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BEHINL THE MABK,

DBobind the mask—the amiling face
Is often full ol woe,

And sortrow treads n restless pace,
Where wealth and beauty go.

Behind the mask—who knows the eare -
That grim and silent resta, '

And ol the burden each moy bear
Within the secret breast?

Behiod the mask—who knows the tenrs
That from the Henrt arise, .
And in the weary flight of vears
How many pass with sigha?

Behind the mask—who knows the straia
That each life may endure,

And all the griefand countiess pain

Thot wealth can never cure?

Behind the mask—we never know
ow many troubles kide,
And with the world and fashion’s show
Bome spectre walka beside,

Debind the mask—some future day,
When all shall be made plain,
Our burdens then will pass away,
And count for each lltla nin.
~tiood Housekeeping,
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A SOLITARY PASSENGER.

The 10:50 train from White Peak
was late that snowy Februoary night
It never wne what one would call a
painfully prompt train: but to-night
it was fully 50 minutes behind its
usual time, and the telegraph opera-
tor had nearly fallen asieep behind
the pane of ground glass over which
the word “Tickets” was inscribed in
a hall circle,
most inartistically foreshortened
hand was depicted ns extending a
gilt finger for the enlightment of the
general publie’

Not thuat the Dig Pine telegraph
was ordinarly open at so late an
houras this. Neven o'cloek waos the
usual period of closing. Nor lhad
Eunice Barlow any officinl right to
the tall wooden
semi-circulargilt lettered legend re
ferring to “Tickets.” In a manner
she had bad greatness thrust upon
her. Old Mr. Pettyclove, who repre-
sented the majesty of the railway

company in the particular spot, had | stranger, with fervor.

gone home in the early dogk with a
raging facial neuralgin, and in com-
mon humanity Funicecould not have
refused temporarily to assume his
position with its duties.

“It will be only another hour of
work,” she told herself, cheerfully, as
she put an addittonal log of frost-
fringed wood into the little nir-tight
stove. “When the 10:50 had passed
1 can shut up the placeand go home.
There are only two night freights,
and the conductors on both of them
have keya to the freighs hiouse,”

Suddenly the silence was broken by
the tiniest sound, like the throbbing
of some small silver heart. Eunice
jumped up, instinetively, obedient 1o
the call ofherautocrat, the telegraph.

“A message!” ghe thought. “And
at this time of the night. Well,
wonders will never cease,”

A message it was: to Peter Petty-
clove, station agent at Big Pine
station.

Defalention in Home bonk. Detain passen-
ger on tinin No. 21, Swmall, dark, wenring
e trimmed cont. Keep in custody uutil
further notice.

H. V. Canrin,
Chiet of Police at White Penk.

Almost hefore she had deciphered
these words, Eunice Barlow tele-
graphed back, “All right,” and once
more the smallsilver heart left off its

tumultuous throbbings. And not un- |
til then did the telegraph operator
realize what a very peculinr position,
and officially authorized, in right of | ©

her substitution, to arrest a bank
defalentor on the spot!

Even while she pondered on this un-
expected state of things there was n

curious thrill and tremble of the loor |

beams under her feet; a shrill steam
whistle rising above the sustained
roar of the tempest,

around the curve,

and townrd which a |

sgtool ‘behind the |

The 10:50., offi- |
cially known ns No 21, was swinging |

four miles awny. ‘1ne. ayent 1 de
tained nt home by sickness, and Iam
the telegraph operator, on duty in
his absence.”

“Canyou tellme,” plended the sol-
itary pnssenger, “where I can get a
night's lodging nnd something to
eat? It ie'six hours since we left the
supper station, and I am just recover-
ing from o slege of walarial fever,
Burely there must be some one
around here who could act as my

ide?""

“There i8 no one here but me,”
said Miss Barlow, locking the cash
drawer and preparing to extinguish
the one reflector lamp that glowed
nbove the new arrival’'s head. But
if you choose to go home with me 1
dare sgay my mother will give you
eome supper and a bed, Our house
is the nenrest to this place. And to-
morrow’ '—with a somewhat signifl-
cant pause—‘'you can begin a new
career,

“I sm awfully obliged to you,"said
the gentleman, jumping up withalac-
ritv. “But how many careers per
week do these westerners count upon?
I've no objection, for my part, to
the old one continued.”

