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Bhadowad by the lilao tree,
Near the garden fence,

Stapds my naighbor, Rosie Les,
Charm of innocence!

Bweeter than the fragrant flower
With the dew-drop laden,

Fairer than the morning hoaur,
Is the winsome maiden!

From the maple's most limb,
With the flush o;og A

Coms the redlireast’s matin bymna,
Sweetest roundelay!

Yat the song the maiden sings,
Tuneful, soft and lowly,

To one heart a rapture brings,
E'en more pure and holy.

Happier thonght than lips can speak
3 un‘w in h—v-lr blue eye; s
* Joy lights up her glowin eek—
éerubcthrgthatl %u ui;:!ﬁ
Heedless of the lilac's bloom,
Or the morning’s glory,
All that in her heart finds room
Is Love's eweut, old story!
—Nathan Upham,

—— e

“DONAY ISABELIA”

Elizaboth H. Bohan in Chicazo Tribuna.

We had been married four weeks,
Touis and I, and had just returned from
our eastern trip to the cozy little home
waifing for us. I was a teacher; Louis
s bookkeeper. All our savings were in
bank and were the nucleus around which
our dollars were to eling nntil there was
enough to buy usa home. I wasstrong
and well and was going to do my own
work. Why, I just langhed at the idea
of having a servant. “What work was
there to do,” Isaid, “in a house all newly
furnished and with only Lonis and me
init??

“Have yon everything you want,
love?” asked Louis the first day after
our housekeeping.

“Why, yes, I think so; let me see—
bread, butter, meat, vegetables, sugar,
t=a, coffee—but there! we have no milk.
*Where shall I get milk, Lonis?”

“I'm sure I don't quite know, dear;
milkmen go about the strects; I've seen
them with their tin cans hundreds of
times. I wonder who that nice looking
little woman next door gets her's
from.”

“Don't you think I'd better run over
and ask her?”

“I don’t know that it's just the thing,
pet; you see, she hasn’t called on you,
and—"

“Called! why, how could she when
we only got back last night? I'm sure
there could be nothing wrong in my
going to her door and ask her to be so
kind as to tell her milk man to bring
us milk, too.”

“No, of course thera couldn’t,” said
Louis, so he waited while I ran over.,

“A little girl brings her milk, and she
says they are clean people, so I asked
ker to send to us also. She seems to
be a nice little woman,"” said I when I
returned.

“Well, now yon are all right; 'l be

off,” and Lounis kissed me and went
down to the store.

O, that first dinner! You see I knew
very little about cooking, and cooked
three times too much, and it was not
done micely either, but ILomis only
laughed and said: “What could be ex-
pected of a school teacher?” and that
he “was sure in a month’s time I would
be the best cook in that strect,” and that
it was “the best dinner he had ever eat-
en anyway, becaunse the best little wife
in the world cooked it.” Then Ilaughed
and we were just as joily as could be.

Just as we had finished there was a
timid knock at the kitchen door and the
littie girl with milk entered.

“Come right into the dining room.”
I said, “I want to give you some cake.
Have you little sisters and brothers?”

“Yes'm.”

“Well, take this cake tothem,” I said,
illing her pail. “Now what is your
name "

“Donieisabelle.”

“What?”

“Donieisabelle.”

*Good heavens, Louis!
mean Dopna Isabella?”

"Yes'm,” said the child with a pleased
smile.

There was a dreadful pause. Louis’
eyes were wider open than I had ever
seen them before. He did look soridicu-
lous.

“0O—ha—yes—there—you may go
pow. “Goodnight,” Istammered. The
door closed aiter her, and then I re-
lieved myself. Ilanghed until the tears
rolled down my face, and Liouis took me
on his lap and we both laughed.

Ah me, what a little thing it takes fo
make young, havpy people langh. It
seems to me as I look back that Louis
and I were langhing nearly all the time
in those days.

“You did not tell Her Majesty to
keep on bringing us milk,” said Louis
&t last.

