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POLITICAL CHEAP JOHNS. 

DEAR readers, did any of you ever walk 

up Eighth avenue of a Saturday night? And 

if you did, did you realize the utter impos- 

sibility of hearing yourselves think? 

did you not, before you had gone many 
blocks, abandon all idea of attempting to 

think, and suffer yourselves to drift along | 
with the crowd, aimless, idiotic, and deaf- 

ened and confused by the turmoil around 
you? Itis all very enlivening and inspirit- 

ing, no doubt, this view of Eighth avenue 
of a Saturday night, and a good many peo- 

ple make money by it—but for the purchaser, 
the consumer for whose benefit all the show 

is got up, it is somewhat confusing. It is a 

Babel of discordant cries—a bazaar of glit- 
tering generalities. 

We have an Eighth avenue in politics, 
and a busy thoroughfare it always is; but its 

Saturday night comes when the State is get- 
ting ready for a contest. Then come the 

rush and the turmoil and the clatter; then 

very noses of the passers-by. 

ing cries ascend to high heaven, with noth- 

persistency; crossing and mingling with and 

by are bewildered and stupefied, and no more 
know what is going on around them than 

does the stranger who chances to wander 
into Eighth avenue on « Saturday night. 

that 

| Johns shove their wares down the throats of 

| the 

| other, these Cheap Johns—but that does not 

| public. 

| wants and what he intends to do. 

| Johns. 

And | 

Then the vary- | 

THE JUDGE. 

There are too many party cries in politics 

now-a-days; too much noise and confusion, 
and mutual recrimination, and cheap huck- 

The pur- 
chaser, the consumer who supports all this 
stering, and even blasphemy. 

—in other words, the voter and taxpayer— 
does not get a fair chance to know what is | 

The best is not offered to him, 

or, if it be, there is no means of determining 

it is the best. 

going on. 

The political Cheap 

people—they vilify and abuse each 

mend matters; that explains nothing to the 

And so they are inclined to respect 
and believe in the man who swings quietly 
in his hammock in the door of his place of 
business and makes no particular professions, 

but lets everybody know exactly what he 

And a 

man who so comports himself generally com- 
mands the attention and attendance—how- 
ever unwillingly rendered—of the common 
scolds of politics, and he is certainly less of 

a nuisance to the people at large than the 
intrusive and obviously self-seeking Cheap 

The waiting game may be the win- 
ning game afterall, and John Kelly knows it. 

JAY GOULD PRAYS. 

Mr. Jay GovuLp’s testimony before the 
Senate Committee is very interesting—any 

| money of Mr. Gould’s, even testimony, is apt | 

| to be interesting, and when the telegraphic | 
| Colossus tells us that he knelt down by the 

wayside and prayed in the darkness and dis- 

quietude of his spirit, we cannot help feeling 
touched. Of course, this occurred in the 
days when Jay Gould was poor. There is 

no authentic record of his having prayed 
since he became a millionaire. Probably, 
should he have occasion to communicate 

with Heaven now, he would do so by tele- | 

graph. Praying is the poor man’s pastime. 
Men whose time is worth $2 a second cannot 
afford to waste much of it in that way. How- 

ever, the interesting fact remains, Jay Gould 

prayed once. We have his word for it. It 

would be interesting to know the subject of 

that prayer. For what did the millionaire 
in posse petition Heaven? If it were for 

riches, certainly no prayer was ever more ef- | 
fectually answered, and the experience of 
Jay Gould will be calculated to give a boom 

| to religion which it sadly needs in these 
the Cheap John politicians cry their wares 

and push their trays of notions under the | 
backsliding and degenerate days. But if it 
were for popularity, for good esteem among 

his fellow men, Mr. Gould would do well to 

| remember the lesson taught by that proces- 
ing intelligible about them but their reitera- | sion of workingmen who were parading the 
tion; nothing to recommend them but their | city at the very time when he was entertain- 

| ing the Senate Committee with a narrative 
. . | 

drowning one another until the poor passers- | of his early trials; he would do well to re- 
cognize the position in which he figured on 

the banners of that procession, and, realizing 
that his petition remains unanswered, get 
down on his knees and fall to praying again. 

| twirling of 

| tary one. 

FRANCE AND CHINA. 

BISMARCK is reported to have said, ‘‘] 

want to see one more European war before | 
die.” He probably said this in German, if 

he ever said it at all, but, language apart, 
his meaning is pretty obvious. And now he 

has a chance of seeing France—the country 

at which this remark was leveled—embroiled 

in an Asiatic war, if not in a European one. 

And given the Asiatic war, with endless com- 
plications in the China seas, with the inevit- 

able trampling which the corns of England 
and other maritime powers will get in the 

scrimmage, may not the European war fol- 

low in due course? Nothing is more proba- 
ble. bellicose and 

there is a strong war party in China, and the 

absolute sovereign of over four hundred mil- 

lions of people 

France is aggressive; 

an scarcely need soldiers. 
There may be pulling of Chinese pigtails and 

French mustaches before the 
world is very much older, and a Franco- 
Chinese war would certainly make the morn- 

ing papers more interesting for a while. 

ABOUT POLICEMEN. 

Two Brooklyn policemen, recently con- 
victed of having used their clubs “ not 
wisely, but too well,” have been, as a pun- 

ishment, deprived of those weapons for a 
certain period. While we cannot help paus- 

ing and pondering over the anomaly of a 
clubless policeman, we are inclined to think 

that, for the particular offence indicated, 
the punishment is a wisely chosen and salu- 

Certainly, men who have been in 

the habit of using their clubs recklessly and 
on small provocation, will acutely feel the 

deprivation of these weapons; it will be a 
real inconvenience to them, almost as great 
as the loss of his arms would be to the ordi- 

nary citizen. Then, again, in the absence of 
the club from the hands of the more excita- 
ble members of the force, there will be a con- 

siderable feeling of relief and a great addi- 

tional sense of security to the general public. 

Had Officer MacNamara’s club been taken 
| from him on the first occasion when it ap- 

peared he used it indiscreetly, poor Smith 

would be alive now. As long as it is not in 

the power of the Commissioners to order a 
sound clubbing administered to members of 

the force who are too free with the locust, 
decidedly the best plan would appear to be 

to take their clubs away from them. 

Explain, Please! 

Wuat would be pleasant—To see every 

newspaper give full credit for all articles not 

original. 

What is unpleasant—To see the Omaha 
Bee credit to the Boston Globe the little illus- 

trated poem, ‘‘ Our Summer Girl,” written 
in our own office, and published in THE 

JupGeE of August 18, 1883. 
What would be just—for the Boston Globe 

to explain why this is thus. 
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ort Cree ——_ Vana ———> 

OLD PLowsoGGeERr, after reading in the morning 

papers about mad dogs, goes out for a walk, and is 

horrified to find one right in his path. 

A Picture. 

A Picture of a laughing girl 

With glad blue eyes and waving tresses, 

The sunlight kissing every curl 

To burnished gold with its caresses; 

Ripe red lips, parted as to speak— 

You seem to hear the painted question— 

The soft tint lives upon her-chcek, 

Snow, tinged with sunset’s faint suggestion. 

She holds a helmet in her hand— 

Relic of war in shrine of beauty— 

Deep-hacked by battle-axe and brand; 

A casque that must have done its duty. 

the steel— 

had ceased to linger 

One gap, cut sheer down through 

Where late h 

Ere raised in questioning appeal— 

r glance 

Is indexed by one taper finger; 

And an old man, with long white hair 

And a deep scar across the forehead— 

A fierce blow that brow had to bear, 

Which shattered the strong casque before it: 

His eyes light up to answer hers, 

He lives through bygone fields of glory; 

Upon his face the pleasure stirs, 

An old man’s pleasure in a story. 

