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OHERRITEN'S OHICK.

Br JoaN HABBERTON.

Cherrites: and I were boys together ina
big establishment where the wages were
quite as large as our services deserved. On
this subject Cherriten disagreed with me,
and he made up his deficiencies by borrow-
ing to such an extent that he found it
necessary to disappear just after he received
his pay oue 3fturday afternoon. Asl was
his creditor to the extent of eight cents,
which was a large sum of money in those
days, I declined to recognize him when we
met, and our relations remained strained
for two or three years afterward, he having
made several involuntary visits to Black-
well’s Island for reasons which Police justices
thought sufficient. Both of us enlisted
when the civil war broke out, and although
T escaped being in the same regiment with
“him, i'echanced to hear from time to time
that he was bravely living up to his old
reputation and making occasional business
for courts martial. Our. ways diverged
after the civil war, and for years I had for-
gotten Cherriten’s existence, but one day
when I chanced to give my seat ina street
car to a lady I was thanked in » voice which
1 recognized as ghat of Cherriten,

“ You needn’t be afraid to speak to me,
Mr. Bloggs,” said he, as our recognition be-
came mutual. *“ I'm not the sort of fellow
1 used to be.” Then he whispered, ** That’s
my chick—she that you gave your seat to.”

1-was not sure what *‘chick ” might mean
in the vocabulary of the class to which
Cherriten had belonged when I knew him,
but I ventured to say, by way of congratu-
latio, that any, man with so pretty a wife
ought to think himself remarkably lucky.

** Wife? No more my wife than she is
yours. She's my chick—my child, I’'m her
dad—the only one she ever knew, though
there’s no relation between us. Let me in-
troduce you.” Then, before I could suggest
that a crowded horse car was scarcely the
place to introduce any onc to & young wo-
man, he leaned forward and sard :—

¢ Chick, this is Mr. Bloggs, that used to
work in the same place with me when I was
a boy, and beginning to be a 1egular tough,
like I've told you so often.”

A face that was really charming turned
toward me as I raised iny hat, and a well
modulated voice said :

‘* Papa never loses an opportunity to tell
me that he used to be dreadfally bad when
he was young. It really seems to give him
pleasure to give himself a bad character.”

““Idoitsoas to keep herin mind of the
great lot ofgood she has done me.” Cherriten
explained, as both of us resumed erect posi-
tions. She’sbeen the making of me. She puts
ittheotherway-—she hasn’t cost meanything
but money, and goodness knows that’s easy
enough to get if a man is willing to work,
but she has had to spend enough patience on
me to set old Job up in business. Honest,
now, Mr. Bloggs—I'm not fishing for com-
plimeuts, but from what you can see of
hand don’t I seem something of an improve-
ment on what I used to be as you remember
me 77

I was glad to answer in the affirmative.
Cherriten never could have been a beauty ;
he was borr of very bad stock, according to
his early accounts of himself, and he had
large features under a small brow, but the
old dominant expression of lawlessness had
entirely departed and there was a healthful
glow in his eyes and cheeks which told of
good physical habits. He was as welldressed
as any man in the car, and he wore good
clothing with the airof a man accustomed
to'that sort of thing ; he was neatly gloved
sven, and carried a stick without seeming
embarrassed by it.

““She did it all,” he said. He could see
that I was looking him over. I wish you'd
Jet me come to see you, wherever your
place of business is, and tell you the whole
story. I'm sure you'd enjoy healing it.
Besides, it’s a story you'd like to tell your

wife, if I'm not, greatly mistaken. ’Tisn’t
gone

every day that you meet men that’s
through what I have—and got as much good
out of it. Can’t

used to be,
he triad.

one.” Then he bent over the girland said
“Chick, 'm trying to coax M, >
come in a few minutes,

me 7"

The young woman sm
invitation $¢ Cherriten’s,
hour to spare before my own dinner time I
assented, and within ten minutes was seat-
ed in as cosy & room as I ever had seen
anywhere, and Cherriten and I were begin-
uing to burn some very good cigars,

“Well, " said my host, proceeding at once
to business. ““I needn’t go over old times
very iauch. I vasa-pretty tough lot when
you knew me, and I got about ten times
worse each year for five or six years. T got
taken in by the police three op four ¢
and by rights ought to have sp2nt most of
my time in jail. ~Father and mother Eoth
died ; lindn’t any friends, which was good
1_m' the friends. 1 was loafer, thief, wharf rat
fighter and everything else that was bad ; I'
was so tough that other fellows of my own
kind wouldn’t stand me, 0 at last I had to
flock by myself. My boarding house was o
lumber heap, and sometimes I was hounded
out of even that hy gangs of boys-—a dozen
against one,

At last I went on the tramp—thought
T'd get to some place where I wasu't known
50 well.
the railroad tracks, as most tramps do, and
oue day I reached a place where an emigrant
train had been wrecked half an honr before
and a lot of people kiled.

believe it, but I was so low down that I

went prowling ahout the rocks, on the lower |
if anything had been |

side of the road, to see
lost from the wreck that
Well, something had rolled
had been overlooked
were: scarching. Well, T found something
—it was Chick. She was only about a vear
eld then, judging by the usual signs, and |
ehe was about as dirty and shabby as the
man that found her, ‘and she didn't look
any the better fora cut or twd on her head |
and face. But she was somebody’s young
one, I said to myss!f, and her folks would
be glad to get her back. They couldn’t be
worth much money, judging l:),' the child’s
elothes, tut they might stand the price of a
drink out of gratitude.

