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THE ODELET OF THE BIRD-

The cloudlet o’er the summer sky
Isscattered by the sunlet,

E'en as the debtorlet doth fly
Emphatic from the dumlet.

The birdlet doth his tootlet twit

tne‘l::i
doglets all their toelets flit
At vitals of the flealet.

At mornlet now the svormlet droops
And dangles from the boughlet,
And for the cudlet browse in troops

The sheeplet and the cowlet.
The fishlet with his mouthlet wooes
The jeopardizing baitlet,
And of the fickle lasslet coos
With ladlet at the gatelet.
«Yonkers Gazotte.

THE ARTIFICIAL MOTHER.

«No,” I said, *I can’t stand this any
longer. I might as well have no wife
at all as to have one who, instead of be-
‘longing to me, her lawful lord and
master. is at the beck and call of sun-
dry small specimens of humanity, to
whose remorseless tyranny she yields
an obedience as implicit and uncom-
plaining as that of the most abject
slave.”

Nos. 8 and 9 of our little family had
arrived together, and, sturdy little
fellows that they were, had recognized
the situation at a glance, had deposed
No. 7 from her position of supremacy,
and had set up a despotism over their
mother and the household perhaps the
most unmerciful that had as yet been
experienced.

It will be apparent from this pre-
liminary word that 1 am a married
man, sufficiently so the superficial
reader may imagine. But it is pre-
cisely my complaint that, while my
opportunities for the development of
my parental qualities are unsurpassed,
my married life. so far as the society
of my wife is concerned, don’t amount
to—well, to the value of a Confederate
dollar.

If, going ¢fair shares” with my
progeny, I -had been permitted to put
in claim for, say an even tenth of her
attention, I should have nothing to say-
But these ogres of children pull her
to pieces in small mouthfuls through
the twenty-four hours between their
nine voracious selves, without giving
me & chance for even a thirty-second
nibble.

In giving them their classification in
the animal kingdom, I should, I think,
place them under the head of *Polly-
pophagi,” or ‘mother devourers.”

I was just beginning to console my-
self with the thought that before No. 1
becawe old enough to sit up evenings
No. 7 would learn to go to sleep before
midnight, when Nos. 8 and 9 arrived
a8 I said ‘-all in a heap,” and deranged
my calculations. ¢No,” I said, for per-
haps the 996th time, as the maternal
slave, after eliminating Nos. 1 and 2 in
a flood of disgrace and tears (that gave
them the appearance of a compound
‘waterspout), tucking up 8, 4 and 5,
who were accidentally good, and turn-
ing over to me the cradles containing
6 and 7, with injunctions to keep them
stirring,” rushed to obey the vociferous
calls of the despots in chief, the two
latest arrivals—¢it won't do."*

«Polly,’’ I asked, as she returned, a
little out of breath, with a red-faced
tyrant on each arm, ““what do those
Iwretcheu, I was about to say, but
ortunately checked myself in time]

ung gentlemen wantp’’

“Why, a little motherly affection, to
be sure,”” she answered, commencing to
sscroon’’ to them in the language pecu-
liar to mothers and babyhood. «They
want me.”’

“Bosh!" I rejoined. ¢They want
merely something soft to touch, a swing-
ing motion to addle their brains (if
‘they have any) and a monotonous din
n their ears, and they would be just as
well satisfied if these were supplied by
& steam engine as by their mother. It
is all nonsense to talk of babes having
affection. You might as well believe
in their Calvinism or trancendentalism
©r any other product of later life."

Polly, however, wastoo much absorbed
in the “crooning’ process to listen to
my insinuations, aad the beginning of
& growl in ene of the cradles at my
feet recalled me to my own duty. But
while I worked I pondered. The word
uttered in jest remained in my mind.
“A steam engine?”’ Yes. Why not?
Or an engine of some kind to perform
¢ least this routine labor of keeping
the young savages at rest by keeping
them in motion. Something steady,
and soft, and swinging, and ‘‘croon-
ing.”’ Pshaw! science has solved worse
problems than this. Itis simply the
oonstruction of an ¢artificial mother.”
The thing is possible, and it shall be
done! I gave the cradle a kick of
malicious satisfaction that evoked from
No. 7 a roar of protest.