Grandsire and grandchild; you can’t fail 

To see they stand in that relation; 

The old man looks as if his tale 

Micht be a ten-times-told narration. 

You almost hear the words he speaks; 

Old memories in his eyes are glistening; 

The color deepens on her cheeks— 

She loves the tale, and she is listening. 

He tells the story of the strife, 

Of brave men dying, stout hearts fainting; 

And both the figures glow with iife- 

He speaks; it cannot be a painting! 
He tells of hard but happy days, 

Ere Charles had sunk ‘neath adverse fortune, 

And every dent that casque displays 

Bears in the tale of war its portion. 

How that great gap that looms so large 

‘**boot and saddle " sounded, 

And fiery Rupert led the charge 
Against the traitor-brewer, 

Was earned when 

toundhead. 

‘*A shrewd, hard blow,” he seems to say; 
‘The steel plate cracked; the sword bit deeper, 

And I was left for dead that day 
Among the dead—as sound a sleeper. 

** Ah, girl, I lived; but you may pray 
And thank the heaven that heals and blesses 

That you are in these halls to-day 
To fit my helmet on your tresses.” 

+ * * + * 

The licht grows dim, the colors fade, 

As fainting with the daylight’s fainting; 
The girl's bright tresses fall in shade— 
The little group is but a painting. 

©. H. JESSOP. 

| are heelers, and are called 

Lawn Tennis. 

It’s a daisy. <A lazy man can play it, and 
at the same time watch the group of girls 
posturing upon the greensward over in 
the next yard. 
between lawn tennis and base ball. The lat- 
ter is a wildly-delirious game, played with 
hands, feet and mouth. Some b. b. players 

kickers. Every 

There is nothing in common | | 
| 
| 
| 

| well-regulated b. b. clu!) carries a first-class | 
kicker along, to furnish news for the report- 
er who gets in ona pass. Some b. b. play- 
ers do not play for fame, but for money. A 

great many of them make money by not 
playing at all. They put on the cherished 
regalia, talk big, run after the ball, and— 
don’t get it until the batter has made a 
home run. This class of players are called 
dark horses. It takes the social run of the 
association all winter to knock ’em out from 
next season’s play. Lawn tennis is vastly 
different. Ladics can play fully as well as 
gentlemen. A soft ball is used; a few yards 
of old mosquito netting are stretched across 
the lawn; the player thumps the ball with an 
affair like a saucepan, strung with pure cat- | 
gut made of raw hide. There is very little 
excitement in the gume, and the players can 
settle their difficulties without the assistance | 
of an umpire. 

If a man has any trouble as to the color of 
his. girl’s stockings, just invite her to play a 
game of lawn tennis. ‘The vigorous mani- 
festations of agility required to thump the 
ball back over the mosquito-bar, and at the 
same time keep the centre of gravity, causes 
a cunning, backward kick of the pretty foot, 

and a dainty flop of the skirts, and—the 
lover need be no longer in doubt. 

A young fellow has just been beaten out of 
one hundred thousand dollars by the game, 
and the sad result happened as follows: 

He was playing lawn tennis with Mandie, 
while the latter’s mamma—a widow lady— 
was seated under the greenwood tree, con- 
versing with one of her admirers—one she 
hoped to bring to the front in the near fu- 
ture. He was telling her that she looked 
as young as her daughter. She acknowledged 
the soft impeachment by a terra cotta blush. 
Just then Mandie’s lover raised his high- | 
strung saucepan to thump the ball over into 

the adjoining county. 

ment slipped from his hand, made a tangent 
on the tree, and whacked the old lady over 
the head, knocking off her beautiful wig; it 
then managed to make a carom on her jaw, 
sending a shower of upper and lower teeth 
upon her lap. She is now fully revealed to 
her admirer, who saw a poor, bald-headed, 
slippery-lipped, wagging-jawed old woman, 
with furious eyes. He bid her a hasty good 
eve, and departed. 

The young man who was the innocent 
cause of this fateful calamity poured forth 
profuse grief. But to no avail. The old 
lady would not Ict a man marry Mandie who 
could so easily lose his grip, thereby spoiling 
her (mamma’s) fond hopes for a second turn 
at domestic henpecking. 

The other evening the disconsolate lover 
| saw Mandie playing tawn tennis with a dude. 
Mamma watched the game from behind bar- 
red windows. H. S. KELLER. 

OLp man Watterson way way-way-off: I 
was in Gramercy Park a few days ago, when 
I heard a blade of grass partially give way, 
and looking around, there was Sammy lean- 
ing on his own shadow for support. 

A TENOR singer can aiways secure a hall 
easier than a basso, because he can go higher. 

The infernal imple- | 

A HAPPY 

NEIGHBOR— Y 

MotTHer— Yes ; th 

through with their whipping—ana the girls are 

FAMILY. 

our far vily looks contented and happy. 

they're é hous are happy hecause 

happy 

because they did't get any. 

Wanted to be a Pitcher. 

“« Wuo is this gentleman that papa calls a 
daisy?” 

‘** He is a ball-player, my dear.” 
“But pepa said he had a ‘ phenomenal 

curve,’ and that they ‘couldn’t hit him.’” 

“< Yes, my dear.” 

‘*But, mamma, he stood up straight, and 
I cidn’t see anyone try to hit him.” 

* Papa meant the ball, my dear.” 
“Yes, mamma, but I didn’t see the ball.” 
** Neither could the batters, my dear.” 

‘““ But what makes everyone talk about him 
and call him a ‘daisy?’ ” 

** Because he’s the new pit her from Chi- 

cago, W hom the man: cer of the club has just 

secured at $3,000 a season.” 

‘* But is he so very smart, mamma?” 
“*Only as a pitcher.” 
‘* But can’t he really write his own name, 

mamma?” 
**So they say, my dear.” 
“* And yet they give him $3,000?” 
‘< Yes, mv dear.” 
“When I grow up, can’t 

mamma?” 
‘* Perhaps, my dear; but 
**Could I get #3,0002” 

“* Perhaps.” 
**And not have to learn to read or write 

I be a pitcher, 

why?” 

999 

‘* AFTER ALL,” remarked a young lady who 
had been reading the indictments various 

| which have of late been published against the 

| endure the 
| don’t you think so?” 

sparrow, ‘* after all, these sparrows seem to 

be a great nuisance. I think we had better 
get rid of them, and make up our minds to 

worms. Sparrows are worse, 
‘“*T don’t know,” said 

| her beau, thoughtfully, ** 1 never had spar- 
rows.” 

THE FRENCH occupation of Tonquin must 
Ha-noi the natives of that province, and it 
will require considerable Gaul for them to 
annex the whole country. The French, how- 
ever, won’t have a ‘‘ walk over” in achiev- 
ing their ambition, for these Celestials evi- 

| dently will defend their rights, Ann-a-mite 
| good fight they can make if they try. 

WE have cvery reason to doubt the exist- 
ence of the Giant’s Causeway and the won- 
derful cliffs which are said to line the north- 
ern and western coasts of Ireland, as the 
island is well known to abound in sham- 
rocks. 

In view oi so much discussion on the sub- 
| ject, the question arises whether Secor Robe- 
son, while in office, Was not a fair represent- 

| ative of the American knave, eh! 

age 
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FISHING 

3cT the converse of the saw 

Seemeth worthier, by far. 

Folks will break the moral law 

When they sorely tempted are. 

You will have but little wish 

To blaspheme unless you fish. 

** Nothing to Me.” 

‘‘T’m nothing to you!” said my brown-eyed beauty, 

As up | lifted her baby sister 

Filling a parent's pleasantest duty— 
Parted her golden tresses and kissed her 

‘‘T’m nothing to you!” and the red lip 

And the ey: 

Heavens! what a pain that my love was doubted 

pouted 

were brimming with ery vaters 

The love so wed to my baby daughters 

‘* Nothing to me?” Could the little treasure 

Have known how deeply my heart was throbbing 

With a love that was nearer a pain than a pleasure 

I never had heard that tender sobbing 

I drew her home to my yearning bosom, 
I kissed her lips and her cheeks and tresses, 

And I ween she learned—my little blossom 

She was something to me, ere I ceased my caresses. 

