ANGELA.

A Story For All Lovers and 'mtend
g Lovers to Read.
L W. S SILBELT.

1 am a poor, paralyzed fellow, ‘whi,
for many years past has becnconfined
to w bed or asofa. For the lastsix
years I have occupled a small room,
looking ‘on %o one ol the narrow side
onnals ot venice, having no onewbout
me but adeal old woman who makes
my bed and attends to my food, and
here I eke out a poor inceme df about
£30 poumds a year by making water-
color deawings of flowers wnd frait
‘(they awe the cheapest models in Ven-
jce) ard these I semd ve & [riend in
London, who sells them to a dealer
for small sums. But, enthe whols, I
am happy and content.

It'is necessary that 1 should de-
scribe the position @f my room rather
minutely. Its only window is about
five feet above the waterof the canal,
antl above 1t the honse projects some
six fect and overhanps the water, the
projecting portion being supported by
stout piles drivem'into the bed of the
canal. This arrengement has the dis-
advantage (among others) of 2o limit-
ing my upward view'that I am unable
to see more than about ten feet of the
height of the house hinmediately op-
posite to me, althouch by reaching as
far out of the window as my infirmity
will permit 1 can=ee for aconsiderable
distance up and-tlown thecanal,whick
does not exceed fitteen feet in width,
But, although Dean «ee but little of
tie material rouse opposite I can ses
its reflection upside down in the canal
and I contriveto take a good deal of
inverted interest in guch of its inhabi-
tants as show themselves from time
to time (alwaysiupside down) on its
baleenies and at its windows,

When first 1 occupied my room,
about gix years ago, my attention
was directed vo the reflection of a lit
tle girl of thirteen.orso (as nearly as
1 could judge). who passed every day
on a bn.'!t'm\y just above the upwmd
range of my limited field of view. She
had a glass of llowers and a crucifix
on a little table by her side, and as
she sat there in [line weather from
early morninguntil dark, working as.
sidnously all the time, 1 concluded
that she earned her living by neddle
work., She wasi certuinly an indos-
trious livtle girl, and as far ax 1 could
judge by her u{mule down reflection,
neat in her dress and pretry. She
had an old mother. an invalid, who
on warm days would sit on the bal.
cony with her, and it interested me to
gee the little maid wrap the old lady
in shawls and bring pillows for her
chair and a swol for her feet, and
every now and again lay down her
work and kiss and fondle the old lady

for half a minnte, and then take up
her work again.
Time went by, and ae the little

maid grew up herreflectiongrew down,
and at last she was quite a little
woman of, | suppose, sixteen or sev-
enteen. lean only work for a conple
of hours or g0 in the brightest part of
the day, so [ lind plenty of time on
my hands in which to watch ber move-
ments, and safficient imagination to
weave & little romance about her, and
to endow her with a beauty which, to
A pgreat extent, 1 had to take for
granted. 1 spw—or fancied that |
could see—that she began to take an
mterest in my reflection (which, ol
course, she could =ee asl coull see
hers): and one day, when it appeared
to me that shie was looking right at it
—that is to say. when her reflection
appeared to be looking right at me—I
tried the desperate experiment of nod-
ding to ber, and to my intense delizht
her reflection nodded in reply.,  Awd

g0 our two reflectiors became known | bride to sce

to one anothey.

It did not take me very long to fill ]
in love with her, but a long time pass. ]

#mid then I knew that the poor cluid’s
mother wns dead, and as faras |
knew ehe was slone m the world. The

| Rowers came vo  meve lor many days

por did ehe show any sim ol recoa.
nition, but kept her eyes on her work,
except when she placed her handker-
chiiel to them. Awnd opposite to her
was the old lady s chair, and 1 could
see that from time to time she would
lay down her work and gazeat it, and
then a flood of tears would come to
her relief. But at last one day she
roused herself vo nod to me, and then
her flower came. Day after day my
flower went borth to join it, and with
varying fortunes the two flowers sadl-
ed away as®f yore,