“Well, I couldu’t find the owners,
mear as anybody could tell, the man
women that she'’d been with were both
ainong the killed. You know how things
are at such times—cverybody’s rattled.
Some folks told me to dn one thinz witl her
and some another. T tr to give her
away, but nobedy’d take her. There was
another reason why 1 couldn't get rid of
Rer—sjie had both of her little arms aronnd
my nec’: and I couldn’t get them off. One
of the yomen that Hiad been in the accident
‘said it w2 because the little thing was so
ecared ; eaid gkhe lookes as if she was too

I could steal,
down (here and
by the

As
and

you come along with us
and see how I live—how she lives, too?
Maybe you may run against some of the
other boys that we used to work with—
never-know who you'll meet next in a big
city like this, and T'd like you to pass the
word alonge$hat Cherriten isn’t what he
and that he couldn’t go back if
We get out the next street bus

& Bloggs to
Can’t you help

iled and added her
As I had half an

lodgings for Chick and me for twenty-five
cents anight, and where I could have Chick
taken care of for tencents a day while 1 was
off at work. a :

Work ! T wanted to laugh at her when
she said that, for I hadn’t done any work in
years except loafing, though that’s the very
hardest kind. I thought about the luck I'd
had in.begging at the ferry house, but I
couldn’t work that racket again unless I put
both of us back into our dirty rags again,
and I'd rather have killed myself than done
that. Strange, what sudden changes come
over & man sometimes, isn’t it ! I told the
woman I hadn’t any regular job, and she
said I could get plenty of odd jobs right
near her place by hanging around for them
and keeping honest and sober. Work—
 honest—sober—why, it sounded a hundred
times worse than ¢ {‘en dollars or ten days.’

“ I did, though. ’Twas hardand the pay
was small, but I had Chick to go back to
every night, and she paid me until I felt
richer thhn any man in Wall street. She
was always natured asa kitten and a
puppy rolled into one, and when she fall
asleep 'twas always with her little arms
around my neck. In the course of time I
found out that the only ugly faces she aver
made was because she didn’t like the smeil
of tobacco, so 1 stopped‘chewini Did you
ever try to stop chewinf ? No? Well
it’s harder than starving. I ought to know,
for I’ve tried both.

““ Well, everything went better and bet-
ter, until one Christmas Eve I took a drink
and then another, and some more after that
and when I went for Chick and she saw me
she wonldn’t come to me, and the woman
who took care of her by daylight called me
a brute. [ started for the river to drown
myself, but that wouldn;t do, for who would
take care of Chick whén I was gone? I
walked the streets till I was sober, and I
was praying and swearing all the time; I
didn’t exactly know where the praying left
off and the swearing began, but to this day
Ithink they were part and parcel of the same
thing, whichever it ‘was. Christmas morn-

ly enough, seeing where and how I'd found
her. e railroad folk couldn’t do anything!
about the young one, expept to say that ifl
I’d go back to the city whw other emi-
grants—they thoughts I ' one of the
crowd—that they guessed they’d find some
way of dispusing of.it there.

““All the'way down to New York that
me, She'd drop

young one kept throttlin,

asleep once in & while -ui.'!'d try tolay her
down ; seemed to be 8o infernal ’fv)oliil g)l'
a fellow like me to have a young one in his
arms, But whenever Itr{od %o d her
she woke up and hung on tighter. 17
do you suppose happened at last? Why,
she got so tired that she slept soundly, and
I put her down on & seat, making a sort of
pillow with the ragged coat I had, and the;
—1 felt lonesome ! %ﬂ, sir 1.I'd got so use3
to the feeling of that child’s arms around
my neck that I couldn’t wait for her to wake
up again. I couldn’t understand it, so [
swore about it, a..d when that didn’t do any
good I went to thinking about it. I never
lad any brothers or sisters, and as to my
father and mother—well, P they
didn’t find me very interesting when I was
a young one. Anyhow, I sat there awake
in the car all night long, waiting for the
child to waken, and every once in a while
I'd ieel of its arms to see what there was
avout them—oh, I was puzzled enongh to be
clean daft.