Nothing to you!” Oh, days of anguish 

That we bear when our darlings’ faces are clouded! 

Oh, hopes and fears when the weak heads languish! 

Oh, grief when one for the grave is shrouded! 

Oh, sleepless nights when the brain is carving 

Some plan the paths of their feet to brighten! 

Oh, sharpest pang of the poor and starving fen! 

When love in death makes the heart-strings tight 

Bear witness, all! that howe’er we've broken 

Bonds that were sacred, in shame and folly, 

We have held one promise, dear but unspoken— 

We have kept the love of our children holy 

They are part of us; and nor time nor distance 

Can memory cheat of their tears or laughter— 

Not even when closes the day of existence 

In the night or the morn of the long hereafter 
HENRY MORFORD 

Aw old darkey, down in Southland, who 
was going to be baptized, as she was going 
down into the stream, clapped her hands and 
shouted that ‘‘ De Lord Jesus was a good 
man; he dun tuk my ole sinful heart out ob 
me; he cut it open; he wash it clean in de 
blood‘ob de Lamb. He fold it up; put it 
back all right. He tell me if I go in de wa- 
ter a debbil, I come out debbil; if I go in 

saint, I come out saint. Bress de Lawd, I 
don’t need no soap suds here—I’se all right 
for de blessed kingdom!” 

‘Turn the rascals out,” says Mr. Dana. 
Certainly. Mr. Dana has been turning them 
inside out for the last few months, and on: 
good turn deserves another. 

THE JUDGE. 

AND SWEARING. 

** SWEAR, and you will eaich no fish ”— 
So the ancient adave gos: 

Oaths as good as soul could wish 

Have been strangled, | suppose, 

By this legendary threat 

Poised above the rod and net. 

Washington Gossip. 

FROM OUR OWN LIAR. 

Wastmineton, D. C., Sept. 6th 

What isthe matter wit h the office of Presi- 

dent of the United States 2? Time was when 

honorable men of brains struggled fiercely 
and persistently to obtain the position, and 

failure, in many cases, led to despondency, 

ill ‘ premature death. It has been 
said that Horace Greely’s defeat in his battle 

for the White House broke his heart, and to 
break a newspaper man’s heart is no light 
job. But now, the moment any prominent 
man’s name is mentioned in connection with 

the high office, either he or bis friends, rush 
into print with the assertion that Mr. ——— 
never has had, and never will have, any 

; for the 

situation. This is very extraordinary, and 
leads one to believe that to lx President 

of the United States is no great honor after 

all, and not to be compared, in point of 

desire to be nominated by his party 

social comfort and eminence, with the Gov- 

ernorship of a Bank, or the Directorship of 
a Railway. Your corresponuent has yet to 
be introduced to the man who has refused 
either of those positions when offered him. 
The following list of prominent citizens who 

firmly, yet respectfully decline a nomination 

for President—which your correspondent 
’ has obtained after great labor and expense, 

which he trusts you will appreciate and stand 
your share of—shows how low, in the esti- 
mation of all worthy men, the office has 
fallen : 

Ulysses S. Grant, Schuyler Colfax, J. G. 
Blaine, John Kelly, Chester A. Arthur, 
Roscoe Conkling, W. W. Belknap, General 
Schenck, Henry A. Tabor, George A. Me- 

Clellan, W. English, Samuel J. Tilden, S. 
S. Cox, Jav Gould, John J. O’Brien. Thomas 
Hendricks, R. B. Hayes, G. F. Train, Red 
Leary, Fiddler Neary, Secor Robeson, Sheeny 
Mike, 8S. W. Dorsey, Mark Twain, John T. 
Raymond, Tom Lee, W. E. Chandler, John 

L.. Sullivan, William Sprague, Captain How- 
gate, Harry Hill, and numbers of others to 

hear from. 

In making up their platform, the Repub- 
lican party would do well to insert a plank 
that will bring them in thousands of voters 
all along the coast lines of the States of 

New Jersey, New York, Rhode Island and 
Pennsylvania, viz., the recommendation of 

an act for the better preservation of hot 
weather in the months of June, July, Angust 

and Septemb A heavy prohibitory tariff 
on the importation of cold waves would do 

much to foster the growing industries of 

summer hotels and seaside resorts, which, 
during the past season, have been seriously 

interfered with by the fre importation of 

Arctic gor ds. 

The true inwardness of Mrs. Dr. Mary 
Walker’s dismissal Irom the Pe nsion Bureau 

has come to light. That bifurcated lady 

used up so much official peper through t 

feminine habit of adding postseripts to her 

communications, that the cost of extra sta- 

tionary was continually overrunning the up- 
propri: tion for thet article. 

One by one, good officials and their fami- 
lies, who have been passing the heated term 

in Europe, Saratoga, Newport, Cape May, 

Harlem and Hunter’s Point, are returning 
home. Visits to the poor stay-at-homes 
have been numerous, and the dear gentle 
female birds of passage have done their best 

to turn their domestic sisters green with 
envy. Bless their sweet little hearts, it’s 

their way and they can’t help it. 
as usual, the husband gets the worst of it. 
‘*Mrs. Flubertoosh Mandeville called this 

morning, William Henry, and she was telling 
me of the delightful time she had in Baden 
Baden and the rest of Yurrup. It’s very 

strange that her husband, who only gets a 
third of your salary, can afford to give his 
wife a trip like that, while I must stay at 
home and stew in this terrible weather ; but 
if I don’t go next year,” etc., etce., and there 
is no more peace for William Henry until 
winter sets in and he raises a mortgage on 
his property to buy his wife a Russian sable 
cloak that will take the shine out of Mrs. F. 
M.’s three-season sealskin sacque. 

Social festivities are, in the absence of the 
great leaders of white fashion, indulged in 
only by our colored first families. Third 
Assistant Janitor General Sylvanus Primrose 

Of course, 

and his charming lady gave a grand water- 
melon soiree at their elegant weatherboard 
and shingle mansion, on Third street, last 
Wednesday evening. Among the company 
your correspondent noted were Col. and 
Mrs. Rainbow Philkins and daughters, Rev. 
Dr. Jawback Sluggs, General Whyso Ludd- 
scar, Mrs. Truman Sturkiss and the Misses 
Sturkiss, Mr. and Mrs. Gustave Foot and 
the two Miss Feet, Overblue Sontag, the 
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celebrated kalsomine artist, just returned 
from Rome—Georgia; Fourteenth Deputy 
Letter Carrier Cadaver, Miss Luciana Ap- 
pleby, the poetess of Slush Hollow, Virginia, 

and Wantmore Snoggs, Esq., Chief of the 
Cuspidor Department of the Siberian Hall 
of Congress. Some of the ladies’ dresses were 

marvels of beauty, and being made in the 

prevailing tight fashion, very clearly defined 
the most prominent points of the lovely 

forms they covered. Miss Phyra Blathers, a 

stately mahogany blonde, wore a charming 

crushed-mush colored robe du nuit, orna- 
mented with grease spots around the corsage 
and tied in the middle with a shoe string. 
Mrs. General Toby F loot, a petite middle- 

aged molasses-candy brunette was attired in 
a dress cut decolletie on the bottom of the 

skirt, three finger rings and a panier. Mrs. 
Rainbow Philkins wore her dress—a lovely 
sky-blue, with green-dots calico—looped up 
on one side (aclassical fashion which is be- 

coming all the rage), which afforded a view 

of a pair of piece ribbon garters, tied in true 
lover’s knots. She was the observed of all 

observers. After partaking of eighty-two 
watermelons, seventeen kegs of beer and two 

plates of ice cream, thanks were rendered by 

the Rev. Dr. Jawback Sluggs, a truly good 

man who weighs ninety-eight pounds, and 
the party was broken up by a policeman and 
the owner of the melons. 

