
AS USUAL-

lCo '.v lovers fond, in leafy lanes, 
ToKi'tlii'r walk. 

- And ('or.vdon exerts liis pains, 
While J>JiiHis co.v to listen deigns 

And suffers him 
To talk. 

sThoiij;]] poor, tll»youth protostsheloves 
Her as his flic 

They'll live, he swears, like turtle doves. 
He lit'jtfj hei'. squoexitift tight hor gloves, 

To be liis own 
l.)ear wife. 

But J'liillis lias a richer hofin, 
In lover's wn.vsdeft:, 

Next day lie comes his fate to know, 
She's uoinp to scoop him in, and so— 

i 'oor (Viitv dear 
(iets left. 

• —New York Meicnrv. 

A DOMESTIC EXPERIMENT. 
"{I don't tliint," said Mr. White 

"that hay crop ever promised so fine-
Jy." 

''.Indeed!'' .said liis wife, absently. 
'•.And if rhere isn't any fall in the 

prior of fruit," he said, •'our peach 
orchard is going to net us a. cool hun
dred dollars." 

As lit spoke he flung the homespun 
towel, with which he had been wiping 
his hands over the back of the chair. 

"Oil, George, do hang up the towel," 
isaid Mrs. White, "the nail is just as 
near the c,hair-back, and T have enough 
Hleps to take in the course of the day. 
without waiting on you." 

"You are always jjrumbling about 
something,'" said the young farmer, 
as he jerked the towel to its nail. 
"There! Does that suit you?" 

"Here is a letter from Cousin Dora, 
George,.' said Mrs. White, wisely avoid
ing the moored question. "Shewants 
to come lure anil board for a few 
weeks." 

"Well let hereome," said White. "It 
won't cost; us a great deal, and a little 
extra money always counts up at the 
year's end." 

•'But (ieorge. I was thinking—" 
"About what?" 
"Why, i am so hurried with the 

work, and there is so much to do—" 
"That is the perpetual burden of 

your song," said Mr. White, irritably, 
"Women do beat all for complaining." 

"Won't you hear me out? said Mrs. 
White, "So I thought it a good plan to 
give Dora her board it'she would help 
me with t he house-work a little. It 
would accomodate her, and it will ac
commodate me." 

"But it won't accomodateme!"said 
Mr. White, cavalierly. "Really, Letty, 
you are getting absolutely la/.y." 

Mrs. White crimsoned.' 
"No one ever said that of me be

fore, "said she. 
"But just look at it," said the fnr-

zner. "Tell me of any other woman 
in t he neighborhood who keeps a girl! 
why, they make a boast of doing their 
Own work." 

"They all have sisters, or mothers, 
or grown up daughters; I have none." 

"Pshaw!" said White. "Ridiculous! 
Of course you have to work. We all 
do, don't we? But your work don't 
amount to row of pins. I don't 
know of any woman who has it easier 
than yon do." 

•"That isall you know about it!" 
said I jetty, in a choked voice. 

"Write to Dora that we'll board her 
for live dollars a week," said White, 
athoritaiivoly. "We must earn all the 
money we can while there is a chance. 
Make the hay while the sun shines, 
eli? And I guess you'll do as well as 
Other women do. Letty. Now run up 
stairs to the giirret, dear, and get me 
my blue jean overalls, that's a good 
girl!" 

Letty obeyed, but the tears were in 
her eyes, and a big round ball was ris
ing up in her t hroat, and she could 
hardly see the jean overalls, as they 
hung up h'u:h on. end of the beams. 

As she reached up a loose board in 
the garret floor tripped her; her foot 

•slipped through on the laths and plas
ter below, and, with a groan, she sank 
to the floor. 

The time passed on, and George 
White grew tired of waiting. 

lie shouted up the stairway: 
"Look alive there. Letty! Do you 

mean to be all day?" 
Hilt no answer came. He ran up 

stairs, to find Letty lying onthelloor, 
•with one leg broken, just above the 
ankle. 

"Now you'll have to get someone to 
do the work," said Letty, not without 
A spice of malice, as she lay on the 
calico-covered settee, with her poor 
ankle duly set and bandaged. 