““When it did awake, though I was worse
off. How it did howl ! It hugged me just
the same as before, but once in & while it
would stop long enough to look up at me as
if I'd been real unkind to it. At last a man
whose wife put him up to it, came over to
me and said :—

““* Don’t you got sense to know dat shild
is hongry ?’ :

““No, I hadn’t, and when it came to me I
wasn’t much better off, for I hadn’t anything
to feed it with, and I didn’t know whether
it evel' had been fed except in the first way.
And still the child kept on howling and I
kept on being sorry for it. Queer, wasn’t
it? I'd heard thousands of young ones cry
in my time—1'd teased dezens of them just
to make them cry—yet this one’s voice tore
my heart all to pieces, and just as I was be-
ginning to find out that I4:ad such a thing
as a heart in me.

‘At last I stood upin the car, feeling
real desperate, and I shoated out :—
“““Say ! Ain’t therea mother to lend in
here somewhere—one of the kind that can
give a baby something to eat ?

“Nobody answered ; there weren't many
awake, but at last an emigrant woman came
over and looked at the child, and then
brought a little cup of milk and a spoon and
fed it two or three mouthfuls'and left me to
finish the job. I was retty awkward, as
you may imagine, but (ghick got there overy
time I gave her a fair show with the spoon.
‘“When we got to New York some of the
emigrants explained to a kind looking old
man—a city missionary, I believe—about
Chick and me, and he told me of a place
where they'd take it in, and I"walked 1 p
there, for I hadn’t the price of a car fare.
Lots of folks that we passed looked at us
funnily, and a good many of them looked
disgusted. I suppose we weren’t a .very
pretty pair, but the meaner anybody looked
the tighter I held Chick and the tighter she
held me. She 1 to know, how,
when 1 was being made to feel bad, bless
her !—she’s been that way ever since. At
lagt T got to the asylum and rang the bell,
and then I thought to myself that in a
minute or two I'd have seen the last of her.
Well; sir, what did I do but take to my
heels and run as if the police were after me.
I suppose you don’t know how that feels?
No? Well, it puts wings on the feet of the
laziest tramp in the city. Away I went till
I got out of sight of that building; then I
walked slowly, for I wasn’t any too strong
myself, not having had anything to eat for
about twenty-four hours, besides having
been awake all night.

“ Without intending to I went down to
the river, and on the shady side of the
lumber heap where Lused to sleep nights.
It was warm weather, and the air from the
water freshened me. I tried to think, but I
tumbled aslcep, and when I woke up it was
because Chick was patting my face— the
cunning young one ! I don’t see how she
brought herself to do it. My face isn’t
much to speak of now, but then——Well,
never mind. I satup and began think-
ing ; Chick sat in my lap and looked at me
as hard as if she"wag_wéndering what was
on my mind. At lastI said to myself,
Old man, sometimes you've tried to kegp a
dog, but somebody always stole 1t-—some-
boﬁy that could steal more grub for it than
youcould. * Suppose you keep this thing ?
"Tan’t as good looking as a dog—I was
talking of how she looked then—and it’ll

again, and she and I went house hunting, for
by that time I had saved up a few dollars.
We got board with a decent “amily that h.d
no children of their own, and where the wo-
man was very motherly to Chick, but the
little thing never took any of her heart away
from me, gless her !

‘‘ Things went on well with us for two or
three years after that. I kept so straight
and worked so hard vhat I got a steady job
and put all my savings in the bank. Other
men that knew me and Chick would say I
ought to marry again —they didn’t know I
was a bachelor—so as to have a mother
for the child. I rather thought my-
self that the littlg thing ougﬁt to have a
better chance und@ I talked with her about
it, for she was about four years old, and
seemed about®four hundred whenever we
talked seriously @bout anything. “But she,
said, ‘ Don’t wan’t any mothers ; don’t want,
nobody but papa.’ Now imagine—but
pshaw ! you can’t—nobody can.

‘* Meanwhile she picked up some ver
strange expressions, or made them up,
don’t know which. I suppose you know
how young .ones get-a notion here and
another one there and then put them to-
gether in a way that a grown person never
would think of. One day, when she was
(about six years old, she paralyzed me by
sayin

e

%Iow, papa, I'm going to take you in
hand. I think you need a mother's” care.”
She was as good as her word ; she’s had me
in hand ever since. I thought I’d made a
great improvement in_myself in the first
two or tiree years of our acquaintance, but
’twes nothing to what #he put me vp to
She began to goto school, and nothing
would do but that she and I should study
the lessons together. Now that she’s oider,
I think that trick of making school children
sit in ciass rooms five honrs & day and then
study at home two or three hours afterward
is rank brutality, but in the old tin esit was
great fun to me to get her lessons with . her
and then recite to her, while she looked as
grave as a cage full ot owls, and gave me re-
proofs, and corrections, and marks, and -re-
port cards, and everythingthat the teachera
at school gave her.