Alise Barlow’s face remained inexo-
rably grave. She considered it no
part of her duty to countenance flip-
paney like thie, She locked the sta-
tion and hung the key on its hooked
nail close within the latticed case-
ment outside, where winds eould not
hu.l it away nor storms disturb it,
before ghe said, quietly, “This way,
please, The lantern will light you
sufficiently if you are o little careful;
otheswise you will find the woy rath-
er steep and narrow down the hill.
You are perhaps unaware that a tel-
egram describing your personnl ap-
warance hns just come in from the
White Peak office?”

“A telegram! By Jove, (be whole
thing is out, then?”

*Yen,"” responded the telegraph op-

conjecture is quite correct.”

*“Does—I beg yvour pardon, but this
is 0 matter of importance to me—
does any one know it besides your
sel[?"

u-\:n.ﬂ

“I may depend on vou?" with im-
ploring emphasis,

“Yes. you may depend on me,"”

“Thanks, awfully!” declared the
“You see, it
makes it very unpleasant to have
those things talked nbout,”

“So I ghould imagine.”

A brief silence ensued. Eunice was
wondering low her strange compnn-
ion could speak so coolly of "t]lu /e
things."

“Was he utterly dend toall shame?"
she thonght. The strange compun-
ion, in the menntime. wans secretly
marveling at the ease and lightness
with which this extroovdinary girl
stepped out through the snowdrift,

“A perfect Amazon.” he said to
himw’ll!'. “and o pretty one, too, Why
doesn’t she keep talking? 1 like the
timbre of her voice, it's n regular
contralto.”

“It seems to me,” observed the
| young man, afteranother interval of
| gilence, during which the erunching
of their feet in the snow and the per-
sistent howling of the wind was all
| that broke the spell “that they put n
| great denl of responsibility on young

woinen in this part of the world.”

“A good l]t".!l of it is forced upon
| them, and o good deal they assume
themselves,” snid Eunice Barlow,
composedly. 1 am willing to admit
| that T have taken a heavy respon-
| sibility on mysell to-night, Under-
stand,” added Miss Barlow, “that
I take you hiome to-night nnd shelter
you, I must have your promises 2

“The new caresr guestion again!
I'm blessed if I know what all this
| means,” gasped the solitary passen-
rer.

| “Eguivocation is entirely useless,"
said Eunice, severcly. “You know per-
fectly well whnt I mean., lhavegiven
| vou n chanee for freedom; for what is
still better, fame ond character, See
to it that this chance does not pass
unimproved.”

“Mad!"” muttered the stranger to
himself; “verymad! Entirely nhope-
less case, | should say. 1 wonder if

In an instant Bunice Barlow was | there really was a telegram, orif that

ont in the deep snow

of the rude |

is merely part of Ler brain disorder?

board platform with the lighted lan- i I wonder if I'd better keep on with

tern in her hand,

The conductor ol

her, nobody knows whither, or cut

the train was not at all surprised to | 80d run for it, snow storm and all?”

gee her there. He knew that

Peter

“You buve basely absconded with

Pettyclove was old and feeble, and o | YOuremployers’ money,” said Eunice,
spiri'lwl voung female telegraph oper- | with the frevzing sternness of idealized
ntor is rather at her full value in the | JUSTICE, “In “llwr_.u'nnla, you are u
Big Pine section. She tried to signal | Pank defaleator.

to him that she wanted to speak to

him, but the blinding snow drove its
ghroud-like sheets between them. He
smiled and nodded to her in that ag-
gravating way that men have when
they are purticularly obtuse, shouted
gome incomprehensible comment on

the weather, helped to loosen the

brakes, and was an eight ofa mile up
the track before Eunice's lantern-
light fell on a single black figure, its
bat pulled over its eyes, its form
closely buttoned up in a fur-trimmed
overcoat.

“Is this the station?”
wellmodulated voice,

eaid o low,
which gave

Miss Barlow the idea thattheunhap-

py gentleman of justice was a gentle-
man born and bred. “Where arethe

porters? Upon my word” (looking
around after a bewildered fashion), |
“I"in afraid they've forgotten to put |
o fire

off my luggage. lsn't there
somewhere herenbouts?”’
Eunice Barlow looked solemnly at

him as she opened the door into  the
bright, cheerfully lighted little sta-
tion. Yes, the telegraphed descrip-
He wassmall
oor fellow, helooked |

tion had been correct.
and dark, and,
as if he was hall frozen to death, But

now arose the perplexing ulu»stiou.
"

how was she to “detain him?

