
*l«e Spiritual Ballway.
Middletown (N. Y.) Times.

The followiB| verses composed by the late
KfkJTHü? i°°ker iu ISKwere found 
by hee husband, Mr. S. 8. looker, of High
land avenue, among the contents of a aeere- vary :
£#“»»» Heaven by Christ was made ; 
ivîÜÎ ?^5ïe.n,î.tl Ul h the rails are laid ; 
To°lïï«eS'iîh 19 Heaven the line extends— lo lire eternal, where it ends.
Repentance is the station then 
Where passengers are taken in ;
S® *8J f°r them is there to pay,For Jesus is Himself the way.
The Bible then is engineer, 
ï wJSÎÎt»*tpointo the way to Heaven so clei>r, 
Through tunnels dark and dreary here it does the way to glory steer.
God-alovo the fire. His truth the steam 
Which draws the engine and the train ;
All you who would to glory ride 
Must) come to Christ, in Him abide.
The first and second and third class, 
Repentance, faith and holiness 
You must the way to glory gain.
Or you with Christ wiU never reign.
Come, then, poor sinners, now's the time 
At any place upon the line ;
If you repent and turn, from sin,
The train will stop and take you in.

A CITY BOARDER.

S
HE'S goin’ to take a 11:tie ever 
cise,” «aid Mrs. Hinkle.y to her 
husband, asjhe came up, hot and 
red, for a drink of water fi >m the 
well, and, looking down tie road, 
he saw a smart, strange fig i. oatroll
ing along by the wayside.

“ Oh, she is, is she ?” i <ponded 
the farmer, dryly. He loosened t *e wind
lass and dropped the bucket down ato the 
cool depths as he answered.

“And she’s rigged out to I. II in a 
sprigged muslin, jest covered w.th lace 
rufflin',” went on his wife, with an aggra
vated envy whicli only a woman could feel ; 
** and ribbons, my ! no end of ’em, and a 
big Leghorn hat, loaded down with flowers, 
and a white pair’tol. If she wears them 
things common, what can she have for 
inertin’, Jabez ?”

Whatever wise opinion Jabez may have 
entertained it was lust to the world, being 
uttered inarticulately frem the bottom of a 
large tin dipper.

“ White shoes and stockin’s too, and a 
link silk petticoat. My land, what are 
oiks cornin' to? I read a piece in the 

paper the other day sayin’ they was 
lash’nable, but I never e’poeed ’twas any-

Her father

Ü
thing but newspaper talk, 
must be pretty well off. She thought 
mebbe she’d walk up on the hill to see the 
view. She says she’s dreadful fond of 
nature.”

“ Humph !” Farmer Hinkley mopped his 
fevered brow. “Wal, it’s lucky she’s fond 
of it, for that’s about all there is goin’ on 
round here. She want, to learn to milk.” 
His great sunburned face shone with 
amusement, and he winked one blue eve 
under the shaggy brow that half hid it. “I 
guess I’ll learn hor with Spot y.”

* Ain’t Spotty the one that kioka so ?”
Her husband nodded.
“ Wal, you sha’n’t do no such thing, 

Jabez Hinkley. Ain’t you ashamed of 
yourself ? She’s real pretty spoken, and I 
•ha’n’t have no tricks played on her while 
she stays here. My ! I guess if there 
ain’t nothing wuss about folks than their 
bein’ dressy, they’ll have to fill up the aisles 
in heaven with camp chaire to git ’em all 
in."

*• Wal, I’m goin’ back. I guess we shall 
git that hay in this mornin’. I want to 
hurry ’em up so as to take hold of the ten
sors lot to-morrow. You be sure and ring 
the dinner-bell good and loud so’s I shall 
hear it.”

“ You come in right off when I ring an’ 
clean up a little. You ain’t goin’ to set 
down to the table in your enirt sleeves, ! 
now we’ve got boarders.”

If Jabez Hinkley had been born in Paris 1 
he would have shrugged hie shoulders as he ] 
walked off. But as the only world he had 
ever looked upon was up among the New • 
Hampshire hill*, the only expression he 
gave to his feelings upon the subject of ! 
dressing for dinner was to jam his dilapi- ! 
dated straw hat down firmly on his head | 
and hitch up his trousers before he made his ; 
way out again into the broiling sunshine of 
the July day.

