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roof to report the progress of the fire, 
and a lanky, freckled-faced boy, call­
ed Jeffy, agreed to bring in news from 
outside. Jack couldn’t have got a 
better assistant if he had tried a week. 
Jeffy knew every inch of the town,and 
every inhabitant; and better than all| 
he could run, and had an unlimited I 
supply of wind. Before Jack ha 1 ex-; 
hausted one batch of information Jeffy ! 
would dash in with another relay, puff-:

man by asking him if his Cincestors 
were monkeys.”

"And if you did,” responded Mr. 
Simpson, surveying Mr. Payne with 
great cheerfulness, "I should reply-to 
it as did the elder Dumas when asked 
a similar question by a French dandy, 
and say that my ancestors were mon­
keys; that my family began where 
yours leaves off.”

Caruth recently rather disturbed 
the equanimity of that metropolitan 
editor and statesman, Lemuel Eli 
Quigg:

“The Republican party, Mr. Speak­
er.” shouted Mr. Quigg on an occasion 
when, oratorically speaking, he was 
sailing, and soaring, and sailing, a

S
with the

JUIU. 0110 1 LUulBoys and Girls Judge—Have you any children, Mrs. 
Flaherty? -

Mrs. F.—Yes, yer anner; I have two 
livin’ and wan married.

St. Michael the Weigher.
ing like a porpois: Stood the tall Archangel weighing

“The fire’s got over on this side of All
Davis street; Jones' chair factory’s . -

man’s dreaming, doing, saying, 
All the failure and the pain. Mistress—So your are going to leave 

my service? Now, what motive Impers 
you to go away?

Servant—It's no motive, madame; it's 
a soldier.—Faris Gaulois.

I a year younger, and a gill in the bar­
gain, but in spite of these drawbacks 
Jack thought her opinions worth hav-

Two Boy Anecdotes. caught on the roof and the burning 
stuff’s dropping down the elevator 
shaft. There won’t be nothin' left of 
it, but they’re tryin' to save Hunkin- 
ses mill!"

And then while Jack mopped his

All the triumph and the 1, 
In the unimagined *
Full of hopes, m JL tears.
Since old Adam peless eyes 
Backward searched for Paradise,

Papa—Well, Tommy, what do you1 
want Santa Claus to bring you this ing. JBess was sitting on her porch one day 

when Jack strolled into the yard wear­
ing a long face.

"I've been down to see Bartlett &

Christmas?
Tommy—Oh, jes the same as usual—■ 

one of everything he can think of.— 
Harper's Round Table.

mere speck in the heavens of the 
House, “the Republican party. Mr.
Speaker, “on that occasion of the na- _.
tion’s greatest peril stood like a gladia- ed each scholar to give a sentence 
tor, belted and buckled, booted and ... " - " *"

And. instead, the flame-blade saw 
Of inexorable Law. —A teacher request-forehead with one hand, and with the 

|other began to tick “Jones’ chair fac-:
Defining by Ear.

Co.”
Jack—Papa, isn’t it always best to 

have one head to everything?
containing the word “toward." One 

spurred----- " | boy of 9 years evolved: “I toared my
“Will the gentleman," interrupted - pants."

Caruth, with a look of one who was 
taking a consuming interest in Quigg’s 
speech, and wanted full information on 
all points as he went along, “will the 
gentleman please mention when and 
where it was that the gladiators wore 
boots and spurs?”

!tory burned to ground—” the man on Waking I beheld him there,
With his fire-gold, flickering hair,“And what did they say?”

"Oh, the same old stry —‘hard times,’ 
and ‘not taking any additions to their 
force.'" Jack was kicking a hole in 
the gravel walk.

"What made me tired was something

the roof would call down through the
trap door “Hunkinses mill has ketch- 
ed, an' the Baptist Church’s blazin’ 
like thunder." Just then a young man 
hurried in and looked surprised at see­
ing Jack.

Papa—Yes, my boy
Jack—Well, then, what makes you 

say two heads are better than one?— 
Harper's Round Table.

A Lesson in Patience.
one of the happiest little boys I ev- 

er saw is a cripple and will never 
walk. His lower limbs are paralyzed, 
and the little fellow is Wheeled around 
in a chair made for his especial use. 
When 1 first saw him I thought how 
awful it must be for a 7-year-old boy 
not to be able to run and play like 
other children, and, without thinking, 
1 asked; "Isn’t it lovely here? Don’t 
you wish you could run and jump?

"Yes," said the Little fellow, “I might| 
like it. but I’m happy where I am, 
and pethars I’d get hurt. Little boys 
do.”