“I was too overcome, but one of her
rank will surely know enough without
being told,” I returned. And she did.
The next evening as we were at dinner
the little, timid knock svunded, and in
walked Donna lsabella and a little
brother no less doleful looking than
herself; both pale thin and red haired.

“IWhat is his name ?” Iasked, indicat-
mg the boy.

“Prince Albert,” she answered guiet-

the others

Can she

Ir.
"“Ah? and what are
named 2"

“There's Victory, an’ Marylonise, an’
Lizabeth, an’ Yongerry, an’ Josephine,
sn’ George-third, an—an'—"

“Henry the Eight,” I snggested.

“No'm, but maybe the baby’l be he.
*Tisn’t named yet.”

“(Good Lord, deliver us,” I eried, look-
jng at Louis for the first time.

“The group would be more artistie,
dear, with Henry the Eight. It’s pretty
hard on Maria Louisa and Josephine to

| b= compelled to live in the same house,

but Napoleon is absent, you'll observe,

80 if we let Henry the Eight appear he
will, no doubt, appropri them both,
80 unless Napoleon should make his ap-
pearance in some future time—and we
must hope that this catastrophe— —"

“Prince Albert, do you like apples?”

“Yus, I do.”

“Of course you do, take these; there
now, I would like to see the rest of the
royal—that is, bring one of the others
to-morrow. Let me see, Elizabeth; I
always thought I should like to sea
Elizabeth. What a pity Raleigh or
Leicester can’t eome with her. Good
night, don’t forget to bring Elizabeth,
after that we may arrange an audience
with Victoria, and—well, I don’t know
abont George the Third. Y'm afraid he
is not very presentable, but—"

“0, he can’t walk yet!” exclaimed
Donna Isabella.

I conld not begm to relate all the
sport we had about that family. We|
had them all, one after another, except-
ing George the Third, who could not
walk, and the baby. There wasno end |
to the harmless jokes we perpe- |
trated upon them, there was no end to
the langhter their ridieulous names ex- |
cited in us; as I said before, i% took so |
little in those days to make us laugh. |
We loved each other so well, Louis had |
a nice salary, and I was released from
duties which had Dbecome tiresome to
me. There wasabsolutely no cloud up-
on our lives, no shadow even of a skele- |
ton.in cur closet.

0O, how very, very happy we were! |
How wonderfully beantiful was lifel
How unrealized were sorrow and care, |
and then as the summer wore on there
came to me a new joy, & wonderful |
mystery, and lsaw in Louis’s eyes a |
deep reverence that I had not seen be- |
fore, and his tones were more tender
and we prayed together oftner and onr |
joy was of a quieter kind. I thought
then that T had only imperfectly un-
derstood what happiness was before.

A great wigh sprung up in my heart |
then to do something for God’s sake. |

“He has done so much for me, love,
I must do something for Him,” I said
to Liouis,

“YWhat better can a woman do for
God than to become a gool mother?”
asked Lounis, with a shower of kisses,

“Yes, I know, dear, but my heart goes |
out so to all mothers now, and more |
than all to the poor wretched ones with |
brutal husbands—the ones who are ill-
treated, who have to be overworked and |
poorly fed and elothed ; and to the hope- |
less ones, the ones who have to look for-
ward to the time when the viees of the |
fathers will appear in the children. O,
I wish I could do something for these, |
if its ever so little.” i

“I don’t know of any one you conld
do anything for” said Louis reflectively.
“I've never been in the parts of the city
where the very poor dwell, but I will |
go; I will find some one for you to aid,
my darling.”

“0, how good you are, Lonis; how I
wish every woman had as good a hus- |
band as Thave”"—but I won't tell any
more of our foolishness.

That day, as the time drew near when |
Donna Isabella was fobring the milk, !
the thonght suddenly came to me that |
perhaps I could do something for
them. That they were very poor I
knew, for I had seen many evidences of |
it about the children. That there was
some reason why Donna disliked to
mention her father I had seen also.
So I resolved to go back with her that|
night and discover a way to help them.
When Louis came the dinner was on
the table—a full half hour before the |
usual time.