Mrs. Hinkley forgot all about her pies in 
the oven. A deeper feminine note than her j 
housekeeping pride had been touched, and 
■he atood under the big elm by the well,1 
gazing off persistently upon the stretch of 
yellow road that wound past the farm gate 
and up Buzzard’s hill. A turning had hid 
the solitary walker momentarily from 
sight, but presently the figure ap
peared again, relieved jauntily against 
the sky, with the white parasol 
like a nimbus round its head. There was a 
coquettish worldly air about its slender 
height, suggesting forcibly the Newport 
Casino or the beach atNarraganset Pier or the 
Fish Pond at Rodick’s, and a graceful ease 
in its languid gait which could only have 
been acquired on city pavement?. But these 
were lost upon the observer, whose eyes 
rested hungrily upon the crisp white gown 
invested with the indescribable something 
of style and distinction recognized and 
offered homage by every woman whatever 
her degree. Poor Mrs. Hinkley had never 
owned a well-fitting dress in her life. She 
bad never seen one of Doucot’s masterpieces 
before. And yet such is the power of 
genius that her humble ignorance bowed 
down before it instinctively, and a great 
sigh stirred the folds of faded brown calico 
upon her capacious bosom.

“ I guess, she said to herself in astute 
reflection, “ I guess she has her things made 
out f ,

Ah, didn’t she have her things made out ! 
Miue Mary OrinneU’e poor papa could have 
answered for that as he filed away the bills 
for her summer wardrobe—an array of 
marvellous confections intended to do exe
cution at half a dozen watering places. 
Why, after all these expensive preparations 
made with gleeful anticipations, his 
charming daughter should have elected 
suddenly to spend the summer with Aunt 
Matilda, on a New Hampshire farm, was a 
mystery that this wise parent did not 
attempt to solve. He simply set it down 
at onoe an one of those things never to be 
revealed, like the whereabouts of the north 
pole and the real author of Shakespeare’s 
blays asked no questions, raised 
no objections, cheeked the trunks 
-nd saw the two ladies safely

to the train. Aunt Matilda, with a ko- 
ak a library of French fiction, and a small

botanical press, and her neioe, wearing a 
curious half-defiant expression, not at all 
unbecoming. In fact, it gave her a new at- 
treotion in the eyes of a young man who 
watched the parting from a distance smil
ing to himself as if secretly amused, and 
taking his seat in another oar as the train 
rolled out of the station, snorting and puff
ing mockingly.

The farmhouse was a blow to Mias Mary’s 
feelings. Its musty chambers closed all the 
year round, and stiff with the odor of an 
unueed room, its dreadful parlor shrouded 
in a doom through which a scanty hair
cloth furniture loomed dimly, and certain 
lugubrious wax flowers on a mantelpiece 
could just be made out ; its homely sitting 
room, redolent of past and gone pipe smok
ings, proved to be more depressing than 
picturesque. There had been a country 
■upper of baked beans and smoked beef, and 
soggy bread, and pie and cheese, with 
plenty of milk, to be sure, but milk just 
warm from the cow. And then the evening 
had settled down—the long, lonely summer 
evening. Aunt Matilda sat by the student 
lamp inside, absorbed in one of Gyp’s 
novels, and oblivious of mosquitoes, while 
Mary strolling outside, lingered on the 
piazza, while a sickly moon peered at her 
between the pine boughs, and through the 
air, sweet with the scent of honeysuckle, 
came the shrill squeak of the cricket and 
the complaining of a whip-poor-will. It was 
not a silence—and yet stiller than any 
silence could be. She cried herself to sleep 
by and by.

Bu twith the morning her elastic young 
spirits revived. In a freak of mieoh'ef she 
drew out from her boxes the elaborate and 
very unsuitable toilet which had stirred 
Mrs. Hinkley’s soul to its depths and she 
appeared at the breakfast table as a vision 
of loveliness and freshness at which the 
shy old farmer gazed entranced and at 
which Aunt Matilda cried out in severe 
disapproval. She coaxed and smiled and 
wheedled until every one grew into a good 
humor, and as she had started off for her 
walk even that grim spinster relative bade 
her good-bye with a relenting heartiness, 
realizing how effectively the Jin de xiecle 
figure would come into the landscapes of 
the Kodak.