Then I felt rebuked, and the little 
boy, whistling and singing in this 
chair, playing with whatever is given 
to him, the minutes of the hours by 
which the days are told, like sunbeams 
lighting and gladdening life's pathway, 
has been a lesson to me ever since I 
first saw him.—Washington Star.

In his blinding armor stand, 
And the scales were in his hand;

Uncle Harry—Well, Johnnie, and how 
did you like the ride on Uncle Harry's 
knee?

Johnnie—Oh, it was very nice; but I 
had a ride on a real donkey yester­
day.

Mighty were they, and full well
They could pierce both heaven and 

hell.old Bartlett said. I left my gloves 
there, and when I went back for them 
I heard him say to someone, 'We don’t 
want any pink-silk clerks around

“Can you send this to the city right 
away for the Globe? The Globe was "Angel," asked I humbly then. 

"Weighest thou the souls of men? 
That thine office is, I know."

the Times’ principal rival, and Jack 
answered up brusquely that he could The House, as usual, full of approv­

ing delight, yelled its glee over the 
interruption; and all very much to 
the confusion of Lemuel Eli Quigg, 
who was exceedingly busy at that time 
posing as a maker of metaphors of ex­
cessive purity.

* ***
Fishing with Faith.—Boy (on the 

stump, who has been patiently watch- 
ing the strange angler for about an 
hour)—You ain’t caught anything, 'ave 
yer?

Stranger—No, not yet, my boy.
Boy—There wasn't no water in that 

pond till it rained last night.

here!' I t 11 you, Bess, it’s tougli to 
have things knocked in the head in 
this way, and then when you’re doing 
your level best to get to work, to have 
things keep going against you!"

“Of course, it’s all tough,” said Bess.■ 
“You see. Jack, you've lived on des- 
sert all your life, and it's hard to 
come down to bread and butter. It isn’t :

not.
"Say, I'll give you $5 if you’ll get 

it on the wire for me. I’m the local 
correspondent."

"Nay," he answered me, "not so; 
But I weigh the hope of man
Since the power of choice began. 
In the world of good and ill."

I "The wire’s engaged for the Times," 
said Jack, “and you can’t have it for,

Then I waited and was still.

$5 or for $500 until I’m through with In one scale I saw him place 
it, then you can have it for nothing, 

i but you’ll have to do your own send-
All the glories of our race,
Cups that lit Belshazzar’s feast. 
Gems, the lightning of the East, 

Jeffy stood painting in the doorway: Kublar’s scepter, Caesar’s sword, 
j “It’s through to Beech street. If they Many a poet’s golden word.

HAPPENED IN A SLEEPING CAR.bad, really. Do you know, I think the 
bread and butter is going to be good ing. More Loving Than It Seemed.—Wal­

ter’s mamma was very sick with rheu­
matism, and he was rubbing her arms, 
when she said: “Walter, it is too bad 
that mamma is such a trouble to you.

for you.” The Deplorable Result of a Change of
"Well," Jack answered, "I’m sure It S through IDO Beech Street. taes Many a poet s golden word.

I’ve tried to think of every possible : don’t stop it there you’ll have git out Many a skill of science, vain Berths Made Late at Night.
“My friend and I had secured two 

lower berths opposite each other. He Walter rented cheerfully: "Never 
was not a smoker, so he concluded to mind, mamma, if you are only Just 
tumble in, while I went forward to the alive, we don’t care how much you 
smoking compartment for a cigar oe- suffer." 
fore I followed his example. Possibly 
I found the game of cards which was 
in progress between two commercial

of here in ten minutes. To make men as gods again, 
you have toway of getting a start. I thought last 

night if I could go abroad and write 
letters home to some paper I might get 
an opening into journalism. Father al- 
ways thought I wrote good letters, and 
I like to write them."

“It’s a pretty big ‘if’ in the way, 
|isn’t it? Wouldn’t the practical way 
Ibe to go down to the Times and see if;

they need a reporter?” The suggestion| 
struck Jack as being about as dis- 
agreeable a one as could be made, and 
yet in the end he decided to act on it.”

“And, Jack," Bess called after him, 
as he went out at the gate, "perhaps 
you had hotter leave your gloves at 
home this time."

Jack joggled up to the top floor of 
the Times in a shaky elevator. The 
hallway smelled of printers’ ink, and 
there was a rumble of presses, and 
the rattle of typewriters.

“Have you had any experience in

“I’ll see what right
monopolize this wire,” snapped the cor- In the other scale he threw 
respondent, and he disappeared down 
the stairs after Jeffy.

