8 THE ORITIO

THE UNFINISHED SONG.

Qnee, whon tho hills fu the sunlight lay bare
Aud tho veleo of aweot apringtimo was filling the alr,
AWhen the robin was woolng his tonder oyed mate,
And the bloseaine In alutnber no longer would walt,
We twa together atnong tha white claver,
Wo two l':u;elhcr in flower-eweet June
Began thoe first notes of a song awoet and now
Andlove Leat tho time of the tune,

Oh, and tho munmer cane fond and tleot,

The bee on tho lily Iny drunk on t's sweet §

Tho binlsongs were hushed on the droway alr,

And silouco and sunlight fell soft overywhere,

Iut blitho raug nur sung at the hush of tho noonday,
Fullsweetly it row on tho Mstenivg ear,

Aud tuo meledy tlirilled to the puso of the tune
*Till oven tho meadow lark tarriod to hear,

But ah, camo the winter so snre and awift,
And Inaked all the earth in an fey deift,
The lily lay scorched by the frost-kings breath,
And thoe bee frvan hia ""r'f‘" hiad wakened to death,
Then snapt the aweet strings in tho chond that rang clearest,

And ous voice had hroko tn a snh and amoan 3
And the sweet song died oro the end wassung—

For how could I slug it alono? .

3, EsreLre Suitd,

B R PP S D,

WHYt

Why do wo hold our best wond back
And volce the commonplace?

\Why do our deeds the beauty lack
Of joward mwotives' grace?

Wo judge by surface acta of men,
Nor explanation ask,

N Ol ! why thue judgo of others when

Qur own lifo woars a mask?

Why do tke lips rofusoe tn speak
When overflows the soul

Is it biecaueo tho worids would break,
With feeling overful?

Why do our hiearta so dumbly acho
Boneath the smiling face?

Why goes the life wutoly to the stako
With nover slackened pace ?

\Vhy do our falling tears reflect
None of the heart blood’s huo?
Why aro the rocks where hopes aro wrecked
Hidden fromn surface view?
I kaow not why~but this I keow:
Through carth, with visor down,
Humanity will ever go,
1Tuknowing and unknown,
—DBasic G, Jordan in the Philadddphia Ledacr,

MUSTARD USED AS A WEAPON.
BWEET REVENGE OP A PARIS GIRL FOR BEING JILTED.

A young lady in Paris had been jilted by her 1over, though she hao tried
al she could to retain Ler placo in his affections. After she had wept in
so litude for soveral days ehe dotsrmined to have her revengo., The
Viscount was preparing to dine at his club, and was only waiting for the
return of his vsloi, whow he had sont out for a paper, when thero wes a
* ud riog, and ho had to open tho door himself, Before him s*cod s tall
fomale figuro dressed in black, her face ghastly pale with suppreesed motion.
The Viecount started back—** Jeanno 1" .

Tho young lady ndvanced a fow steps into th: passage, hissed out the
word * Wretch I” and produced from behind her back & smsll Venatian phial,
tho gift of a former lover, Quick as lightniog sho lifted it in the air and
dashed its contonte into the faco of-tho gay deceiver. 1Vith a loud yell ho
dropped to tho ground and shouted for holp. The neighbore, tho concierge
and the polico bastsned to the spot, The unbappy man could not be
persaaded to get up from the gruund, on which he rolled about in apparent
agony, cryiog: * Variol, vitriol! I am a desd man!” Mosntimo Jeanne
stood thero hiko s marble statue, gszing at her victim,

** Are you the perpotrator of the Joed 3" gasped the commissary of police,
out of breath with running up the stairs,

Jeanno gavo a silont nod.

“ You have thrown a corrosive fluid at his face 1"

Another nod.

“ I am dying—dyiog I"

¢ What kiod of fluid was it §”

Jeanno hesitated to roply. A gloam of fierce sstisfaction illaminated
her features. Then camo tho answer, clear and etesdy, from her lips:

“ A very woak Infusion of mustard !”

Jonnno was avenged. Paris bad not laughed &0 much for a long time.
Tho Viscount has msdo himself scarco.—Le Temps.
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HOW SAMBO SECURED HIS BET FROM THE MULE.

A Goorgisn negro was riding a mulo along and came to a bridgo, when the
mule stopped.

* 1'll bot yous quarter,” eaid Sambo, * I'll mako you go over dis bridge.”

Aund with that he gave tho mule a blow over the car which made him
nod his head suddonly. '

“You tsk. do bet, den,"” ssid the negro, and contrived to get tho stub-
born animal ovyr the bridge.

# ] won dat quarter, anyhow,” said Ssmbo.

“ Bat how will you get tho money 1" said s man closs by, who had beon
unpercoived.

¢ To-morrow,"” e3id Sambo, ‘ masss gib mo 3 dollar to gt corn and I
take a quarter out.”"—Atlanta Constitution,

THE MAN WIIO BAVED THE TRAIN,

Tho usual crowd woro gathored together in tho bsr parlor, ocoupying sl
tho beat seste, whon s iittlo woszen-faced man enoakod in by tho back door
and slunk into a dark cornor.