Mary walked along with the pale dust 
gathering on the little white shoes and the 
pink lining of the white parasol deepening 
the bloom on her dimpled cheek. Very 
seldom had the country road gazed upon 
such a charming picture in all the centuries 
of its existence. The walls on either side 
were smothered in wild roses and tangled 
blackberry vines, and from the wood-lot 
not far away a warm wind blew up a fra
grance of new-mown hay, while she could 
near the farmer calling to his men 
now and then in a voice which distance 
made musical. The world looked very fair 
and bright^ rnd she the brightest, fairest 
thing in it. Nobody would have dreamed 
that the heart under the pink sash was very 
unhappy and almost ready to break. Mary 
was trying to settle a weighty question in 
her mind. She knew its truthiul answer 
well enough, but pride and stubbornness 
made her wilfully blind. She had chosen 
to come up into the country to think over 
pros and cons, which were all pros after alL

The sun beat down fiercely upon the Leg
horn hat as it neared the summit of the 
little hill. A Urge oak tree crowned the 
height, with a seat beneath its boughs, upon 
which Misa Grinnell seated herself, like a 
Watteau shepherdess. The view was not 
very extended, bui, wooded and shaded in a 
way that Diaz would have loved, anda small 
lake lay glittering in the dUtance out of 
the green tree tops. It was a peaceful 
scene, and one well adapted for a reflective 
mood, and Mary fell into a sort of day 
dream, from which she was at length 
aroused by a touch upon her hand. Starting 
up hastily, she gave a cry of eurprise. Be
fore her, gazing with great mournful eyes 
into her own, stood apretty calf, appu eutly 
not at all frightened by the intrusion of a 
stranger upon his feeding place, and, like 
Mrs. Hinkley, regarding Doucet’s muslin 
with approval. At first the city-bred dam
sel was startled. But in a second she saw 
that he was fastened to an iron stake near 
by and that his orbit was limited. So she 
laid down the white parasol and began to 
pat the intruder on the head, talking softly 
to him the sort of cooing nonsense with 
which women always address babies and 
animals. «

He seemed quite won liv these attentions, 
and Mary was charmed. She rose and 
walked about, calling him to her. He fol
lowed obediently, and ahe began to think 
seriously of buying him from the farmer to 
take back with her for a pet, when sud
denly something sent him into a panic. He 
started back and ran round and round her, 
frightened her half ont of her eenses, and 
before she realized what was happening 
Mary found hereelf wound up tightly with 
the calf and the rope and ths ttake. At 
first, her sense of the ridiculous got the 
better of her terror, and she laughed aloud 
at the oddity of her position. But in a 
moment she saw its awkwardness and hope
lessness as well, and she straggled to free 
herself, while the poor calf, in blind bewil
derment, ran to and fro, drawing the tangle 
tighter, and making escape less possible.

At this critical moment a cool, well-bred 
voice behind her broke in. " Good evening, 
Miss Grinnell,” it said as politely as if ehe 
had been walking down Fifth avenue, in
stead of in such an absurd plight. Ah, me 1 
The pink-lined parasol was nowhere in 
comparison with the blush those few words 
brought out

** 0, Rob 1” she cried, “ Save me ! Where 
did you come from ? Can’t you take me 
away from this dreadful beast ?”

“ Not until you answer me the question I 
asked you the other night. Do you think it 
was right to run away and leave me in the 
lurch, as you did, with no address ; and did 
you suppose I should not hunt you up 
directly ? No, Mary. Come, which is it 
to be, yes or no? 1 will drive away the 
calf whichever it is, but you must answer 
me one way or the other at onoe. ”

The young man had not amiled, although 
the picture was funnv enough to have eent 
a stole into file of laughter—poor Mary, 
flushed and tearful, fastened up against the 
stake, with her white rufliee crushed and 
ruined, and the innocent calf, pinioned at 
her aide, still fastening hie big, wiatful 
eyes upon her face.
« Q| Rob !” ahe eaid again. “ You know 

I meant yea all the time. 11 We women 
always do when we say no !”