To the Editor of The Judge. 

DEAR Str: There is no paper published 

that is so much thought of as yours through 

America and Ireland, which every one knows 
are the two finest counthries in the world. 

And I being a school masther and a native 
of Ireland, a man, though I say it, as 
should not, of cultivated tastes and high 

class education, it occurs to me why shouldn’t 
I send a letter to you to tell you something 
of ‘‘my native land, good night,” as Lord 
Byron calls it. It appears to me that you 
hear nothing of Ireland over there except 
what relates 
know nothing of the many happy days we 
spend, in school and out of school, though 
my hand shakes a trifle to-day, through a 
bit of a mistake me mother made, which led 
the whole of the neighborhood and all the 
scholars to spend a long hour searching for 
me at the bottom of the well, and myself 
taking the most active part in the business, 
as I was always an active man, and self seek- 

ing, as all the counthry could tell you. 
Maybe you'd like to hear the story, as it’s a 
curlous one enough, and is as follows: | 
was sitting in school, just after demonsthrat- 
ing to the scholars the noble acts of Christo- 
pher Columbus and Julius Cayser, and birch- 
ing little Johnny Casey for not behaving 
with veneration, when who should run in 
but me mother, with her apron pitched over 
her head, and the rain and storm blowing 
furious, which often happens now (since the 
Americans took the climate in charge). 
** Thomas,” says she (that’s me), ‘‘run out, 
or our little cockeen of hay will be blown 
into the well.” You see, we had our cockeen 
built in our own street, close by the well, 
and though not polished and well instructed 
like meself, me mother was a good mother 
to me, and the hay the whole little sthore | 
we had for the winther: but I ran at once, 
bidding the boys to have behaviour till I’d | 
come back. 

I ran away to get a bit of a stick for a 
prop, and when I came back with it the hay | 
was all tossed in the well, me mother roaring 
and the whole sthreet full up of men, tear- 

to outrage and bloodshed, and 

THE JUDGE. 

ing the hay out of it and shouting, ‘* There 
is a man below in the well.” Of course I 
pulled away with the rest of them, and got 
ropes and forks and grabes, and was in a 
shocking way, near as bad as I could have 
been if 1 had known it was meself they were 
seeking for, which I had no thoughts of, till 
little Johnny, as before mentioned, shouted 
out: ‘* There’s Mr. O’Hanlon himself,” and 
they all riz a shout, and it was only then I 
larnt that the man we sarched for was me- 
self. Of course it left me spacheless, and all 
I said was they worked well for me, and that 
while I remained among them Id never 
dread fire or water again. Me mother said 
I made an iligant speech, and brought tears 
to all their eyes, and we spent a pleasant 
evening all together, as I couldn’t well tache 
the scholars any more. So I only put them 
through their dead languages and the usc of 
the globes, as bein’ all morning in the well, 
it’s little more the school board could expect 
from me, and I gave them a whole holiday 
the next day, it being the holiday market, 
und a pleasant day we all had together, 
though me poor mother got another fright 
through coming home late with a neighbour 
in her donkey cart and meeting the carriage 
from the big house, which had gone to dine 
at the Hall, wiih lighted lamps, and she, 
poor crayture, being under the railway 

| bridge and not knowin’ the differ, had 
thought ’twas the steam ingin’, which had 

| jumped down owin’ to the darkness of the 
night, and knowin’ that it would surpass the 
speed of the donkey, she and her friend could 
do nothing but pray, and the sight left their 
eyes, and the men shouted at them till one of 
them got down off of the carriage and pulled 
the cart out of the way, and after that they 
went home quite pleasant. : 

So I write you all this to show you how 
contint and happy we all live—good neigh- 
bors all— paying no rent and sav ing our crops 

in all weathers. The children well educated 

looked when he got home. 
SOTTOWS. 

uw 

in all the branches at a thrifling cost, and, 
when: needful, chastised into the bargain. 

If you know of a likely situation, let me 
know by return, and I’d go out on the as- 
sisted emigration and impart learning to the 
youths of America, as my testimonials do 
certify, and I’d bring my sister Winny, too, 
who lost her good place through a fault of 
Widow Mullins’ cow, that the masther or- 
dered into the screen where the sheets do be 
dhried, and Winnie not knowing her con- 
thrariness, she having come from the next 
parish, or she would not have left themselves 
and herself together while she went in to ate 
her dinner, without sending her little sister 
to mind the both, and on comin’ out the last 
rag of the sheet was hanging out of her 
mouth. 

Having sent you a full account of the 
counthry and willin’ to write again if desired, 
I am, dear and honored sir, 

Your obedient servant, 
MR. THOMAS O'HANLON, 

Schoolmaster, 

Killshemamore, near the Canal, 
Ireland. 

LittLe Jimmy goes a-milking, 
Takes his stool, 

In the dark can’t see bossie, 
Tries a mule. 

Mother comes to see what makes 
Jimmy stay— 

Funeral takes place next 
Saturday. 

WILL GRANGER. 

AN ex-baseball player is practising den- 
tistry in Scranton. Itis to be presumed that 
he makes a short stop of the tooth-ache, and 
never gets left on a base. He takes the 
teeth out on a fly, and all his patients try to 

get home as soon as possible. 

An Trish debating club—the shillehagh. 

OH, THOSE RACES. 

The first picture shows Smithers starting for the races. The second shows him as he 
The old story—backed the wrong horse, and drowned his 
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lr naps gs has not had enough of Berk- 
‘e in his life, he has at least had 

a chance to fe arn what it is to be ‘‘ penny 
wise and pound foolish.” All I wonder at 

is, that after what I’ve been through, I am 
alive to tell the tale. I knew all along that 

the reason he was so anxious to get me away 
Long Branch was on account of the 

although his sister Lucinda’s illness 
was the pretext—and I guess when he comes 
to figure up his cash account, he’ll wish he’d 
left us in peace at the sea-shore. 

As might have be: pected, when we ar- 
“1 at the f his ancestors, we found 

inda up an Li able to go about the house. 

Was so m: id when T saw how we : she was, 
and knew that we’d been dragged u ip there 

r nothing, that I had hard w a“ not to say 
pretty sharp things; but I was col land 

had a headache, and was 
immediat to bed. The next 

instead of better, I had a 

and suffered excruciating pain in 

side Fortunately there 
in = place, though 

educated man wants 
rable little hole for, “an’t 

1 I had 
worse 

from 

expense, 

mn ex 

home ¢ ri 
L 
I 

ome 

illy, 

go ad to 

mornimg 

high i 

my ri 
good doctor 

splitting 
f0 ely 

being 

ght was a 

what an 

e in such a mis- 
Ie 

irisy; and as | 
Heraclitus be- 

phed to New 

to Saratoga for 

strike, the tele- 

conceive, 

sali an attacl f ple 

grew instead of better, 

came frightened, and telegr 

York for own doctor, and 
my mother. Owing to the 

grams were delayed, and it was two or three 
2 ys b arrived. In the meantime 
the far ily had got pretty well tired out ta- 

wot care of me. Heraclitus scoured the 

town for a professional nurse, but neither 
love nor money could procure what didn’t 
exist. He was so disgusted at his want 
success that in an unguarded moment 

said he didn’t see what anybody wanted 
live in such a God-forsaken village for, any- 
how. Marie, who was in the room at tl 
time, exclaimed, ‘* This is no village, this is 

with nothing but a few 
and squirrels, where not so much as a bottle 
of \ i shy or § ltze rs can be found.” 