““ "Twas tough, though, when she got
further along and put me into fractions and
grammar. Did you ever study grammer ?
Of all infernal —but that’s neither.here nor
there. She had to study it, and what her
little head could take in I wasn’t going to
flunk at, so I sweated my way through it,
and I pot fractions into my head so solidly
that I've never been able to get them out
again, though I wish I could.

“ In the course of time I was troubled
about Chick. Maybe ’twas because she was

imes, |

| Y
| good many of the women,

A good deal of ti Hownq | Iate anything myself. The woman that
g cal of time I followed | ran the place was a rough creature, that
| could outswear a tramp if he made her mad

Maybe you won't |

| youngster had run down some in appearance,
people that |

| she told me where [ could get it some cheap

{ behind the shop as soon as I got back, She

Erightensd vo broatkzs wuight, which is like-

mine that I thought her a great deal better
and smarter than any other children I saw,
aud that she ought to have better chances
and better compgny. The man of the family
we lived with dizd, aad his wife was pretty
old and had po family, so I told her that if
she’d keep house forme we'd move into a
hetter ncighborhood. I'd hirea little flat
instead of apartments in a tenement house,
and she and Chick could live like ladies.
She took to the notion for she had good
stuff in her, and her manncrs had always
been a mile above most of the folks in the
hcuse where we'd lived, though it’s a great
mistake to suppose all the poor are rough
and coarse. \We. came here five or
six years ago. I've worked up to be
foreman in a pretty big usiness,
and though I can’t make much of a
show of myself I stand well with evergbody
that knows me, aud Chick has any number
of nice friends whom she’s slowly picked up
at school and church, and she takes pains to
make all of them understand that her papa
is the greatest, smartest, dearest, funniest,
best man in the world. Some of them have
opinions of the sume kind about their own
fathers, but Chick makes no allowances for
any one, although I've tried to teach her
that children have aright to their own opin-
ions in family matters of that kind.

“ Well that ought to be the end of the
story, but it sn’t, All the years Chick and
1 had been together it had never occurred to
me that she didn’t know there wasn’t any
relationship between us. I'd beenggareful
not to tell other people anything about the
way I came by her, for I was afraid there
might be a law of some kind by whichsome-
body might take her away from me. There
was no reason why they should so do,
but people are always feartul about their
treasures, you know. One day when I was
sick at home, and lying in bed, and Chick
sat on my bedside saying loving and tunny
things to cheer me, and looking like the
beautiful angelic hearted thing she is, she
suddenly said :-—

‘“‘Inever knew a father and daughter
look so unlike. It’s positively funny that
we haven’t a single feature in common. I've
been noticing it a great deal since I began
to study drawing.”

‘I thought a moment, and then—I don’t
think I would have done it if I hadn’t been
sick and weak and babyish—I told her the
story of our first meeting and what happen-
ed atterward. It broke her up it broke me
up too, but it brought her heart out a hun-
dred times more than it had been, though
she always had been all that was loving.

make more trouble, so nobedy’ll think of
hooking it ! Then I said, 'What do you
think of the notion, Chick ? and she put u
both arms to me. OGreat Lord ! Wild
hoises couldn’t have dragged her from me
after that. But what was I todo?

| hadn’v any home—aund I didn’t know how
|soon she might get hungry again.
| Besides, I was all gone inside myself.
| I remembered seeing women with children
| begging in the streets and at the ferries; ay
for that, I'd done begging on my own ac-
count many and many a time, and got up
[ lies big encuigh to squceze out money to get
drunk on.  So I went to the nearest ferry
| and watched my chances, and stood on the
i side of the crowd where the policeman
[ wasn’t and held out my hat. Tt fetched a
I was astonish-
| ed at what I took in from one single boat-
{ ful and I didn’t wait for any more, but put
[ out for a shanty I knew of where they sold
coffec and cakes and milk and that sort of
thing, and Igave Chick a good feed before

--I'd heard her do it, but she had a heart
like other folks, and she told me ’twas a
shame I didn’t take hetter care of my child.
My child! The mere mention of it made
me feel—wecll, av I’'d never felt before
Itold her that the mother was dead and the

but it I couldrget it started right I thought I
could keep it so. The upshot of it was that

new cloihes with what money was left from
what I'd begged at the ferry, and she’d give
it a cleaning up for me in the little kitchen

was as good as her word. Afterit was over
Chick put out her arms again for me to *ake
her, but, de-your kiiow, I was ashamed to?
It seemed insulting and shameful for me to
touch a sweet, clean, innocent little thing
like that, and I told the woman just how I
felt.