On my way to business next mornin
I called at the studio of an artist frien
to see & new picture, and my eye rested

on & lay figure standing gracefully
draped in one corner. Itflashed across

me that this was just what I wanted, |1

and I uaded my friend to spare it
to me for a time for some work I myself
"'had in hand.
i I did not want to startle Polly or

ho arouse the suspicions of the twins
prematurely, so I carried the figure up
to a disused garret and devoted all the
spare hours of the ensuing week to ex-
perimenting upon her. She was, for-
tunately for my purpose, of the finest
Paris make, steel springs, and double
extra jointed, and there was a question
merely of applying the inward power
(““true inwardness’) and the outward
appultenances.

I will not we! my readers with all
the details of my labors, I became so
absorbed in my task that I could hardly
give thought to anything else. My
business suffered, and my wife com-
plained that my face was getting a
vacant stare upon it, and she thought I
was spending too many hours at the
horrid club. It is sufficient to say that
after various ineffectual experiments
with steam,compressed air, and electric-
ity I at length succeeded in placing
in the body of my lay woman a clock-
work combination which, by u series of
spiral connections with the head, arms,
and shoulders, moved these in a uni-
form swing, timed to coincide with
that of the rocking-chair in which Ihad
placed her. The periodicity and harmony
of the movements were perfect, and I
even flattered myself thatthere wassome
special grace in the upward sweep of
the arms and quiet a motherly effect to
the downward bend of the head.

But the crowning triump of my
labors was the duplex ¢crooning at-
tachment,”” by means of which was
generated the necessary ‘‘rumble-
jumble,” (with whose monotonous
sounds I was only tco iamiliar) which
came streaming out of the mouth in
an unbroken succession that nothing
but the action of the «‘safety-stop value®
could break off.

This part of my ¢‘mother’’ cost me

that unless this could be a success all
other excellent qualities would go for
nothing. My mechanical readers will
easily guess the principle of the ‘at-
tachment.” A series of dimiunitive
organ-tubes were arranged in the chest,
the valves of which worked by clock-
springs, while the sounds were con-
ducted through a larynx delicately con-
structed from a turkey’s gizzard) to
the mouth. The first attempt with the
combination produced only a series of
unearthly gasps, at the bottom of which
Ithought I detected the ghost ofa
gobble; but a little modification of the
valves, the treatment of the gizzard
with a weak solution of aqua regia,
which softened away all its harsh re-
miniscences, and the interposition
between this and the tube of a pair
of miniature drum heads (made of mouse-
skin) as reverberators of the sound,
gave me the happy result of a complete
series of ‘‘croon waves.” I was able
also finally to arrange these in three
sets of chords, so that the crooning
could be made piano, andante, or
furiossissimo, according to the age,
condition, or degree of obstreperousness
of the infant being operated upon. Of
course the clockwork upon which the
crooning depended was entirely distinct
from the system controlling the move-
ments of the body, being of necessity
much more complex and delicate, as
supplying what might be termed the
brain power of the creature.

A carefully prepared rag baby was laid
in the arms of the expectant mother,
the two sets of works were wound up,
the starting springs touched, and the
rocking, and fondling, and crooning
commenced with such perfect natural-
ness, grace, and harmony, that I was
carried away by my delight and caught
myself saying, My dear, you are a
grand success and reflect credit on your
maker.”

I put on the stops and the baby drop-
ped with an easy motion of the arms
into the ‘mother’s” lap, the crooning
softened down into the gentle murmur
of the ¢‘piano,’’ then ceased altogether,
and the mother sat looking at her sleep-
ing child with an aspect of such calm
dignity and sweet motherliness that I
was irresistibly impelled to give her a
kiss of husbandly approval.

“What would Polly say?” Ithought,
a8 1 wiped from my lips the slight touch
left on them by the damp paint. Re-
moving the tag baby, I lifted with some
effort the chair containing my handi-
work down to the door of my parlor,
which, since the advent of the twins,
had been appropriated by them as a
special private nursery, where my oc-
casional presence was permitted only on
sufferance. The moment seemed pro-
pitious for my experiment.