But the «darkest day of all vo me
was when a good-looking young gon-
delien, standing right end wppermost
in his pondola (for I conld see him in
the Besh) worked his craft alongside
the honse and stood talking to her as
she =at-on'the balcony. Theyascemed
to speak as old friends—indeed, as
well as I.could make out, he held her
by the hand daring the whole of their
interview, winch lasted quite half an
hour. Eventually he pushed off, and
Jeft my henart heavy within me. But |
soon took heart of grace, for ns xoon
as he was out of sght the little
maid threw two llowers growing on the
same stem—nan allegory of  which
Teould make nothing, unti' ¢t broke
apon me that ghe mesut 'to comvey
to me that he and she wera brother
and sister, and that 1 had no cause
to be sud, And therenpon 1 nodded
to her cheerily, and she nodded to me
and laughed alond, and I laughed in
veturn, and all went on again as be-
fare.

Then came a dark and dreary time,
for it had become necessary that 1
should underzo treatment that con-
fined me abuolutely to wry bed for
many days, and 1 worried aml fretted
to think that the little maid and |
could see ench other no longer, nnd
worse still, that she would think that
I had gone away without even having
hinted to her that I was going. And
1 lay awnke at nichit wondering how {
could let her know the truth,and fifty
plans flitted through my bram, all
:l.p\rwlrilm to bhe feasible enough at
night, bnt abselutely wild and im-
practicable in the morning. Oneduy—
and it was o bright day indeed for me
—the oldwoman who tended me told
me that a geondolier had inguired
whether the Enalish siznor had gone
away or had died;and so livarned that
the little maid had been anxious nbout
me, and that shehad sent her brother
to inguire, and the brother had no
doubt taken to hier the reasonolmy
protracted absence from the window.

From that day, and ever after, dur-
ing my three weeks of bedkeeping, a

flower was found every morning on the
edge of my wmdow, which was within
ensy reach of any one in a boat; and
when at last a day came when | could
Le meved I took my aceustomed place
on the rola at the window, and the
little maid saw me and stood on her
kead, €0 to speak, and that was us
eloguent as any right end np delight
could possibly be. So the hirst time

the gondolier passed by my win-
dow 1 Dbeckoned to him, and
he pushed up alongside and told

me, with many bricht smtles, that he
wis glad indeed to see me well again.
Then 1 thanked him and hiz sister for
their kind thonghts about ma during
my retreat, and [ then learned from
him that het nivme was x‘ﬂﬂ(‘iﬂ. ﬂnli
thut she was the best and purest
maiden 10 all Venice, and that any-
one wight think himself happy indeed
who could call her sister, but that he
wias happier even than her brother,
for lie wns to be married to her, and,
Indeed, they were to be marvied the
next day.

Thereipon my heart seemed to
swell to bursting, and the blood rash-
ed through my veins so that [ could
bear it and nothing else for a while. ]
managed at last to stammer forth
sone words of awkward congratula.
tion, and be left me singing merrily,
alter asking permission to bring his

mie on the morrow ns
| they returned from chuarch.
“For,”” said he, “my Angela has

known you for very long—ever since

ed before 1 could make np my mind to | she was a child, and she has often

do more than noed to her avery morn-
ing, when the «old woman moved me
from my bed to the sofa at the win-
dow, and aeain in the evening,
when thae  little maid left the
balcony for that day.
ever, when I saw herreflection looking

at mine I nodded to her and threw a |

flower into the canal. Bhe nodded
severnl times i return, and 1 saw her
draw her mother's attention to the
accident. Then every morning |
threw a llower into the water for
“sood moruing,” sud another in the
evening for “good night,” and I soon
discoversd that I had

ghe threw a tlower to join mine, and
ghe laughed and clapped her hands as
the two flowers joined forces and
floated away together. And then
every morning and every evening she
threw her flower when I threw mine,
and when the two flowers met she
clapped her hands, and so did I; but
when they were scparated. as they
sometimes were, owing to one of them
having met an obstruction which did
not eateh the other, ghe threw up her
hands in a pretty aflectation of des.
ruir.u'hif'll I tried to imitatein an Enz
ish and unsaccessinul fashion. And
when they were rudely vun down by a
assing gondolsa (which l:usqmm-l 1not
infrequently ) she pretended to cry and
1did the same. Then, inpretty panto-
wine, she would point downward to
the sky, to tell me that it was destiny
that caused theshipwreck of our flow-

ers, and I, in pantomime not half so |
pretiy, would try to convey to her

that destiny would
time, and that perbaps to-morrow
our flowers would be more fortunate
and so the innocent courtship went
on. One day she showed me her cruci-
fix and kigsadit, and thereupon I ,took
a little silver crucifix which alwayvs
stood by me and kissed that, and so
she knew that we were one in religion.