Things, regardless, outcast, few,
Martyr ash, arena sand,

The light from the burning town 
made the room as light as day. It 
grew hotter and hotter. Jack threw off 
his waistcoat and worked for dear life.

Of St Francis’ cord a strand, 
Beechen cups of men whose need 
Fasted that the poor might feed, 
Disillusions and despairs
Of young souls with grief-grayed hairs, 
Broken hearts that brake for Man.

****
Unexpected Truth.—A lady teacher 

Iin one of the public schools, in trying 
to explain the meaning of the word 
"slowly," illustrated it by walking

travelers interesting, or else the cigar
There was a racket overhead. The 
man from the roof came scrambling 
through the trap, and almost fell 
down the ladder into the room.

“Come on, quick,” he called, making 
a dive for the door. “We're all on

usual, but.was more soothing than
however it was, I remained longer than 
I had intended.

"In the mean time we had made a 1.... i. stop and taken on a couple of passen- nearly fainted when a boy at the foot 
gers, an aged couple of dignfled and of the class shouted. Bow-legged, ma’- 
aristocratic appearance. Every lower ! amt

across the floor. Then she asked the 
class to tell her how she walked. SheReal Heroism.

In Mr. Frederick D. Greene’s book, 
"The Armenian Crisis in Turkey," oc-

Marvel through my pulses ran 
Seeing then the beam divine 
Simply on this hand decline, 
While Earth’s splendor and renown“A fire!”

“Office burning,’’
curs the following sentence:

Jacked ticked, • * * *
“Mrs. Boggles," said Mr. Boggles, an­

grily, “will you kindly tell me why you 
ing into an upper berth, and their ob- have put this thermometer over the 
jections were plainly audible to others fireplace?"

“It was only to please you, John, 
replied Mrs. Boggles. “You were so un-

Mounted light as thistle-down.
The flames ■ —From James Russell Lowell’s “Last 

I Poems.”

berth was taken and over half of the 
uppers, so the worthy pair were not !
jubilant over the prospect of climb-

handsome, newly wedded couple fled to 
a hilltop. Soldiers followed, and told 
them they were pre.tty and would be 
spared if they would accept Islam; 
but even the thought of the horrible 
death which they knew awaited them 
aid not prevent them from confess­
ing Christ.”

This is only one of thousands of he- 
roic martyrdoms, equal to any the 
world has ever seen, that happened in 
August, 1894, when the atrocious Turks 
destroyed many villages and massa- 
cred thousands of Armenians for no 
other re-son than that they were

“can’t send any more.
were beginning to come through the
trap door above, but Jeffy was there; 
to say that the engines had come, and

-0-

Jack stopped to put on the wire, "Bu- Io Vietus.
chanansburg engines arrived at—” and I sing the hymn of the conquered, who 

fell in the Battle of Life,—

than the porter. At least that sable
gallant, driven to his wits’ end, came 
in to where I sat placidly smoking, ap- comfortable this morning because thethere the key fell limp under his hand. 

The wire was broken. He snatched upnewspaper work?" was the first ques­
tion the managing editor asked. Jack 
noticed he said newspaper work in­
stead of journalism.

| I wrote you something on canoeing 
|once, but you sent it back to me."
| "Oh,I remember it. It was a good lit­

tle story, too. We had just printed 
Isomething of the same sort, or I 

should have used it.”

mercury was ‘way down, that IThe hymn of the wounded, the beaten, 
who died overwhelmed in the 
strife;

Not the jubilant song of the victors, 
for whom the resounding ac­
claim

Of nations was lifted in chorus, whose 
brows wore the chaplet of fame, 

But the hymn of the low and the hum-

'parently unconscious of what had been
I going on in the car. With a deprecat- 
:mg air he approached and asked me 
! if I would exchange my lower berth 
|for an upper in favor of the old peo- 

ple. I readily assented, and the couple,| 
grateful and contented, immediately: 
took possession, and, judging from the 
duo of discordant vocal sounds which

I soon emanated from ‘lower 10,’ they

brought it in here in the hope of rais­
ing it."

his coat and ran down to the street 
after Jeffy.

"We didn’t get out any too quick,” 
said Jeffy, looking back at the blaz­
ing building.

“No,” Jack gasped. Then he stop­
ped short and grasped Jeffy’s arm. 
“That fellow—the telegraph man— he’s 
up there!”

He didn’t stop to call for help—there

* ***
“Your wife is very successful on the 

lecture platform, Binks."
“Yes.”
“She is indeed. She speaks right to 

the point, and never seems a bit 
afraid."

“Glad you think so. I’m responsible
Christians.