 That's him,” said tho ungrammatioal loafer,

“ Who is it 1” askod sovoral at onco,

“ Why, tho cbap who saved a train from boing wrockoed,” was tho roply.

 Como, toll us all about it,"” thoy dominded, ss tho small man oroughed
in the darknoss, aw if unwilling that his horolo deed should bo brought out
under tho glare of tho gaslight.

Aftor much persuasion he commeonced :—

“ It was just such a night s this—bright and cloar—and I wae going
bomo down the line, whon, right boforo me, across tho lino, lay a great
beam. There it was, palo and ghastly as a lifoless body, and light ss it
appoarod, I could not move it. A sudden rumblo and roar told mo that
tho axpress was spproaching, and soon would reach tho fatal spot. Nearor
and nearor it camo, till, just a8 tho train was upon ms, I sprang ssido, placed
mysolf botween tho obstructlon and tho track, and tho train flow on
toharmed.”

The silonce was eo donso you could have neard a dewdrop fall,

Presontly someono said : * What did you do with tho beam $"

¢ T didn't touch it,” the small man roplied.

“ Woll," persisted the questionor, *if you couldn't lift it and did not
touoh it, how did the train get over it?"

* Why, don't you seo,” eaid tho weazened one, as ho sroso from his soat
snd sidlod towsrds the door,  the obstraction was a mooubosm, and I jnmped
50 that tho shadow of my body took its place, and——"

Bal, luckily for him, ho was outsido,
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ROBERT J. BURDETTE'S DON'TS.

Don't do it at the wrong time. Never ask a subscription of s hungry
man ; nover try to intorast a man in Foreign Missions who is chasing after a
train ; and never mako & morniog call on a woman in the midst of house-
cleaning, whose husband is sick, whoso girl has Jeft hor, and whose baby has
just swallowed a butlon and upset a bottlo of 1ok, and ondeavor o onlist her
sympathles in bobalf of a poor woman who wants to go to Vassar,

Don't do it at the wrong place. Nover try to entortain a bank teller at
bis window ; nover tako advantsge of a funeral to get tho young peoplo
togothor to arrango for a sociablo ; never inject your views on second pro-
bation, or the soventh chapter of Romans, in the midst of the business
mooting ; novor take a beam out of your noighbor's eyo when there's a crowd
looking on. You might got a cindor in your own.

Don't try to prance before you walk. Don't be in too great a bhurry to
8. ow Mothuselah how tho thing should bo done. Tho world was hers ages
htfors you came, and nover knew you were coming, It will bs hore ages
attor you have gone away, and maybe it won't know you wore here. Hold
up your head and atop high ; that's right. But keep close nnovgh to the
earth—which is the humble planet the rest of us inhsbit—to bavo some-
thing to put your foot on when you sot it down.

Don't sing long-metre bymns to common-mette tures: * Who does}”
* O, lots of people alder ond wiser and moro experienced than you yoangsters,
I bave heard common-motre sermons preached from long-metrs texts by
short-metre preachets, to peculiar-me‘ra congregations, and the effoct is &
fugue that makes the organ shudder. oep your eara opon, and you'll catch
yourself at it ono of theso days, unless you should die a grost deal younger
than you are now.”
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WHAT BECOMES OF HAIRPINS?

Five bundred millions of hairpios ! That is what the women of thia
land annually buy, beg, or borrow. Now, a hairpin never wears out, It
sometimes becomes pslo and bent with age, but its avoirdupois is all there,
What, therefore, becomes of theso snccossive milijons? Doring the last ten
yoars 5,000,000,000 of hairpins have beon made and sold. At presont there
aro only about 100,000,000 in ciroulation. Now, whero—wherc aro the
otber 4,900,000,0001 Thoy have boen sown broadcast from Land’s End to
Californis, and have loft not a trace behind. UFf course some of them ara
picked up and restored to their sphero of usefulness, but most women aro
as shy of adopting strange hairpins as they are of accepting an unidentified
toothbrush. The hsirpins, therefore, go to make up the flostsam and jetsam
thrown out by the tide of humenity and dumped into tho wasts places of
the suburbs,

And, speaking of hsirpine becoming psle with age, why is it that when
8 packego of now ones osn bo bought for a fow pence most women cling to
their old ones untll every vostige of color has gone, and he who runs may
casily count their gleaming heads?

And, again, can anyono explain how it is that overy woman knowa hor
own hairpins just as she knows her own baby, no matter how numerous and
similar its companions? And, farthermors, all women have. * least ono pet
hairpin. It is guarded with religious care from yoar tc year. % 1s the key-
stone in tho comstruction of her coiffare. Other genorations of hairpins
come and go, but that paiticular ono Is looked after too zealously to ba loat,
Gencrosity, friondship, filial dovotion—nothing is stroog omoogh to indueo
o woman to part with her treasure. Sho will laugh and offer you her entire
stock, but will xeservo her pot, Evory boarding-school girl can tell how sho
bas rescued her particnlar hairpin from tho bureau, nay, from tho very locks
of somo friend who had sbstracted it.

nnl;’totgeu, if your boys come in lamo from thelr games, bathe in Johnson's Anodyng
enl