One day my little maid did not ap-
»ear on her balcony, and for several
5&3‘& Isaw nothing of her, and al
though I threw my flowers as usual,
no Howers came Lo keef it company.
However, alter a time she reappeared
dressed in black and crying often,

be kinder next

not thrown |
them altogether in vain for one day |

One day, how- | she wished

| thaty had stood by my bed or my ta-

spoken to ine of the poor Englishman
who was a pood Catholie, and who
lay all day long for years and years
on a sofa at a window, nnd she has
gaid over and over azain how dearly
that she could speak to
him and comfort him; and one day,
when you threw a flower into the
canal, she asked me whether she
might throw another. and I told her
yves, for he would understand that it
meant svmpathy with one who was
sorely alllicted,”

And so I learned that it was pity,
and not love, except, indeed. such
love as is akin to pity, that prompted
her to interest hersell in my wellare,
and there was an end of it all,

For the two fluwers that [ thongit
were on one stem were two flowers
tied together (bat 1 could not tell
that), and they were meant to indi-
cate that she and the gondolier were
afanced lovers, and my expressed
pleasure ar this symbol delighted her,
for she took it to mean that |
reloiced in her happiness, And the
next day the gondolier came with a
tiain of other zondoliers. all decked
in their holiday garb, and in s gon-
dola <at Avgeln, happy and blushing
at ber happiness. Then he and she
sntered the house in which 1 dwelt
wnd crme into my room (and it was
sty wize indeed. afier so many years of
mversion, to see her with her bead

above her feet and then she wished me |

happiness and speedy restoration teo
good health (which could never be);
and 1, in broken words and with tears
in my eyes, gave her the httle crucifix

ble for 80 many vears. Aopd Angela
took it reverently and crossed hersulf
rvd kissed it, and so departed with
her delighted husband.

As | heard the song of the pondoliers
as they went their way—the song dy-
ing away in the distance as the
shadows of the sundown closed around
me—1 felt that they were sinzing the
reaviems of the only love that had
ever entered my heart,

L —  ——

Mre. Oliver Wendell Holimes, wile of the
poet, died in Boston in the sizty-ninth |
year of her aze,

A DMizister's Exporiemce with
Choire.

Taart a “servico ™ Does tho exer-
ciseof it in divine worship partake of
the wmpirit of the inspired counsel,
““Whosoever will be vhief among yon

1et him be yourservant ™  This thrust-
ing forward of & personality of display
doesg not look like it. Once our alto
asked me, ns I was entering the pulpit,
whether I had any objections to chang-
ing the closing hymn, for she was ex-
pecting some friends that evening, and
they coald not eome till late, and she
wanted to sing a sole.  And once, atn
week-day funeral, onr tenor crowded
me even to my embarrassment with a
request that he might be permitted to
precede the arrival of the train of
mourpers with & voeal piece in the
gallery, far he had just heard that two
members  of the Music Commit-
tee of another congregation
would be present, aud he wished them
to hear him, as he desired to seonre the
place of conductor there.

“Art's a service mark!” But does it
take the place of the rest of the service
alko ?

Thix entire diseussion turns at once
npon the answer to the gnestion wheth-
or the choir, the organ, the tune book,
and the blowar are for the sake of help-
ing God's people worship Him, or
whether the public assomblies of Chris-
tinns ave for the suke of an nrtistic ro-
galement of listeners,the personal exhi-
bition of musicians, or the advertise-
ment of professional soloists who are
competing for n salary.