“You are mistaken, sir,”’
in answer to his questions.
are no

she said,
“There
porters here. There is no
botel nearer than the Pine Duarrens,

“0h, come, now; won't you give a
fellow a chanee?”" uttered her com-
panion. “As the school books say,
‘Strike, but hear. I've nobody's
| money but my own, and noue too
| much ofthat, Idon’tknowanything
nbout your banks nor their defal-

Leators. 1've been only two weehs in
yvour country and I think it is
| the spnowiest olimnte going. My

| name is Ernest Tinsallon, and 1 was
to huve bheen met at the station by
Col. Copley of the 400th cavalry.”
Eunice Barlow gave a little shriek
of nmnzement. “'Sir Ernest Tinsal-
lon!" she cried. “The Foglishman
who was coming out here to hunt
] bufialo and follow np the line of the

Pine viver? But you have alighted
|alt the wrong station; you should
have stopped at the Pine Barracks,
seven miles from here.”

“1 heard the conduetor bawl out
something abont pine of one sort or
another,” snid the young Briton, “I
was dead nsleep, and did not stop to
diseriminate, and 1 gerambled off,
So 've mude n mistake, have 1?7 But
all the same, it's awiully good of yon
to offer to conduet e to n place of
christian shelter.”

“And I have made a mistake, too,"
said Eunice with a gasp. “Just be-
lore your train eame in there was n
message—to  DBig Pine station
—i messpge to detain & bank rob-
ber who was said to be gn the

erntor, “the whaole thing is out. Your’

tram. 1 was all alone, but 1 could
have locked him into the ticket of
fice perfectly safe. We westorn girle
are prepared for any emergency”
(with some pride), “But was
sorry for you, you looked so young
and innocent; and 1 determined tc
give you one more chance,’

“Fora new career,” interrupted
the stranger, with ngust ol laughter,
“The key to the puezlel 1see it all
now. “Don’t you know 1 was be
ginning so think you must bea luna-
tic. And how disagreeably near 1
came to being locked up. after all!
and the bank fellow, whoever he is,
geems to have got off scott five.
Really, now, if ever a man had a
genuine pdardian angel, you are the
one,” he added, as Eunice led the
way into a pretty little sitting room,
all aglow wlth red carpet and cur-
tians. where o fire of logs burned on
the open hearth and a cozy meal was
spread on the table,

Sir Ernest Tinsallon slept in the
spare chamber that night, wascalled
by starlight, and breakiast at 6
| o' clock the next morning with the

telegraph operator and her mother,
and afterwards nccompanied her to
{the Big Pine station, plunging
through white mosses of snow drifts
and sliding, schoolboy fashion,
neross the mirror-dike surfuce of frozen
brooks. Mr. Pettyclove was there
with his face tied up in a spotted silk
handkerchief. There were alsosever-
al telograms nwaiting the hand of
the operntor. One was from the
chief police at White Park, stating—
rather late, perhaps—that the bank-
defaulter had at the 11th
hour, and on the very step, 8o to
gpeak, of the train, surrendered him-
self to the local nuthorities. There
was another trom Col. Copley. of the
400th cavalry, inquiring if anything
had been heard at Big Pine station
of the missing English baronet, who
was overdue nt the barracks.

“Only think,” snid Mirs Borlow,
with o little shiver, “if I had locked
you up in the ticket office what
wonld Col. Copley have said?’

“That, under the circumstances,
you had done no more than your
country expected of you,"” returned
Sir Ernest. *“‘But, say, all this
thiug was awfully plucky of you, Miss
Barlow, Idon’t know of an English
girl that would have had thecourage
to ro throueh with it.”

Eunice smiled o little. * Here is
your train, Sir Ernest,”” she said,

“But I haven't thanked yvou bah
rnough.” He stood holding both
her hands, his fresh English face all
ragerness. It is quite unnecessary
to eay any more,’ observed Miss
Barlow, quietly. *“There is the tele-
graph. 1 am wanted at my post of
duty now. Good-bye, Sir Ernest, 1
wish you a very pleasant journey.”