This massacre in Sassoun only 
proves again that of all nations the 
Armenians are perhaps the most he-!

weary, the broken inAt the end of the interview, which 
the editor carried on with his pencil 
poised over r ′ —a - *• •

ble, the 
heart, 
strove

had fallen into peaceful slumber.
“In the meantime my friend, beinga pad, on which was the | was no time for that—but turned and Who 3 - «men was tne ; made a dash up the stairs. The room 

filled with smoke, and in one

for all that.”and who failed, acting
bravely a silent and desperate 
part;

heading of an editorial, he took Jack’s 
name, and told him if ever the Times was ., a . 4.7,

1 needed a reporter his application would | corner the flames shone through the 
|be considered. As Jack was leaving the 
I room the city editor hurried in.

"Say, Jenkins hasn’t started for 
: Galesville yet. Can’t I have him to put 

on that investigation?” There was a 
word between the men, and the man­
aging editor called Jack back.

“There's some sort of anniversary en- : 
tentainment at Galesville tonight, and I 
want a column on it for the country 
edition tomorrow. If you like, you can 
write it up for us, and then if we need 

no a new man we’ll know something of 
cod in place of Jesus Christ. We are | what you can do. You can bring the 
not better than our fathers, who gave | copy with you in the morning." 1 Jack had only fifteen minutes to 

reach his train, but he made it, and art 
midnight was cooped up in a stuffy 
little room of the country hot 1, work- 

:ing away at his report by a kerosene1 
lamp. It wasn’t as easy a task as he 

i thought it was going to be. He was 
writing at a bureau in a most uncom- 
fortable position, and by the time the 
last page was in sight, he felt as if his 
back were broken. Still a sense of sat- 
isfaction was uppermost when he went 
to the window to stretch out the 
cramps.

a heavy sleeper, was quite unconscious “You? How?”
“I sit in the audience, and she fixesroic in endurance for the sake of their. 

religion. The following story will illus­
trate toe n ational characteristic:

of the change that had been made in
the arrangements. So, early in the her eye on me and fires ahead.Whose youth bore no flower on its ! She

white vapor. Jack tied his handker­
chief over his nose and crawled along 

1 the floor. He knew exactly where the

branches, whose hopes burned in : morning, he crawled out and proceed- 
ashes away, ed to get his shoes from under the

says she feels just as she does when 
Ellie’s got me in a corner with some­
thing I ought to hear.”

The Conquest of Opportunity.—At a 
picnic given the waifs of Chicago, a

Fifteen hundred years ago, when Ar- 
menia was a province of Persia, the 
Persian king wished to convert the 
pe ple to his own religion, and sent an 
embassy bidding them abandon Chris- 
t nity and become fire worshipers. To 
this delegation Vartan, the Armenian 
leader, boldly said:

"All our goods and possessions are

ed to get his shoes from under the
From whose hands slipped the prize 

they had grasped at, who stood 
at the dying of day 

With the wreck of their life all around 
them, unpitied, unheeded, alone, 

With death swooping down o’er their 
failure, and all but their faith 
overthrown.

berth, sitting upon the edge of the bed 
while he leisurely drew on one shoe. 
Then he began to think I had enjoyed 
myself undisturbed quite long enough, 
and commenced to shake the curtains

bench was on which they had laid the 
operator, and yet he groped about for 
a minute before his hand touched the 
man’s foot. He pulled the unconscious 
fellow to the floor, and, getting him by 
the feet, drew him to the door, where 
Jeffy and a fireman met him, and the

plate of tarts was passed to two little 
and call to me to get up. Meeting urchins, evidently chums. One, whose 
with no response, he concluded to make i mouth was too full for utterance, and 
it more effectual, so he calmly drew 
aside the curtains, noticing nothing 
unusual in the dim light, and gave sev­
eral resounding slaps with the remain-

plate too full for even an extra tart.in your hands, and our bodies are be­
fore you. If you leave us our faith, 
we will not accept any other lord in

I three got their burden to the street.
There were shouts in the distance, and While the voice of the world shouts 
gongs clanging, then the crowd surg- Its chorus—the paen for those who
ed back with a hoarse cheer and Bu- | have won;
chanansburg engines came rocking While the trumpet is sounding trium- 
down the street, | phant, and high to the breeze and

At 9 in the morning Jack arrived. the sun,
at the Times office and handed in his Glad banners are waving, hands clap­

ping, and hurrying feet

shook his head; not so his neighbor, 
who added the tart to his pile of 
goodies. In a few minutes number one 
had so reduced his plate that he asked 
for the refused dainty, when he was

but we will acceptIl ce of you; ing shoe upon the most obvious portion 
of the anatomy. At the same time he 
called out, ‘Come, aren’t you ever go-| 
ing to get up?’!

told they were gone. Whereupon hisfor this testimony their goods, their 
chattels and their lives.”