Well, they forgot all about the poor oalf. 
Hours later they strolled into supper, hav
ing confided in Aunt Matilda, who bestowed 
a blessing upon them and announced in

majestic tone* to the Hinkleys the arrival 
of her niece’s fame

He may be a tyanaay,” thought Mrs. 
kley to hereelf, nodding aagely, “ but if 
in’t keeping company with her, I miss 

my guess.”
Somehow the sapper did not strike Mary 

aa being so dreadful that second night. 
The farmer thought he had never seen a 
girl ao pretty before, and tried to make con
versation.

“ Mother,” said he, “what do yon think ? 
You know that calf of Spotty’s that was 
fastened up on the hill ? Wal, I vow ef the 
critter hadn’t contrived to git onhitohed 
somehow or other, and there "twaa strollin’ 
rounn down the road. ’Lonzo Briggs’ man 
fetched it back thia aft’noon. Cur’ous, ain’t 
it?”

“ Why, wan’t you up on the hill, Mias 
Grinnell ?” asked Mr. Hinkley, suddenly. 
“ You didn’t see nothin’ of the calf, did 
you, while you was there !”

“ Well, it seems to me I did see one when 
I first reached the top, but I don’t remem
ber noticing it when I came down,” said 
Mary, dimpling and laughing. The young 
man laughed too.

“ I guess 'twas soaret. I guess them 
flounces and flummy diddles scaret it.” 
Mr. Hinkley’s great bulk shook with 
amusement. He found himaelf a real wit. 
Neither Horace Walpole nor George Selwyn 
ever felt any greater eatiafaetion in a bon 
mot.

1 guess they did,” responded Mary, 
and the whole table laughed again. There 
is something contagious in reckless happi
ness.

That night Aunt Matilda finished
Monsieur Fred ” by the student lamp, 

and Mary sat out on the piazza again. The 
moon peered through the pine boughs, too, 
but this time it wore a smile, while the 
cricket and the whip-poor-will had tuned 
their monotony to a major key. Yet still 
there hung over all the stillness which was 
not a stillness after all, and Mary cried 
herself to sleep again. Bat this time she 
cried with happiness.

Irlili lassies at the Fair.
All visitors to the World’s Fair will 

doubtless want to inspect the Irish village 
which is being arranged under the auspices 
of the Counters of Aberdeen and Mrs. 
Ernest Hart. The latter gives the following 
outline of what it will contain :

•* We shall have seven cottages, in which 
peasant girls and lads from Donegal and 
elsewhere will be seen at work, weaving, 
spinning, dyeing, sprigging, carving, etc. 
The girl» will look very pretty in Conne
mara red petticoats, fishwife skirts and 
blouses, and scarlet cloaks. In the first 
cottage will be a precise model of a cottage 
in Donegal, with undressed walls ot granite, 
with a hooded fireplace and dresser fall of 
bright crockery ; a girl will be seen dyeing 
and spinning our famous hand-and-bearth 
homespuns, the wool of which she ge.s 
from the lichens and heather of her 
native bog outside. There will be an imi
tation peat fire, and on this the dyer will 
from time to time place her iron potato-pot, 
and proceed to dye the wool This opera
tion is certain to prove immensely attrac
tive to eight-seers, and, as well as the 
carding, spinning, and bobbin-filling, which 
will be shown here, is an extremely inter
esting process.

" In the second cottage there will be lin
en weaving and embroidering of the famous 
Kells Art Embroidery ; whilst linen damask 
weaving on a Jacquard handloom and 
fringe-knotting will go on in the third cot
tage. Between this and the next cottage 
there will be a model dairy, in which dairy
maids will be at work churning and butter- 
making. I can aesureonr American cousins 
they will have a chance of some good butter, 
as we shall send over some of the world- 
famed Kerry cows, which will be stabled at 
the rear. There will also be a pleasant, 
cool spot here where visitor» can rest and 
drink iced milk.

“ In the fourth cottage, which is under 
the especial care of the Irish Industries 
Association, every description of Irish lace 
will be shown. There mil be a Limerick 
lace worker at her frame, the Torchon lace 
worker at the pillow, the numerous varie
ties of point lsoe, and ao forth.

