T haven't the shightest objection to
Jack, my dear,and when he has saved

money enough to provide for you in
oase of sickness or misfortans I will

PapA.
“Yes,In the neighborhood of the’sere
and yellow.”
II..'{." & good mind to resgy Mr.

“Excellent idea. He w8tid doiDtless
settle & million on you,and be accom-
modating enough to die in a month or
two."”

*He's most old enough to die, fan't
he?"! :
Judge Bomerton looked up from his

pile of papers and gave his daughter's
fpeaking countenance a quick exam-
ination. There was something in her
manner of asking this queation a little
different from usual, and the judge
was un expert In detecting shades of
this kind. :

“Mr. Nicklepod told me one day
that he would give anything i he
could have me about his house all the
time,"” the girl went on, bhall laughing
and hall pouting.

“You would make asplendid tramp-
oter, Floss."”

The Judge's suspicions were guite
allayed now, and the easiest way out
of these annoying love complications
Was to treat the matter as lightly as

possible.

“Oh, my lungs aré good,"” said Flos-
sig; “and I wouldn't mind singing into
the trumpet. Papa Bomerton,what a
lark! Think of how many edifying
things I could say with my back to
the poor old gentlemnan. I could abuse

him to all the furniture in the house,
zd h!'t.,d never be the wiser. I'll con-
.l. "

“Whnnp:p:omm considers, sheis

ally safe,”

At this point the Judge resumed his
search among the intricacies of chiro-
'.-ughy. and his daughter went on
with her dusting and puttingto righta.
After a while the silence was again
broken by the latter.

“Yorg were poot when you martied,

$ Y
"‘PM a church mouse, Flossie,”
“Why did you do it?”
“Because 1 didn't know any bet-

“But youand mamma were very

L e
“Florence,” and now the kindly
middle-aged man brought his hand
down hard n;l)on his desk, “if I had
waited until 1 had saved some mone
Your mother would be alive now. It
was hardship and poverty that sowed
the seeds of a fatal disease. In three
y Flossie, there were two childern
rn to us. My salary was quite in-
adequate for all the added expenses.
came frettings and heartaches,
and a six months' iliness of my own.
We suffered ns none can understand
save those who have had similar ex-
periences. Your mother was 18 Flos.
sie. Bhe should not have married at
that age. Our love was all right, but
our marriage at that time was a
fatal mistake. Now you know wny I
advise you as 1 do.”

Long after the Judge had left the
house thesaddeningeffect of his words
remained, but youth is unable to re.
main very long in the shadow of an-
other's grief, and so after a while
Miss Florencedoffed hersweeping-can,
put away her sud thongnts and went
out into the garden. It was a warm
April day, and shrubs and grass wore
responding in their brightest manner
to nature’s caressinginvitation. Such
a day was too much for Flossie. She
could scarcely have been sad under
any provocation, but a look at the
hl"ht. sunny face and the sparkling
brown eyes was enough to convince
one that the spirit of mischief was ex-
ceedingly strong within her. Her co-
quettish garden hut was posed at the
exact angle for becomingness, and her
plamp little figure, arrayved in a dress
ehe had cut and madewith her own lair
hands, was one to be looked after and
admired by every lover of harmony.
There was a gate leading from the
Judge's %nrdon to that of his million-
aire neighbor, the latter being posses.
sed of that genial and generous dispo-
sition which likes to share his pleas-
ures with others. Mpr. Nicklepod, who
was fond of working with his flowers,
spent much of his time in his large
hothouses, and thither the young
woman, humming and smiling, betook
bersell. Mr. Nickiepod's ear-trumpet
reposed by the side of a bed of carna-
tion pinks, while its owner busied
himself with some orange trees furthes
on.

“I wonder how long 1 could stand
it to yell into an eartrumpet?’ the
visitor soliloguized. “Of course ! could
hide it when I didn't feel like talking,
But then I suppose he'd bs mak-
ing signs and faces at me,and I should
have to make lnces and signs at him,
and that wonld be worse than the
trumpet,”. With this the judge's
daughter seized the somewhat formid.
able looking instrument und went to
meet oo friend.