The King of Persia was amazed and'
little friend, was heard giving him this

"For answer,several feminine shrieks! philosophical advice: 
rent the air, while two wrathful faces!

“The time to
report of the entertainment. He was 
pale and grimy and pretty well fagged 
out, but he had to go over the whole

Bob, is when they’retake tarts, 
passing!"enrage d at the temerity of the reply, 

for Persia was invincible, and Ar­
menia was a spot upon the map. He 
sent an army of 200.000 against the 
stubborn mountaineers, and Vartan, 
with a handful of patriots, met his 
f rce in battle under Mount Ararat.

The resistance was ibstinate. Var- 
tan was killed, while old men and wo­
men and children fought with the 
strong for their religion.. An old this- 
t rian quaintly put it thus:"The swords

Thronging after the laurel-crowned 
victors, I stand on the field of 

story to the two editors. "Well, sir," . defeat, 
Isaid the managing editor, slapping him In the shadow, with those who are 
|on the back, "we scooped the town on , fallen, and wounded, and dying, 
that fire, the other paper didn’t have and there 
a word in it. And you did the tele- Chant a requiem low, place my hand 
graphing yourself?” • on their pain-knotted brows,

He took Jack down and introduced 
him to the editor-in-chief, and the two

rose up and confronted my friend, who
shrank back aghast. Every head pop- 
ped out between the curtains, my own1 
included, but, quickly grasping the sit­
uation, I sank back convulsed. In the

* * * » 
a Pound.—The drawingTwo for

teacher had been giving a lesson on
: cubes, and some of the pupils had giv-meantime the porter had appeared, 

and in due course of time and with 
many explanations, succeeded in paci­
fying the aged couple.—Rochester 
Democrat and Chronicle.

en examples, The teacher wanted 
more, but no one could think of any. 
Finally a boy said, “I know a good 
cube—half a pound of butter." Why, 

! that is excellent,” cried the teacher. 
! “Now, who can give me another ex-

breathe a prayer, 
Hold the hand chat is helpless, and 

whisper, “They only the victory 
win. 

Who have fought the good fight, and 
have vanquished the demon that 
tempts us within;

Who have held to their faith unseduced

agreed that Tack was just the"Hello’ there’s a fire some place!"
There was a red reflection on" the tlhe Times could use, ant that If the 

clouds above as if the fire were on the 
other side of the hotel. He ran down- 
stairs, and met the proprietor and his 
clerk starting out. half-dressed. Men 
were running through the Streets 
shouting at each other, and the church| 
bells began to ring. Turning the cor- 
per they found the end of the street; 
in a blaze. There were three or four 
houses on fire, and as the wind came1 
down from the north it scattered the 
hot cinders and swept the flames on 
from house to house in an incredibly 
short time. As yet the fire was among

man
Prosperity is consistent with intense world- ' example, as good as Henry s? After 

,• ., LA , , , a long time she saw a hand wavingliness, intense selfishness, intense hardness of wildly in the back of the room. "Well, 
heart; while the grander features of human Wilile, what is it?” "Why, the other 
character — self-sacrifice, disregard of i half-pound of that butter," said Willie 
pleasure, patriotism, lore of knowledge, as 
devotion to any great and good cause—these 
hare no tendency to bring men what they call 
fortune. —Froude.

of the slayers grew dull, but the necks| 
cf the conquered were not weary.”

The Persian high priest seeing that ; 
although the battle had been won, the i 
peor le had not been conquered, said 
to the king: "These men have put on| 
Christianity, not like robes, but like 
their flesh and blood.. Men who do

wanted to start in at $10 a week he 
could begin right after breakfast.

The best of it all was telling Bess! 
about it. "Great luck, wasn’t it?” said i 
Jack. by the prize that the world holds 

on high;
Who have dared for a high cause to 

suffer, resist, fight—if need be, to 
die.”

“I don’t call it that," said Bess.;
“You worked hard for the place and
you got it. Of course the hard work Garner and the Monkeys.

Prof. Garner writes from Africa that 
: he is busy at work interviewing the 
1 chimpanzees, and expects to return to 
America early in 1896. Primitive Af-

not dread fetters, nor fear torments,. 
nor care for their property, and what has only begun, but you'll do it all 

right. You don’t surprise me a bit. : 
I knew it was in you. And," she add­
ed, with a laugh, “I want you to make

is worse of all, who choose death ra-: Speak, History! Who are Life’s vic­
tors? Unroll thy long annals, 
and say.