“ Sprigging and veining, which ore em- 
iloyed in the production of the beautiful 
lemstitched handkerchiefs of Belfast, will 

be shown in the next cottage. The girls of 
Down are eepecially noted for their ex- 
qnieite and delioate work. We have not 
quite definitely decided about the two re
maining cottages, but we shall probably 
show in the seventh, the wood-carving in
dustry in Ireland, which has reached a 
really remarkable degree of deeelopment 
when one remembers the workers and 
teachers ate peasant lads. Yon should see 
the let of owls carved by acme of my own 
boys for Lady Aberdeen last year. The 
expression of the owls’ faces, as well as the 
execution, wae excellent. Other features of 
our Irish industrial villages will be a re
plica of Donegal Castle, an old well, and 
other interesting Celtic memorials. I be
lieve the Irish village will be successful ; 
we shall certainly do our beet to make it
eo.” _________________ _

A Bare Eg* en ExMlMtlen.
A great rarity, in the shape of an Æpyor- 

nis egg, hae been exhibited at the Zoologi
cal Society, London. This huge egg is as 
nearly as poesibla a foot long, and the speci
men in queetion is valued at about $500, eo 
that it rivals the egg of the great auk, 
which fetches such fancy price». The eggs 
are occasionally found in Madagascar, but 
only a few of them have ever turned up. 
The bird which laid them is only imper
fectly known, from fragmente.

The «un le the Stern.
De Garry—After all there’s no exercise 

so pleasant as rowing.
Merritt—That’s so. When you’re out 

with a pretty girl you always have some
thing nice to look forward to.

Cruel Dlsrrlmlnatlen.
Maud—Have you taken any flowers to 

that dear, delightful, horrible man who ent 
his wife into bite.

Edith—No ; they have proven him in
sane. I cannot waste flower» on a lunatio.

“HABBIN OWM WAY."

Bis life was “a Bream" an* She Said Be 
Was Happy.

When Mr. Youngwife came home that 
night he sighed dismally, then hoisted his 
feet to the mantel shelf, after the fa-Von of 
a dreaming man, remarks the New York 
Recorder.

A light hand was laid on his ahoulder, 
and a silvery voice chimipped :

“ My dear, you musn’t do that ; it is such 
bad form. If you want to rest your tired 
feet use this lovely little stool that I made, 
all covered with roses.”

Later on he threw down his paper and 
yawned.

“ My dear, you musn’t do that It is 
such bad form. If you want to put your 
paper aside, use that lovely little receiver 
on the wall there, that I embroidered all in 
violets and pansies.”

Later still he struck a match on his 
trousers to light his pipe.

“ My dear, you musn’t do that. It is 
bad form. If you want to strike a match 
use that lovely little wall mat, with 
1 Scratch My Back ’ on it that I embroidered. 
It was an idea of dear mamma’s.”

At breakfast he aimlessly dripped some 
coffee over a piece of bread.

“ My dear, you musn’t do that. It is 
such bad form. Never let me see you do 
that again. Every time you wish to eat 
toast watch me ; my way ia exactly the 
same as that of dear mamma."

In the street car he thoughtlessly crossed 
his feet.

“ Aly dear,” some one whispered, “ do 
not do that. It is such bad form. You 
know you never would have done that be
fore we were married. It ia something 
mamma told me to be particularly careful 
about.”

Next evening he threw his shaving paper 
in the woodbox.

“ My dear, you mustn’t do that. It is 
such bad form. Mamma always makes papa 
throw his papers in the fire. Use that 
lovely little holder filled with cute little red, 
white and blue shaving papers, all em
broidered with forget-me-nots, just as 
mamma planned out for you.”

After the funeral, two months later, she 
was saying, as she untied the black strings 
of her mourning bonnet, and a few friends 
remained to console her ;

“ Dear Tommy, I—I never knew whst 
killed him. He wae so good, and we were 
growing more and more like each other 
every day.”

“ Yes,” said Mrs. MoGann, sympatheti
cally, “ he had his own way in everything. 
Ho was eo good about the house. We 
never had a cross word. Then, when I 
thought our lives were a dream, he just up 
and died.”

“ It is sad,” sobbed Mrs. McGann.
“ It is, indeed, and now, kind friends, 

leave me while I throw off these things, put 
on my kitchen apron and dust up and 
sweep up the house. Dear Tommy was 
such a lover of order, he could not sleep 
well in his grave if he thought there wss a 
lint on the floor. After that I will sit down, 
gaze at his photograph and let my flood of 
grief have full sway.”