“I'm going home with Donna Isabella,
love. I'm gomng to help them if I can.
‘We should always do what is just at
hand to do, I think.”

So we hurried our dinner and Louis
wiped the dishes for me. Yes, he real-
ly did! He often wiped the dishes in
those days, and we had such good times.
I used to think it just the nicest thing
in the world to have Louis in the kitchen |
helping me. Heunsed tolook so comical
with one of my large working aprons
on, standing bent forward so as not to |
let the towel touch his vest—he was|
very neat in his dress. I remember)
once we had been talking snch nonsense
and laughing so muech that I did not |
observe that my pan was very near the |
edge of the table. All at once down it

came, and all the water ran over my | both laughed and walked away. I sat

nice clean floor. You should have seen |
Louis jump., I langhed until I bad a
pain in my side: then I eried hysterical- |
ly. Then Lounis got frightened and

started for a doctor, with the apron still |
on. Isereamed for him to come back, |
and he came. I pointed to his apron, |
and then fell to langhing again. He |
took me in his arms and begged me

stop, but I eould not. I laughed and

cried nntil I had not strength enough

left to raise my head. Louis was as
pale as death. He told me afterwards
he thonght I had gone mad. It was
his first experience with hysterics.

But, O yes! I was telling about go-
ing home with Donna Isabella. I went
home with her, and found, O! snch a
home of misery. There was actually
not one comfort there. The mother |
had a terribly worn, hopeless look on |
her face. There were nine children,
with not clothing enough for four on
themall. There were two rooms, and |
just inside the second lay the father in i
a drunken sleep. . !

There was a pile of yellow-covered |
books on the shelf. T picked up one— |
“The Primrose Princess of the Pathless
Pramrie.” Another—“The Imprisoned
Earl and His Faithless Bride.” Anoth-
er—“Lord Mounttower's Haunted Cas-
tle.”

“Yon read these?” I asked the wom-
an.

“0, yes,” she answered, brightening
up, “that is, I don’t know how to read,
but Donie and Prince Albert read ’em |
to me. He—indicating the drunken
sleeper—didn't want 'em to go to school,
but I made him b'lve they eould earn
more money bymby ef they went to
school sum fust, and Donie she ken
read all them books just splendid. He |
says I've made ‘em 'bove ther stations
givin’ on 'em good names an’ sendin’
‘em to school.”

My soul fainted within me as Tun-
swered :

“Itis right to send them to school,
but you won't have to spend any more
money for books; books you will like, I
am sure. I will send them by Donna if

'asleep, 'n Henry the Eighth has'nt

| Henry is & nice name, butI would leave

| T don’t suppose he knew,” I answered.

| quistly.”

yan’llletma. andshe can read them to
ou.

“Yes, Thad to take the money I got
fer the milk, that is some ov it, fer
these. I thought ef he spent so much
fer drink, it wouldn’t do no hurt fer me
to get books ter eddicate the children,
thongh they need ecloes bad, too.
Prince Albert's pants are patched all
over, and George the Third has only
cne dress, 'n I wash it nights when he's

nothing to wear,”

“Who?” I asked, my hair almost
standing on end.

“Henry the Eighth. Donie, she said
you thought one nv ’em ought to be
named Henry the Eighth, so I named
baby that.” :

‘What could I say? It was tooawful.

“T think,” I at last faltered. “that

off the rest of it.
like the rest of it.”

“Don’t yon? Well, T'll leave it off
then, though Henry’s rather plain
alone.”

“I like it for that,” I said, “and if
vou'll calt him so I'll send him a pretty
dress for a present.”

When I started home my heart sank
within me and tears would come. I
had never been in sucha place before,
and the dark cloud of ignorance and
the darker cloud of intemperance that
brooded over that home seemed so very,
very pitiful to me. The next day I
sent them the books—pure, good, usefnl
books—and a lot of bright calico for
dresses for the children, and I feltthat I
was doing a little, for God's sake.
“Why did I not o it long ago?” I
asked, sorrowfully, but Louis said,
“Never mind that, love; only let usre-
solvenever to forget again.”