Are they those whom the world called 
the victors—who won the success 
of a day?

th r than life—who can stand against 
th m?"

The people proved then, as they did 
a New months ago, that while they

George Eliot.
Madame Belloc knew George Eliot! your friend, Mr. Bartlett, realize some 

.day that it really isn’t best to judge as a child and all through her carest. rica impresses him as a wonderful 
The last letter the great novelist ever . problem. Some of his thoughts about 

it run thus: “Here are found the lar-
the small frame dwelling houses but it 1 a man by his clothes, and that 

- • - - ‘clothes’ means good clothes Just aswere ready to give up thtir lives they 
would never give up their faith. And : 
to this day, although the celebration I

fast making its way toward the 
business part of the village, and the well as any other sort!’—The Interior, 

i s been forbidden by the Turkish : volunteer fire department with its poor 
Government as seditious, the moun- : ‘ equipment was almost helpless before 
tai leers of the Caucasus solemnly ! It.

wrote was probably one addressed to 
Madame Belloc. This is her estimateThe martyrs or Nero? The Spartans, 

who fell at Thermopylae's tryst. 
Or the Persians and Xerxes? His 

judges, or Socrates? Pilate or 
Christ?

—William Wetmore Story.
----- o-----

Magic Keys 
|In a rude voice screamed little Tom—

gest monkeys and the smallest men.
Of that wonderful woman: I The chimpanzees have musical instru-

"Born myself in the very bosom of ments, around which they hold a 
Puritan England (Madame Belloc was | dance, while there are tribes of sav-

Why comes Temptation, but for man to meet 
A nd master, and make crouch beneath his feet, 
And so be pedestalled in triumph?

—Browning.

Our Advancing Physician.
Great are achievements of contem-

“My house is gone!" said a man withdrink at their festivals to the health tears in A said -- 
of the dead Vartan; and the legend t ars in his eyes; if help don’t < 
goes th at even the nightingales in Ar- |'__.-

sing, "Vart an! Vartan!" I morning! There goes the church!"

a convert to Roman Catholicism), and 
fed daily upon the strict letter of the 
Scripture from aged lips which I re­
garded with profound reverence, I am 
in a position to declare that from 
first to last, George Elliot was the liv­
ing incarnation of English Dissent. 
She had "chapel" written in every line i 
of the thoughtful, somewhat severe, 
face; not the flourishing Dissent of 
Spurgeon or Parker, or the florid kind­
liness of Ward Beecher, or the culture 
of Stopford Brooke, but the Dissent of

ages so low and brutal as never to 
have Invented a musical instrument. 
Monkey tribes, gorilla tribes and 
chimpanzee tribes are organized. They 
have leaders and governors. They 
seem to have a rude system of gov­
ernment of the forest."

come 
quick the town’ll he an ashpile in the

I Jack watched the flames catch at the 
base of the spire and run up quickly 
to the gilt cross at the top. until the 
whole steeple was a roaring column of 
fire. Men and women pushed through 
the crowd loaded with bedclothes, fur­
niture and trunks; and under their 
arms little bundles of valuables jingled 
and clinked as they hurried. On the 
walk stood an open piano, a pile of 
pictures and a broken lamp on top 
of it. with the kerosene running down 
over all. Some had their things in 
wagons and without waiting for 
horses were hauling them themselves, 
and still the fire swept on with fearful 
rapidity.

All at once the thought came to 
Jack that the was the Times’ repre- 
sentative here, and that this was some­
thing that would be of more import­
ance to the paper than the work he

Reside a tory of martyrdom like 
this, how right and insignificant seem 
the religious stru gles of our sheltered 
lives!—Youths’ Companion.

“Open the floor for me!"
“Yes,” was the answer from within, 

"If you will bring ithe proper key."
porary science in the department of| 
therapeutics. No one who has under-| 
taken to raise a family can fail, or A Unique Prescription.

A Virginia gentleman, during an 
athletic exercise one day, felt a sud­
den pain, and fearing some internal in­
jury, sent for a negro living on the

Jack Tennant’s Start.
(By Lonnon York.)

