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YOUNG FOLKS.

A Bleepy Little Bchool.

A funny old professor kept a school for
Ilyl;l:lu boys,

And he'd romp with them in play-time and
he wouldn’t mind their noise ; ;

While in his little school-room, with its
head gt the wall,

YWasa bed of such proportions it was big
enough for all.

¢Jt's for tired little g:pil:,“ he explained,
“for you will find"

How very wrong indeed it is to force a bud-
ding mind;

Whenever one grows sleepy and he ocan't
hold up his head,

I make him lay his primer down and send
him off to bed !

#tAnd sometimes it will happen cn & warm
and pleasant day,

Whoen the little birds upon the trees go
tooral-looral-lay,

When wide awake and studions it’s difficult
to keep.

One by one they’ll get a nodding till the
whole class ia asleep !

¢Then before they're all in dreamlaad azd
their funny snores begin,

1 close the shutters softly so the sunlight
can't come in :

After which I put thegchool-books in their
order on iheshelf,

And, with nothing else to do, I take a little

nap my self |
¥ —[8t. Nicholas,

MOTHER'S WAIF,

BY WM. CLYDE FITCH.

We were at the tea table, mother and
father, and all seven of «us children, and
Aunt Sue beside. We are very fond of
Aunt Sue, and she always comes and epends
New Year's with us, Some people call her
an *“ old maid.” She isn’t married, still she
isn't exactly an “‘ old maid,” either, for she
was going to marry & man, only he was
killed in the war.

It was one of the times mother lets ns
have tea, most of us only *‘cambric tea,” and
Phil nearly got sugar in his twice, by hand-

. ing his cup to mother right while she was

telling Aunt Sue about the cook leaving
Christmas Day jusc before dinner.  Mother
took the cup without thinking, I suppose,
and went on talking, and Phil would have
had the sugar if she had not noticed us. We
were watching to see if she would do it, and
Jeannette had her cup all ready to hand
back, too, when mother said, ** YWhat in the
world is the matter with the children ?" and
we all langhed right out ; we couldn’t help
it. Aunt Sue put her hand up quick end
felt of her curis, the way she always does
when anyene laughs, because she loat them
once ata tea party, but maother saw what it
was right away, and told Phil she had a
mind not to let him hove hia cup back,
laughingly, and giving it to him just the same,
of conrse ; but without uny mere sugar.

Aunt Sueeaid, ** Give him a little more
augar, Margaret.” Bat mother does not
think much sweet is good for us, Then sghe
went on telling how impuden’ the cook had
been, while Aunt Sae sail, for har part, she
was sorry she was gone, for she was afraid
to-morrow’s dinner would not be as good as
last year's. Bur mother told her we'd had
four cooks since then, ard that this one was
learning, which made Aunt Sue glad she
was gone after all, Phil was sorry. She
used to have parties in the kitchen and &
great deal of fun, which was one of the very
things mother didn't like—and it was just
because she wasn't invited, Phil said in a
miechievous sort of way.

Then we told our resolves for the new
yvear. We children had made pretty nearly
the eame ones e8 last year, but we deter-
mined this time we would keep them, Fath-
er said he wounld give Phil two days, and
then Aunt Sue, who alwaya fights Phil’s bat-
tlea(he was named for the man she didn’t
marry, who was killed in the war), and who
delighta in trying to tease father, said she
thnuf'ntl there was more need for father than
for all of us, to turn over new leaves—new
sermon leaves—and she positively wouldn't
go to church if he had that same New Year's
sermon laid upon his desk for to-morrow.
Of course father doean’t use old sermons that
way, aod he only smiled and answered if
ahe had been working all afternoon over one,
as he had been trying, to write on a subject
which, though iteelf brand knew, was really
as old as the hills themselves—the new year
—she would realize better what sermonizing
Was,

Mother asked what text he bad chosen,
and he said, ** Whatsoever thy hand find-
eth to do, do it with thy might.” Aung
Sue said she guessed she would go to church
after all. And just then, the bell rang.