A few weeks more passed away, when
one afternoon my next door neighbor
cama rushing in in great excitement.
“Do you know?” she eried, “that that
family—the royal family, as you call
them—have had scarlet fever in their
house for a week, and that Donie hus
been bringing us milk just the same?”

“Oh,” I said, “it can’t be possible,
can it?"

“It is possible. Itis true. One can
never teil what such people will do,
Have yon ever had it?”

“No,” I said, and I felt myself grow-
ing faint and eold.

“You poor little thing,” she said,
compassionately, ‘‘and there are three
little ones too.”

There was aving at the door. “If it's
Louis,” I said, “don’t say a word just
}(’,t."

It was Lounis, and he looked i!l.
“Darling, I've justreccived a telegram.
Drother Sam is dying. I must go to
him. Throw a few things into my
valise. There’s adear wife.”

I did so mechunically, and he em-
braced me and was gone.

“1 did not tell him,” I said, as T re-
turned to the dining room. *“His broth-
eris dving, and he has gone to him,
One thing at a time is en>ugh.”

“Come over and stay with me to-night.
You cannot stay here alone.”

“Yes I will go,” Isaid. Just then
Donie’s knock sounded on the kitchen
door. My neighbor flew to open it, and
I could hear the bitter torrent of words
she poured forth.

“Never show vour face here again,
you awful creature. How could you
right from a pest-house into our homes,
bringing disease with you? Go off, and
never come again ?"

I felt badly for the poor child. “Itis
this awful ignorance.” I smid; but T felt
badly for myself, to>, and for Lonis.
Then I locked up the house and went
over with her. The next day I came

back and staid at home all day. To-
wards night two men came to the house
and asked for Lonis. I told them that
he had gone home to his brother, who
was dying.

“When is he coming back, madam ?”
asked one of the men sharply.

“I don’t know. He did not fell me.

I mustsey 1 don’t

“Of conrse he didn’t!” said the other,
eneeringly. “They never know, do
they ?"

“If you will leave me yonr addrcss I
will send word to correspond with you,
if your business is important,” I said,
with all the dignity I could assume.

“Most likely you would.” And they |

down, trembling violently. Something
dreadfnl was going to happen I felt
sure. O, 1f Louis was only at home, I
thought. But when he does come, I
must tell him I am going to have the
scarlet fever. I felt it coming on, I
was sure, and perhaps his brother
should be dead, and then perhaps I
woiuld die, and then—Ilike a good angzel
one of Fenelon’s splendid sentences came |
into my mind: “I will not have
scarlet fever. Louis's Dbrother will
not die. These men were only rude.
they meant nothing wrong. Louis will
be at home to-morrow most likely, and
everythinng will be all right.” Ifelta
little better then and my courage came
baci, and, locking up the house, I went |
over to spend another night at my
neighbor’s.

The next morning Lonis came back,
and he looked so cheerful. Sam was
not even sick, he said.

“Some one must have been playing a
joke on me, though a ernel and foolish
one.”

Then I told him of my fears of scar-
let-fever, and he tookme in his arms
and told me not to be afraid; that he
could not believe it until he had inves-
tigated it himself; that he would go then
and be back in half an hour and tell all
about it. He took his hat, and was just
going out of the door when the same two
men stepped in and seized him by both
arms.

“Yon are my prisoner,” said one of
them.

“Your prisoner.” exclaimed Louis.
“This is another mistake. What am I
arrested for, pray?”

“0, say, now, that dodge won,t work;
you had better come along quietly.”

“So I will,” said Louis calmly. “Take
your hands off and I will walk along
Then tome: “Iwill be back
presently, love. For my ssfke be calm.
It is all & mistake, and it will be all

ight soon.” So they went out.

y brain whirled; I could scarcely
think; butin a moment a desire to go
to the store where Louis was employed
took possession of me. I was soon on

‘received me in his private office.

upon the stand.

| laughed scornfully, but whose face later

my way, filled with a flery indignation
st some one, I knew not whom.
I asked to see Louis’ employer, and he

“My husband has just been urrested,”
Isaid. “Can you tell me what for?”