All his life young Jack Tennant had 
had pretty much what he wanted. His 
mother was dead, and his father’s up- 
permost thought was to give Jack as 
much pleasure as possible As a child

at least should fail, to be thankful 
for anti-toxine. It has really annihilat-

“If you please, mamma,” said little
Tom, 

Putting flown his pride;ed the worst terrors of diphtheria, and
grateful voices rejoice in it wherever At mention of the gentle words 
it has been used. Its success revives Jonathan Edwards, of Phillip Henry, 

of John Wesley as he was ultimately 
forced to be. Her horror of a lie, her 
unflinching industry, and sedulous use

The door flew open wide.
hope that the wise men will presently; 
learn to deal effectually with the bac­
illi of consumption, and of cancer, too, ; 
if it should turn out, as begins to be 
suspected, that cancer is a communi­
cable disease.

Every great medical discovery seems 
to tend to run itself somewhat out of 
breath at the start. After the opera­
tion for appendicitis was invented it

|plantation, who made pretensions to 
medical skill, to prescribe for him. 

of all her talents, her extraordinary The negro, 'having sagely investigat­
ed the case, says Healthy Home, pre­
pared and administered a dose with

Hearts, like doors, are often locked;
“Thank you,” and "if you please," 

Spoken with a pleasant smile,
Are the magic keys.

—The Outlook.

courage—even her dress, which, spend| 
as she might and ultimately did, could' 
never be lifted into fashion, and re- the utmost confidence of a speedy 
'tained a certain quaint solemnity of I cure.
cut and gesture like an eighteenth cen- | No relief being obtained,, however, a 
tury diction applied to clothes—every- regularp hysician was sent for, who, on 
thing about her, to me, suggested Bun- arriving, inquired of the negro what 

% yan in his Bedford prison, or 7 
|Bosanquet watdhed by Fletcher of

Madeley, as she bore the pelting of the

he had a surfeit of toys; as a boy, he 
had eve rything that is dear to a boy’s 
heart, and the fact that the things
W re dear to someone’s pocket as well 
was of no consequence. When the fish­
ing season opened Jack had rods of all

Congressional Repartee.
There is a good deal of verbal sharp-was thought that skilful surgeons who 

was sent to do. He didn’t know what knew how to do it were somewhat too shooting and badinage tn Congress,
arrangements the paper had for get- wiling to perform it, and slit open and frequently this is not only very
ting such news or whether it was al- - a good many people who would have enlivening to session, but well ! stones in the streets of
ready too late for the morning edition, got on better unopened. One enlivening to tne session, out went
but he started on the run for the tele- hears now that as the novelty of worth repeating. 1!

Mary he had given.
Fletcher of ; Sambo promptly responded: “Rosin 

and alum, sir.”

the most elaborate' 
were of the latest

varieties, and
tackle; his guns
patterns; at the Tennant’s summer 
home his naphtha launch and the rest 
of bis navy was the envy of the lake. 
When he took it into his head to organ­
ize a telegraph circuit among his 
friends his father was delighted, and 
furnished the best instruments and 
outfits to be had for the five boys who 
"belonged." His driving horse was the

Northampton. 
|No one has ever before said this, so 
: far as I know; no one has ever at- 
■ tempted to describe her as I saw her : draw the parts togeder, and de rosin 
. in her younger years, but I think I : to solder ’em." 
: saw the truth. She has been compared ' -- ------------♦ _________

"What did you give them for?” con­
tinued the doctor.

“Why,” replied Sambo, “de alum tograph office to do what he could to in- ! the operation has worn off, and the 
sure the Times a report of the fire. : doctors haire grown more used to it, 

: It is used with a riper discrimination 
|than at first, and has grown surer 
i and safer and a little less frequent.

Just now the medical novelty ‘seems

Jerry Simpson, of Kansas, the "sock- 
less” statesman, and Representative

Some men ran up the stairs Into the 
office after calling him to the oper­
ator to ask Buchanansburg to send 
over all the engines it could. The oper­
ator was leaning over his keyboard ap- 
parently asleep.

Caruth, of Kentucky, have been among| 
the very quickest at repartee. A Louis- personally to Dante and Savonarola I! 

think that her real affinity may be 
I traced nearer home; that there was 
I in her nothing Italian. nothing in any

When Jerry first took his seat the sense foreign; in the Wars of the; 
other members thought it perfectly ! Roses her ancestors would have ad- : 
safe to be familiar with him. They hered to any leader who promised| 
evidently believed he would turn out i best for the people; in those of the ' regulation note book of his order, and 

|Commonwealth the brewer of Hunting- I hit upon a method of taking notes

Interesting Washing.
An amusing little story is told in 

connection with a French journalist, 
who in his early days as a reporter 
had a deeply rooted aversion to the

ville exchange relates the following in­
cidents of them:

handsomest horse in town with one 
exception, and the exception was (fits 
r ding horse. Some people thought him 
inclined to be cocky. They were usual-

to be the pursuit of the microbe. It 
is carried on with an ardor that some­
times make both laymen and doctors 
smile. One beans such stories as that 
of a man who went to his physician 
with a slight sore throat, left a little 
of the lining of it to be examined, got