“Why Biossom, good morning”
said the millionaire, heartily, *No-
bod{ but you ever thinks to bring me
my trumpet.'

“And nohody but me would ever
think of hypothecating your trum-
m’t inid \he nanghty girl under her

L 1
. “How’s your pa? Mr. Nicklepod
euntinued,

“Quite well, but a little cross,” sald

ce. bending over the “porring.
er” as she called it, “1 hope you are
not cross, Mr, Nickelpod?"

Blossom; but if he is, you ean run
right away to my house time,
and youn shall have everything you
want as long as you live."

“I weem to be travelling by t-
ning express, and on the locomotive
at that,” sald the minx, sotto voice.
“But what would papa do?"” ghe ask-
od of the mm%

“You will be leaving him som3 time,

I suppose Blossom?"

";n. in about filty years,"” said
the zirl to hersell,

“And you see, child,” Mr. Nickle-

went on, "it would be very handy
r;our pa il he on!; had to coma
xt door to ses you.

“I never thought of that,” said
Flossie: *“and I guess I'll come.” said
she aloud, and then to herself, *T wish
I dared ask him how long he thinks
he is going to live,”

“I've & good mind to take you at
your word, Blossom. I'm a pretty
old man, but hearty yet, and there is
one thing I haven't forgot, and that's
how to treat women folks. I'm a
very lonesoma old dalfer, too, with all
my mouney, child."

*The back gate would be real econ-
venient for papa, wouldn’t it?” said
Flossie into the trumpet, and in a
tone which was jost on the edge of m
sob, “But by what gate conld Jack
come in?"* was the next thought, and
now the zob was softly shattered,
nui;itt,ho April tears fell in a blinding
m .

“Blossom, what's thematter?” gaid
the old man, with real concern. *[t
can't be possible that the Judge has
ren{lx been cross enough to make you
ory?

*Oh, no, indeed!"” said Flossie. *1
was thinking how nice it would be to
have all the flowers I wanted.”

“You could have ltad those at any
time,”" was the somewhat disconcert-
ng response,

““Yes, Mr. Nicklepod"—Flossie was
determined to be honest even in the
hour of her greatest deceit—''and all
the money.”

The seamed and wrinkled face took
on A grave exprassion, and the old
head shook n little at the neention of
this word,

“Money isn't everything, Blossom,”
he said*  “Money won’t provide me
with ears, or keep the rheumatism
out of mf knees, or the loneliness
from my heart. But you shall have
money. Now go and tell John to
cnt all the tlowers you want, and
then run home and tell your pa of
my offer; I think you had both better
come in and take dinner with me to-
night, and we'll talk it all over.”

*“He doesn't act particulurly bilari.
ous, seems to me,"” sald Flossie, as
she turned away. “But I'm engaged,
anyway—plighted to an octogenarain,
or a centurion, or something of that
kind. Jack’ll hate me, of course;
but when he finds I have done it for
his sake he'll have to relent. If I
don't have but a million, that will
be better then scrapine and twisting
tlor years to save five thousand
dollars, Papa always said that
riches would be very becoming to me.
Poor papa! Poor Jack!”

When the Judge returned to his
home, about 8 o’clock that afternoon,
he was much surprised to find his
daughter reclining upon the library
lounge with her head tied up.

“What's the matter Flossie? What
is it that smoalls so?"

“Vinegar, papa. I've had hysterics,
and this is the reaction.”

“I hope you ara not getting cranky.
and weak, and nervous, like the girl
of the period, Floss,"

“I'm not getting anything, papa;
I've got. I've got all I want, and more
than I want. I've got old Mr, Nickle
pod and his ear-trumpet for my fu-
ture husband, papa, and there's mill.
ions in. it; but where—oh, whers is
Jack?”