“Be calm, madam, he may be wrong-
Iy suspected; but as things stand now
it looks as thongh he is guilty of—of
appropriating a large amount of our
funds.”

I sank upon a chair; my Louis, the
best man the sun ever shone upon,
guilty of stealing! The world was
glipping away from me, it seemed. The
man in compassion handed me a glass
of water, reiterating that it might torn
ont all right after all.

“T thank von for telling me,” I saii,
“but it is to come out all right, for the
bLest man thatlives isnot more inno-
cent than he is. Can you tell me where
they bave taken him ?”

He told me, and I went there and

found my Louis again. I staid with
him as long as they wounld let me, and
then went home, My friend next door
came and begged me to spend the
night with her, but I would not, so she
staid with me. I am sure that was
the most dreadful night I ever spent.
No sleep come 10 me. My Lonis was
in prison. These awful words rang
jthrough by brain continually. The
iclock striking the henr struck out fhe
words, “Louis is in prison!” The
Hrains coming in shrieked it out on the
ichill night air and told the world my
Lionis was in prison. Even the little
jericket in the wainscoting piped out all
might long, “Lonis is in prison.”
- I went to Liouis in the morning. My
kind neighbor and other friends went
‘his bail, and he returned with me. 1
could keep up no longer, then, and
EL-m}is tended me. He never left my
side, and there was no smaliest atten-
tion that counld be paid fto me thathe
joomitted. He petted me like a child,
ibut I kept my bed for several days, so
areat had been the shoek. Then grad-
Eﬂ]ly the horror of that night wore
away, and I went about the house again
as usual,

If Louis felt tronbled he concealed
it from me, and he spoke so confident-
ly of everything coming oub right at
the trial that atlast [ believel it would,
too. We hazd not many weeks to wait
for the trial.
prisoner at the bar.

As I listened to the arvay of evidence
against him my heart grew sick with
fear. I wondered how I could have
been so hopeful; I wondered how he
could have borne up as he did throngh
all those weeks. His attorneys did ail
they could for him, but the attorneys
for the prosecution drew closer and
cloger about him a chain of circam-
stantial evidence that T felt it wonld be
almost impossible to break.

It wasalmost over. The counsel for
the defense had finished his elogquent
appeal. The counsel for the prosecu-
tion had made it appear quite plainly
that Louis was gmlty. It only remained
for the judge tfo charge the jury, and
then—then the fearful sentence.

So this was life. O, how long ago
seemed to me the time when Lonisand I
langhed so joyously at every little thing.
It was not two months ago, but it seemed
years, ages.

It was very still as the judge arose
and he did not speak just at first. In
that pause a slight disturbance at the
door was distinetly heard. Then a
woman and a little girl came timidly
up to me. It was Donna and her moth-
er. The mother whispered to me, and
1 in turn told our counsel what she said.
Then he arose.

“Your honor, we have a new witness.
This little girl claims she knows who the
real eulprit is, and T beseech you to let
bher Dbe examined.” Her objections
were interposed by the counsel for the
prosecution, which were promptly over-
ruled by the court, and Donna was placed

I

“You won’t let him go to jail?” she
said, appealing to the jundge. “He
didn’t doit. I know who did it, but
I’'ve been sick, awful sick, but we-
didn’t have the searlet fever either. T
didn't know mnothing about it ¢till
now, but I knew all abont it weeks ago.
I knew all about it the night 1 was done.
That is the man who did it"—pointing
to the junior partner of the firm, who

on as her story progressed became livid
with terror.

An angei from heaven eonld not have
looked more glorious to me at that mo-
ment than that pale, hollow-eyed red-
haired child.