In onr travels some of us have seen
the old organ in a remoto village of
Giermany on the cass of which are
earved, in the ruggedness of Tentonie
characters, three mottoes: if they conld
be renderad from their terse poetry into
English they wonld do valiant service
in onr time for all the singers and play-
ers together. Across the top of the
kev-bonard is this:  “Thon prayest hero
not for thyself, thon prayest for the con-
gregation ; ko the playing should elevate
the heart, should be simple, earnest and
rllra." Across above the right

und row of stops is
this: “The organ tone must ever be
ndapted to the subject of the song; it is
for thee, therefore, to read the hymn
entirely through o as to eateh the true
spirit.” Across above the left hand stops
is this; “*In order that thy playing shall
not bring the singing into confusion, it
becoming that thon listen sometimes,
und as thon henrest thou wilt be likelior
to play as God's peoplesing.”—Rev. Dr.
Charles 8. Robinson in the Century.

| — W — -
Hygiene of the Aged.
Dr. L0 Wateon, in Popular Beionce Month.
Iy

To those who have arrived at anad-
vanced age without any form of indi-
gestion 1 would sugeest a cup of coflee
and n piece of dry toast before rising
in the morning. The reason why this
should be ser-ed while one is yet in
bl ig that very old people, even when
perfectly well, are often subject to a
slight faintness and nervous tremor
before riding, and the exertion neces-
fary to dress often leaves them too
faint to eat. It takes but a few mo-
ments to prepare it, and, as old peo-
e like to rise early, it i usually an
!mnr or two before the family are pre-
wred for the miorning meal. A hght
Iun:-hwm at noon. and dinner not lnter
than 5 or 6 o'clock, If the dinner is
taken at noon, and supper at 8o'clock,
it will be found to suit the habits of
the aged better in one way, as old peo-
ple love to retire early. In most
countries, among civilized nations, the
practice of crowding thrée meals into
the twelve hours or more of dayvlight
has grown to be such a habit that it
seeims a heresy to suggest cating when
hungry, day or night; nevertheless, I
woull suggest to the healthy and not
ton aged person to forget the “bug-
hear' of “not eating before retiving,”
which compels many n person—otLer-
wise digposed—to pass ten or twelve
hours with the stomach in a collapsed
condition,whileduring the other twelve
it is constantly distended with food.,
I would say to the aged, eat sparingly
and eat frequently.  Let your food Le
Halit and eaxsily digestible, but eat when
Lungry, whether it be 12 o'clock at
noon or 12 o'clock at might. Aged
people are light sleepers, and often
wiake up during the night with an in-
tense oraving for food, and a good
plan is to have a cap of bonillon and n
criacier on a stind near the bed, The
broth can be readily heated by an
alecahol lamp in five minutes. This
stmple habit will often procure iours
of nninterrupted slumber, which would
otherwise be passed in restless longing
for daylight and breckfast,

————— N A —

The Cood That Results From
Much Rubbing at the Bath,

From a Writer in Dresa.

Tepid water is preferable for every
ceason of the year. Milk baths have
been in favor lrom time immemorial
with ladies and nothing is better than
a daily hot bath of milk. Mme,
Tallien was among the historical
women who bathed in milk, to which
she added crushed strawberries to
give it an agreeable perfume. 1 have
also heard of an old lady ol eighty
who retained a girlish complexion iike
cream and roses by always washing
in the juice of crushed strawherrivs
and pothing else. But we can, for-
tunately, keep our aking healthy and
fnic without resorting Lo these extreme
measares. For the fuil-lenzth bath,
& Lag of bran will =often the water
and make the skin deliciously smooth
and fair; buv let me here remark that
no bath is perlect in its results with-
out the long and brisk friction of
hands or a conrse towel afterward,
Friction not only stimulates circnln-
tion, but it makes the Hesh tirm and
polished, like Parian marble, It s
sometimed nstonishing to see the
change made in an ugly vkin by frie
tion, and any lady who wishes to
possess & healthiul, beautiful body,
firm to the touch and fair to the eye,
with the elasticity of youth well pro-
longed into age, must give willingly of
ber strength to the daiir iask of rub-

l bing the body thorough

_ROLLY BRICK’S FRIENDS,

Margaret Eytinge in Good Cheor for March,
There sat the little dog vet, and that
was the fourth time Phenis had passed
that way since morning—twice going to
and twice coming from echool. Lunch
time she had bronght s small bit of
bread and a mouthinl of meat from home
(her folks were poor and could not spare
more), and coaxing him, with out-
strotohed hand and kind words, to come
down the long flight of steps to where
she stood on the sidewnlk, she had fed
them to him, but he had swallowed
them in great haste, and, with a grate-
ful wave of his curly tail anda thankfal
look in hia brown eves, had hurried
back agnin, It was adreary place-—~the
building to which those steps belonged,