“ Now,"” eaid Aunt Sue, *‘whois that
ringing at this time "

“ Perhaps it is somo one coming to see
about the children's festival,” said mother,

“ Or very probably the sexton to see me
about the church,’ said father,

“]I think it's Mary Pendleton, to see
what time we are to ¢o to the hospital to-
morrow,’”’ said Anna,

¢ Maybe it's one of the boys to make ar-
rangements for our calls,” said Howard,
who was twelva years old and bad had
some cards printed this year.

‘ Perbaps,” Phil said, * perhaps it's
Santa Claus come back apain, because it's
Nex Year's,”

“010!" exclaimed the twins, and Ethel
added, ** I with it wath.”

Then Jane came back looking really
frightened. O *“‘ma’am," she said, ** there's
something on the door-step.”

“{Vnat in it ?” said mother, lookirg up.

“ Why diin't you bring it in?" asked
father,

* Gracions,” cried Aunt Sue, *‘'is it
alive 1"’

“ It's quite s big basket, ma'am,” said
Jane, ** with something in it, and a letter
on the outside, and thera bein' no one with
it, ma'am, I was afeared to do anything with
I.t- n . r

“ It certainly must be Santa Claus,”
said Phil, ** he never shows himself, you
know,"

Howard thought it was dynamite, but
mother told Jane to bring it in. We
were getting quite curious, and most of us
were away from the tabls when Jane came
back and put the basket down upon the
flyor. It bad what looked like a little
bundle in it, covered over with an old shawl
1 wanted to have all of us guess whatit was,
but father said he had rather di ble
suspicions and thought mother h better
open the ncte pinned on to the shawl at

|

once. She did, and it only took her a mom-
ent to read it. She handed it to father with-
out saying a word, He took it ard read it
aloud. * Dear Mre. Townsend, pleass take
my little baby and care for her. God bless
you slways.,” There was no nawme signed.
For & second we were all perfectly still ;
then AuntSuesaid :

¢ Of course you wouldn't think of keep-

ing the child, I never heard of such im-
udence.”

¢« Well, we have seven already,” answered
mother.

** And my salary is $1,200 a year'” added
father. Buot we children all wanted them
to keep it, it would be such fun naming it.

“ T think you'd better have Jane put it
back on the stoop,” advised Aunt Sue;
¢ there's no telling what disease the child
may have, or been in contact with.”

““I hardly like to put it back,” father
gaid, ““it is pretty cold out to-night, and
yet what yon say is true, I can't run any
riek with my own little ones, and besides
they already crowd our fireside.”

¢ Poor little thing,” said mother; ** poor
little homeless, friendiess thing, it ia inno-
cent of all the trouble, and what reason have
we to believe it is sick ; yes, we must take
it in, though I don't see how we can afford
to add another to ourlittle family.”

v Well, I thick if you take that waif in,
not knowing a thing about it, you'll be
crazy. Why, you'll have all the stray babies
in the country left at your door,” Aunt Sue
said, elmost getting angry. Buat just then
mother turned to father.

¢ George, what about your text, ' What.
goever thy hand findeth to do’ ?" And father,
who had been walkjng up and down with
his hande behind ®is back, stopped and
gmiled, the way he always does at mother,
and said, “Thank you, Mary, you are right;
you are always my good genins, We will
keep the child.”

¢ ] was going to remark,” gaid Aunt Sue,
¢ keep it or nut, you'd better stop talking
and take the child ont of that basket any-
way ; most likely it’s half starved, though
I must say it has been remarkably quiet and
well behaved.”

¢ Dear me,” mother exclaimed nervously,
and ghe knelt down and took off the shawl
while we all crowded around, Phil was on
top of father's back to see better, and I was
hoping ever so hard it wouid have blue eyes
and light hair, for there were so many of
us dark, when mother took out the bundle.
She gave a littla cry and jumped up. We
all started, and then laughed until the tears
ran down out of our eyes, 1 thouzhr Aunt
Sae would lose her curls this time, too. For
the bundle was juat a beautiful long sealskin
coat for dear mother, and a card in a pocket
gaid it came bacause of the love that was
borne her by Laura Vaughn. Mrs. Vaughn
was one of the richest ladies in the church,
and helped mother a great deal in the parish
work. And oh!we were all so delighted.

Mother didn't sey anything, but father
tu=-ped to Aunt Sue and said, **Well, Sue, if
all the county babies are like this one, they
may be left at our door and welcome.” And
Phil murmured rather sleepily from Aunt

Sue's arms, It was a gort of Santa Claus
after all wasn't it ?"