For a moment the Junlze stood as
if petrified and then burst into a
perfect fit of lnughter. At this point
the vinegar bandage was discarded
and the prospective millionairess
came to a siiting position.

“Isn'titfunny? Isn'tit very fanny ?"
she remarked, with flashing eves,
“But you are responsible tor it, with
rour talk about $5,000, I went de-
iberately into Mr. Nicklepod's and
made him propose to me. | was
bound to settle it to-day. And now,
Rnpu. will you break the news ‘o

ack?! We ave todine with the ear
trumpet to-night, and then exeunt
Pnrtlaﬁ and dances, with Jack so
uandsome and lovely in his full-dress
suis, and enterlong-sleeved gowns and
o'd age without ears.”

“You'll have ears enough for both,”
eaid the Judge. They seem. to have
grown longer since morning.”

“But, papa. Mr. Nicklepod is cer-
taiuliy over 580, {sn't ha?"

: "’F' ossie, what have yon been do-
na-"

“Truly. papa, just what Isaid. 0,
dear me, how my head aches! Mercy!
how my heart aches!"

“Upon my word I thought better of
Nicklepod," said the Judze to himsell
a while afterward. “Bot I pity the
man—young, old or middle-azed —who
gets my Floss!" and then the Judge
laughed again, though there was a
touch of something besides merriment
in his heart.

That evening the millionnire was at
his hest., Carefully dressed and *val-
eted,” as Flossie remarked, he looked
much younger then when in his garden
or on the strest.

“Good lor forty years, I should say,
Floss," whispered the Judge, wicked-

“He is real handsome,’ was the as-
tonishing repl}'. “and Ishall live to be
proud of him,"

“I suppose Blossom hns told von of
our compact,” Mr. Niklepod began,
when at dessert, the servants haviog
lelt the dimming-room, *

The Judge nodided, the ear-trumpet
being on Flossie's side

“Are you agreed?”’ was the next di-
rect question put by the old gentle-
man.

- e - e .

“Nod up and down,” said

i oY S A (ol

resc t

od inbo it
“We'll talk about that later."”
“Very well,”sald Mr. Nick “1

m s {‘:old Blossom, 3 ol
not very gnod com 3
but taor how to gcgt womnn';:?
~let "em have their liberty, and give
them plenty of money—¢h?"’ and now
the millionaire’s face was fairly radi-

ant,
t to be satislactory,”

man,

“That o
said the Judge; “but there are those
who would abuse such broad privi-

d one of them s not so" v
Inr off, either,” he added, under h
breath.

“Perhaps, but Blossom wouldn't be
one of that kind. No, indeed, I am
sure of Blossom."”

The Ju shook his head ‘“mide-
waya'” that time. Itseemed an invol-
untary movement.

“Can’t yon eircumlocute to how old
he g, papa?’ said nsughty Floasie.

“I was telling Neighbor Davis this
morning,’ the host began, as il in an-
swer to her question, *that I reall
look older than Iam, being only 75
last week."”

“You arein for it,” the Judge re.
marked, as the speaker paused a mo-
ment to fill his glass. “Feel of your
enrs, Floss, and learn for yourself if
they haven't grown.”

“My father,” Mr.Nicklepod resumed,
“lived to be 96 and then died from an
accident, My mother was in her 90th
year when siie passed away. In fact,
wo are a very lorglived race, though
wo soem to nge early.”

“According to precedent twenty
years at lenst,” said the Judge.

“The reason I haven't married
again,"” the millionaire went on, *is
because I conld never bring mysell to
believe that any one whom Icared for
could ever care fur me; and to have a
wile whose consgant wish was for my
death would be rather hard lines—eh,
Blossom?"”

“Blossom” managed to nod her
head. but her face was turned away
from her host, and her father was sur-
priged to sae how rule it was.