"Not if I know it, ' said George 
White. "Hire a lazy woman who'll 
want a dollar and a half a week, and 
her board into the bargain, to do the 
work of this house? I guess not!" 

"But what are you going to do?" 
asked I jetty. 

"To do it myself, to-be-sure. Half 
an hour every morning, and half an 
hour every evening ought to be enough 
to square up accounts." 

"Well," said Mrs. White, "I shall 
just like to see you do it." 

"Then you'll have your wish," said 
her husband. 

He rose early the next morning and 
lighted the kitchen lire. 

"Phaw," said he. as he piled on the 
Sticks of wood, "what does a woman 
amount to anyhow? What "sthe next 
lesson. Letty'.'" 

"1 always skim the cream and 

strain the milk," said Letty, who, 
bolstered up 011 the lounge, and was 
combing her hair with more delibera
tion than she had practiced for a 
year. 

"Well, here goes then," said George. 
And a period of silence ensued. 
Presently he shouted: 
"I haven't got milk-pans enough!" 
"Of course you haven't," said Let-

fy. "You must scald your yester
day's. You know you said you 
couldn't set up a tin-shop when Tasked 
for a dozen more last month." 

"They smelllikea fat.-boiling facto
ry," said George disdainl'ullv. "What 
ails 'em!" 

"You should have scalded them last, 
night," sighed Letty, wishing that she 
had wings like a dove that she might: 
soar into the milk-room, and restore 
order out of the chaos. 

"Here's a go!" said George. "There 
isn't hot, water." 

"Oh, George, you've forgotten to 
put the kettle 011!" 

"So T did," said her husband. "And 
the sticks, hang 'em. are all burnt 
out!" 

"You know T wanted yon t:o get a 
ton of coal," said Letty, "but you 
said as long as wood cost nothing but 
the chopping and hauling, wood it 
would be." 

"Have [got to wait for that con
founded water to heat?" groaned 
George. 

"1 don't know anything else for you 
to do," remarked Letty. drily." 

"Humph!" observed that lord and 
master. 

"What's for the breakfast?" 
"Hani and eggs. I suppose." 
"Well, I'm up to that part of the 

program, at least," said he, cheerfully. 
"Oh, the dickens! What is the use of 
keeping your knives so sharp? I've 
nearly cut my thumb off! Where do 
you keep the oat meal? I can be at
tending to your old milk pans while 
the breakfast is cooking. I suppose. 
There is nothing like economy in 
work!" 

But it was a mortal hour before the 
milk was strained and the pigs fed, 
and by that time the house was blue 
with a sort of a smudgy smoke. 

"Hullo!" shouted George, coming in. 
"What's all this—is the house 011 
fire?" 

"No," said Letty calmly, "only the 
breakfast has burned up." 

George uttered a long sigh. 
"Who'd have thought the lire was so 

hot?" said he. "What am I to do 
now?" 

"Cook another, I suppose," said 
Letty. ' 

' 'And what next ?'' demanded George, 
fiercely. 

"Why set the table, and then clear 
it away and wash the dishes." 

"With this cut finger?" complained 
the husband. 

"I was obliged to do it all the weeks 
I had a felon on my little linger," re
marked Letty. "The young geese and 
turkeys ought to have been let out 
and fed long before this; and the three 
calves in the barnyard to be attended 
to. And then there are the kitchen 
and sitting-room to be swept and 
dusted and the beds to make, and the 
string beans to be. picked, and the 
bread to bake and the lmckleberry 
pies to make, and your white vest to 
be ironed, and the potat oes to be 
pealed, and the preserves to be scald
ed over, and the cheese to be turned, 
and the table to be cleared and the 
dishes to be washed—" 

"Hold on!" cried George, "you've 
said that once." 

"Very likely, but it has to be done 
three times a' day—and the chickens 
to be looked after, and the linen pil
low-eases to be put to bleaching, and 
the windows to be washed and your 
trousers to be patched, and the stock
ings to be darned, and the lire to lie 
made up again, and tea to be prepared 
—you know you always want some
thing hot for supper. And there's the 
night's milk to be brought in and 
strained, and the pans scalded and. 
and the geese and turkeys to be fed 
and put into their coops; and, oh. 
dear! I forgot: the churning! That will 
take an hour at least . But. dea r George, 
I am getting hungry!—and I don't see 
the least signs of breakfast George! 
Where are you going? I—want—my— 
breakfast." 