Joy Doubled.

Two little girls are better than one,
Two little boya can double the fun,
Two little birds can build a fine nesf,
Two little arms can love mother best,

Two little ponies must go ina span,
Two little pockets has my little man,
T'wo little eyes to open and close,
Two little ears and one little nose.

T'wo little elbows, dimpled and sweet,
Two little shoes on two little feet,
Two little lipa and one little chin,
Two littje cheeks with roses set in,

Two little shoulders, chubby and strong,

Two little legs running all day long,

Two little prayers does my darling eay,

Two times does she kneel by my side
each day.

Two little hands soft folded down,
Two little eyelids o'er cheeks so brown,

Two littla angels guarding her bed,
One at the foot and one at the head.

A Graceful Reproof.

When the Johneons came to the dinner-
table the other day it was quite apparent
that little Maud had anticipated the feast
and helped herself to romeof the good thinge,
but no reprimand was given until her older
sister, Alice, aged eight, was asked to say
grace—a pleasant duty with which she wae
gometimes intrusted. Her obrervant eyes
had detected the younger ona's delinqueney,
and the opportunity was not one to be ne-
glected., Alics solemnly said grace as fol
lows : **For what we are about to receive—
and for what Maud has had already—O
Lord, make us duly thankful !"

Tommy's Politeness.

Tommy (at dinner table)—Mamrtha, when
a little boy does anything im?nlit-a he always
ought to beg pardon, oughtn’'t h»?

Mamma—Yes, my gon.

Tommy (to guest) — Mr, Gobblum, I beg

your pardon for thinking you eat just like a
hired man,

Who The Undertaker Was.

A lady was considerably astonished the
other day by hearing a little miss of 8 years
remark, ‘' 1 am getting up a sarpriae party ;
there will be eix besides the undertaker in-
vited,” She called the little girl to her and
nsked her who “‘the undertaker” was, The
little one replied. '*Why, me! I am the
one who undertook it.”

———

Not Portable Property.

Mra. Hobson (to ealler)—UOh, by the way,
Mre. Van Bluat, did you know that my hua
band left the bank and is spending a few
dave in Nanada ?

Mrs, Van Blant—Why, no ; that is a sur-

rise to me, And so he really left the bank!?

Mrs. Hobson—Yes.

Mrs, Van Blant—Too heavy, 1 suppose.

What He Found in the Pocksts,

Here is a story trom Harrison street: A
young dude bargained for and got a light
colored Spring overcoat for four dollare, and
walked out of the store admiring himself.
In two minutes he came back, and diving his
hand into the pocket said to the clothesdeal-
er, holding up two cockroaches *“‘See what
I found in the pocket!" ** Well,” said the
seller, *‘ain’t you satisfied ? Did you expect
to get two canary birds with a four-dollar
overcoat®’

A STROLLIN MOSCOW
WITH CUE]{ETGLBTDI.

The next afternoon there came a seriea of
remarkable knocks nppon our door, like s
volley of artillery, which carried me across
the room in one bonnd. Servants, messen-
gers, etc., 8o rarely knock in Russia that one
gets into the way of expecting to see the
door open without warning at any moment,
when it is not locked, and one rather forgets
what to do with a knock when a caller comes
directly to one’s room and announces him-
gelf in the ordinary way There stood Count
Tolstoi. He woresa peasant’s sheep-skin
coat (tulup). The tulup, I will explain, is a
garment consisting of a fitted body, anda
tull, balleo ekirt, gathered on the waist line
and reaching to the knees. The wool is
worn on the inside, The tanned leather ex-
terior varies, when new, from snow white,
to gray pale or deep yellow or black, ac-
cording to taste, A little colored chain-
stitching in patterns on the breast ard round
+he neck gives firmness where required. In
this case the fulup was of a deep yellow hue,
over it streamed his gray beard, peasant
boots of gray felt, reaching to the knee, and
a gray wool cap of domestic manufacture
completed his costume.

It is too cold for our expedition, and I
am afraid that I started a listle late also,”
he said, as he diveated himself or his sheep-
gkin. %[ will find out the exact hour
of service, and we will go on Christmas
Eve."