“Why are you like Cesar's wite?"
the latter managed to ask, in his old
joking manner. If Flossie lost her
grip at this crisis the consequences
would be more dramasic than he car-
ed to comtemglat.e. But hapyily the
change from the dinning-room to the
beautiful library caused a change in
the conversation, and the victim of
her own folly had a chance to recover
herself. It was a longstrangeevening,
and ons to be remembered while life
lasted. The two men played check-
ers, while the girl guest wandered
abont among the booka and pictures,
stealing occasionally into the great
drawing-rooms, and coming back
again as white and scared as if she
had seen a ghost,

“Will it be lonely for you, Blos-
gom?"' the old gentleman asked, as
she returned from one of these excur
sions, “I've been thinking,” he add-
ed, without walting for an answer,
“that it'll make things about right if
I can persuade your pa to come, too.
He has no one but you, and then I
need some business help, and it would
be a heartening thing to have a true
friend at hand.”

“Oh, dear! he la_going to marry us
both,” muttered Flossie,

“What do you say, Judge?" Mr.
Nicklepod went on. ‘“Suppose you
try it for a year? There is no reason
why this house cannot be a home to
you hoth in the rrnest sense of the
word. Do take pity on me, neighbors,
for I believe I am the lonesomest old
vagabond in the whole world,”

“Judge Somerton, I wish I was
dead," snid Mlossie; and then, seizing
the trumpet, she sald in broken tones:
“Mr. Nicklepod, you wure an angel,
and papa don’t know what
to say, and I am in just as bad a
state, I'd love to live here with all
those beantiful things, and with you
80 kind and generons, and so would
f)apa—t.lmt is, it he has a single sense
eft. And I made up my mind I would
live here, just pecause I loved Jack—
you know Jack—and he hadn’'t any
money, and he couldn't marry me in
abont ten ages.”

“For mercy's sake, Floss," the
Judge put in, imploringly, “don’t be a
simpleton.”

“It's begun, and it hasgot to come,”
was the gicl's quick answer. “And,
Mr. Nizklepod, I'thought some time I
could take Juck a lot of mune{—tlmt
is, if hecould wait for me—and 1 didn't
see how I could really do you any
harm—that is, il you wero truly fond
ol me."

“Yon are an honest, blessed girl,"”
said the old maop, brushing away a
tear, “and I min truly fond of you,
and truly desirous to promote your
best interests. DBut, Blossom, [ would
no goouer rarry you than I woull
kill yon. Bach a wicked thought has
never crossed my mind. You shall
have two fathers, Blossom, and you
shall have Jack, too; but not to
marry him now, because you are not
old enough, and Jack hasn't had a
chance to show what kind of stuff
there is in him yet. Five years from
now, il he proves worthy, you shall
go to him with a dowry. Then we
will have the jolliest wedding that
ever was, and I will dance with the
bride.'

Fora moment thers was utter
silence in the room, and then Flossie
hited her vight hand, and with a
charreteristic movement of her little
fiorefinger, snid into the trumpet:

“Non two men bave kad your
heads together. Tnat is as plain as
the nos> on your lace," giving her
father's nasal organ a little twenk.
“But, Papa Nicklepod, Judge Somer-
ton and his daughter will be with you
anon, and the way vou will have to
stand round and mind the housekeep-
er will be a enution."

“All right," said Mr. Nicklepod;
“give me a kiss; and I do wish [ could
tell you how happy you have made
ma,"

The kiss was given, and it was no
disgrnce to Flossie tnat her eyes
overflowed with tears.

An engioe coming vast on the Rultimore
& Ohio railroad burst her boiler when
midway between Keysor and Camberland,
killing Engineer Woodrull, of Martinsburg,

W. V., and his firemaun, Miller, of Cummber-
land,
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Centlemen,

What do we mean today by that
common phrase, a gentleman? By
the lights of history, from gens, gen-
tilis, it should mean a man of family,

