warsaw professor coughed. The
fusband and wife stared.

~wWe want yois st the Wamaw eon-

pervatory,”’ sald the man with the brists
ling hair, *“WIl you accept™

When the professor left he had thelr
promise that they would gu tv Warsaw
In two weeks.

One night two angels hovered over
the Podolls mustclan's cotitage. They
were the angel of life and the angel of
death. Each brought his gift and de-
partéd. In the morning Ignace Pader-
ewskl knelt beside the bed where his
wife lay with white face and suill lips
and eyes—thosge tender eyes—closed for-
ever. In the pext room the village wo-
men gathered and gossiped about a
weak, walllng babe, with limbs as help-
less as a wooden doll's. Sometimes they
peeped into the next room and saw the
musiclan, with his face hidden In his
hands, beside the bed, and crossed
themselves,

After his wife was Luried he went to
Warsaw and took the peevish Infant
with llmbs as helpless as a wooden
doll's, with him. He played badly at
first and his Instruction was fechle, He
knew It, i

The grave professor, with his briat-
ling beard and hair, remembered and
understood and he was very patient. He
came upon Paderewskl once sitting list-
lessly before the piano, his hands at his
side, his head bowed upon his breast.

“She Is not pleased top gee you thus'
sald the professor soflly.

Paderewsk! ralsed melancholy eyes to
his.

“Do you think she knows?"

“Yes,” sald the professor.

In a little while he heard music In
the room he had left. Tt was sad music,
It made him weep for the first time In
ten years.

When the professor looked up Ig-
nace Paderewskl was beside him.

“] belleve she knows. I think she was
with me then. I could feel her eyes upon
me,” he sald.

The old Warsaw professor Is still
Paderewsk!'s confidant. It is his story
that has come across the Atlantic In
answer to the reports of Paderewski's
marriage,

“Will Paderewskl marry?" the curl-
ous ask him.

“Never,” says the professor, smiling
and folding his arms as one who knows,

Always the great musiclan's Insplra-
tion has been the tender eyes of his
young wife, the eyes that are bright
#till In memory, the eyes that he be-
lieves are still upon him as he playe
and writss and that watch ever besidq
him ag he wakes or sleeps,

His crippled son fs now as old as
Paderewskl was when he married. He
has never walked, and he cannot use
hig arms. He do¢s not care for musie,
but he loves his father with abject de-
vollon, and he 1ooks at him from eyes
like his mother's. Paderewski ls very
tender to this ¢hild of his one love.

Next year he will leave off playing
and live on his farm In Galleia, near
to the border of Russla and of hls na-
tive Poland. Thither he will take his
invalld child, and the time he can spare
from him he will give to compaosition,
Though only 39, Paderewskl ls an old
man at heart. He has suffered and
worked more than less sensitive men of
twice his age. He I8 tired and craves
reast with his son,

The planist and his son are both in
Paris. The son llves In the home of
Mme, Elena Gorskl, who was a friend of
the boy and his father In their friend-
legsness and obscurity. No medical
ak|ll can ever give the malmed boy the
strength denied him at birth In the cot-
tage at Podolia.

This {8 the love story of Paderswskl
us told by the old Warsaw professor in
Parls last week.

THE ILLNESS OF HIS SON,

From the London News: There was
much digappointment In London the
other day when it was announced that
Paderewskl could not play at a Phil-
harmonie conecert, at which he wag to
asslst in producing a new composition
by Mackenzie. The real cause of M,
Paderewskl's absence and sudden visit
to Poland I8 the very serlous illness of
his only child, The great planist lost
his wife under highly pathetic elrcums
stances, and his domestic happiness has
gince been centered In his son, a con-
firmied invalid. No crowned head has
had doctors' fees more profuseély lav-
jshed for him than this boy, though,
unfortunately, without securing a per-
manent, cure. M. Paderewskl hopes to
be back In London next month to fuls
fill some private engagements, but It 1s
unlikely that he will be heard here
agnin In public until after hia returp
from America next apring.

How Men Buy Gloves.

A glove saleswoman in a prominent
Philadelphla shop declared recently she
would rather wait on ten men than one
woman, whereupon a woman shopper
who overheard her remarked:

“Perhaps you would rather talk to
ten men than one woman, too,"”

Just at this point a man came up to
the counter.

"What would you llke to see, sir?"
she inquired.

“] want a medlum shade of brown,
with wide stitch on the back, and fas-
tened with a button Instead of a
clasp."”

The saleslady placed a varled assort-
ment before him. Quickly eelecting a
palr, he exclaimed: “Just what I
want!" and had one glove fitted. It
sujted him e¢xactly, and having pald
for his purchase he left the store,

Now, what sort of glove does ths
reader think thia man purchased? They
were & dark shade of brown, not ma-
dium; they had a narrow stitch on the
back, not wide; they were fastened with
a olasp, not with buttons.

Perhaps some man can snswar this
question: Why do women like to wall
on men better than on thelir own sex-
Im men are so easily M [
because they 40 not really know what

they waat?