When evening arrived, two of 

bors came in, country fashion, to sit up with 
me. I was so miserable that I didn’t much 

whether I lived or died, and I was 
arcely aware of what was transpiring. To- 

I fell asleep, and when I 
room was filled with a disgusting 

smoke from the kerosene lamp, and I became 

our 

. } 
‘Tore cith 

ss 

1] 
a Wldahess, 

care 

wards midnight 
awoke th 
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ring the pause that followed, I lay thinking 
of the tawdry gilt-and-black hearse I had 
seen drive empty past my window the day 
before, as if waiting for a passenger; but 

| these cheerful reflections were interrupted by 
| one of the women 

| and if it had 

| the depot in that horrid hearse; 

| requested the old women to 

wondering ** What she’d 
be laid out in.” This was a little too much, 

killed me the next minute I 
couldn’t have kept still. 1 couldn’t raise my 
head from the pillow, but fortunately the 
power of speech had not entirely left me, and 
I told them to call my husband. As soon as 
he came in I said, These two persons have 

already made elaborate pre parations for my 

funeral. If I die here, never let me be bur- 
ied here; and don’t have my body carried to 

I’d rather 

Heraclitus was scared 
vas also very mad. He 

depart, and | 
curses under his breath. 

bu kboard. 

half to death, but he 
go on a 

heard him muttering 
The 
rived, and things | 

cheerful op t. 
should be 

egan to assume a more 

The doctor insisted that | 

tal cen home as SOOT as I could pos - 

sibly be moved, and mother agreed 
with him, and they commenced to make et - 
parations for my departure. Lucinda 
clared it would kill me move me in the 
low state I was in, and I finally told her I 
didn’t care if it did: it I’d rather die in a 

drawing-room car than in a place where “oe 

quite 

} 
ac- 

to 

| ple were in such a sete to bury you tha 

of | 

he | 
to | 

the | 

snakes | 

the neigh- | 

painfully conscious that the two old crones | 
were whispering, and about me. From their 
remarks they had evidently been examining 
part of my wardrobe, and finally one of them 
said, ‘‘ She'll never be 

now.” ” ** No,” rep lied the other; “‘I sup- 
ae if she dies here she’ll be buried here. 

hey’d probably use the new hearse, and I 
guess there’d be a pretty big funeral. » Du- 

» any better than she is | 

the breath had left 

commenced making 
funeral. After this 

but went around with a 
terribly injured expression on her face. 

Mother and Marie packed up my belong- 
ings, wh ic 1 were pretty numerous, and [er- 

aclitus couldn’t resist making some remarks 

on the folly of having so many clothes, and 
said there great in bringing all 
those things up there when all I required was 
afew night-dresses. I told him if I ever 

I could disp nse with even those; 

and a shroud would probably be all | 
should need, and would save the neighbors 
trouble. Then mother told us both to be 

quiet, and he came over and kissed me, and 

promised me all sorts of things if I'd only 

get well. I told him I guessed the expenses 
of my illness would be about all he ild af 

ford, and he said ** D—n the exper 

bother your little head about 

till 

they 

they couldn’t wait 
vour bodv ly fore 

prope rations for your 
} 

speet h she subsided, 

was sense 

came ag 

a cottin 

next day our own doctor and mother ar- | 

he behaved 
devoted as I 

and 

along, 

was comforting, I must say 
very well all and was as 

could expect anvone to be. 

Such a time as thev had getting me home! 
Of course the doctor had to go with us, for 

no one knew what might happen. Heracli- 
tus took me f bed as if I were a baby, 
and carried me down stairs in his arms. 
The ‘y got meto the station somehow or other, 

and into a compartment in a parlor car. I 
was about gone when we reached the house, 
but as Heraclitus laid me on my own bed in 
my own room, I managed to ejaculate 

There’s no place like home!” and fainted 
dead away. 

out of 

This was over two weeks ago, and I am now 
gaining quite rapidly. As soon as I am able 
Iam going with mzemmaup to Lenox to visit 
her sister, aunt Pcnelope, for whom I was 
named. She is very rich, and has no daugh- 
ters, and wants me to have Toodledums 
christened up there at her country place. 
She rightly says it’s time the dear child had 
a Christian n Heraclitus such a 
heathen that he never to care 
whether she wa and if I’d 
have died, : suppose 

would n As soon 

as I’m well enoug ain of omis- 
sion off my conscl rate, Be- 

sides happ at the Lenox 
season, it will ang juite an and aunt 

will be sure to have everything very 
I suppose I shall look very pale and 
but that will make me all the more 

interesting. I shall amuse myself during my 
convalescence inventing appropriate costumes 
for Baby, myself and Maric; and we’ll see if 

Heraclitus will ‘* D—n the expense!” again. 
He probably will, with a different inflection 
from the one he used a short time and 
we shall never agree on a suitable for 
the child, I am sure. 

ame, IS 

has 
s chri 

seemed 

tened or not, 

came near doing, I 
had it done 

, ltl have this 

nce, at any 

t the height of 

he 

event, 

ago; 

nhame 

sy-the-way, ut very late last ee 
and hasn’t : ared in my room to-day at 
all. I dare say his long fit of total absti- 
nence has end n poker and champagne, as 
usual. The has warned him that I 
must not be worried or excited. Dear moth- 
er is still my devoted nurse, and I guess she 
will see that he is not instrumental in put- 

ting an end to the career of his unfortunate 
wife, PENELOPE PENNYFEATHER. 
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ores 

* Mokanna, of much prophecy and proud pretense 

Alliterative Acrostic. 

DEDICATED TO GEO, FRANCIS TRAIN, BY RED RAIN. 

GIANT genius! sadly stranded on r de rocks of im- 
becility, 

Estranged, as erewhile Crusoe, on ideal isle of old; 

Omnipotent in Zyo—here omni means nihility— 

Reluctantly ‘tis written, thy mind is fossiled mold. 
Great in thy own opinion—no woful wight is greater; 
Snraptured with nonentity—queer ‘‘ quantity un- 

known,” 
From Eld erst evoluted by the hand of thy Creator; 
Recluse ’mid mocking multitudes, mendaciously a- 

lone. 
Anchored to-thy penny peanuts and thy own or- 

dained opinions, 

No dog dare bark, no cat can mew while thou dost 

solemn speak; 

Concentrated in thy subtle self, not one ’mong Mam- 
mon’s minions 

In ardent admiration cowers, or ‘‘ cottons” to thy 

cheek. 

Solemn as old storied sages, far famed for false- | 

hood’s fallacies, 

Through all the apish ages of the world, 

before— 

Remembrance still remaining—thy myriad-peopled 
palaces 

Are frail as fabled fabrics formed by Genii of yore. 

Insatiate iconoclast! sad slave of dire delusion! 

New notions wayward flitting athwart thy fancy | 
wild; 

waned 

the fusion, 

Antithesis of self thou art, and still by self beguiled. 
Dungeoned deep in mundane mystery, a Sphynx- 

like silence binds thee 
In bonds of rigid reticence—thy loose logistic lore 
So safely thou secretest, till some paragrapher finds 

thee 

On that balmy bench still sitting, like Poe’s raven, 

evermore: 
(Now here we drop the curtain from N to P, inclu- 

sively,) 
S ? wt 2 2 

Q e * ” * & } 

U * * ~* * + 

A * cd * * * | 

R * * * a » | 

E * * * + * 

Presuming that ‘‘ Quill” quizzical has done his 
part obtrusively.) 

How George the Silent bites at bait thus glittering 

before him 

In gaudy guise, may well be guessed by all who run 

and read; 

Let here suffice—this sylvan sage, who'd stout and 

sternly swore him 

On peanuts still in silence philosophical to feed, 

Soon opes his mouth mysterious, and in phrase epi- 

grammatic, 

On that bench reclining pensive, pours his pent-up 

medley out; 

Patient stands the paragrapher, while the ‘ 

sage pragmatic 

His maudlin mediocrity in the world’s face would 

flout. 