“one of n kent house,” one of a
notable decent, thus embodying an
ancient stupid beliel and implying &
modern scientifictheory. Theancient
and stupid belief came to the ground,
with a prodigious dust and the col-
lapee of several polities, in the latter
half of the last century. There fol
lowed ugon thie an inte um, dur
ing which it was believed that all men
were born “fres and equal,” and that
it really did not matter who your
father was. Man has nlmsr

nobly irrational, bandaging his eru-
against the tacts of lifs, feeding him-
selt on the wind of mwmbitious false
hood, counting his stock to be the
children of the gods; and yet perhaps
he never showed in a more touching
light than when be embraced this boy-
ish theory, Freedom we now know
for a thing incompatible with corpo-
ratu life and a blessing probably pe-
culiar to thesolitary robber; we know,
besides that every advance in rich-
ness of existance, whether moral or
material, is paid for by a loss of lib-

erty; that liberty is man's coin in
which he pays his way; the luxury,
and knowledge and virtue, and love

and the family affections, are all so
many fresh fetters on the naked and
solitary freeman. And the ancient
stupid belfel, having come to the
ground, and the dust of its fall sub.
pided, behold ths modern scientific
theoty bepining to rise very nearl
on the old foundation: and individoals
no longer (a8 was fondly imagined)
springing into life from God knows
where, incalenlable, untrammeled, ab-
stract, equal to one another—but is.
suing modestly from a race; with vir.
tues and vices, fortitudes and frailties,
ready made; the slaves of their inher-
itance of blood; eternally unequal.
So that we in the present, and yet
more our scientitic descendants in the
future, must use, wnen we desire to
prafse a character, the old exrrmiou.
gentleman, in nearly the old gense—
one of A happy strain of blood, ona
fortunate in descent from brave and
self-respecting ancestors, whethor
clowns or counts. And wet plainly
this is of but little help. The intricacy
of descent defies prediction, so thet
even the heir of & hundred sovereigns
may be born a brute or a vulgarian.
We may be told that a picture is an
heirloom; that does not tell us what
the picture represents. All qualities
are inherited, and all characters: but
which are the qualities that belong to
the qent!emnn? What is the charac-
ter that earns and deserves that hon-
orable style? And yet for all this am-
biguity, for all these imperfect ex-
amples, we know clearly what we
mean by the word. When we meet a
gentleman of another class, though
all contrariety of habits, theessentinls
of the matter stand confessed: I nev-
er had a doubt of Jones. AMore than
that, we recogmize the type in books;
the actors of nistory, the characters
of fiction bear the mark upon their
brow; at a word, by a bare act, we
discern and seoregate the mass, this
one a gentleman, the othernot.—Rob-
ert Louis Stephenson.
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The School of Patience.

My dear boy, ifa man can only
cultivate patience and strength, it
seems to me he will be a good neigh-
bor, & pleasant man to do business
with, a sale man to trust, and the

kind of & man the world loves, even
though he lack wisdom, and hath no
genius, and can't tell a good story or
sine a note,

How much does [fretful, restless,
burrying old worid owe to the pn-|
tient man, who finds Lis strength “in
quietness and confidence,” who can
be patient with our faults, our tan-
cies, our wickedness: who can ba
quiet when the soltest word would |
have a sting; who can walt [or storms
to blow over and for wrongs to right
themselves; who can patientl{ and
silently endure a slight until he has
forgotten it and who can even be
mtient with himself? That's the fel-
iow. my boy, who tries my patience
and strength more than any man else
with whom I have todeal. I could
get along with the rest of
the world well enough if he were
only out of it. [ can meet all
my other caros and enemies bravely
and cheerfully enough. But when
mysell comes to me, with his heart-
aches and blunders and stumblings,
with his own follies and troubles and
sins, somehow e takes all the tuck
out of me. My strength is weakness
and my patience is lolly when 1 come
to deal with him. He tires me, He
is such a fool. He makes the same
stupid blunders in the same stupd
wWay 80 many times. BSometimes
when I think I must put ap with him
and his ways all my lhfe, I want to
give up. And then the next time he
comes to me with his ecares and the
same old troubles, he seems go help-
less and penitent that 1 feel sorry for
him, and try to be patient with him,
and promise to help him all 1 can once
more. Ab, my dear boy, as vou grow
older, that is the fellow who will try
vou and torment you, snd draw on
yvoursvmpathy, and tax your patience
and strength. Be patient with him,
poor oll feilow, becwuss I think he
dossjoveyou, and yet, as arul & yon
are harder on him than any o ue else
—Burdette.
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Symptoms of Coffee Polson-
ing.