Sir Ernest Tinsallon went on his
way into the blue, glittering cold of
that peerless winter morning, with
the pine trees looking like Druids clad
in ermine robes, and the plains all
gheeted inlevel pearls, and Eunice Bar-
low never snw him more, No, he did
not eome baek to woo and wed her,

ns the hero of an orthodox love
tale should have done. He could
not, being already engaged to

another young wdman in England.
But he sent o superb hamper of game
to Mirs Barlow, in care of the tele-
graph operntor at Big Pine station;
and at many an English dinner table
[atterward he told the story of his
midnight adventure in the wild west,

“The prettiest girl you ever suw,
[ by Jove!” reiterated, in that earnest
way of his, “and the pluckiest! Joan
of Are was nothing to her. 1 dream-
ed of her for a week afterwards, with
her swinging lantern and those great
gray eyves of hers, and the pretty
| little speches about ‘turning over a
new lenfl that she made to me, Yes,
1 did; and I'm not ashamed to own
it, even before Lady Tinsallon here,
Eh Kate?"

Aud the English bride laughed-hu-
moredly, and observed that “*to hear
Sir Ernest talk, the American girls
must be full-fledged heroines.

“SBhe wos; I can vouch for that,”
said SBir Ernest.—Harper’s Bazur,
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Spookes and The Picket.

Forthe past six weeks public inter-
est hns been centered on an old house,
twomiles south of Mount Calm, Tex-
as, which is said to be haunted
About o week ngo, it appears lrom o
dispatehin the 8t. Louis Globe-Dem-

ocrat, n crowd of people went at
night to see his ghostship and met
with quite » Ilnughuable adventure,
| One young man named Bub )., who
| professed po beliel in spookes, went
| nhead of the erowd, and, after elimb-
ing up on the top of the house, sat
| down, expecting the advancing erowd
| to take him for the ghost. He did
not have long to waif. The erowd
camenp and their words sent o thrill
of terror through their bogus ghost,

| for n voice was heard saying:
| “Why, there'stwoof ‘e to-night.”
| Bud looked around, and, sure
enough, theresnt by his side o simon-
| pure ghost. It was dressed in long,
flowing robes, not unlike a shroud
for the dead, and its eves glenmed
like two coals of fire. To say that
the ghost personator was scared
| would beexpressing it mildly, for with
a yell thut would have been sufficient
| to wake the dead Bud sprang off the
house, and, as he alterward ex pressed
it, “hit the ground a-running.”” The
erowd, thoroughly olarmed at the
“ghost's’”’ action, made tracks for
| Mount Calm, while the “ghost’ beg-
ged his iriends to wait for him, but
the faster heran the harder the crowd
ran, and was at Jeast 200 vards
ahead when it reached Mount Calm.
There were twenty-two people in the

erowd.

— | — -
Terre Haute Express: Fimt Tramp — Bill
what would you do ¥ you bad a thousand dol

tars?
Kecoud Tramp-1'd give yous de cold shake,

A Terrible Audience.
Having bad a Jong rest from act-
ing, T returned to Melbourne to play
a ghort engngement with my former
partner at the Haymarket, and then
gailed for Van Dieman’s Land, now
enlled Tasmanin, Thislovely island
badd formerly been a conviet station,
where life sentenced prisoners from
England hnd been sent. There was
at the time 1 speak of, and is now, n

most refined society in Taemania,
though among the lower classes
there was o strong flavor of the con-
vict element. [ acted “The Ticket-
ol-Leave Mun" for the first time in
Hobart Town, and there was much
excitement in the city when the play
wns announced. <At least one hun-
dred ticket of-leave men were in the
pit on the first night of its produe-
tion. Defure thecurtainrose, 1 look-
ed through it at this terrible audi-
ence; the fnces in the pit were nstudy.
Men with low foreheads and small,
peering, ferret-looking eyves, some
with flat noses, and squnre, cruel
jaws, and sinister expressions,—leer-
ing, low, and cunnin®—=nalt wenring n
sullen, dogwed lvok, as though they
would tenr the benches trom the pit
nnd gut the theater of its seenery
if one of their kind was held up to
public scorn upon the stage, This
ghows the power of the dramn, An
nuthor might write an article nbus-
ing them, ornn artist paint a picture
showing up the hideous deformity of
their features—nll this they could
bear pnd even Inugh at: but put one
of their ilk upon the stage in human
furm, surrounded by thesympathetie
story of a play, and they would no
more submit to an ill-usage of him
than they would toa personal at-
tack upon themselves,