‘s

Good,’ ehe said, ‘ you'll be a man yet.
if you stick to that.” Then she asked me
how much money I had apd told me where
I could buy a clean cotton jumper for a few
dimes that would make e look a good deal
decenter, and then she hinted that if Td
leave the child with her a while and take a
swim on the sly off the docks somewhere I
might be allowed in the free baths afterward
and take a genuine wash. 1 took her ad-
vice, but everything seemed like a dream.
I'd never had baths or clean clothes in my
life except the few times I'd been sent up to

ing 1 went for Chick and she took to mg |

saying her prayers. From that hour she
was a woman—a womam before her time,
though all her life had been leading up toit.
She had long times of sitting at my feet and
crying—not unhappily, for she said it com-
fortea her a t deal to think how good
TI'd been to Eer. I was afraid she would
grow morbid and looney, so I made light of
all I’d done, and told her that I'd been re-
paid a thousand times, which was true.
She was thoughtful for a few days, and
then announced that she was going to be
everything to me that I'd been to her;
she was going to take me in hand again and
give me everything I had given her.

‘“ Well, she’s been at it ever since. She’s
twenty years old now, and being very smart
navurally and having had every advantage
of education that good advisers could sug-
gest and money could buy, she knowsa
great deal—and I'm being taught it all. 1
have to take music lessons, with her for
teacher ; she makes me practice only an
Hour an evening, as I have a long day in
business. I’'m obliged to practice drawing
andsiudy languages while riding to and from
home, and practice on her while at home.
I've got a good grip on German, having
plenty of chance to use 1t as fast as I learn
it’; but French—well, I've my opinion of the
people who got up such chatter. I won’t
show you any of my sketches, but she will
if you stay long enough. We were on our
way home from the fall exhibition at the
Academy of Design when yon met us, and
I'd been obliged to weed out the pictures
with my own eyes and tell her which were
the dozen best, and to her great delight—
‘and mine, too, as to that—I was right in

ports thavshe had clipped from the news-
papers. A3 I said, there’s mone of my
sketches that I would think of showing you,
but there’s one picture in the house that I
want you to see, for a certain reason. ‘A
few years ago I found myself forgetting
what I had been and I didn’t want to—1
wanted to keep my gratitude very lively as
long as I lived. So I asked my employer,
whom I kneW was well up about pictures,
who was a good artist in low life characters
—this was before Chick went into art. He
gave me a name and I put in part of my
summer vacation in having a picture paint-
ed—a picture of a tramp holding a shab-
by child whose arms were around his
neck. I was the model f r the tramp.
It took a long time to find a child that
would do, though, till the artist explained
that the child’s face would not show anyway.
I brought the picture home and hung it on
the wall, and Chick would gaze at it by the
hour. Inever told her the story of it until
the night when she learned she ‘was not my
daughter ; even then I told her only to quiet
her, and show her, by conparison, what
she had done for me, ﬁece’a the picture.”

As Cherriten spoke he arose and drew a
curtain which.I had noticed on entering the
room. The picture ‘was a three-quarter
length, by a very clever artist, and the rr.n
cipal figare was an offensively realistic
tramp.
Igothing fanoy- about -it, is there?” he
asked. ‘I told him I wanted it real, and
he obeyed orders. I think it’s the ugliest
thing of the kind on the face of the earth ;
I made .uyself upto look that way, and I
don’t think I overdid my old selfa bit. But
what do you suppose happened when
Chick learned the story of that picture?
Why, she put this curtain before it the very
next day ; she said it was to be her shrine.
Every night since then, before going to her
own room, she kneels before that picture to
say her prayers. I kneel beside her; that
is one of the many habitsshe’s taught me,
and I'm not a bit ashamed of it. - 1f any one
had told me—— She—h—hh! She’s com-
ing !”

‘‘ Robert hascome to tea, papa.”

“ All right, Chick, I’ll be there in a mo-
ment.”” Then he said to.me, * Robertis
my employer’s son, and one of the finest
young fellows alive ; I've been noticing him
closely for more than ten years, for he is
always with his father. He saw Chick one
day. when she came in to ask me for some-
thing, and he lost his head at oace and
wanted me to take him home with me some
evening. I knew something of the sort
would ilvem happen some time, withsome-
body, if Chick were to be as happy as she
had the right to be, 8o I told him I would
think about it. What T did was to have
salk with his father,  first “making the old
man promise to hold his tongue. I madea
clean breast of it, but the old man didn’t
scare worth a cent ; hesad his.own parents
had come over as emigraps, and so had the
ancestors of every family in the United
States. As to me having been a tramp, he
made light of it. The fact was, as he ac-
knowlegged,heha.d seen Chitk himself,and he
would be delighted if his boy could persuade
her to make a match of it. ~ Chick did not
uuderstand it for a long time, though the
young fellow came very often. Whenit did
come over her she tried to back out—said
'shefnever would leave me#, and all that sort
of thing. I told her she might always count
upon me being around. Then she dida braver
thing still—she brought the young fellow in
here, showed him this picture and told him
the story of.it. By the merest chance I
happened into the room just then, and—
and”

Well?”

‘“Well, Robert threw hisarms around her,
and instead of seeming embarrassed when
he saw me he spoke up as manly as you
please, and said :— f

‘* * Thank you, Mr. Cherriten.”