#0 dreary that it seemed strange
that even a dog  would echooss
to linger thers, A great,

groy  buoilding, dark and faneréal in
every stone of its Egyptian architecture;
with massive doors  and iron-barred
windows, it enst o gloom all abont it,
and one looking up at its strong walls
conld not bunt think with a heart nche
of the many poor wrelehes who had
been and etill were imprisonad within
them. Phenie lived about a block away
in a little, oll, tamble-down wooden
house, ina dirty, cvowded strect.  Hor
fathor was a Tongahoretaun, and worked
haxd, enriy and late, to carn enongh to
support his family in the humblost way,
and her mother, a cheerful, kind-lheart-
od woman, had ns much ns she eonld do
to look aftor her five childron, all girls,
of whom FPhenie, 11 years old was the
eldest.

Well, Phienio’s to and from school lad
past the Tombs, that deeadinl place
where eriminals are kept in cells so
that they may dono horm to their fel-
low-creatnres; and one morning—it was
amorning in early Hnlnlnmimr —ns she
passed it she saw, ns 1 have already told
you, & little dogsitting at the top of the
ong Lroad steps.  He was not a pretty
dog, not at alla rrully dog. In faot he
was rather an ngly dog. He was cov-
ered with shagey, rellovish-brown hair,
half of oneof his ears ied beon torn off,
vory likely in a stroet fight, and he had
the most comieal S-shinped tail that ever
curled over andog's back. Phenie glanced
at him kindly as she wert by, for she
was very fond of animals, but did not
give him another thought nntil when,
on her way to Iungl, she spied him still
gitting in thesame place, Then, think-
ing ho might be hnngre, she won his
dog-heart by bringing him, on her way
back something to eat. School out, he
was there yet.  And there he remained
for four days, receiving gratefully cach
noon what the clild conld sparve from
her own not too plentiful meal, And
Saturday coming, hor morning work
over, she could not rest until she had
run to the foot of the steps and looked
up to see if ho was still there, Yen,
there he was, waving his flag at sight
of hol'»

“1 wonder who he helongs to,—T1 won-
derwhy Le don't go away 7" she said to
Lersolf as she had said many times bes
fore, “I wish I could find ont." Anc
gecing o policeman whom she had long
known by sightstopping to pat the dog
us he aame down the staps she took conr-
ngo and asked him when he had reached
hier side, “Do yon know that Little dog 2

“T made his sequaintance a fow days
ago,” nnswered the policeman,

“Will vou please, if you've got
tell me why he stays heret”

“His mater's inside,” said the police-
man who was o jolly, good-natnred fel-
low, and looked ns though he'l rather
e beaten himself tham beat anybody else
with the heavy club he carried,

Y“His master,” repentad Phenie.

“Yes, his master, Rolly Brick, aboy a
little Ligger thian you, He'stole & ban-
ana off o fruit-woman’s stand and they
chased him, the poor voung scamp, as
if he'd stole o dinmond.  And that dog
np there run with him, both of 'em go-
ing a8 hord as they could pelt. And
when ho was canghit that dog tried to
fight for hkim, Dut it wasn't any nse,
the fruit-woman was determined to send
him up, said twasn't the first thing, by
n jugful, he'd stole from her. And so
they took him in, and that dog's set
there ever since. ‘Speet they'll kick
Lim into the street soon's Rolly's sent
sway.,”

“Oh! will he be sent away?” scid
Phenie. “When #*

“In an hour or two T reckon.’

“But suppose the banonn woman
don't come to make complaint against
Liim #"

“Don't half think she will,” said tha
policeman, “She’s over her mad hy
this time. DBut he'll go all the same,
‘canse he's a vagrant,”

A vagrant ¥"

“Yes, a vagrant ain't got any friends
or any home."