Enough! egad, enough! good friend, Geo. Francis 

the Erratic! 

Retire behind thy bulwarks, and in solemn silence 

shout! 

silent ” 

THE proprietors of the Farm, Field and 
Fireside, Chicago, are meeting with great 
success jn securing subscribers to their pub- 
lication. In addition to furnishing an excel- 
lent paper at the iow price of fifty cents for 
six months, they propose to distribute forty 
thousand dollars in presents to their subscri- 
bers. See their announcement in advertis- 
ing columns. 

MARRIED BLISS. 

HvusBanpD (fondly)—Are you as happy as you were before we were married ? 
WIFE (tenderly)—Much happier, for I know so many more gentlemen now. 

Borrowmore Blower’s Letter to The. 
Judge. 

RATHER late hours for a benedict, I'll ad- 
mit, but I don’t see why a man should be 
expected to give up every amusement just 
because he’s gone and got married. 

Mrs. Blower milily insinuates that ‘a 
| husband’s enjoyment should be beneath his 
own roof. If I preferred ‘stag’ parties, 

| where revelry was kept up to all hours, why 
| did I marry?” 

Had I told Mrs. Blower that I married 
her for the little annuity she settled on mo, 
there would have been more remonstrance 
and more tears. 

I sought in every way, without compro- 
mising myself as the head of the house, to 
reconcile her to my little derelictions, but 
she remained immovable as a rock, 

Therefore, when Jamborino gave one of 
his inimitable evenings at home last week, I 
prepared to go, and affected not to hear the 

| sighs or see the tears. 
‘*The third night in one week that I have 

been left alone,” she murmured. 
I pretended not to hear her, for I was un- 

yielding in my determination to go, though 
my conscience told me I was spreading it on, 
to say the least, rather thick. I am natur- 
ally kind-hearted and forgiving. I would 
show her that I didn’t take offence at her 
remarks regarding my neglect. 

While thus ruminating on my way to 
Jamborino’s, I passed a millinery store. The 
show-window was full of those little calami- 
ties that women always want. Chief of 
them was a pink bonnet—a mite of an af- 
fair. I rushed in, for they were putting up 
the shutters, and purchased it. Pink was 
Mrs. Blower’s favorite color. I would send 

| it as a “* peace-offering” to her at once. 
| But the shopkeeper informed me that the 
| errand-boy had gone home; he would send 
| it off the first thing in the morning. 

That wouldn’t answer. I would take it to 

my beloved, myself. I demurred at his put- 
ting it in the regulation band-box. I hada 
capacious pocket in the tail of my coat, where 
it might be stowed away without damage 
either to the feathers or flowers, so he 
wrapped it nicely in tissue paper and placed 
it therein, and I went on my way to Jam- 
borino’s, soothed in mind as to the result. 

It was late when I entered. A shout 
greeted my arrival. ‘‘I had broken away 
from the apron strings!” ‘Three cheers 
and a tiger for the hero!” The fun grew 
fast and furious. Thrice I started for home, 
but was prevented by mine host from making 
my adieux, 

“Tf I left thus early,” he said, ‘‘ all would 
follow suit.” At last I got away. 

As I was ascending my own steps the 
neighboring clock chimed three. I fumbled 
in my pockets for my latch key, but it was 
not forthcoming. Alas! I was compelled to 
ring—once—twice—thrice—then I heard a 
light step. I drew the pink hat from my 
pocket. In sundry falls from Jamborino’s 
to my own door, I had flattened it like a 
pancake ; but I had no time to remedy it. 
Mrs. Blower stood in the open doorway con- 
fronting me. I handed the bonnet to her 
and stammered : ‘* Take it, my dear; it’s a 
love of a dove of a duck of a bonnet—ereal, 
live bonnet—” If you could have seen the 
look she gave me, JUDGE, you wouldn’t be 
Blower; no, not for my little annuity, 
minus the incumbrances, Speak of ‘ cal- 
amities” that befall aman. Mine is that 
pink bonnet. 

Will you believe me, sir, Mrs. Blower— 
who has never attempted to restore it to its 
pristine beauty, or put it on her head—has 
hung it in the flattened shape she received 
it from me on one of the stag horns that 
adorn the buffet in our dining room. On 
the tissue paper is written: ‘‘ A trophy of 
Blower’s last stag party.” Last indeed ! 

We shall sce what we shall see, O Jupa@r! 
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4 STUNNING 

| When a Oup Morst Conor has just finished a ‘‘ darling” 

in oil, and was figuring on the price he would put 

upon it- 

Alonzo Busbee: His Life and Im- 

pressions. 

BY WILLIAM GILL. 

CHAP. V. 

‘*A wit’s a feather, and a chief's a rod, 

An honest man’s the noblest work of God!” 

-Confessions of S. W. Dorsey. 

Many changes has the old mansion seen | 
since the days when large-hearted, hospitable 

Sir Roderick O’Finnigan, the burly alder- 
man from the Third Ward, held high revel 
within its walls. By my halidame! those 
were high old times—for in those days King 
Tweed had his own—and all the other fel- 
lows’—and many a fat old contract did he 
bestow upon his faithful henchman, Sir Rod- 
erick. When Wm. M. was forced to abdi- 

cate, he was followed into involuntary exile 
by Sir R., and deserted were the erst while 
halls of dazzling light; the pop of the cham- 
pagne cork ceased to echo through the corri- 
dors, and the click of the chips was heard no 
more. ‘Then it was rented by a professor of 
elocut‘on, and all went well until he ran off 
with his most promising pupil, Miss Gracie 
Turban, daughter of the well-known oyster 
merchant, leaving his wife and four children 
without a cent, and a month’s rent due. 
‘They went to the poor house; and then the 
house was taken by a Jersey City cattle deal- 
er, but his family couldn’t get on with the 
neighbors, who didn’t like foreigners nor for- 
eign ways, and they departed—and then it 
was purchased right out by the present own- 
er, Josiah O. Bullenbear, the eminent and 
widely respected Wall street broker and 
banker. 

Josiah O. Bullenbear was a distinguished 
leader of the *‘ Street;” he had a seat in the 
Stock Exchange, a big balance at his banks, 
piles of government bonds, a good appetite, 
wa digestion that never went back on him, 
and a profound reverence for, and unterrified 
belief in—Josiah O. Bullenbear. 

If Josiah O. Bullenbear were commissioned 
to draw up a new set of commandments, 
they would, probably, run as follows: 

1. There is but one Josiah O. Bullenbear, 
and every one is his profit. 

2. Thou shalt not deal in any stocks except 
those controlled by Josiah O. Bullenbear. 

EFFECT. 
sudden ‘‘whish” of his 

pipe out of his mouth, and covered his beauty with 

‘‘fine cut.” It was a stunner ! 

him guiltless who forgeth the name of Josiah 
O. Bullenbear. 

4. Remember the settling day of Josiah 
O. Bullenbear to keep it strictly. 

5. Honor Josiah O. Bullenbear’s drafts 
upon thee that thy balance may be long in 
the Bank which the laws of the State have 
given thee. 

6. Thou shalt not kill Josiah O. Bullen- 
bear. 

%. Thou shalt not adulterate the food thou 
selleth to Josiah O. Bullenbear. 

8. Thou shalt not steal from Josiah O. 
Bullenbear. 

Josiah O. Bullenbear. 

10. Thou shalt not covet Josiah O. Bullen- 
bear’s house; thou shalt not covet Josiah O. 
Bullenbear’s yacht, nor his trotters, nor his | 
wine, nor his railroads, nor his horse cars, 
nor his mule cars, nor anything that is | and serious attacks of cholera morbus. 
Josiah O. Bullenbear’s. 