‘“That’s about all there is to the story.
You’re welcome to tell it to any of the old
boys if you meet any of them. I wish you’d
come to the wedding ; I'll send you an in-

“

She looked at me as I never had seen her

the island. The woman at the coffe
. s it et look befm-ciany one, except when she was

cake shop told me where I could get decent

>

vitation. If you want to see the happiest
man there, though, look at me—not at the
bridegroom.”

Where Isinglass Oomes From.

The best isinglass comes from Russia,
where it is obtained from the giant sturgeon
which inhabits the Caspian sea and the riv-
ers which run into it. This fish often grows
to the length of twenty-five feet, and from
its air-bladder the isinglass is prepared. It
is subjected to many processes before being
ready for sale, but the Russians, knowing it
has the reputation of being the best, take
great pains in its Y‘rcpnration. and in the
world’s markets it has practically no rival.
A great deal is made along the Amazon, in
Brazil, but it is very coarse and inferior, and
is used for the refining of hiquors and simi-
lar purposes. The adulteration of good is-
inglass with the inferior kinds can always
be detected by placing samples in boiling
water. “The best isinglass will dissolve,
completely, leaving no visible residuum,
while the inferior variety will show threads
of fibrous tissue and be ofa dark color, often
almost brown.
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Astonishing Intelligence,

““Do you knaw, Fwed, what day of the
month it is to-day ?” drawled out one dude
to another.

““I have no ideaw, Chawles.” .

““Well, ‘perhaps you knaw what day of
the month yethterday was?”

T can’t remember, Fwed, but last Cwist-
mas wath on the twenty-fifth of December.”

most cases, according to the experts’ re-|]

The Matter of * Good-by.”

Nothing is more ridicglous and _tiresome
in civilized life than our leave-taking for-
malities: Good-bys are either tortures or
platitudes. Why should we subject ourselves
or our friends to either one? f

Everybody you meet tells you he * hates
vo say good-by. Yet, if he sees you at 6 and
you tell him you are going away at 8, and
attempt to maks an informal gdieu then and
there, he says with reproving politeness,
*“ Oh, T shull” call around' about 7 and say
good-by.”

You thank him for his kindness; at the
Same time wishing he would not come. If
he is a friend you dearly prize, it robs the
parting of n]{ sentiment to have it take
Place in the fuss and hurry of departure,
and this final adieu but renders the agony
of parting more lingering. If he is a mere
acquaintance, it compels you to hear and to
reiterate some worn-out phrases which
amcunt to nothing when said :

“* 8o glad to have met you.” ¢ Hope we Ba

shall meet again.” * Trust you will have a
pleasant journey.” ¢ Thank you; you are
very kind.”

And yet I hear people every day express-
ing the most profound regret when they
have missed an opportunity of ‘saying
ﬁood-by” to some one, I met a lady at the

ouse of & mutual acquaintance one day,
and the hostess mentioned her probable de-
parture within the week. The lady then
expressed all due regret at the thought of
losing hersociety, and al 'y pl
at having3 made her acquaintance. A day
or two later I chanced to rofer to the fact
t::;t she had gone, in the presence of the
Ly
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one ! 8o soon ! and I never called to
say good-by,” cried the poor creature in
accents of heartfelt grief.

Now, what possible pleasure could have
resulted to either party in a formal adieu ?
All bad been said in the previous case that
WAas necessary,

Imbued with the ridiculous idea that this
form was necessary and expected of me, I
waited balf an hour * to say good-by ” to a
lady recently. It was my dinner hour, but
as the lady was completing her final pre-
parations for travel and the carriage was at
the door, I was obliged to wait. hen she
descended, preoccupied and flurried, she
was obliged to shift her travelling wraps
and parasol from her right to the left hand
before ﬁiving me the final hand-clasp. Then
we both smiled, and she said, *‘So kind of
youto call.” Isaid, * Notatall ; I ho;
you will have a pleasant journey.” She
said, ‘ Thank you—so kind—good-by.”
said “ Good-by.” Then she entered the
carriage and said ‘‘Good-by” from the door,
and I walkedawny and looked over my
shoplder andsaid *“ Good-by,” and she drove
offandI went home to a cold dinner.
Could anything be more ridiculous? And
yet we are doiug it daily.

A lady I know visits twice a year in a

in- | family of nine people, ** The ordealof ur-
y

ing good-by to all these persons separate
stares me in the face for two or three days
before I leave,” she once said to me, *
am expected to kiss seven women and child-
ren and thank each one separately for her
kindness to me ; then 1 shake two maseuline
hands and say somethingagreeable,and then
each of the nine people says good-by three
times before I get off. Tt really exhausts
me. I wish I could walk out of the door
and say, ‘ Well, good morning,” and have
them take the rest for granted, or let me
write to them what was to be said.”

The last kiss betwcen the dearest of
friends is lighle to be a very automatic affair
if taken at the hour of departure, in the
midst of anxiety over trunks, satchels, um-
brellas and tickets.