Then she told it all in her quaint, il-
literate way--how she was passing the
store the night she had been spurned
from our door, and by the light of the
lamp she saw her father approaching in
a drunken frenzy. Afraid of a blow if
he should recognize her, she slipped
into the dark alley and erounched down
in the shade of a large packing-box un-
til he should have passed by. She had
been there but a mmute when two men

ame swiftly up the alley and ssopped
so near her she could have touched
them. They were the junior partner
and his accomplice, one of the clerks,

“This is what he said,” she went on,
taking a slip of dirty paper from her
pocket. He whispered, but I heard
him, and I writ it ail down. It’s al-
most like what the prince said in the
Primrose Prineess of the—

“Never mind about the princess,
child, butlet us hear what this man said,
said our attorney. So she repeated:
“:‘Remember the quarrel to-morrow, |
and don’t overdo your part. 11l dis-
miss you; then you take the first train
for Dakota and buy up those lands I |
told you of, and assoon asl can find |
an excuse I'll sell out and join you. T've
fixed the telegram right.,”

The junior partner was arrested, the
clerk was traced out west and confessed
the crime and justice was meted out to
them. My Louis was a free man. He
was offered a partnershipin the store,
and not many years after became sole
proprieter.

My poor baby came a few weeks
after the trial, but God took her back
immediately to Heaven. Our hearts
were full of sorrow, but we felt that it
would be wrong to mourn long, so we
tried to bear it bravely.

And Donna? You saw that tall, fair
girl who passed through the room just

Then again my love was ;

girl with the glorious hair—hair which LOVE AND RELIGION.

looks as if it had caught and kept
prisoner the sunshine—and great dark
blue eyes—eyes like violets that have
grown in the shade—that was Donna.
She has been our daughter ever since
the trial, and nodaughter in the whole
city is more beloved.

ALONG EROADWAY.

An Afternoon Bketch of the Great Thor-
ocughfare of Wow York.

A gossipy writer in the New York
Citizensays: I have stood on the Corso

of Rome, the Strada Toledo of Naples,
the Prado of Vienna, the Linden of
Berlin; T have wandered through the
bazuars of Constantinople and of Smyra;
I have looked down upon the motley
group of Russian soldiers and Polish
peddlers in the streets of Moscow; I
have stood at heat of day amid the

the fides of men ebb and flow along the
Doulevard des Ifaliens and Boulevard |
Montmartre of Paris, but in no city
have I seen so strong a mixture of races

throng of London bridge, and watched |
five years' course of lectures to that end

A Pittsburgh @irl Who Convertsd Hew
Lover but Conld Not Marry.

William Flynu, an ex-member of the
legislature, asked in marriage Miss
Jennie Hook, of Pittsburg, Pa., a pretty
blonde of 18. He was a Protestant and

she a Catholie, and the parents of Miss
Hook objected to u union, but the bar-
rier that this difference built between
them was not strong enough to keep
them apart, for Flynn kept coming and
coming at stated evenings of the week,
and Jennie was always at home. The
parents persisted in their objec-
tions, and told him fo cease

visits, Miss Jeanie said she would not
marry any other man but Flynn, wh‘el_'e-
upon the parents consented to the visits
with the distinet unlerstanding, how-
ever, that they were to remain singls.
But finally the wooer was won from his
strong conviction, and at the end of a

he cousentad to De baptisedin the
Catholie faith. Of course, this capitu-
lation, after so long asiege, was o 512

as in DBroadway at noon. The great
annual fairs of Saxony, of Russia, and
of France—Leipsie, Novgerod, and
Beancaire, and the motley quays of
Gibraltar, Marseilles, Alexandria and
(Genoa—come nearest to New York in
the strange picturesqueness and variely
of their ecrowd. In those great fairs
you see onceor twice m yeura huge
aronnd the gates

races who hang

commingling of those dreamy eastern |

nal of great joy to the young lady, and
she went at once tothe Episcopal resi-
dence, gave word that she had seeured a
proselvte, and a time was fixed when she
might bring the young man and the
ceromony of repaptism be solemnized.
Under the forms of the Catholio
religion, in cases of this kind, where‘the
convert has no parents professing the
same belief, it is necessary that some one
shall act in that capacity, become their

that separate Europe from Asia,
and slong the beautiful shores
of the Adnatie, where the ocean