■ “Wake up there!" yelled one of the 
'men striking him roughly on the back, 
i and then as the operator didn’t raise13 I arsons who didn't know him inti- 

: ly, and : rhaps thought so be- 
cause he always dressed well and some- his head, the man took him by the 

collar and turned his face back.
“Drunk!”

very dull, and incapable of protecting
himself from their badinage. Before I don would have 
they got through, however, they learn-|

recommended them i which afforded him great satisfaction.times parted his name in the middle. 1 
His cards had it J. Runyon Tennant. a gargle and went home.

The men looked at each other help- y he went to the theater but
That night 
was called

to a man. And precisely in such an He wore large white linen cuffs, and 
upon them, by the aid of a tiny pen­
cil, he took down his notes and im­
pressions in all sorts of places, un­
observed by those around him.

At first his laundress was greatly 
puzzled by these peculiar ornamenta­
tions, but as time went on she learned 
to decipher many of them, and ga­
thered the news of the week from her

ed that Jerry was a serious thing, and 
whoever picked him up must be care-

atmosphere, except for certain differ­
ences of speculative opinion, did I 

! first see George Eliot.
And then the crash came. When the lessly. ‘It’ll take a half hour to bring 

banks were trembling and going down,i:— -------- 
one after the other, no one feared of

out in the middle of the performance 
and told that the membrane of hishim around, and I don’t know where ful as to where he took hold.

One day Payne, of New York,we are going to find a man to tele- 
graph! This is a nice fix!"

“If you'll take him out of the way,”

throat had diphtheria microbes in it, 
and that he must go home, which he

With a glimpse of Mary Howitt's 
presentation to the Pope we must 

|leave this volume, which we can 
1 strongly recommend as most delight­
ful reading:

was ]International, and yet after wea-j 
thering the storm three days, it, too,; making a speech. It was of tariff kind,| 

did, but all, the folks with sore throats and Simpson, who sat very near the| 
, .. speaker, turned suddenly about and

have seen a physician staid the show asked that gentleman a question which
went down, and with it the Tennant 
fortune. The poor old colonel went to 
pieces under the strain. The doctors 
sent him to a quiet place in the coun- 
try, with orders that no one should talk 
business to him. Before he left he gave 
in tructions to have everything sold; 
ai I everything was sold. Jack found 
himself alone, with nothing to think 
about but what he was going to do to 
earn a living. In these days of trouble 
}s principal satisfaction was in 
0 iking things over with Bess. She was

said Jack, " I can wire for those en­
gines.”

He sat down and clicked off the 
message to Buchanansburg, which was 
the next town to Galesville; then he 
threw off his coat and settled down 
to tell the Times what had happened. 
He was out of practice, but soon his 
speed improved, and in five minutes the 
key was working in fine style. A mes­
sage came from the Times, “Holding 
edition open. Give us all you can."

Jack got a man to go up on the

in the audience who happened not to

out. was going to be very hard to answer. On January the 10th, 1888, May|
Howitt * * * was led up to Leo the : patron’s cuffs, 

put the talker somewhat within Simp- Thirteenth on the occasion of his ju- €'’' 
bilee. Mr. Clifford presented her, and

We laugh at the multiplication of 
precautions, and think our medical

To reply direct would be a blunder. much to her delight.
One night, when she took home themasters aspire for us to an impractic-: 

able degree of security. But we don’t| 
laugh very hard, and we do as we

son’s power, and Payne saw it. He 
took another way out, and not a very 
graceful one..

washing, the journalist happened to 
be coming out of his room as she en­
tered.

“Ah, monsieur," she said, dropping 
a courtesy, “your last washing was 
very interesting, but we had less po-

the Duke of Norfolk brought her away. 
The Pope laid his right hand upon her 
aged head and blessed her, telling her 
he would meet her again "in Para­
dise.” On the 30th of January she 
passed away in her sleep.—The New 
Age.

are told, confident that after all that 
is known has been done for our pro­
tection there will still be a. great 
plenty of chances for us to take.— 
Harper’s Weekly.I

“The question is such a foolish one,” 
said Mr. Payne, surveying Mr. Simp- 
son with an air of lofty patrona e, 
“that if I were inclined to be ingen- 
tlemanly I would retort to the gentle- litical news than the week before, is

it not so?".
10cI
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