It was only 15°.20° below zero Fahrenheit,
and I felt inclined to remonstrate, Bub it
is useless to argue with a Russian about the
thermomster ; and moreover, [ discovered
that the Count had come all the long way on
foot, and was probably afraid of freczing us.
I politely but mnot quite trathfully agreed
that Christmas Iive was a betzer time.

Presently he proposed to go to the shop
where books for popular reading are publisn-
ed by the million at from 1% to 5 kopeks. He
had businces there in connection with some
popular editions of the masterpieces of all
ages and literatures.

The temperature of our room was 65 °,
but the Count's felt boots and a ocardigan
jacket, worn over his ordinary costume of
dark blue trousers and strap-belted blouse,
made him uncomfortable, and he sought
coolness in the hall while we donned our
out-door garments, TLhe only concession in
the way o' costume which I could make to
gnit the occasion was to use a wool instead
of a fur cap.

This was not sufficient to prevent us from
being & remarkable trio in the eyes of all
bebolders, beginning with the real muzink
and the waiter, who were peering round
corners in disapproval. Ouar appearance at
the door effected a miracle. I could not be-
lieve my ears, but not one of the numerous
cabbies standing in front of the hotel open-
edhislips to offer his eervices, Ordinarily we
had to run the gauatlet of offers. Oa this
ocoasion, the men simply ranged themselves
in a silent, gaping row, and let us pass in
peace. I had nocsupposed thab anything
could guell a Rassian cabby's tongue. Did
they recogniza him? I doubt it, 1 had been
told that every one in Moscow knew him
and his costume; bub diligent inquiry of my
cabbies always elicited a negative. In one
single instance the man added: ‘“Bat the
Count's a good gentleman and a very inti-
mate friend ot a chum of mine!”

““Are yon & good walker 1" asked the
Count, as he plied his thick stick, avidently
recently cut in thegroveadjoining his house.
] walk everywhere myself. I never ride.
[ can't; for Inever have any money.”

I announced myself a8 a crack pedeatrian—
but not when burdened with a Russian coat
and galoshes. And I added ; *‘I hope that
you do not expect us to walk all those versts
to church, because we must stand through
the whole service afterward ; they would be
too strict to allow us chaira.”

““We will go in the horse-cars then,” he
replied, “But this constant use of horses is
a rolic of barbarism. As we are growing more
civilizad, in ten years from now horses will
have gone out of use entirely. Butl am
sure that, in enlightened America, you do
not ride so much as we do here.”

Familiar as 1 am with Count Tolstoi’s the-
ories, this was a brand-new one to me. I
thought of several anewers. Bicycles I re-
jected as a suggestion, because the physical
labor seems to be counterbalanced by the
cost of the steel steed. I also restrained
myself from saying that we were coming to
look upon horses as a rather antiquated, slow
and unreliable mode of locomotion. I did
not care to destroy the Count's admiration
for American ways too suddenly and ruth-
lessly, so I eeid:

*¢T think that people ride more and more,
with us, every year, If they do notride even
more than they do, it is because we have not
these thousands of delightful and cheap car-
riages and sledges. And, how are people to
get about, how are buordens to be carried,
how is the day long enough, if one goes
everywhere on foot? Are the horses to be
lefu to people the earth, along with the ani-
mals which we now eat and which we must
give up ﬂa.tin%?"

“That will regulate itself. It is only
those who have nothing to do who have no
time to do it in, and must be carried, in all
haste, from place to place. Busy people
always have time for everything.” And the
Count proceeded to develop this argument ;
the foundation, of course, was the same as
for his other doctrines—the dependence on
one’s self, freeing others from bondages to
one's wants and whims, The principle is
excellent ; but it would be easier for most
of us to resist the temptation to do other-
wise on a desert island than to lead such a
Robinson Crusoc and physical encyclopedic
existence in a city of to-day, And thisis
almost the only acgument which I felt cap-
able of cffering in opposition.,