I could hear the twins yelling with
vociferous idignation for their slave Pol-
ly, who evidently been called into the
farther nursey by some outbreak among
their predecessors. I opened the door,
placed the rocking-chair cazily in front
of the fire, smoothed down the drapery
and loosened out the hair of its occu-
pant, and gently laid a twin in each
arm. A touch on the springs and the
arms moved up clasping the still clam-
orous infants to her breast, the head
bent over, the feet touched the floor,
impelling the chair with & uniform
swing, and with an equally uniform
monotony the steady waves of the
“crooning’’ poured forth from her lips.

The twins hushed their angry com-
Plaining and looked up inquiringly at
the being to whom their destiny (in the
shape of their father) had confided them.
t was a moment of terrible suspense
If their keen preceptions discovered the
frand; if they decided that in addition,
to the creature comforts of warmth

and motion, and noise, it was essental

much care and anxiety. for I knew |

to their happiness to have also the ‘:je
ne sais quoi’’ of motherliness that my
substitute could not bestow upon them
if (in the language of the day) their un-
satisfied u{earnings revealed to them that
their souls were not fed and thcir sensi-
bilities not ministered, to my beautiful
theories would fall baseless to the
ground, and my labor and hopes would,
indeed, have been in vain.

What an ideal domestic existence
would be that in which the natural
article conld be brought to a safe stop
within a tenth of a second!

It now remained only to put the
finishing touches on my <¢mother”
in completeing her attire and adornment.
I gave careful attention to the details
of these, for I knew that those' twins
were very sharp fellows, and [ did not
propose to give them any ground for
irreverence or even criticism, in the
appearance of the lady who was to
stand to them in loco matris. One of
Polly’s nursery gowns, with the color
or which the twins were perfectly fa-
millar, was skillfully abstracted from
her wardrobe, and gracefully draped
round the ‘mother,” whose arms and
breast had first been carefully padded.

The face was deliberately touched up
by my artist friend (whom I had
finally been obliged to take into
my confidence) until it wore an air of
maternal affection and solicitude almost
surpassing that of the original, and the
hair (which was one of the most expen-
sive iteras of my purchased parapher-
nalia) was arranged as nearly as possi-
ble in the regular ‘‘disarrangement’’ to
which the babies were accustomed.

This I found difficult to effect without
impairing the safety of the fastenings,
and I dreaded somewhst the chance of
one of the twins in an enterprising
moment giving a grab at the ‘light
ringlet just sweeping his face,” but it
was a risk that had to be incurred.

And now she was complete and my
heart beat high with triumph and ex-
pectation, and visions came-before me
of the time when, with a whole team of
‘artificial mothers” crooning peace and
comfort through the house, Polly and I
could roam away in blissful idleness
and renew the days of our youth.

But no! Firmly held in the warm
embrace of the untiring arms, evenly
rocked in the steady swing of the chair
and dinned into unconsciousness by the
unbroken stream of sound, they stilled
their noisy complainings. accepted the
sitnation, and relapsed into a state of
blissful contentment and repose. It
was evident that babies had no souls
that need administering to, and my
¢-artificial mother” was a success. 1
threw myself into an easy chair, with
the consciousness that I had done a
great work for the world, for myself,
for Polly.

Just then I heard her step approach-
ing. The sudden cessation of the
wonted cries had alarmed her keen ear,
and she came flying in, looking, with
the finsh of haste and alarm on her face
especially pretty and charmin&.

“Our new nurse, my dear,” I said,
waving my hand toward the chair.

‘A friend who has come in tolend a
hand,” I proceeded rather incoherently,
seeing that Polly stood aback with
doubt, bewilderment, and vague appre-
hension.

*In short, my dear, my new artificial
mother,” I burst out in desperation, as
she stood still and stared, while the
rocking went on without ceasing, and
the crooning started on a higher key.

«Artificial whatP”’ cried Polly, 0,
Tom, what frightful experiments are
you making with my blessed boysP
Let me have them at once!’’ she cried
rushing at the figure.

But the babies were clutched the tight-
er, and the chair swung more swiftly,
and the ¢‘crooning’ burst into a londer
strain with what sounded like a defiant
ring.

'gGive me my children!” shrieked
Polly, trying to check the ceaseless
swing of the chair, but the ¢mother"
continued imperturable, and answered
her vehemence with a bland, fixed smile.