seems to have sent its worn waves to
seek, like so many other wasted spirits, |
a soft and sunny grave, are to be seen |
lounging on every quay sailors of every |
zone and clime and race. But over|
these pictures there hangs a lazy, indo- |
lent cloud, and they are to be seen but |
periodieally. The scene of Broadway |
i3 equally varied, ever constant ana
more brisk. There goes a Yankee i
parson, an embrove Talmage, for in-
stance, evidently calenlating how he can :
concoet a sermon which will not only |
suib the pulpit on next Sunday, but
with somv gentle torturing a second ap- |
pearance on the lecture stand, and pos- !
sibly after find a lucrative reposs on a|
shelf of the Messrs. Appleton and Har- |
per. Nextcomes n Pennsylvania farm-
er, looking as if he had just risen from |
the lake of Harlem, carrying in his eye |
a vigilant determination not to be out- |
done, which proclaims that, though
broad Dutch in frame, he is sharp Yan-
kee in spirit. Here we see two of the
most honored judges of onr bench— |
which has of late years mueh grown in
honor—one Irish, the other American;
one in the antumn, the other in the
spring of life; one covered with the full |
ripe fruit of eminence and distinetion,
the other wearing the blossom cf one |
duy ripening into a similar richness— |
pleasantly discussing the last novel or
| the last play as a light relief to their
weightier intellectnal morning work as
they saunter home.

A Queer Town.
Bill Arp in the Atlanta Constitution
Texarkana is a novelty. I never
knew until now where its long curions
name came from. Texas and Arkan-

sas, and it 1s all right, for the state line
splits the town in t ¥o. This line does
not ron with the streets, but diagonally
and right through business houses and
private residences, so that when the!
merchant is behind his connter in Texas |
his customersarein Arkansas. Ithought

that therejwould be some conflict of laws, |
and there is some—espeecially abont

erime—but these people all unite in |
everything for the good of Texarkana,

and all criminals can’t dodge over the

line to do any good. They have extra- |
dition Iaws of their own, noft state :
laws, nor municipal laws. but i
the laws of custom and self-protection. |
When a man skips over the line the of- |
ficers of that side shove him back, law |
or no law. If he wants to sue for kid-

napping he can’t find a respectable law- |

yer to take his case; public opinion is |
against it, and so he hasto submif.
They have a double city government,
two mayors and two marshals, but there |
is no clash of conflict and no jealousy. |
Well, I believe that the people on the
Tesas side are a little more airy and
consequential than those over the Ar-
kansaw line—for a Texan is—well, he
is just a Texan, and that means a good
deal. They are not only proud of liv-
ing in their state, but they are sorry for |
those wno don’t. They look upon ail
the rest of us as unfortunates. The
time was when they invited immigra-
tion, but they have ceased to feel con-
cern abont that now, for theeryis
“still they come.” They give cordial
welecome to all, but they hint that after
awhile they may take a vote asto
whether a foreigner may come or not.

A Philosopher’s Diet.

I once knew a man who had reached
as close to the perfection of human
philosophy as possible. One-half of
the discomfort and a large proportion
of the misery of the world, he said,
eame from our inability to gratify tastes
that are acnired—that are not, by any
means, necessary to exisience. This fel-
low held atheory that there isnotin any
part of the world absolute necessity for
starvation. That everywhere nature
has provided something that will sustain
life. He arguned that men very often
suffered from the absence of what they
had been accustomed to eat, and they
did not stop to think that it was possi- |
ble to survive even on water for a period |
of time. He had traveled, and he made |
one rule in all his travels, to eat what- |
ever any other form of human life conld

eat, and failing human life, what any |
other form of animal life eonld subsist |
upon. He could with equanmmity, if

there was nothing else forit, live like a

Digger Indian. His relish for a good

dinner was as great as anybody’s, but

he never feared to get away into a desart, |
or & strange land, or an uminhabited is-
land, because he felt implicit confidenes
that he could always find something to |
cat, even if he had to suffer a certsin |
amount of unpleasantness in doing it.- -
[San Francisco Chronicle,

beforeI began to relate this story—tha

| States.