Josiah’s father had been an honest, hard- | 
working bricklayer, but shrewd withal; a 
boom in building struck the city, and Josiah’s 
father struck the boom. He took contracts, 
got the price of sound bricks and adhesive 
mortar and saved quite a lot of unnecessary | 
ry by substituting second-rate half- 
baked clay cubes, and mixed his sand with 
inferior lime. Then he got city contracts, 
and made streets and laid sewers; then he | 
got railroad contracts, made beds and laid 
rails; for the latter took shares in part pay- 
ment; then a railroad boom struck the 
country, and again Josiah’s father struck the | 
boom. He bought when low, and sold when 
high, and in the course of years Josiah’s 
father was president of three big roads and 
carried half a dozen little ones in his 
pockets. At last a boom struck Josiah’s 
father that he couldn’t strike back—Death 
—and the old gentleman was gathered to his | 
forebears and Josiah became the boss. He 
kept the ball that his father had started 
rolling, and the more it rolled the bigger it 
became. From the loins of Josiah, with a 
public school education, sprang sons and 
daughters who received college polishing, 
and they grew up cultured, even tothe verge 
of high-tonedness did they become, and from 
the summit of their mountain of refinement 
and wealth, they looked down with scorn 

3. Thou shalt not forge the name of Josiah | upon working and trades-people; and toadied 
Q. Bullenbear, for the Courts will not hold! British Dooks and Hearls, and were laughed 

brush sent his | 

| the way to fortune. 

at for their pains; for British Lords are 
damphools by right of descent, and the 
would-be damphool of plebian parentage, is 

| such a very poor travestie of the legitimate 
| damphool that he only excites ridicule when 
he fondly hopes for affinity. 

Oh! Josiah the First, had you, when 
climbing the builder’s ladder with a hodful 
of bricks on your hardened shoulder, been 
vouchsafed a look into futurity, and there 
beheld your almost immediate descendants 
scorning the class to which you belonged, 
and contemptuously regarding the work 
which laid the foundation of their fortunes, 
I am inclined to think, Oh! Josiah, premier, 
that you would have stuck to hod-carrying, 
spent your earnings as quickly as you made 
them, and let your offspring rely upon their 
own hands and brains for their income. 
And oh—not alone you, Josiah, but all the 

other Josiah’s; the ferry-Josiah’s, the farmer- 
Josiah’s, the tinker, the tailor and the can- 
dlestick-maker Josiah’s—if you had, what a 
lot of empty cottages Newport would behold 
to-day! 

But Josiah O. Bullenbear wasn’t a bad 
fellow for a rich man. And that is more 
than can be said of every millionaire. 

It is easier for Jumbo to get into a box 
car than for a rich man to avoid being N. G. 

Josiah O. would do a good turn for any 
| man, provided it gave him no trouble and 
didn’t cost him a cent. In all his stock 
transactions he was never known to rob any- 
one who was too smart for him, and he never 
put false information in the path of a man 
who wasn’t worth plucking. He was partic- 
ularly kind, too, to the employees on his 
roads. He never expected any of them to 
work more than eighteen hours a day, for he 
held that the poorest and humblest should 
have time for rest and recreation; and if the 

ck F ; | wages he paid them were barely sufficient to 
9 sh: bes alse w 88 Al: st | “ po” | ; 

. Thou shalt not bear false witness against | provide them and their families with the 
commonest and cheapest necessities of life, 
it was not because he grudged them a living 
salary—no, he did it to prevent them buying 
fruit, and candies, and jam pies for their 
children, and so averted mild stomach-ache 

The mariner in which Josiah O. became 
yossessed of the mansion on Washington 
Heights was characteristic of the man. The 
owner, old Tom Wade, had been a partner 
of Josiah’s father, and, at one critical period 
in the latter’s career, had at great monetary 
risk saved him from ruin. Old Tom took a 
great fancy to Josiah O., and many a happy 

| day did the latter, when a boy, spend in old 
Tom’s mansion, and many a five-dollar bill 
did old Tom bestow upon him when he grew 
older and longed for the seductive pleasures 
of theatre, ball and pool for drinks—pleas- 
ures he would have had to forego but for his 
old friend, for in those days Josiah the first 
grew miserly in his habits and allowed his 
son and heir barely enough to keep him in 
collars and cuffs. Naturally, Josiah O. be- 
came very much attached to old Tom, and 
felt a love for the old mansion, a love so 
strong that when his father died, and he 
married, he longed to rear up his children 
within its walls. He made up his mind to 
possess it, and when Josiah O. made up his 
mind to possess anything he generally suc- 
ceeded in accomplishing his purpose. Now 
old Tom had a son who was the apple—aye, 
the very California pear—of his eye, and the 
son was worthy of the deep love his father 
bore him; he was honest, manly, generous, 
in short, a white man, from the very middle 
of White Man County, and was actively en- 
gaged in the cotton business, and nit on 

Old Tom gloried in his 
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son’s success, and the closing hours of the 
life of Josiah Bullenbear’s old-time partner | 
were brightened by the swect ministering 
care of his daughter-in-]aw- 
Wade lived with the old man- 
and pranks of Frank’s children, which 
echoed through the wide corridors of the 

ancient mansion on the Heights. Josiah O. 
saw his chance and grabbed it. He got 
Frank interested in stocks and—but why go 
over the old, old story, as old as that of love, 
but not quite SO pleasant. 

and the shouts 

old Tom sacrificed the remnants of his for- 
tune—those went—into Josiah O. Bullen- 
bear’s pocket; his mansion that went—into 
Josiah O. Bullenbear’s possession. Then, 
old Tom, having nothing more to sacrifice, 
died, a homeless, broken-hearted old man; 
Frank got deeper and deeper into the mire, 
the awful, clinging, sinking mire of the 
*“ Street,” to drink, and, in order to 
get out of all the fuss and bother into which 
gambling—I ** Street’s ”” pardon— 
speculation had led him, and to make things 

nice and pleasant for his wife and children, 
Frank put a pistol muzzle to his forehead 
and blew himself into the shining land where 
“puts and calls” unknown, and the 
knowledge of harp playing is necessary before 
one can take out one’s naturalization papers. 

His wife took to plain sewing and starvation 
as gracefully as she knew how, and his chil- 
dren dwindled ‘* peak and pine,” and finally 
dropt into their little graves, quietly, 

modestly, and without the smallest particle 
of ostentation, as befitted the gentlemanly 
instincts they had inherited from their 
father. 

But Josiah O. Bullenbear had the mansion 
on the Heights, and that fact was of more 

importance to him than the wiping out of 
an old friend’s family. 

took 

the peg 

are 

[To be continued in our next 

author joins George Edgar in another Shakes- 

Eb. perian S\ ndicate. | 

Chronicles of Gotham. 

CHAPTER XIV 

1. And it came to pass, that during the 
journeying of Chezter to the land of the 
setting sun, 

2. That divers and certain men of the 
kingdom of Unkulpsalm did say among 
themselves: 

3. Let us make a secret among ourselves 

with Oaths and obligations to the keeping of 
this secret. 

4, And when we are many and are strong, 

will we go to the West, even to the place 
where Chezter and Robert, the son of Abra- 
ham, and the men ealled Rollins and Vest 
are; 

5. And we will place ourselves round about 
the borders of the place, even to his sleeping 
place will we draw near. 

6. And in fulness of the time will we take 
and bind Chezter, and Robert, and the men 
Rollins and Vest. Yea, even the leader of 
the fighting men will we take also. 

7. And we will convey them to the land 
that no man knoweth the place whereof save 
those of our band, and those who by reason 
of obfigations are with us. Yet in no wise 
will we harm these men. 