For George had disappeared in the 
midst of her exordium. 

In twent y minutes or so, he returned 
and by his side trudged Mary Ann 
Pult, the nearest neighbor's twenty-
year old daughter. 

"I take it all back," said All'. White. 
"I lower my colors, Letty. Yourwork 
is harder than mine. I'll be everlast
ingly blest if it. ain't. Why, I couldn't 
take care of the milk and cream for the 
wages a girl would ask. I never real
ized before how much a woman had to 
do." 

"Are you quite.sure that you realize 
it now?" asked Letty, mischievously. 

"Well, I've got a pretty fair idea on 
the subject," nodded George. 

"But you should be here 011 washing 
day," said Letty, "or on ironing day,or 
011 the day when we chop sausage-meat 
or make soft soar, or—" 

"Stop, stop!" shouted George. "If 
you sayanother word I'll go for Mahala 
Binks, too. Haven't I said that I'll 
t ake it all back? What more would you 
have?" 
- "Wal, squire," said Mary Ann, who 
by this time had removed her hat and 
shawl, "what '11 I do first?" 

"Do!" echoed Mr. White. "Doevery
thing and let meget off to the hay-field 
as fast as 1 can." 

"Jes' as your orders is," said Mary 
Ann. 

"And I say. Lett y!" he added. 
"Yes! George." 
"Writetoyotirf'ousin Dora. Tell her 

we'jl be glad to board her, if she will 
assist you about the house." 

"But you've hired Mary Ann!" 
"There's work for 'em both," said 

Mr. White. 
And he sat down and took refuge in 

last week's paper, while Mary Ann 
wrestled with the charred remains of 
the breakfast and cut fresh slices of 
home-cured ham. 

In this world there are bloodless 
battles and victories won without a 
clash of steel; and in this category 
may be classed Mrs. White's victory 
over her husband, in respect to the 
question of -hired help."—Helen For
est Graves. 
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FAMOUS Fl MiltALS. 

Magnificent in Honor of De-
Homos. 

To the philosopher, of course, the 
disposition of the lifeless human body 
seems a mat ter of .small moment; but, 
to the great body of the people thefun-
eral rites and last resting-place of one 
o? its great heroes are mat tors of keen
est interest. 

Two long years were consumed in 
the formidable preparations of the 
funeral of Alexander the Great. Dying 
at Babylon, he directed that his body, 
which was immediately embalmed 
with elaborate care bv Egyptian and 
Chaldean adepts, should be deposited 
in the Temple of Jupiter 011 an 
Egyptian oasi.s. I"ndeterred by the 
enormous dist ance, the procession set ' 
forth, an army of workmen hav
ing been sent forward to repair 
the roads and bridges. The fun
eral car was drawn by sixty-
four mules, chosen for their strength 
and size, splendidly caparisoned. The 
car was itself of surprising magnifi
cence, the spokes ami naves of the 
wheels and ends of the axles? being cov
ered with gold, the platform uphold
ing a royal pavilion incrusted with 
gems, supporting a throne and collin, 
the latter of solid gold and tilled with 
costly spices. But the body never 
reached its destination. Ptolemy ar
rested its progress and buried it at 
Alexandria, which city may be said to 
have itself proved the enduring monu
ment of the conqueror. 

Very different, was the funeral of 
Julius Cicsar. The circumstances of 
his death were so tragic, and such 
enormous crowds gat hered to the cere
mony, that they could not be formed 
into a procession, and the different 
classes of people were accordingly 
asked to come together under their 
appropriate insignia in the field of 
Mars. The body of the great Roman 
was exposed lying upon a gilded bed, 
covered with scarlet and cloth ofgold, 
and placed under a magnificent canopy 
in the form of a temple. 