Chronie poisoning by coffee has been
studied by Guelliot, of Reins, who
finds it among well to do overfed in-
dividualg, while tea poisoning occurs
in hard worked and hall starved
women. The symptoms of cofles poi-
soning are want of appetite, sleepless-
ness and nervous tremblings, with va-
rions indications ol indigestion and
torpor of lhiver. Tea poisoning re
quires rest and nourishment; but the
victim of coflee excess usually needs to
unload his system by exerciscvon alow
diet.

| pretty. winsome manner

A Home in India.
The Quiver lor May.

A mud paved court, open to the
sky—that glorious sun-illumined sky
ot India, that gives poetry to every-
thing, but enclosed with walls and
surrounded by a sort ol arcade or
veranda, ithin it three or four
women—wearing the lonse trousers of
Mussulman women and colored sarees
like the Hindus—and seversl young
gicls, ey were not handsoms, being
rather of the thick-lipped Nubian
type; but several of them, and es-
ru:hllr the elder woman, who teaches
n the little school, looked intelligent,
and they received us witn ceurtesy
and apparent pleasure. The children
from outside were not present, s
circumstance for which the elder
woman apologized; but she brought
forward her own children to be ex-
amined, and they acquitted them-
selves with credit, reading fluently
from an Indian primer and answering
all the questions my hiend put to
them,

T'his family, poor as theirsurround-
ings weemed to be, enjoys n moderate
pronHerit.r. Comfort, as we under-
stand it, s unknown m Indian homes.

Our next visit was to be to a
Hindu family of the poorer class,
Our scramble over rubbish heaps and
drains recommenced, and landed us
at the foot of & breakneck flight of
stairs which,when we had ascended,
wa came npon the funniest little cor-
ner of the world in which it has ever
been my lot to find mysell. It was
part of a honse, but wiat part it was
one found it difficult to make out.
To me it seemed like a baleany or
ledge, hung on the side of the house.
On one side, guarded by a high par-
apet, it was open to the sky, and
looked down on & large, bare court;
while on the other side was a range
of untidy looking cupboards and cells.

In this curious nest a little flock of
women, young and old, with a few
children were gathered together.
They received us with the utmost
courtesy—a grace that nevar deserts
the Hindu at home—set for us the
wicker stools that are kept for visit.
ors, and drawing their sarees around
them, squatted around us after their
fashion, One and another, in the
meantime, were pouring ont little
cjaculations of welcome, which my
friend, who is a fluent speaker of Hin-
dostani, answered smilingly. Present-
ly there came out from asmall enclos-
ure, which was more like a bathing
macnine than anything else 1 can
think of, & youngz and very pretty
woman, with a small baby in her
arms, The little creature, who ap-
peared to be the latest arrival in the
crowded nest, was handed round,
kissed, praised and commented upon,
while the young mother stood by
smiling. 1learned, upon inguiry, that
ane was eignteen years of age, and
that this was her fourth cnild.

The baby having received the fitting
amount of atiention, a bright little
girl, with eyea as brilliant as stars,
was brooght forward to read her les-
son. She was only seven years old,
and her readiness, intelligence and
made her
one of the most bewitehing little crea-
tures I had ever beheld. while I must
say that no English child of her years
could havesurpassed her in knowledge,
Other hirtle ones, who were not so
brilliant, foilollowed, and then the
women took their turn, spelling out
of the Indian primmer patiently,

Justice in Nevada.