Thus we discussed, as we walked along
the streeta of the Wtite. (China) Town.
When the sidewalk was narrow the Count
took to the gutter. And so we came to the
old wall nnﬂg‘:‘nu place where there is a per-
ennial market, whi:h bears various names—
the Pushing Market, the Louse Market, and
g0 on—and which is said to be the resort of
thieves and receivers of stolen goods.
Serapgers slways hit upon it the first thiog.
We had ventured into its borders alone, had
chatted with a cobkler, inspected the com-
plete workshop on the sidewalk, priced the
work —real, artistic, high-priced jobs were
worth 30 40 kopeks"—had promised to fetch
our boots to be repaired with tacks and
whipcord—** when they needed it '—and
bad received an unbluthing appesl for a
bottle of rodks in which to drink the health
of ourselves and the cohblers, With true

feminine faith in the efficacy of a man's

presence, we now enjoyed the Fmpeﬂt of
ing through the middle of it, for its en-
g?l‘ﬂ fmﬂﬂL Irelated the cobbler epiode,

Imagine a very broad street, extending
for mig:rnnl bluuﬁg, flanked on one side by
respectable buildings, on the other by the
old, battlemented city wall, crowned with
stragg bushes, into which are built tiny
houses with a frontage of two or three win-
dows, and the two stories so low that one
fancies that one could easily touch their
roofs, These last are the real old Moscow
merchant houses of two or three hundred
years ago, They still serve as shops and rosi-
jences, the lower floor being crammed with
cheap goods and old clothes of wondrous
hues and patterna, which overflow npon the
very curbstone. The signs of the fur atores,
with cheir odd pictures of peasant coats and
fashiopable mantles, add an advertisement
of black sheepskins which precisely resem-
ble a rudely painted turtle, In the broad,
place-like street surged a motley, but silent
and respeotful crowd. A Russian crowd
alway is a marvel of quietness—as far down
as the elbowe, no farther | Along the middle
of the place stood rows of rough tables, box-
es, and all sorts of receptacles, containing
every variety of bread and indescribable
meats and sausages.
with huge brass teapots of sbiten (a drink of ]
molassess, laurel leaves, spices, eto,), steam-
ing hot. Men with trays suspended by
straps from their necks offered “‘delicious
snacks : meat patties kept hotin hot-water
boxee, served in a gandy saucer and flooded
with hot bouillon from & brass flask attach.
ed to their girdles behind; or sandwiches
made from a roll split, buttered and clapped
upon & slice of very red, raw-looking sau-
sage, fresh from the water-box. But we
did not feel hungry just then, or thirsty.

¢ There are but two really Russiane titles,”
said the Count, as we walked among the
merchants, where the women were dressed
like the men in sheepekin coats, and dist-n-
guished only by a brief scrap of gay petticoat
and gay kerchief instead of a cap, on the
head, while some of the dealers in clothing
indulged in oversoats and flat caps with
visors, of dark blue cloth., * Now, if I ad-
dress one of these men, he will call me
¢ batiushka,” and he will call you *‘mati-
ushka,”

So we began to price shoes, new and old,
and so forth, with the result as the Count
had predicted.

“ You can get very good clothing here,”
the Count remarked, us & man passed us,
his arm passed through the armholes of a
pile of new vests, ¢ These mittens,” ex-
hibiting the coarse, white-fingered mittens
which he wore, piles of the same and stock-
ings to match, being beside us, “‘are very
stout and warm. They cost only 30 kopeks,
And the other day, I bonght a capital shirt
here, for a man, at 50 kopeks.”

I refrained from applying to that shirt the
argument which had been used againet my
bread euggestion, This market goes on
every day in the year, hot or cold, rain, sun
or shine. It is a model of neatness. Roofs
improvised from scraps of canvas protect the
delicate eatables during inclement weather.
In very severe weather vhe throng is small-
er, the first to beat a retreat being, appar-
ently, the Tartars in their odd caftans *‘cub
goring,” as the old woman say, who deal in
old clothes, lamb-skins and ¢ beggars’
lace.” Otherwise, it is always the same.

Oar publisher's shop proved to be closed,
in accordance with the law, which permits
trading—in buildinge—only between twelve
and three o'clock on Sundays. On our way
home the Count expressed his regret at the
rapid decline of the republican idea in
America and the surprising growth of the
baneful “‘aristocratio’’—notto say snobbish—
sense, His deductions were drawn from arti-
cles in various recent periodical publications,
and from the general tone of the American
works which had come under his obiservation.
I have heard a good deal from other Russians
abovt the snobbishness of Americans ; but
they generally speak of it with aversion, not,
as did Count Tolstol, with regret ata splen-
did opportunity missed by a whole nation.