HORBE FERRYBOAT,

Type of Vessel Used Between Ale
bany and G ceib.ah n 1818,

A writer who visited Albany In 1818
glves the following Interesting de-
scription of a horse ferryboat then in
use at the Bouth Ferry:

“The ferryboat is of most singular
congtruction. A platform covers &
wide, flat boat. Underneath the plat-
form there {8 a large horizontal solld
wheel, which extends to the sides of
the boat, and there the platform, or
deck, is cut through and removed, so0
as to afford sufficlent room for horses
to etand on the flat surface of the
wheel, one horse on each side, and
parallel to the gunwale of the boat, The*
horses are harneseed (n the usual man-
ner for teams—the whiffletrees being
attached to stout fron bars, fixed hori-
zontally, at a proper height, Into posts,
which are & part of the fixed portion of
the boat. e

“The horses look in opposite diree-
tions, one to the bow an<h the other to
| the stern; their feet take hold of the
channels, or grooves, cut in the wheels
In the direction of radll; they preas for-
ward, and, although they advance not,
any more than a squirrel in a revelying
cage, or a pit dog at his work, thele
feet cause the horizontal wheel to re<
yvolve opposlte to thelr own motion; this
by a connection of cogs Moves tWo Ver-
tical wheels, one on esach wing of the
boat, and these, being constructed Hke
the paddle wheels of steamboats, pro-
duce the same effect and propel the
boat forward. The horses are covered
by a roof, furnished with eurtains, to
protect them In bad weather, and do
not appear to lebor harder than any
draught horsea with & heavy load.

“The Inventor of this boat is Mr. Hig~
don, of Whitehall, and It claims the im-
portant advantage of simplicity, cheap-
ness and effect. At first view the labor
appears like hardehip upon the hornes,
but probably this I an {lusion, as it
seems very immaterial to thelr com-
fort, whether they advance with their
loan, or cause the basis on which they
labor to recede." L
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Why He Knaw the Seasons.

“T waa travellng down from Cineln-
nati not lon age,” sald & New Orleans
Insuranece man,"and became acqualinted
In the Pullman smoking compartment
with a very agreeable gentleman from
Loulsville, He proved to be a man of
Iiterary taste, and, in the course of a
rambling conversation about books, he
surprised mg by guoting with extraor-
dinary freedom and accuracy from
Thiumpson's 'Seagong,’ 1 had never
seen that very long and prosy epic since
I studied It at school, as a supplement-
ary textbook, and certalnly I didn't
dream that anybody ever read it now-
adays without compulsion. 1 sald as
much, and added that I was surprised
to find an admirer of what I supposed
lo be an ubsolete work. ‘I didn't admire
it,’ he replled; ‘on the contrary, I think
it the blamedest thing ever written on
earth, yet I can repeat almost the en-
tire poem from memory without missy
ing & word.! With that he told me &
curlous story. ‘Five years ago,” he
sald, ‘I developed an acute nervous mal.
1dy and was advised by my physiclan to
take a trip on & salling vessel from
New York to 'Frisco via the Horn, for
the sake of complete resti Two weeks
later I left on the ship Faleon. 1 was
the old passenger, and before my de-
parture I packed my big box full of
books, which by accldent was mnever
brought aboard. When I dlecovered the
fact T was wild, The captain was not a
reading man, and the sole and only lit-
srature on the entire craft consisted
of & copy of Blake's Nautical Diction-
ary, an Almanac for taking observa-
tiuns, and Thompson's “Seasons.” How
the “Seasons’’ got there I never learn.
ed. It Is a deep, dark mystery, but In
self-defenge I was obliged to read the
thing, and as our voyage was unusually
prolonged by unfavorable winds, the In-
fernal poem was absolutely reared into
my memory by the time we reached the
Pacific const. The most distressing feas
ture of the eplgode bs that T have never
heen able to forget it. 1 am today the
only human belng on the continent who
knows Thompson's “‘Seasons’” from end
o end,'"

Megaphonlc Streets,

Some of the Baltimore streels ars so
narrow and the houses 8o close togeth-
er that a huge megaphone 18 the re-
sult, and at night conversations held
4n the streets can be heard with great
digtinetness In rooms on the second
und third fAoors.

The other night & young woman who
had been kept awake by the heat was
sitting by the window In her perfectly
dark roomn when two mealdens, who
llved across the street, came home at-
tended by o young man. The escort
sald goodnight and left, but the girls
lingered on the steps for an exchange
of confidences,

“Marie,” sald one of them, “T will
tell you how he talked to me. Promise
faithfully not to breathe & word of It."

Marie promised, but a select audience
of alr peekers made no pledge of se«
erecy, and doubtless the harrowing tale
that followed is now known to & large
circle, Bome attempts were made to ate
tract the attentions of the talkers to the
fact that they had listeners, but thepy
were 80 much interested in thelr sube
Ject that they never heard the

coughn and continued to tell their woed

women carry for & long dista
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tact which should_be re
that the opn-wistiow
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to the policeman and everyous oise o8
the block. 4 RN
When everything i guiet at
even & whisper seems exaggorated, &
the cheerful tones of haalthy youms
Rty
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