' Fragments

| less than fhree-fifths remain,
{ panied by an aflidavit from the owner or

godfather or godmother and pledge
themselves to act in that capaeity and
keep a guardianship over them throngh
life. And this pledge is solemn and
periectly binding. At thetime set for
the baptism the two lovers were af
hand, had gone together without other
attendants, and the solemn ceremony
was gone through with. When the
priest asked her if she was to act as
godmother the happy young woman
readily assented, eager that no techni-
cality shonld delay the consammation
of her wish, And when the ceremony
was through the voung girl, with flush<
ed cheeks and hesitoting words, told
how the werk of that hour had destrov-
ed the barriers hetween them and that
they, too, would soon come before him
again to solemnize another ceremony
and to ask his blessing.

Soon after, when they wanted to get
married, the priest refused to perform
the ceremony on the ground that the
young woeman having become god-
mother conld not become the wife of
her convert. The good father comfort-
ed them as best he could, and offered,
as the only consolation at hand, that
perhaps a petition to Rome might ab-
solve her from her vows. They went
away, and this adviee was acted upon
as quickly as possible. They waited
anxiously for two years, but hope so
long deferred crew sick, and atlast the
bridegroom, feeling the injustice of be-
ing kept waiting so long, insisted on
being released, Since then he has
married a young lady of Penn avenue,
a school feacher being his choice. She
lived only a few months after the wed-
ding, and now the petition to Rome is
bemg agitated again, for the young
godmother that would have been a
wife is still unmarried and otherwise
unpledged.—New York Times

Mutilated Notes.

The following are the regulntions
governing the redemption of mutilated

notes and fractional curreney. United
States notes, each equalling or exceed-
ing three-fifths of its original propor-
tions, are redeemable at their fall face
value in other United Siates notes by
the Treasurer and the several Assistant
Treasurers of the United States, and
are redeemable in ¢oin in sums not less
than $50, by the Assistant Treasurer at
New York. TFractional muotes, each
equalling or exceeding three-fifths of
its original proportions in one piece,
are redeemable at their full face value
in United States notes, in sums not less
than £3, by the Treasurer and thesev-
eral Assistant Treasurers of the United
United States notes and frae-
tional notesr, of each of which less than
three-fifths remain, and notes forn or
cut into pieces ench less than three-
fifths, are redeemable only by
the Treasurer of the United State,
of United States not.:,
gold certificates, silver certificates, and
fractional notes, constiiuting clearly one-
haif, but less than three-fifths, when un-

' accompanied by evidenee that the miss-

ing portions have been destroyed, are

' redeemable at one-half the full face

valne of whole notes or certificates.
[}

Fragments less than half are redeemed

| only when accompunied by an aftidavit

executed in accordance with the require-
ments of the following paragraph—
notes and eertificates, of ench of which
accoms

from such persons as have knowledge
of the facts, that the missing portions
have been totally desiroyed, are, if the
proof furnished is satisfactory, redeem-
ed af their full face value. 'The affidavit
must state the cause and manner of
mutilation, and must be sworn and sub-
seribed before an officer qualified to ad-
minister oaths, who must affix his offici-
al seal thereto, and the character of
the affiants must be certified to be good
by such ofiicer or some other having an
ofticial seal. The Treasnrer will exer-
cise such a discretion under this regnla-
tion as may seem to him needful to
protect the United States from frand.
Fraegments not redeemable are rejected
and returned; counterfeit notes are
branded and returned.

In 1860 the United States contained

in round numbers, 31,000,000 people,
who consumed over 86,000 000 gallons
of spiritous liquors, while in 1884, with
a population of 55,000,000, the manu-
facture and excess of imports over ex-
ports were only 73,000,000 gallons—that
is to say, while the number of peoplein
the country has inereased more than 75
per cent. since 1860, thevuse 15 per
cent. less of spirits. On the other hand,
the consumption of malt liquors has
risen from 100,000,000 gallons in 1860
to 590,000,000 gallons last year, and
that of native wines from 1,800,000 gal-
lons to over 17,000,009 gallons,
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