The first net of the play progressed
with but little exéitement. There
men seemed to enjoy the humorous
and pathetic gide of the story with
great relish; but when 1 eanme upon
the stage in the second nct, revealing
the emacinted fentures of n returned
convict, with sunken eyes and a
closely shaved head, there wos n
painful stillness in the house, The
whole pitseemned to lean forward nnd
strain theirengereyes upon thescene;
and us Bob Breerly revealed to his

house,” there were little murmurs of
recognition andshakings of the hend,
ng though they fully recognized the
loeal allusions that they so well re-
membered; deep-dawn sighs for
the sufforings that Bob  had
zone through, and little smoth-
sred luughs at some of the old,
well-remembered inconveniences of
prison life; but then, Bob was n hero,

the nobleness of his character and
his innocence of crime, ns though
wich one of these villning recognized
how persecuted he and Bobhad been,

A= the play progressed, their en-
thusinsm incrensed, Whenever DBob
wans hounded by a detective, or ill
treated by the old Jew, they would
howl their indignation at the actors;
and when he came out unscathed at
the end of the play & monument of
perfect innocence, they cheered tothe
very echo. This performance ren-
dered me extremely popular with

Town; and I was often nccosted on
the street by these worthies and told
some touching tale of their early per-
secutions, In fnet they quite looked
on me a8 an old “pal.”™ These conrte-
gies were very flattering, but the
imeconvenience thnt I wons enused hy
being poked in the ribs und winked
nt now and then, as much s to say,
“Allright, old boy, we know,—you've
been there,” rendered my favoritism
among these fellows rather irksome,
—~Joseph Jeflerson, in The Century,
— et + A I —

Couldn't Blow It Out.
One of the young men from Colum-
bia, Mo., here attending the intercol-

leginte oratorical contest, remained
over in the city lust night, says the
Kansas City Times. He stopped at
theCentropolis Hotel, retiring alout
10. Atmidnight the hall-man notxl
a peeuliar odor, ns il from burning
cloth, Tozetherwith the night clerk
and a police officer he made an exam-
inntion, and finnlly loeatsd it in the
rouvim of the young collexinn, After
filve minutes of hammering on the
young fellow's door he was brought
to his feet. He made his appearance
to the searchers in n half-dazed sort
of o way, wanted to know what was
the matter.

As soon as the night clerk entered
the room he saw the enuse of the
trouble. The young man had wrap-
ped o thin towel nround the incande-
seent electrie light globe, und iv had
vecome scorched,

“What on earth,"” exclaimed the
night elerk, “do vou mean by this?"'

“The light hurt my eoves and I
wonted to hide it,”" expluined the
young fellow,

“Why didn't you put it out then,"

“Well,” he said, in an apologetio
fashion, “I Llew and on the thing till
I guve it up.”

D = ——
Forgot His Sweethearts' Name,

Hather a singular thing occurred
at the county clerk’s office a day or
0 ngo. A yvoung lellow eame in and
got a license to marry a young dam-
sel and departed after going through
the necessary preliminaries. He had
been gone anbont an hour or so when
he returned in great haste nnd con-
fusion and said he hod made a mis-
take in the name and was thinking
of another girl ot the time he got the
license, Their first nomes were the
same, but their last names were un-
like as they could be. The nume was
corrected and the oabsent minded
swain departed.—Des Molues Leader,

A Grateful Legisiator,
From the New York Sinr.

It is related of one of the most rug-
ged of the raral Empire State sena-
tors that he was in New York City on
Baturday with his wife, shopping,
He did not like the business, nnd he
stood outside on the sidewnlk while
his spouse leisurely turned over all
ports of wares in one of vthe biggest
drygood stores. As usual she lin
Fumi. and he graw more and more

mpntient and angry, He walked
up and down in front of the store,
and began to swenar to himsell,
Presently o stolwart policeman lnid
hig hand on his shoulder. **See here,
my man,” snid the officer, “you'd
hetter move on, “I've got my eye
on you.

“What for?" asked the Senator.

“Don't bandy any questions,”
said the officer. “You are a suspi-
cious charactor; that'senough.”

“I1?"" eried the senator, in amnze-
ment, “I?7 Why, 1 am senntor—,
of—County, and here are my ere-
dentinls,” and he pulled out o bunch
of lotters and posses with his nnme
on them, “And my wife is in there
shopping, nnd I am waiting for her.”

The officer saw at onece that he

sweethenrt the “secrets of the prison |

and their sympathies were caught by |

some of the old “lags" of Hobart |

[ thought I'd go to pieces, and then |

wns wrong, and was further convine
ed when the senntor's wile vnme out
and addressed him by name,

“l seo that 1 wos mistaken,” soid
[ the wofticer, in apology, “and I hope
| you will exense me, 1 did not know
{you, or ol course I would not have
applied snch an epithet to you."”