Two husky-lookiog men, wearing
high-topped boots and broad-
brimmed hats well ymeared with

grease,met at the corner of Broadway
and Seventh street,the other day,says
the Oakiand (Cal,) Herald.

“Hellg, Jim!"" said the tallest man.
“I thought you wuz up in Nevada.
When did yer come down?"’

*Jest got in,"" veplied the other.

“How's things been goin’ up thar
tur ther past year er two?"’

“Sort o' lively. Erlittle while atter
you lels Swaphorse Gulch I wuz er-
lected chief ov perlice,”

“Sthat so?"

“Yaas. Erfew months after that I
knited Billy Botts fur makin' er five
card draw an' eatehin' four uces agin
my four kings pat, an’ by er speshul
erlection 1 wuz made mayor ol ther
town without er dissentin’ vote.”

“Yer don't say so!"

“Yans. Purty soon alter that I
got stuck on Dave Sweeney's wife,
filled Dave with load, got him planted
ont in ther corpse pMkch, an' married
ther woman. Ther citizens showed
ther erpreciation ov meé by givin' me
er gold-hended cane an' er interest in
ther town-site,”

“You wuz havin' er run ov luck.
Whnt made yer pull out?"”

“Waal, Igot mad er law weeks ergo
an’ made er fool ov myself."

“How?"

“Twuarz erbout er horse belongin'
ter Joe Comstock, ther drayman.
Yer see, Joe's horsegot inter my yard
one day, an’' begun ter eat up some
flowersmy wife had planted out in
front ov the house. Igot mad an'
throwed er stun at him, It hit him
on ther leg, an' made er ringbone, Es
soon az ther horse bagun ter git lame
Joe told ther citizens erbout it, an'
they started out ter string me up to
A tree; but 1 got onto 'em an' skipped
ther town,"

“That's tufl."

“1 wouldn't care so much erbout it,
buc I've jest heerd that sence [ left,
Joe's gone ter livin' with iy wile an'
is wearin® my black oat an’ gold-
headed cane, an' I hear thar's er
move on loot ter elect him mayor in
niy place an’ run him fur the Legisla
tur’ next year."

The sugar trust investozation was com-
menced In New York recently nnd the ps
titioners declure that Harry O, Have
mever and others hnve lormed an nssocine
tlon known as the sugar relineries com-
pany, sssuming without the nuthority or
leginlative ennctmont and without bLeing
chnrtered or incorporuted; that the nbject
af this associntion In to crente a monopo
Iy fur the purpose of coutrolling prices, and
e juddges it guilty of usurpiog. unlaswlully
hotding and exercising a franchise or priv-
Hego, and, in consequence, 4 publie puis
anoe,
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Collision With a Hairpin,

“Marchy weather,” remarked old
Mr Rottle, us he séated himself ag
the breakfast tahle and examined his
vapkin to see whether he recognized
the stains,

It was one of thiose rare mornines
when all the boarders had come down
early to breakfast—an incident, the
Landlady remarked, which restored
her flickering faith in human nature.
No one answered old Mr. Rottle's
remark. He took the conversational
trick, as it were, and everbody waited
for his second lead,

The Bank Clerk was bending all his
faculties to decide whether the ecg he
had just opened was genuine or a
counterfeit, and the Younger of the
Two Maiden Ladies, who disliked con-
densed milk in her coffee, was watch-
ing for an opportunity to approprinte
unnoticed a goodly share of all the
natural articles on the table.

As for the Younz Laiy Boarder,
she was busy with the marringe no-
tices in the morning papers, and of
course conld not be expected to an-
swer, Old Mr. Rottle finished hia
vatmeal, and finding that he had left
his spectacles up scairs zave up at-
tempting to read the paper.

*“Tnanks, Mry. Codhooker,” he said
aflably, addressing the Landladay,
“you may give me a bit of hash this
morning. The fact ie," added the old
gentleman to the table generally, *1
find it delightful to be in a really
homelike boarding house, where | can
feel that thefood istrustworthy, and 1
am not continually tortured by the
profound convictionthatevery article
of food I eat 18 compesed of alien sub-
stances.