The Beyal line of Successful.
The line of suoceeaion to the English 

throne can be readily traced back to very 
remote times, the accuracy with which the 
records of the royal family have been kept 
rendering the task comparatively easy. 
Queen Victoria is the niece of William IV., 
who was the brother of George IV., who 
was the son of George III., who wae the

Kindion of George II., who was the son of 
orge I. George L was a cousin of Queen 

Anne, who was the sister-in law of William 
III., who was the son-in-law of James IL, 
who wae the son of Charles I., who was the 
■on of the Seoteh James I. James, the first 
of the Stuarts, was the cousin of Elizabeth, 
who was the half-sister of Mary, 
who was the half-sister of Edward
VI., who was the son of Henry 
VIII., who was the son Henry VII. This 
Henry was the oousin of his great rival, 
Richard III, who wae the uncle of Edward 
V-, who was the son of Edward
IV., who the consin of Henry VI.
who was son of Henry V., who
was son of Henry IV., who wae the 
cousin of Richard II., who was the grand
son of Edward III., who was son of 
Edward IL, who waa the son of Edward I. 
Edward I. wae'the son of Henry IU., who 
waa the son of “ Magna Charts ” John, 
who was brother to Richard the Lion- 
Hearted, who was son of Henry II. Henry 
II. was the cousin of Stephen, hie prede
cessor, who in turn was the cousin 
of Henry I., who was brother to William 
Rufus, a son of William the Con
queror. Thus easily is the line of Vic
toria traced back to 1066, the time of the 
conquest. But it can be traced still further. 
Matilda, the wife of Henry I., was the 
daughter ot Margaret, wife of Malcolm IIL, 
of Scotland. The father of Margaret wae 
Prince Edward, who was the son of the 
Saxon King Edmund, who waa the eon of 
Ethelred, the son of Edgar, the ion of 
Edmond, the son of Edward the Elder, the 
•on of Alfred the Great, the son of Kthel- 
wolf, the ion of Egbert ; and thus is the 
royal lin- of England traced back with the 
utmost distinctiveness for more than 1,000
year».___________________

Open Veer Wiadews.
An extraordinary fallacy is what a writer 

on sanitary subject» pronounces the dread 
of night air. He asks : What air can 
breathe at night but night air ! The choice 
is between pure night air from without and 
foul air from within. Most people prefer 
the latter—an unaccountable chioe. What 
will they say if it is proved to be true that 
fully one-half of all the diseases we suffer 
are occasioned by people sleeping with win
dows shut ? An open window most nights 
in the year can never hurt any one. In 
great cities night air is often the beet and 
purest to be had in 24 hours. I could bet
ter understand shutting the windows in 
town during the day than during the night, 
for the sake of the sick. The absence of 
smoke, the quiet, all tend to make night the 
best time for airing the patient. Always 
air yeur room, then, from the outside air 

j if possible. Windows are made to o|

KATIE SMITH'S MEW

tie Little tllrl to Fitted WIU _ 
limbs and to B»»py.

Little Katie Smith, who some months ago 
lost both upper limbe from the effect oi 
bums received from a red-hot stove, wan 
yesterday given a pair of new arms.

With Rev. Dr. F. N. Gregg and Mian 
Agnes Gregg, whose especial charge ahe is, 
the little girl visited the establishment ot 
the makers of artificial arms, and the 
mechanical limbs were fitted to her. Within 
a few minute» ehe had gotten somewhnh 
used to them, and used them in a mv»»— 
astonishing even to the maker.

The arms are really wonderful pieces of 
mechanism. Four months of time and sev
eral hundred» of dollars have been expended 
in their construction. The maker firet found 
a little girl, Miss Katie Holcomb,of Ravena- 
worth, who is about Katie’» build, and took 
plaster moulds of her arms. From the* 
moulds a plaster oast waa made and from 
that a metal cast. Over this the aluminum 
arma were made. A single artificial muscle
in the form of a cord and pulley ia supplied 
each arm, operating by the motion of the 
shoulder muscles. The fingers of each I— 
are eo jointed that the hand may be fixed ia 
any of the natural positions. The —n-r 
proposes when Katie hie gotten more ac
customed to the arms to introduce another 
artificial muscle by which the fingers may 
be fixed or extended. Each hand is de
tached at the wrist the right uncovering a 
fixed fork and the left a spoon. Katie tiled 
theee yesterday and showed that ahe would 
soon be able to feed herself. .