“Yon think I am not a suspicious
charnctor?”

“Certninly not."

“I'm glad of it,"” gaid the sendfor,
with a burst of gratitude. *“*That's
the first tribute to my honesty that
I've got since I entered the Legislas
ture, 8ix y2ars ago."”
— w— -

The Doctor and the Beauty.

A fashionable doetor having u house
on Fifth avenue, New York, prides
himself, snysa Boston Heralil corre=-
| pondent, upon the favor with which

1@ is regnrded by women, In this
| regpect he is decidedly nnadmirable,
[ but his skill aa n physician enables
[him to rank high in his pro‘ession

despite his copceit. The other day
he reecived nsummons to call onn
young womnn fumed for her beanty,
She was a new patient for him, and,
' ns e arranged his eravat with extra
' rnvrlsiun heforeentering his carringe,

1@ [ancied himself on the brink of an
unusual conquest. Reaching  the
house, he was shown into the recep-
tion room, where, n moment Inter,
{he was joined by the bheautiful girl
(whom he had been enlled to attend,

“Ah!" exelnimed he, riginz to greet
her, “you nre not, then, ill enough to
be in bed.”

“Oh! I om notill at all,” eried the
Eirl,

“Rome other member of the family?"”
| asked the doctor, rather disappoint-
e,

“Wull," said the young girl, “we
leall him one of the family. You see,
| it is my little fox tervier, ‘Dixje.” He
| hasu bonein his throat, and | thought
you might e abie to remove it,”

With freezing dignity the doctor
| got out of the house ns quickly os he
conld.

“Hehad expressed a desire to meet
me,”" said the beanty, speaking of the
matter aflterward to o friend, “and
he did so in o very insulting way., I
fwas tald of it, and I decided to give
| him an apportunity to form iy ac-

quaintance,”

- | —) - - —
'How the Typewriter was In-
venied.

In connection with a friend, Sam-
uel W, Soule, n printer and inventor,
(. L. Sholes was engaged in Milwau-
kee duoring the winter of 158066 and
1867 in develoging a machine for
printing the numbers of pages on

| the leaves of blank books, niter the
| buoks were bound, and for printing
the serinl numbers on bank notes,
[ Coarlos Glidden, a friend of Sholes
| with an inventive faney, took grent
interest in the poging machine and
asked  why a ximilar  eontrivance
could not be maile that would write
letters nngd words instead of figures
ard numbers, The three men work-
ed togetherupon this iden, but Sholes-
evolved the main part of the ma-
chine. He soggested pivoted types
get in a circle. The principal con-
tribution of Mr. Glidden was his sug-
 gestion that such n machine ought

to be made. In September, 1867, a
[mnchine  was finished and letters

written with it. The invention was

far from being a perlect writing ma-
chine, lmt one of the letters, sent to
James Dinsmore, of Memadville, Pa.,
s0 interested him that he ofiered to
pay all the expenses up to date for a
one-loarth interest, His offer was
accepted. Soule and Glidden subse-
quently dropped out, leaving Skoles
fand  Dinsmore sole proprietors.—
| Kansas City Star.
= - —— -~ — e

Economy of Heat and Fuel,

From the New York Commercinl

Adrertiver.
tecognizing the fact that searcely
more than 15 per cent. of the theo-
retical power ol coal used under or-
dinary boilers is recoyered in the
steam engine, and that quite 85 goes
to waste in the shape of smoke and
gas and esenping heat, . big manu-
| ipeturing firm are training their firo-
| mnan to use fuel in the most advan-
tageous way, spreading a thin layer
when it i needed, and avoiding chok-
Ling and smothering, by which fires
*are cooled rather than intensified,
and fuel grievously wasted, The
firtn huve arranged to reward the
| man who saves the most fuel, and
| supply the place of those who shovel
| recklessly,

Hare, the Hihwayman,
Hare woas the Dick Turpin of bis
dany and an nssocinte of Murrell and
Mason, the Mississippi bandite, The
principal interest attached to his en.
reer was his connection with thenlleg-
ed plot to kidnap President Madison

and deliver him over to Admiral
Cockburn, the commander of the
British fleet. When in August, 1814,

the British, under Gen. Ross, entered
Washington and burned the eapitol
and most of the public buildi it
wns evident that they must have
been guided by men who knew the
country well,

Hare was a soldier in the Amerienn
army, and hnd Deen relensed from
jail to enlist in the serviee. In the
snme company was an Irishman
named Farren, who wes n British
deserter. He sounded Illnu ns fo
the possibility of seizing the r!lkkll
nndp!ul.-hu: him down the Potomne
to the Euglish fleet.