Back went Phenie to the little ola,
tumble-down wonden honse to haven
long earnest talk with her wother, and
to make hersclf ns neat as possible, and
before an hour had passed she made
one of o throng that filled the conrt
room where anumber of law hroake:
were to be sentenced that morning. But
she was not o moment too soon.  Thoe
case Lisd been called earlior than the
policeman  had thought it would be,
and in the prisoner's dock stood a boy
with a bright, dirty face, and in clothes
80 battered and torn that he looked hike
sn animsted rag-bag,

“No friends,” the judge wus just say-
ing, as Phienie, with o great luap in her
throat, and her heart beating an though
it would fly out of her breast, walked
bravely up the court-roou and stood be-
fore haun,

“Please, Mr. Judge, he has friends,
two friends,” she said.

The judge looked over Lis spectacles
at ber. “Where are they ?" he asked.

*Ono is settin’ out on tie front stoop,*
she answered. “He's a little dog, an'
he's beon a-settin’ there ever sinee his
mastor was took up. He wan  there all
throngh that nwlull rain  yesterday an'
that dreadful thunder storm day before,
An', My, Judge,” she went on, getting
braver and braver as she apoke, “Raolly
Birick can't be snch a very bad boy i
such a good little dog loves him so much,
An' the other friend’s me."

“How long have vou known Rally
Brick  asked the g,

“Nover saw him before now,"” said the
child, “but the dog sn’ me is friends,
An'oh! Mr. Judge, if vou'll let Rolly

time,

off, I'm sure, and #0's my mother, that
my fatherll find him something to de.
nya're all girls at onr house, 8o ‘we oan't
none of us go to the docks with father,
but he's & boy, and he conld,™

*“What do you say, Rolly 1" safd the
l:)d . “Will you promise to be a good

y il I 154 yon go with this kind friend
of vours?”

Rolly looked shyly at Phenio and
then blurted out: “‘I never hooked
nothin’ nt things to eat an' I wont hook

them any more if I kin got 'em by work-
in'fur "em. Nobody never wanted me
to work reg'lar 'eanse 1 hadn't no decent

WOMI in the other friend,” said his
honor. And Phenie, eatching the old
onp the boy tossed to her, ran out of the
room with it, and in a moment more the
dog bounded in, flew to his master in a
transport of joy, and covered his face
and hands with dog kissos,

“Good-liy,” said the judge, and plac-
ing something in Phenie’s hand he add-
ed, “Hore's o few dollars some kind gen«
tlemen have given yon. You must buy
Rolly aome clothes with them. And
;mw. Rolly, mind you turn over s new

enf”

“Yos, sir,” anid Rolly, and awny be
went, followed by many good wishes,
with his two friends,

But truth compels me to state that as
the trip passed an ealing saloon near
by, Rolly being sorely tompted by the
nice things displayed in the window,
said, "Nav, gal, ‘ut,s goin here, yonn
me an, Ole Sojer (that wns the nama o
the dog), an' git a bully dinner, to help
me turn over that new leaf.™

But. Phenie firmly refosed, "That
wonldn't be right,” she said.  “That' d
be turnin, the wrong way., My mother” 1]
give yon some dinner, an' this monoy
1 goin' to got yon a pew anit,” Aud
Rolly snbmitting in silencs, they soon
reached the little, old tomble-down
wooden house in  the dirty, crowded
stroct,

But that little, old, tomble-down,
wooden homwse proved to be o good home
for the vagrint boy—a home whers Lie
found love and kindness, and where he
was tunght that the poorest life may be
brightened and Llessed by industry and
honesty,  And before long he was earn-
ing #2 or 83 0 week, and helping hie
adopted mother—for he was a wonder-
fully handy young chap—with the hard-
ot of her work beside,

“Sister Phonie,” hoe said, “must keep
on at school, so's she kin teach me nights
ne' 1‘“ a reg'lar teachor when sho grows
up.

As for Ole Sojer, you may be sure he
becnme the pet of the whole family, and
the buteher aronnd the sorner took soch
o faney to him that ho saved him every
day the very nicest and meatiest bones
that ever butcher gave o dog.