Theee arms were a present to the little 
girl from the makers, Charles Truss, Greene 
& Co., who were asked for n cash subscrip
tion some months ago when the fund was 
being collected, but perferred to contribute 
a pair of arms.

Mr. Cregg, Assistant General Superintend
ent of the Children's Home Society, whom 
ward Katie says ahe is, says the Utile girl is 
developing marked talent as an elocutionist 
and that she will undoubtedly be able to 
support herself. Ao entertainment for n 
little country town is already arranged.— 
Chicago Inter Ocean.

The Indiana and Ike elevator.
Grim old Chief Standing Bear of the 

Sioux, Black Eagle, Lost Horee and several 
other wild Indiaue, composing a delegation 
from the plains, were in San Francisco a 
short time since. When they made their 
first trip in a 10 story elevator they thought 
the building was on an npwaid flight to 
the happy hunting ground», and they com
menced a ghost-dance with weird songe -"A 
wild war-whoops. When they were about 
half-wny up they gasped with terrible con
tortions and placed their hands upon their 
belts. The elevator boy waa to frightened 
at the actions of the Indiana that he bolted 
from the cage at the upper floor and started 
to run down stairs with Bleck Eagle and 
the rest after him. They thought that was 
the proper thing to do and did not realize 
that the boy waa frightened out of hi* wits. 
The Indiana, unueed to stairs, fell in a heap 
and the boy escaped. It took an interpre
ter half a day to explain the situation to the 
Indians and induce them to put away their 
tomahawks.

Where He Wanted El.
Justice Stephen J. Field, of the United 

State» Supreme Court, told me that while 
Cyrus was engaged in the struggles prelimi
nary to the laying ol the first cable hi» wife 
mid to him one day :

“ Cyrus, I wish that cable of your» wae at 
the bottom of the sea ”

“ My dear,” he answered calmly, “ that’s 
just where I with it was.”

A Compliment on lee.
Mrs. Gadd—You do not show your age at 

all
Mrs. Gabb (delichted)—Don’t I ?
Mrs. Gadd—No ; I see you’ve scratched 

it oat of your family Bible.

Arabi Pasha has been given nominal 
charge of a Ceylon tea garden, with $5,006 
a year simply for the use of hie name. Arabi 
the blest.

Mrs. Alright—John, I do wish I could 
000k like your mother did. Mr. Alright— 
You have enough to answer for already, 
Hetty, without that.

Parent* make t wo very grave mistakes. 
One is in thinking that a small child doesn’t 
know when it is lying ; the other In 
assuming that the same child doesn’t know 
when Its parente are lying.

Mr. William Erestas Collins, of the 
Hartford Keening Post, has recently re
duced his girth 12 inches— from 44 to 32

doors are made to shut—a truth which 
seems extremely difficult of apprehension. 
Every room must be aired from without.

It take» a cautious man to defend a woman 
ugainat her husband.

The man who is contented with his lot le 
generally an old man who has found some 
way of keeping out of the poorhouee.

02ST£> ENJOYS
Both the method and results when 
Syrupof Figs is taken; it is pleasant 
and refreshing to the taste, and acts 
gently yet promptly on the Kidneys, 
J-iver and Bowels, cleanses the sys
tem effectually, dispels colds, head
aches and fevers and cures habitual 
eonstipation. Syrup of Figa is the 
only remedy of its kind ever pro
duced, pleasing to the taste and ac
ceptable to the stomach, prompt in 
its action and truly beneficial in its 
'.‘fleets, prepared only from the most 
healthy and agreeabrc substances, its 
manvexoellent qualities commendit 
to all and have made it the moot 
popular remedy known.

Syrup of Figs is for sale in 75o 
'x.ttles by all leading druggist». 
Any reliable druggist who may not 
have it on hand will procure it 
promptly for any ono wno wishes 
to trv it. Manufactured only by ths

CALIFORNIA FIG SIRUP Cl,
SAN FKANOiaOO. OAL.
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