“Tom,help me! the thing isa demon!”’
screamed Polly in desperation, pulling
frantically at the mother’s arms. But,
even as she spoke, the swinging re-
doubled in velocity until the two babies
grew blackin the face,and seemed merg-
ed into one. The crooning burst into a
savage roar, as if, indeed, a fiend had
taken possession of my innocent mother,
and to my excited imiagination it really
seemed that her eyes flashed fire and
her face assumed an expression of de-
moniacal malice.

Just then, with a ferocious tug,
Polly succeeded in pulling the mother
up from the chair. For a moment they
stood facing each other, glaring at
each other in rage and ‘defiance until I
could hardly tell which looked the
more terrible of the two.

Then came a ‘‘whir’’ and a snap, and
with a frightful clashing together and
a last despairing ¢‘croon’’ the *mother"’
sank into fragments on the floor, shoot-
ing the two babies to the opposite side
of the room, like billard-balls from a
carom.

With the whirr, and the crooning,
and the clash still ringing in my ears,
I woke up and found I had tripped over
the cradle of No. 7 on -top of No. 6,
and the collision had produced a small
pandemonium.

My «artificial mother' was a dream,
but may I not hope also a prophecyf—
William Johnson in Ohio State Journal

Wool felts, plain and with Astrakhas
combinations will again be showa.

To Scare Away Snakes.

A gentleman who recently returned
from the Western coast of Africa tells
how natives provide against the dangers
of venomous snakes which abound in
those regions. *The Africans on the
coast,’ he said. ‘‘are far more intelligen
than those in the interior. Just south

of the Republic of Liberia there is a
large swampy region which extends for
hundreds of miles into the interior and
for many milesalong the coast. When-
ever it is deemed nec to penetrate
this vast morass, which abounds in
snakes, the natives simply rub the soles
of thoir feet with garlic and oil. The
scent of the garlic is too much for the
delicate stomach of the reptiles, and
they crawl away as fast as they are
able. This insures almost absolute
safety. = The boa-constrictor even
hesitates to attack a man smelling of
this odoriferous vegetable. Another
method employed by the natives when
they wish to sit to rest is to swish the
air with rods. The peculiar noise of
the rod seems to inspire the serpents
with terror; for they hasten away out
of hearing of the sound.”’—New York
Maql. g

A Memory of Early Days.

Bane of childhood’s tender years.
Bwallowed oft with groans and tears,
How it made the flesh recoil
Loathsome, greasy castor oil!
Bearch your early memory close,
Till you find another dose:
All the shuddering frame revolts
At the thought of Epsom salts!
Underneath the pill-box lid
Was a greater horror hid,
Climax of all inward
Huge and griping old blue pills.

hat a eontrast to the mild and gentle
action of Dr. Pierce’s Pleasant Purgative
Pellets, sugar-coated, easy to take,
cleansing, recuperating, renovating the
system without wrenching it with agony.

old by druggists.

The acher lives by the golden rule;
the printer by the brass rul%? and the
teacher by the ferule.

I afflicted with sore ¢ De.
;:onplon'l oye water. ’“mech‘. ulll-a

Why is a watch-dog larger at night than
he i8 in the morning? Because he is let
out at night and taken in in the morning.

Fits: All Fites stopped tmopb‘y Dr. Kline’s
Great Nerve Restorer. No Fits after first
day’s use. Marvelous cures. Treatise and
§2.00 trial bottle free to Fit cases. Send to
Dr. Kline, 981 Arch 8t., Phila., Pa.

The Suez Canal cost $100,900,000.
The Panama company has already in-
curred obligations for $575,000.000.