- ———————

New York Givls Aping English
Manners,

From a Letterin the fan Franclsco Argo-
niLut,

I was very much amused by the
antics of a would-be English girl and
unquestionably British bull teyrier on
Fith Avenue recently. Blie came out

of the fronk door of her house with a
vod deal of a swing—tall, slin, well
lf‘m'lnwi and composed. Her costume
was of black and white materinl—I
have o dim sort of a surpicion that it
was either silk or sntin—and she wore
small, square-toed boots, ajaunty hat,
gloves of & tan . ~slor and & wther
refined “horsey' look in general. She
carvied a riding whip in one hand and
clutched o silver chain in the other.
T'o the other end of the chain was re-
lnetantly attached a black-murzled
and supercinous bnll-pup, with a bhad
eye.  His fore-legs were bowed, histail
amd enrs stuck aloft, hie chest was
broad and he had almost no noso
at all,  His under jaw was held
forward  and  his  mounth  had
the peculiarly insolent look of a
lm]'n of thorough-bred blood, The girl
vl anindesceribable gtarched appear-
ance, was extremely straight and  her
manner was haughty. She descended
the steps with an admirableefflcctation
of carelessness, considering that at
least a score of men wore staring at
her, and turned up Fifth Avenue. At
all events the manauvre was not asuc-
veas,  The dog suddenly shot around
in another direction and wound the
tall givl up in his  chain. Ehe strock
him sharply with her whip and he
growled; then shelit him again and the
brute started to jump at her, when a
man, who was passing, shouted at him
sharply, The girl went at him plucki-
ly agnin, whipped himinto perfunctory
obedience, said, “Tamgreatly obliged™
to the man who hmr attempted to
resone her and started up the avenue.
Even dnring the exeiterient her nceent
was irreproachably English and she
wias altogether as full-Llown and com-
plete a specimen of an  Anglo-maniae
as I have ever seen. The girls here
have a peenliarly English walk, or one
that passes for l‘:'.nglisl; now, and this
{mr! icular beauty practiced it to per
ection.

T— ) —
Cholera.

Cholera has made periodical twelve-
Year vwits to onr conutry:  The last
epidemie was in 1873, Thus we have
something to fear for next year f not
for this, The Ihiladelphis Medical
Newn says of its appearance in 1878:
“Cholern visited the United States bo-
fore it appeared in Paris, Then there
were wany sonrees of infection—it was
first Lronght to New Orlesns by a Bre-
wen bargue, and developed in the case
of p man emploved in unloading her
eargo (o native of Pensacola who went
to New Orleans for employment),  DBut
the larger nomber of cases were import-
ed directly throngh New York City on
non-infected vesacls, bt the disspse wos
not developed until the peracnal effects
of the victims had been uppacked ut
theiv destination. This was shown in
the three distinet outbreaks st widely
remote partsof the Unitad States, where
the effects of ewdgrants from Holland,
Sweden nod IRussin wore supacked —ot
Carthage, 0., Crow River, Miun,, aud
Yauktou, Duk., where, withiu thirty-
#ix honrs thereafter, the flrst cases of
the disease appeared.”

—— o A—

White's right to s sent in congress s nl-
firmed, lorty-seven Demoerate voling wilh
the Republicans,

-“n‘

As a ForeignerSees Us,
"You Americans,” said Georgs Q.
Taylor, a forsigner, to a group of New
Yorkers, “are the most conteadictory
set of mortals on the globe. Youalave
all day and spend all night, You sub-
tuit to all worts of imposture and ex-
tortion, yet you are terrible fighters
when aroused, Little things do not
seem to fret you as theydo foreigners.
You are cheerlul and courageons in
the lace of hopeless disaster, yet never
seem unduly elnted il you make amill-
lon or two. Now, why should such
& people choose to wear the darkest

aud most gloomy looking clothing?””

bystander ven'ured remark
that he @lan't see anything particuo-
Intly sambre abont the average
Ame! lvgn arire,

“Yuu don't? Have you ever been
up i the Western Unlon tower? Waell,
you ought to go up there. I made
the weeent the other day, dificult as
itig, IThe view (s entrancing. But
whet I looked down into Broadway
it madé me wbiver. The hurrying
crowidv on the sidewalks looked like
two  unending funeral processions
moving in oprouito direotions, Black,
Lieck everywhere, Al the red haired

in must have been up town, lor
ihen wasn't & white horse to be seen.