As for our American system of paying our
respects to the hostess beforeleaving alarge
entertainment, nothing could be more awk-
ward or cmbarrassing ; and I rejoice to see
it giving way to the more graceful Old
World fashion of a quiet exit.

Very fow people know how to make their
adieux after a formal call. Many a delight-
ful visit has been spoiled by a tediousleave-
taking.

I have seen callers rise to go and felt
genuine regret, so keen had been the plea-
sure of the visit; but before the door closed
upon them I have felt tempted to give them
a gentle push, so laborious and lingering
have been their adieux.

Erra WHEELER WiLcoX.

—_—

Superstitions About Animals,

It is unlucky to kill a stork, a robin, or a
swallow. According to a Swedish legend
the stork hovered over our_Saviour, as He
was dying on the cross, crymg ‘‘styrke !
styrke !I” (strengthen ye! strengthenye!),
and from this it received the name of styrk,
or stork. There is a similar Scandinavian
legend with respect to the swallow, which
fluttered above the cross, crying, ““svale!
svale !” (cheerup ! cheer up!). There are
two legends witﬁ respect to the robin—one
that as the Saviour was toiling up the hill
of Calvary, a robin flew down and plucked
a thorn from His temple, an1 a drop of
blood fell upon his breast and turned it red.
The other is that the robin "éirries dew to
refresh sinners in hell, and the heat of the
flames scorched its feathers red—a much
more comforting legend than that which
ascribes to the malignant jay the task of
carrying sticks to hell every Friday to feed
the flames and torment the wicked. If one
kills a wren ke will break a bone before the
year is out. It is also unlucky to kill a
marten. Many animals possess the power
of curing diseases. Three hairs taken from
the ‘“cross” of an ass, that is the mark
runving up the back and out av right angles
over the shoulders, will cure whooping
cough, but the ass will die. This cross was
believed to be the cross of Christ impressed
upon the animal when Christ rode into
Jerusalem on the back of an ass. Another
sure cure for whooping cough can be ob-
tained by asking and. following the advice
of a man riding a piebald horse.

“Boy™ and Widow"” in Ireland.

Nothing is more likely to perplex the
English visitor to Ireland than to find Eng-
lishwords used there in a different sense from
that in which he has been accustomed all his
life to use them. One of the best-known
examples, perhaps, that could be cited is tne
peculiar sense in which the word *boy” is
used, being in fact, equivalentsto the Enghsb
“bachelor.” A young man is a “‘boy” until

'he is married, and, though less widely, “‘girl”

is used in a similar way to denote a spinster.
Toa ‘“foreign” ear it sounds Indicrous to hear
& gray-haired man or woman spoken of as
a ““boy” or a ““girl,” but to one accustomed
to the country the fuller meaning is- clear.
If it is intended to convey the idea of youth
us a rule quite a different expression is used
—it will be a “‘wee chap,” a ‘‘gossoon,” a
““lad,” or, for one more grown, “‘a lnmp of a
lad” is the expressive designation. Equally
}Jeculiar, but much more intelligible, is the

rish use of widow. Widow in Ireland is not,
as in England, feminine. It is a wo_rd of
common gender and is seldom used by itself,
the gender being“denoted by affixed “‘man”
or‘“woman,”thus‘‘widow-man”and‘‘widow-

woman” are of cvery.lay use.—[London Tit-
Bita.
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SEVENTY BELOW

The Effects of Entensely
the Arctic Regfpns.
It was in the Arctic regionu says Froaer-
rick Schwatka, the Arctic traveller, not far
‘firom Burk’sh(x‘reut Fish 1Riva. when con-
ucting a homeward sledge 3 to
Hudson Bay, in the depth oign.n ixar::ywin-
ter, that an intense cold setin just before
Christmas, the thermometer sinking dosax
to 65 and 68 degrees below rero, and never
getting above 60 below. We were having
a very hard time with our sledging along
the river, our camps at night almost in
sight of those we had left in the morning, so
close were they together and so slowly did
we labor along. Reindeer on which we ware
re‘kving for our daily supply of food were
not found near the river, but some being
seen somé€ ten or fitteen miles back from it,
I determined to leave the river and strike
straight across the country for Hudson's

e’rf;e had been gone only three or four days,
and as we ascended the higher levels the

thermometer commenced lowering, and on
the 3d of January reached 71 degrees below
zero, the coldest we experienced in our
sledge journey of nearly a year in length,
and the coldest, I believe, ever encountered
by white men traveling out of doors; for that
day we moved our camp fully twelve miles.
The day was not at all unpleasant eitbor, I
must say, until along toward night, when a

o | 8light breeze eprang up. It was the merest -

kind of a zephyr, and would hardly have
stirred the leaves on a tree at home, but,
slight as it was, it cut to the bome every
part of the body exposed to it. This; for-
tunately, was only the face from the eye-
brows to the chin. We turned our backs to
it as much as possible, and especially after
we had reached camp and were ot work
making our snow houses and digging
through the thick ice for water.