I regret to say that we never got our ex-
pedition to the Old Believers' Church, or tke
others that were planned. Two days later
the Connt was taken with an attack of liver
complaint, dyspepsia—caused, I amsure, by
too much pedestrian e¢xercise on a veget-
able diet, which does not agrse with him—
and abadcold, Weattended Coristmas Eve
gervice in the maguoificent new Cathedral of
theSavior, and lett Moscow before the Count
was able to go out-of-doors sgain, though
not without seeing him once more.

I am aware that it has become castomary
of late, to call Count Tolstoi *‘erazy,’” or
“not quite right in the head,” ete. The in-
evitable conclusion of any one who talks
much with bim is, that he is nothing of the
gort ; but eimply a man with a hobby, or an
idea. His idea happens to be one which,
granting that it ought to be adopted by
anybody —pecaliarlydifficult in his own case.
And it is an uncomfortable sheory of selfde-
nial which very few peopleliketohave preach-
ed to them in any form. Add to thiathat his
philosophical expositions of his theory lack
the clearness which generally—not always—
resnlts from & course of strict preparatory
training, and we have more than sufficient
foundation for the reports of his mental
aberration. Oa personal acquaintance he
provee to be a remarkably earnest, thorough-
ly convinced and winning man, altho he
does not, deliberately, do or say anything to
attract one, His very earnestness is provo-
cative of argument, But one cannot help
growing attached to him, and one who has
ever had the good fortuns to see him and
his family is never likely to forget them.—
[[sabel F. Hapgood in N, Y, Independent.

The Skipping-Rope.

The spring is upon us, and with it comes
& number of practices, more or lees injurious
to humanity, but. as regular in their attend-
ance upon the season as is the sun iteell, In
thess daye of prohibitory amendments there
are some things that are in need of such
treatment that have not been mentioned,
and among these is the ukiﬂf.[np-rnpu. Lot
us have an edict sgainat this destroyer of
youth, Every year brings its list of victims
to this pernicious practice, facetionsly salled
sport, KEvery year aide tolengthen the list
of women who have been condemned to &
life of invalidiem by this skipping.rope buei-
ness, Science has decided that the exercise
has only evil cffects, 8o why is it not sensi-
ble to protect the little ones who cannot com-

rehend the risk that they run in practicing
it, by interdicting its manufacture and eale?
It is reasonable, and will meet with a grate-
ful support from parents and guardians.—
[Boston Home Journal.
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Tke tea gown and the house gown ere

bith made to define the figure more tiis

spring.

Men strolled about !

LATE CABLE NEWS.

Pan-Slavist Intr'gune—Austria’s Afiiction
—The Empress Mad.

The trinmph of the Russophile party in
Roumania paralyzes the power of the King
to execute the secret treaty with Austria.
Premier Cartargi does not conceal his enmity
against the triple alliance, In Thursday’s
debate in the Chamber on the country’s
foreign policy he refused to pledge the Min-
istry to action against Pan-Slavist intrigues
or to megotiate a compact with Russia al-
lowing the latter liberty to march through
Roumania to oconpy Bulgaria.

It is reported that the King will abdicate
unless the Ministry is overturned. The
Servian government is also Russophile. M,
Rictics, receiving the Rassian Minister to-

day, declared that the Ragents would do

their utmost to strengthen the bonds of

friendship between Russia and Servia,
AUSTRIA'S AFFLICTIONS.

Advices from Vienna state that the Em-
press of Ausiria has _been attacked by the
family malady—insanity. She suffers from
long spells of melancholia and entertains
delusions, accusing herself of the death of
Crown Prince Rudolph.

She is possessed with ideas of suicide,
thinking to leave the Emperor free to
remar y.