'he unlf rellof to the eye was an oc-
vasional Bromdway surfacs car. It
wou the most gloomy spectacle 1 ever
looked down upon, yet 1 knew that
beneath the dark exterior there were
warm hearte, aotive bralnsand hands
equally ready to fight or work,"

“Well, what would you have us do?
Dress in bright colors during the
winter?’ was asked,

“Not at all, Uso common, rense
that is all. Europeans generally do
not ses the necessity for dark colors
in winter. Bo long as the clothing ia
heavy and warm it doesn't matter
about the color. You can wenr biack
ever there il you like without exciting
rematk: Bot here, if A man weara &
heavy plald sult in winter he is con-
temptiiously regarded by a native,
even though his eritic may be shiver-
ing in his thin, black clothes, Take a
Now England town, New Haven for
inwtance, it you want to see Lthis pro-
vincial splrit in an exaggerated form.
A [auitlessly dressed New Yorker inan
object of universal admiration. Peo-
ple ran out of stores to look at him.
A shabbily dressed man, even though
his clothes fiv him better thanthose ot
the average New Haven dude, Is
at once and on all sdes regarded as
i eneak thiel who ought to be in the
lockup, Butan Englishman or otber
foreigner in a plaid suit is an object
of horror. To see the open mouths,
and uplifted hands one would think
Earnum's rhinoceros was loose in the
itreet. | aways put on a black suit
vhen 1 g to New Haven, for Ican
notdo business there in any other sort
ofclothing,"—New York Evening Bun,

e . R
A Life-Necessity,

How many people there ace who go
through life with theic “hinges creak-
ing,"” who every time they move some-
how seem to make other people un-

ensy, How few there are like the cou-
ductor which the Christian Union tells
of below, “always carrying an oil-
can.” Noneof us like “oily.gpmmon'
sort ol & man, but the longer we live
the mors wo enjoy the character of
the man who makes things go along
smoothly and withont squeaking.

A Fourth avenue car was rumbling
up the avenue; the day was cold, and
the door opened and shut to admit
and discharge passengers with an
agonizing groan that rasped the
nerves of every one who heard it. At
Thirty-lourth street A new conductor
Jamped on the car, and the man who
examines the register opened the
door, which gave a peculinr ag-
onizing suriek. The new conductor
put his hand in his pocket, took out
a simall oll-can and oiled the track on
which the door slides and the rollers
on which it hung, saying to the former
conductor, who still stood on the
platiorm, “I always carry an’ oil-can:
there are so many things that need
greasing.” Was that thereason that,
though a man evidentiy past middle
life, his cheeks were ruddy and his lace
free from lines?

The man who had brought the car
from City Hall shrieking and groaning
on its way wes thin, worn, and
crushed, apparently by circumstances,
1= there a philosophy of oll-cans?
We rumbled on to the tunnel, teeling
we were under the care of a man
trained to meet emergencies; time was
short, but the nervous anxiety that
bad made the journey Irom Cit
Hall interminable had disappeared,
and we leaned back, saying inwardly.
*Weil, we might as well taks the next
train,"  Unconscious teacher, how
often bhas your comfortable manner
and hearty voice recalled usto the ne
cessity ol using an vil-can to modlly
the f[riction of life!

Recently three or four earnest
women met at luncheon. The con-
versation drifted on to the question.
“Ehall love bave a hundred eves, or
be blind?* Which i the best!
Which is most comfortaple! Thecon-
clusion wias that there must be a
judicions blending of sight and blindg-
ness; affection enough to forgive and
lorget, Abv the close an enrnest
woman, whose every gesture is an
mdication of wisdom and mental
balance, snid: 1 sometimes think
that one must go through lile carry-
ing an oll-tnn, i she desire peace,”’
Here was another face beaming with
henith and good cheer, whose philozo-
phy ol lite was an oil-can—deep,
trustful affection, bearing and for-
bearing.

Not as Bad as Expected.

Thomas Starr King used totell that
one of his kinsmen was much opposed
Lo his entering the lecture fleld. and
were inolined to belittle his abilities.
8o one night Dr. King invited him to
hear one of his brilﬁmut disconres,
and at the close asked him what he
thongnt of it, “Waal," was the
cheering reply, “You warn't hall as
tejus ms 1 thonght you'd be.” —Boston
Transcript.