Two other men were to be secured
and the project earried out, Farren
wanted money, and to get it under-
took to rob a man on the road near
Washington, bnt his intended vietim
wans a powerlul, resolnte fellow, and
shot Farren, who died the following
dny. Helnd alwnys claimed to lare
that he hoad been oftered n thousand
pounds for securing the presidemt,

and  that Gen. Ross was in the
sehome.

Hearing of Farren's mishap, Hare
got apprehensive that the Ivishman

ind betrayed him, so hestole his
captain's horse and escaped to Balti-
more.  After nreckless enreer in com-
pany with his young brother Louis
and a well known criminal nansed
Alexander, he stopped the mail ot
Havre de Graee anag ot $13.700 in
gpecie and notes. The entinognﬂy
were captured in Hunt's clothing
store in Daltimore the next day.
Alexander and Hare were hanged,
nnd the brother wis griven a ten year
sentence.—Philndelphin Times.

Guarded by Their Subjects,

One often sees on the streets of
Athens o plessant looking eouple
walking nrl;:"a in arm. They are not
past middle age, and have the air of
people whose debts are paid, whose
congciences nre clenr nand whose di-
gestions nre alwoays good. They sre
dreseed in ordinary citizen’sgarb. In-
sidethe collnr of his coat is the trade
mark ofa fnmous London tailor, and
the bill for her quiet but stylish walk-
ing gown benrs the imprint of o Paris
dressmnker,

They nlwnysseem to be sightsreing,
gazing into shop windows, looking
into new buildings, observing the
throngs of passers by, or, when all
elsefnils, ndmiring the blue skies and
bright sunshine of the City of the Vi-
olet Crown. No in glitters om
their bosoms, noliveried guard attend
them. Theymnketheir wny throwsh
the crowd. jostling and heing jostied
with wntailing good humor. Some-
times they may be seen standing om
thecurbor on some house step, wait-
ing to see a procession pass by or
watching an illumination or other
publiec vageant.

Arnin, the gentlernon may be seon
riding on horsebnek nlone or attendsd
by a comrade, but in civilinn dress;
ortheludy may bageen on the proimne-
nade, escorting or being escorted by
n hinge Danish dog. But one notices
thata great many people and all the
officers and soldiers salvte them with
precise courtesy, and from this cir-
eumstance the conclusion is at inst
renched that they must be people of
considerable importance. Theyare,
in fact, the king and queen of Greeve.
~{Chicago Herald.

Not a Biped.

The burning of the Whittier schoo)
building, at Fortress Monroe, asbort
time since, recalls to mind an amus~
ing ipcident which occurred there
about the close of the war, sayvs tire

New York Tribune. At that time
there was a mania among colored
people tor eduention, and the school
was made up of all sexes nnd ages.
At the end of n venr an exhibition
wns given to show what : uad
been made, to which A pumber of
prominent people were invited. The
tencher said that il any person inthe
audience wighed to nsk the students
any questions they could doso. A
strapping big fellow who wore ouly
u shirt, trousers, and a pairof govern-
ment shoes, wns called on to read.
He got along very well antil heé rench-
ed the word “biped.” Here a genthe-
man in the nudience interrupted, when
the following dinlogue oceurron:

“My man, whnat is the meaning of
the word biped?”

“A hiped is & beast.””

“Why is n beast n biped?™”

“Iecnuse it has four feet.™

“Are vou o biped?

“No, sir."”

“Whyt"

“Becausa I husn't got four feet.™

“What are you then?"

“I'se i cuped.”

The shout of langhter which greet-
s this almost broke up the exhibi-
tion.

S — O —
An Irreverent Subject.

That wus o queer experience which
Queen Victoria underwent recently
as she was being driven from the
railway station to Windsor castle.
Au elderly female broke through the
poliee cordon and rushed alter the
royal enrringe shrieking oot that
she “must speak to the old woman.™
The unfortunute stranger was ar-
rested and locked up on a charge ol
intoxieation, vut her majesty's nerves
received o shock frum which they did
not récover lor at least twenty-foar
hours,
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