Somectimes she dandles a cushion or a
pillow, thinking it a new born heir to the
chrone., The Emperor is greatly affected.
He suffers from insomnia and has no zest for
work, taking only a languid interest in
State affairs. It is reqorted that he has
consulted with Count I ilnoky and Count
von Taffee npon the advisability of abdicat-
ing in favor of his nephew Franz. Itisalso
paid that he wrote to the Pope declaring
that he longed for rest and wished to retire,
and that the Pepe's response, urging upon
him the necessity of submitting to the de-
crees of God, combined with the protests of
the Ministers, induced him in the meantime
t3 remi’n upon thy throne.

The disconten in Tuarkey is becomi
very [serious. A correspondent at Pera
writes that officials, especially in the re-
moter provinces, having received no salaries
for nearly two years, are screwing every
poseible piastre out of the wretched tax-
payers, and not half of the proceeds find its
way into the imperial treasury., Army offi-
cers and men alike are clamoring loudly for
some of their arrears of pay, and their atti-
tude is at times so threatening as to afford
justification for fears of the military rebel-
lion which the Ministers arelknown to enter-
tain, Meanwhile the Sultan calmly exacts
the uttermost farthing due to him, and goes
on with his pleasures with Oriental inditfer-
ence to the hard fate of his unhappy sub-
jects, For a week past he has been spend-
ing money even faster than his complaisant
Ministers could collect it, and there are
rumors that the Grand Visier has had to

contract a private loan at exorbitant inter-
esb,

-
Turnine the Tables on an Auctioneer.

A Brooklyn anctioneer named Tobias is a
popular man as a wit and a gentleman, No
person is offended at what he says. and
many & hearty laugh has he provoked by
his humorous sayings. e was recently en-
gaged in a sale of venerable household fur-
niture and “‘fixing,” Ho had just got to** go-
ing,going, and a half, going!” when he saw
a smilling countenance upon agricultural
gshoulders winking at him. A wink is al-
ways a8 good as a nod to a blind horse or
to a keen-sighted auctioneer; ‘so Tobias
winked and the man winked, and they kept
winking, and Tobias kept *‘going, going,
going,” with a lot of glassware, stovepipes,
carpets, pots and perfumery, and finally the
lot was knocked down.

““To—a who 1" said the auctioneer, gazing
at the smiling gentleman.

“Who? Golly I" said the stranger, *‘L
dunno who 1"

“Why, you, sir,”'sald Tobias,

““Who, me?"

““Yea, yes; you bild on the lot,” said
Tobias,

“Me? Darned if I did,” insisted the
stranger.

; ";Why,ﬂid you nob wink and keep wink-
ogl’

“Winking ! Well, I did ; sc did you wink
at me. I thought youn were winking as
much as to say, ‘Keep dark; I'll stick some-
body on that lot of stuff,’ and I winked as

?uunn:]:'jf:.’n to say, ‘I'll be hanged if you

He Warmed Eh;:t-up at Last,

“* Ladies and gentlemen,” said the man.
ager, coming in front of the curtain at the
end of the fourth act, ““wa have just discov-
ered the cause of the stifling temperature,
from which you have doubtless been suffer-
ing. The house has been on fire for nearly
half an hour, In assuring you of my regret
at the cccurrence and the unavoidable necess-
ity of bringing the performance to a close
you wili permit me to express my heartfelt
joy that we have succeeded at last in thor-

oughly warming up a Boston audience,”
—[Chicago Tribune,

The Reason Why,

“John," said Mr: Hawkins, as they were
going home from church, “why did the
minister call the dove that brought back a
green twig to theark “*he 7’ “‘I don't know,"
replied Jobn ; *“‘unless that it was that if
the dove had been a female she couldn't
have kept her mouth closed long enough to
get the bongh to the ark ; and there was ill-

Eluling in that household all the rest of the
ay.

Took Him Off His Guard.

They were sitting close together in about
a8 dark a corper of the visitors’ gallery as
they could find, watching the procesdiogs of
& night seesion of Con

““ What is it, Chawley, that man on the
platform asked the others?”

““That is the Speaker, my dear,” Charley
explained ; *' he is just getting ready to put
the measure before the House to vote, ind
he asked, ‘Are you ready for the ques-
tion? *

““Yes, Chawley,” she sighed as she drew
a little closer, as though to make room for
four more visitors on & crowded seat, ** yes,
Chawley, I thiok I am."

Then they went out into the calm, starry

night. Congres: had no more attractions
for them,