After the funeral ceremonies were 
over a question arose where they 
should burn the body. Some suggest
ed a t emple on Capitoline hill, others 
suggested the Senate house, where he 
had fallen. The Senate, less willing to 
pay him extraordinary honors, pro
posed a more retired spot. The dis
cussion was fast becoming a dispute 
when two soldiers, witiidrawn swords 
and blazing torches in their hands, 
forced their way through the crowd 
and set tire to the bed. In a moment 
there was the wildest excit enient. The 
multitude fell to work direct ly, build
ing the funeral pyre upon the spot. 
First they brought; fagots and then 
benches from the neighboring port icos, 
and next any combustible material 
they could find, and at, length, as the 
excitement grew, the soldiers threw in 
their arms, and the musicians their 
instruments, while others stripped 
down the trappings of the funeral pro
cession. So tierce was the fire that it 
spread to the neighboring houses, and 
was with the greatest dillieiilly ex
tinguished. As a fitting monument 
the people erected to the "Mighty 
Julius" a lofty column surmounted by 
a star. 

Coming down to modern times, the 
accounts of the obsequies of the "Iron 
Duke." perhaps the greatest ever 
known in England, and 1 he second fu
neral of Napoleon must still be borne 
freshly in mind by many of the vet
erans of to-day. The Duke of Welling
ton. after lying in state live days at 
Chelsea Hospital, was borne to his last 
resting place in St. Paul's on a car 
drawn by twelve horses, accompanied 
by a vast military and civic concourse, 
the latter including Prince Albert, both 
Houses of Parliament, judges, nobles, 
public bodies, themourningeoaehes of 
of the CJueen and royal family and an 
innumerable throng of the people. 

Napoleon's funeral, as a parade, re
mains unparalleled in our times. The 
cherished remains of their hero, hav
ing been received by the French from 
the English nineteen years after his 
death, it was not so much a funeral 
as a vast triumphal procession that 
followed, during which all France 
resounded with booming cannon, toll
ing bells and strains of martial music, 
while the excited people lined the banks 
of the Seine and filled the air with 
frenzied shout and cries and sobs of 
joy and gratulation. The resources of 
funeral art were exhausted upon the 
pageant, and the imagination is un
able to distinguish the details of a 
procession in which the cat al'alco, the 
central obieci of interest, was borne 
011 a moving mound of gold and velvet 
drawn by sixteen black horses and 
guarded and escorted, it is said, by an 
army of 1 nO.OOO soldiers. 

Compare with these splendors  the 
quiet  and s imple funeral  r i tes  of  our  
own Washington,  so befi t  I ing republ i 
can simplicity and the character of 

him who was, nevertheless, "firs! in 
the hearts of his countrymen.'' A 
gathering of the dignitaries of the 
neighboring town of Alexandria, with 
the militia and Free Masons, his 
friends and neighbors, his own war j 
horse, duly comparisoned, led in the ! 
midst, one vessel in the river hard by 1 

firing minute-guns and the whole pro- j 
cession confined to his own private 
grounds, where the tomb was made . 
and still is.—Boston Advertiser. ;; y j 

.-v!-':!. i 
A11 Alarmed Fisherman. 

One morning, after eight days oi 
steaming up the Kiva, Stanley, the 
African explorer, discovered that the 
river was the outlet of a large lake, • 
which, subsequently, he named Lake 
Leopold II.. after the king of Belgium. 
Acting upon the rule, never to aban
don a good thing until you have seen 
it through, lest, vou never havethe op
portunity agaffi, he resolved to cir
cumnavigate it. Seeing half-a-dozen 
fishermen's canoes out 011 the lake, he 
bore down upon them, hoping to gain 
information and fresh food. All save 
one canoe, as soon as the fishermen 
heard and saw the noisy steamer, lied. 
The occupant of the remaining canoe 
was hauling in his seine, when he. too, 
heard the noise of the paddle-wheels. 
He fell sidewise into his canoe, as it 
paralyzed. Then leaping to liis feet, 
and bending to his paddles, he sent; 
the tiny canoe swiftly over the water. 
Says Stanley, describing the capture: , 

He observes the monster rapidly 
gaining on him. He hears the whirl of 
the wheels, and the throbbing of the 1 

engine, and puffins of the steam. 
Another glance, and he springs over
board. and we sweep past, the empty ' 
canoe. 

As we came up he dived, and our 
two sailors Hashed into the depths ' 
after him. They brought him up,each 
holding an arm, and swam with him 
to the boat. 

"Now, Ankoli, speak softly to the 
poorman." 