“I remember,"” hecontinued genially,
"when I was at college years ngo, we
boarded in comimons, and you never
could tell just what vou ate. The
tood was fearfully and wonderfully
made, One day my chum, who was
sitting next to me eating apple pie as
calmly as you please, all at once
struck a stratum of unmistakable
kerosene in that pie, real coal oil,
mixed with the pie crust, and ap——"

Old Mr. Rottle suddenly etopped
his reminiccences, He was on his last
mouthful of hash.and there seamed to
have been a collizion of some sort.
With an agonized expression on his
fuce, he slowly prodoced a piecs of
bent wire. There was no room for
doubt. FEven the landlady had to ad-
mit it. It was a hairpin.

There was a pause before oid Mr,
Rottle gathered strength tospenk,and
then he spoke in tones ol deepest sor-
row as of one whose confidence is
shattered:

“Mrs, Codhooker, I did not expect
this of you. If I were young and my
eyesight sound, 1shouldn't mind, but
o' me, an old man, and my spectacles
upstairs—it's cruel.”

The landlady, in a horritied state
murmured that it was a mistake. But
somehow the excuse didn't seem very
fitting, and the kerosene e erisnda
remained unfinised. 0Old Mr, Rottle
sat in silence shipping his coflee in a
suspicious manner, and the Bank
Clerk remarked to the landiady that
perhaps he had better take another
eeg and be on the sale side,

L —
A Wonder in Industry.

Some faint idea of the enuvrmons
praportions to which the canning in.
dustry bhas grown, is given by this
chpping from the Commercial Enguir-
er ol New York:

“A man whoconveysthe impression
that he knows what he is talking
about, estimates that ‘the packersog
food in this country use in their busi-
ness aome 1,000,000,000 cans annus
ally. A boxof tin plates weighing
from 108 to 112 pounds provides
abont 8 cases o! cans. A case con-
tuins one dozen three pound cans, or
two dozen one pound cang.’ There
fore, according to his fiznring, abox of
tin will make something like 100 cans,
80 that it requires something like 10,-
000,000 boxes of tin plate to make
the cans used yearly. The weight of
the metal alone is about 110,000,000
pounds, and the cost, our informant
tells us, is in theneighborbood 0f $435,-
000,000,"

. A r—

Champagne Seasickness.
Chiecago Journal.

When Mr. Lincoln made his visit to
General Grant's camp at City Pomnt,
Va., in 1804, he was met by the Gen-
eral and his staff,and upon being ask*
ed how he was, said: I am not feel.
ing well. I got pretty badly shaken up
on the bay coming down, and 1 am
not altogether over it yet." *“Let e
send for a bottle of champagne for
you, Mr. President,'" gaid one of the
stafl oflicers; “that is the best remedy
I know of for seasickness.'” “No, no,
my voung friend,'" said Mr. Lincoln:
“I've seen many a man in my tine
seasick ashore from drinking that
very article."

A New Theory of Divorce.

“Idon't want to leave my busband,'
said an indignant wife, “ior he Is a
real nice man and I like him. Bat
once in & while he takes too much
wine, to say nothing of other cheapar
and stronger drinks, and then he is
positively insufferable. 1l I conld ges
some sort of divoree that would work
when he is full and stop working when
he is sober, that would answer wmy
purpose perfectly, But s woman has
mighty little show in this country."’
—Omaha World,

A fow days ago a drunken Kentuckian
af the name of “Dick” ronmed around lo
the cale of the New York haotel threatening
to “do up” any one who wouold not agree
with him in all things. He declared thuy
hie was n Bouthern “freeator’” and waas
looking for bload, Finally a wellsdpessed,
good-looking young man walked up to lim
nnd knocked hiw down, BHelore the Ken-
tuckinn knew what hnd happensd he re
colvod a sound thrashing, sand was glad to
mighe his escape. The good-looking young
man was F May.
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