The Simplon Rallway,
The commission appointed to investi-
gate the project of theSimplon Railway
estimate that the line from Viege to the

Italian frontier, a distance of fifteen
und a half miles, will cost in round
figures £2,100,000 if the tunnel be- for
a single line only, and £2,500,000 if
the tunnel be for a double line. These
estimates include the approaches to the
tunnel, the custom-house buildings at
Viege; thirteen locomotives, estimated
at £2,800 each and a special reserve
fund for unforeseen difficulties which
might arise in consequence of the high
temperature in the tunuel during con-
struction. But the estimates do not
include the cost of raising capital and

aying interest during construction.
g‘he commission recommend as a suit-
able section for the tunnel: For a
single line—21 feet high and 18 feet
wide; for a double line—27 feet wide,
the cross-sectional areas being 850
square feet and 450 square feet respec-
tively. Itis estimated that six years
will be required for the construction of

the tunnel if no unforeseen difficnlties-
ocour, but if the latter should be the-
case the commission do not think thas.
the time wounld exceed eight and a half”

.| years.—Industries.
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Tricks of theItalian Milkman,

I noticed for some days that my milk
was very, very thin. I had stood by"
whilst it was milked; what, then, could
be the cause? Was it that the cows-
drank too much water? I would have
been compelled to adopt this solution

but for a discovery that soon happened
When I came across my cowman the-
second or third evening he was milking
for an Italian, and I was surprised
when I saw this latter suddenly step up-
to the cowman and squeeze him by the
arm. As surprising as was this action,
however, the result was still more so—
a stream of water was ejected from the-
cowman's sleeve, and I then understood
how milk can be watered before one'’s-
very eyes without one’s detecting it. I
happened to mention this incident to
the American Consul, and he assured
me the trick wus quite common. A
bag of water is kept under the coat and
let down into the cup through a rubber
tube in the sleeve. When detected, a
shrug of the shoulders, a **Santa Maria,
what difference?’’ and pure milk for
the sharp eye; when not detected, he
laughs in his sleeve as he lets the water
down through his sleeve and sells it to-
you at six cents a quart—Rome Letler.

Anecdotes.

Leslie in his ‘reminiscenses” relates
that forty-nine years ago, at the date
of her cornation Queen Victoria had a.
pet spaniel, which always was on the
lookout for her return when she was
away from home. On theday of her

coronation her majesty had, of course,
been separated from her pet longer
than usual, and when the state coach
drove up to the palace steps she heard
him barking joyously in the hall, and
exclaimed, <¢There's Dash,” and was
in a hurry to doff her crown and royal
robe and give Dash his bath. ¢«I don’t
know why,” said Leslie, but the first
sight of her inher robes of state brought
tears into my eyes, and it had this effect:
upon many people; she looked almost
like a child.” Thomas Campbell, the-
poet, who was present, said, in his ap-
plicationfor a ticket to the earl marshal,
that “There was a place in the abbey
called Poet’s corner, and perhaps room:
might be found in it for a poor living
Poﬁt-" A

That Tired Feeling

The warm weather has a debilitating effect,
especially upon those who are within doors moss
of the time. The peculiar, yet common, com.
plaint known as “that tired feeling,” is the-
result. This feeling can be entirely ov
taking Hood’s Sarsaparilla, which gives new life-
and strength to all the functions of the body.

“I could not sleep; had no appetite. I took:

4

Hood’s Sarsaparilla and soon began to sleep-
soundly; could get up without that tired and.
languid feeling; and my appetite improved.”
R. A. 8AxYORD, Kent, Ohio.

‘ Hood’s Sarsaparilla
Sold by all druggists. $1; sixforgs. Made
.onlybyc. 1. HOOD & CO., Lowell, Mass.

great sale of

100 Doses One Dollar
Hoeon, Mimveapois

COUNTRY =32

mer, Winter and Fall Clothing, Furnishing
Goods, Hats, Caps, Furs, Canes, Um
Y

Patrons should be
sure and attend the
wet

brellas,
BSatchels, Rubber w slightly dame
aged by water at about rice. You ocan
make a barrel of money to buy your Winter
outfit now.

for Infants and Children.

* “Oastoriais 80 well adapted to children thas
lmltumwmm
owatome.” H A Ancuze,M.D,,

111 8e. Oxford 84., Brookiyn, N. Y.

Bour 8 Diarrh Eructa
Biie Wores. aives d o, &

wiEou iajurious medication.

memmcmm.mmmn.t.

—

W};y did the Women

—

“of this eo;mtry ‘use " over “thirlei willion cakes of'
Procter & Gamble’s Lenox Soap in 1886 ?
Buy & caks of Lenox and you will soon understand whys