In soothing whispers the nativeguide 
asked what his name was. 

"What did you pick me out for?" ; 
the fisherman asked. ''There are many 
better than I in our village." j 

"What does he mean. Ankoli?" i 
"He means." answered the guide, ' 

"that there nve finer slaves than he is . 
in the village," 

"Ah! There have been slave-catchers 
here, then?" ! 

Having evidently obtained all the 
information the poorfellowcouldgive, j 
we filled his two hands with bright > 
beads, and laid a dozen handkerchiefs 
by his side. Then bringing the canoe 
alongside, we asked him to step in,and 
placed his cloth in the stern of it,with 
a small parcel of cowries. 

After he had stepped in, he did not 
seem to realize that he was a free and 
rich man until there was such a dis
tance between us that he thought it 
impossible for us to catch him again. 
When he seemed a speck in the lake, 
we saw the figure rise to its height .and 
then we knew that he was conscious 
that he was free. 
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Iho Greateit Medical Triumph, of the Age: 

SYMPTOMS OF A 

TORPID LIVER. 
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Weariness. Dizziness. Fluttering nt the 
Henrt, Dots before the eyeo, Headache 
over the right eye, Restlessness, with 
titfal dreams. Highly colored Urine, and 

CONSTIPATION. 
TTJTT'S arc especially adapted 

to such cases, ono dose effects such a 
change of feeling to astonish tho sufferer. 

They Increase the Appetlte.nnd cause tho 
liody to Value on Klesli.tnux the system la 
nourished, and by their Tonic Action on 
(bo Uiirestiva OrKans.Ueciilar stools are 
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TUTTS HAIR DYE. 
GRAT HAIR or WHISKERS changed to a 

GLOSSR BLACK by a single application ot 
this DYE. It imparts N natural color, acta 
instantaneously. SoM by Druggists, ot 
sent by express on receipt Of »1. 
Office. 44 Murray St., Now York. 

Do not forget 
PEKKV I»AVIS' l'AISf KILT.ER. 

Tlie Princess of WaU'K Snubs Mrs. i 
Liangtry. 

A London dispatch to the Boston 
Herald .says: The society journals de
nounces! the Lonsdiile-Chetwynd light 
m the most unequivocal terms, and 
Lord Lonsdale, who is a brother of the 
dissipated character who was the first 
husband of 'Mrs. Langtry's friend, 
Lady de Grey (Gladys Lady Lonsdale), 
is generally condemned. 

As for Mrs. Langtrj*. she was sub
jected three days later to the greatest 
slight, that could be inflicted upon a 
woman in herposit ion, adeliberatecut 
from t he Princess of Wales, who is not 
the plasticdoll in the Prince's hands ' 
that some people imagine. This epi
sode occurred at the Coonibe House, 
where Lady Archibald Campbell and 
her pastoral players were giving their 
last performance of '"Tlie Faithfulle 
Shepherdesse." Tlif» Prince of Wales 
entered into conversation with Mr.s. 
La ngtry, who dropped the usual quaint 
courtesy with which royalty is receiv
ed; the Princess of Wales had turned 
her back and was talking to some 
one else. 

A hundred eyes watched the group. 
It has often been said, and not unjust
ly, that the Prince of Wales is remark
able for his tact, but even the most , 
distinguished social warriors some- > 
times lose their heads where a pretty ! 
woman's interests are concerned, and 
at this moment if any Mrs. Langtry 
needed the consolat ion of royal favor, j 
The Prince plucked the Princess by j 
the sleeve, after saying to Mrs. Lang- ( 
try in quite a loud voice, "Oh, the !  

Princess would like to tell you " The 
Princess turned around, surveyed Mrs. j 
Langtry quite as t hough she did not 
see her, gave so light a bow that the 
inclination of the head was almost im
perceptible. and then deliberately 
turned her back and resumed her con
versation with her friend. It was the 
hottest day of the season, but the 
thermometer seemed to drop a hun
dred degrees; the Prince looked ex- : 
quisitelv foolish. Mrs. Langtry's con
fusion was painful to behold, and the 
social axe had fallen! But this new 
scandal may help the Lily's theatrical 
int erests, which have of hue begun to 
languish. 
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