After all,” it is not so much the intensity
of the cold as expressed-in degrees on the
thermometer that determines-the umpleas-
antness of an arctic winter as is the force
and direction of wind, for I have found it
far pleasanter with the thermometer at even
70 degrees below zero, with little or no wind
blowing, than to face a rather still breeze
when the little indicator showed even 30
degrees warmer temperature. Evena white
man acclimated to Arctic weather and face-
ing a strong wind at 20 or 30 degrees below
zero is almost sure to freeze nose and cheeks,
and the thermometer does not have to go
many degrees lower to induce the Wskimos
themselves to keep within their smug snow
houses under the same circnimstanees unless
absolute need of food forces them ontside.
I is one of the consoling things about
Arctic weather that the intensely low tem-
peratures are almggt always accompanied
by calms, or if there is a breeze it is a very
lightone. 5

With the exception of a very few quiet
days during the warmest summer weather
of the polar summer these clear, quiet, cold
ones of the Arctic winter are about the onl
times when the wind is not blowing w1tﬁ
%reat vigor from some point of the compass.

f course there were a few exceptionn to
this general rule of quiet weather with
extreme cold, and when they had to be en-
dured they were simply terrible. Early one
morning the thermometer showed us it was
68 degrees below zero, buv as it was calm
we paid no attention to it but harnessed our
dogs and loaded our sledges for the day’s
journey, which was to be an exceedingly
short one to a place where the Eskimos
thousht they could get food for ourselves
and dog. We were just ready for the start
when a sharp wind sprang up, and it felt
like a score of razors cutting theface. Had
the wind arisen a little sooner we would not
Iave thought of starting, but as we were all
ready and the distance short we conclcded
to go ahead rather than unload and go hack
into the old camp. We kept the dogs at a
good round trot and ran alongsicle of the
sledges the whole distance ; and when we
reached the'snow house of some Rimregstro
Iiskimo it was as welcome a refuge as if it
had been a first-class hotel.

When we reached the end of our journey

sgain looked at the thermomater and
found it indicated 55 degrees below zero—
that is, it had grown 13 degrces warmer
during the time we were out, although it
seemed to us it must be at least 30 degrees
colder. I told the Eskimcs who had been
with us that it was much colder, as shown

“I by the instrument, before we started than

it was when the wind was at ity highest,
but from their incredulous glances at each
other they wondered how we could be duped
by such ideas directly against our common
sense and personal observation. They
might believe our statements that the world
was round and turned over every day, with-
out the polar bears sliding off ‘the slippery
icebergs when it was upside dowz, simply
because the white man had told them so,
but nothing would persuade them that when
they felt perfectly comfortable and -warm
loading thé sledge it was colder than when
their arms and legs were frozen and their
noses ‘‘nipped ”” by the frost. I tried to
explain to them the effect of the wind, but
they said they had known the yiad to blow
them off their feet in snmme t freeze
them a particle. They saic knew it
[Seemed colder when the wind H¥w, but that
was because it actnally was colder, and
here they stood firm in the belief that we
were wrong.

When the thermometer wasat 71 degrees
below, the clondless sky in the visinity of
the sun hanging low in the southern horizon
assumcd a dull leaden hue, tinged with a
brinwosh red, looking something like the
skies of cheap chromo lithographs. At
night the stars glitter like diamonds, and
fairly seem on fire with their unusual brilli-
ancy. Should you pour water on the sur-
face of the ice 1t greetg you with an as-
tonishing crackling noise, and in puttiog your
foot on it turns instantly as white us mar-
Dble.

Sometimes when breathing this extiemely
cold air my tongue would feel as if it were
freezing inmy mouth, but I could readily
cure this by breathing through my nose for
a few minutes. : You will naturally ask,
““ Why not breathe through the nostrils all
the time?” as you have so often heard advo-
cated. The air, however, is so bitterly cold
that it becomes absolutely necessary to
breath through the mouth. "Also the nose is
more liable tofreeze when breathing through
it. These freezings of the nose and checks
are very common affairs in very low tem-
peratures, especially when the wind blows.
The Eskimo cure these frost bites by simply
taking the warm hand from the reindeer
mitten and s bbing the affected spat. They
know nothing of rubbing frost bites with
snow, and that article could not be used in
an Arctic Temperature, where the snow, if
it is loose, is’ like sand, or, if in mass, like
granite rock. Another thing ilo Eskimo
always used was snow to quench the thirst,
which most Arctic writers have condemned
as hurtful. My Eskimos used it at &ll tam-
peratures, and I have never seen any bad
results from its use,

————— e e

Daughter—No, be didn’t proposs exaciry,
but he blew rings of to*cco smoke i= the
air, so he must have been thinking ¢ cne

gagement rings, or something of tha® sork