8. And when we have got them fast, and 
they are in our power, then we will say unto 
the dwellers of the camps and of the tribes, 

9. Even those of the tribes of Dimmikrats, 
and of the tribes of the Republikans, and of 
the tribes of Stalwarts, will we say: 

10. Call ye your tribes together, and of 

{Seer 

for young Frank | 

To save his son, | 

| 
| 

—unless the | 
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When do 1 take this, Doctor! 

Doctor—Just as soon ¢s it is paid for. 

your lawmakers and the chiefs of the tribes 
called Senate, and say unto them: 

Ll. Verily, of truth, this, our chief ruler, 

Chezter, is taken, and with him are men 
| . 

| who, by reason of the places they hold, are 
valuable, and we know net the place. 

12. Now, this kingdom of Unkulpsalm is 
without a head, which is in no way right; so | 
we must make terms with these men who by 
trickery have taken him. 

13. For they have sent men to us, saying, | 
Give to us thus and so, even to a large 

amount of shekels, so we will then give this 
man Chezter and his following up to you, | 
and he may go free. 

14. And when the people did learn of 
these things they did at first feel a great fear, 
by reason of the kingdom being without a 
head. 

15. And they did say: Give to them who 
hold the chief ruler this money. Those men 
called Senate did say: 

16. Nay, not so fast; we must do this 
thing in our way, which is to send a kom- 
mittee to the holders of our ruler, and let 

| them be in no way hurried. 
17. And when the kommittee return, 

which peradventure will be in a few months, 
then we will talk to them, and we will send 
more men to the holders, and they will say 
them nay. 

16. For is it not plain to be seen that by 
the keeping of him, our ruler, whose name 
is Chezter, and his following, that we can 
do as we please, and no one to say we are 
wrong? 

19. And moreover the time is drawing 
near when we will choose 2 new man to rule 
over us, and then this man Chezter will be | 
of no value. | 

20. And the people did say amongst them- | 

selves, Lo, these men do say a wise 
and we will wait. 

21. Now, while the men of the 
were making vain talk, and eating many 
feedings to help them talk, the ruler, whose 
name is Chezter, was having pleasure by rea- 
son of the fish which he did catch. 

22. And he did say, I am content; let me, 
thy servant, oh people, rest in peace, for 
do I not have food and shelter, and do I 
not escape the buzzing of those insects whose 
name is legion, who go by the name of office- 
seekers? 

23. Verily, I say unto ye, I am happy; 
pay no ransom for me, and in the fullness of 
time will I see you again. 

24. Now, while all these things were going 
on in the West, lo and behold, in the East, 
the men of the tribe of Politicians were 
busy about the next ruler, and did not worry 
about Chezter and Robert, and Rollins and 
Vest. 

Or 
ao. 

thing, 

tribes 

And the men who had made this se- 
cret and had held the chief ruler, were dis- 
gusted, and did say: Get ye gone; there is 
no money in the holding of ye. 

26. And Chezter did go, and was free.— 
Selah. 

JoNES, who is at present sporting a pair 
of number elevens, to make room for a pain- 
fully large corn crop, when addressed by a 
friend the other day, in regard to the notice- 
able area of his feet, replied, beginning to 
weep as he did so: ‘‘ Yes, they are large; 
there are two full achres of them.” Jones 
has been sent for by the managers of the 
Louisville Exposition. 

THE most prominent man in the city is 
the street sweeper. He fills the public eye. 
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Tue Kiralfy Brothers are doing a rushing 
business at Niblo’s. Money is refused each 
night at the doors, and seats are being sold 
several weeks in advance, for the pantomime- 
ballet ‘* Excelsior ” is a most brilliant spec- 
tacle, and has proved to be an enormous suc- 

Notwithstanding its purity, and the 
fact that there is nothing in it to ‘‘ cause a 
blush of shame to rise to the cheek of maid- 
enly innocence,” it is quite as extensively 

patronized by the irrepressible bald-heads as 
was the Black Crook in its palmiest days, 
and pater familias, bent upon making hay 
while tht sun shines, is taking in all he can 
of it before the late arrival of the mater and 

the olive branches from theirsummer sojourn. 
He will assure you that there is nothing in it 
to offend the most fastidious, 
wife arrives and asks ** What’s going on at 
the theatres?” he’ll tell her about Barrett in 
‘“*Francesea da Rimini,” or how Jefferson 
opened McKee Rankin’s new Third Avenw 
Theatre. Then he'll promise to tak 
see Irving, but ten to one he’ll never mention 
‘* Excelsior,” or say a word Miss 
Flindt and her twinkling feet, although 
they’ve been dancing before his eyes every 
night for three weeks. But the female head 

of the family reads the papers, and some fine 
day she’ll discover that ‘‘ Excelsior” is ** in- 
structively scientific,” and so she'll take the 
children and go to a matinee, and the 
will be astonished at the transformations and 
the Brooklyn Bridge scene and the Suez 
canal, and when they get home they’ll tell 
papa all about it. He, poor man, will pre- 
serve a dignified silence, while his thoughts 
revert to the dance of Almeh, and the 

lating movements of the legs and white arms 
of the ballet, and the next night he’ll tell his 
wife that he’s going down to Niblo’s to see 

‘* what kind of a play that is, anyhow.” 
There has been a great deal late 

about the importation of English actors, but 
are we not having our revenge? Are not 

Mary Anderson, Willie Edouin, Lillian Rus- 
sell and Minnie Palmer all playing in Eng- 
land. Later on, if we cannot give them a 
Roland for an Oliver, we shall at least have 
the pleasure of sending them a Barrett for an 
Irving. 

Speaking of Minnie Palmer, one naturally 
identifies her with the play of ** My Sweet- 

heart,” written for her by William Gill. Mr. 
Gill, we are informed, has lately made ar- 
rangements with R. E. Graham, who for- 
merly played the part of Tony in this play, 
to send it on the road.. As the new organi- 
zation will be backed by abundant capital, 
and will have the benefit of the lavish adver- 
tisiig wherewith John Rogers has flooded 

the country for the last three seasons, it 
ought to do well. 
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Neariy all the theatres are now in full 
blast. The Fifth Avenue, gorgeous in silk 
plush anda Broadway entrance, is filled with 
the music of Aimee’s warblings in ‘‘ La Prin- 
cesse des Canaries.” Later on we are to have 
Mr. Stetson’s stock company in ‘** Ruy Blas,” 

with Charles Coghlan in the title role and 

crowded houses. 

but when his | 

THE JUDGE. 

Miss Gerard as the Queen. 
At the Union Square the Charles Wynd- 

ham Company are playing ** The Creat 
Divorce ¢ and ** The Merry Duchess ” 
is on at the Standard. : 

The San Francisco Minstrels are drawing 
The ** Only Leon,” as the 

papers say, having made an unprecedented 
hit. 

Edwin Thorne has unfurled ‘* The Black 
Flag’ at the new Third Avenue Theatre, 
and ‘* The Rajah,” as usual, drags its slow 
length along at the Madison Square. 

‘*Heart and Hand” holds the boards at 

Daly’s, and Harrigan and Hart delight the 

audiences that nightly fill the ‘Theatre 
Comique with their performances of ** Mul- 

ligan Guard Ball.” 

‘ase,”’ 

P. P. C. 

(PARTING PRAYER OF 

WovuLp you iake a tonic to-night, 

Would you brisk your blood with a little cry? 

Then tell your lord, with your prettiest air, 

A CYNIC.) 

ma chere ? 

Some sweet and simple traditional lie; 

And just for this once—only once—forego 

The joys you have (which with me you'd have 

missed, ) 

Put on the old dress of an age 

With the little frills of lace at the wrist 

ayo, 

Who'd know you so, ma lionne? You may come, 

Without fear, by the old familiar way- 

Veiled, if you like—to my empty home; 

Not even a dun will be there to-day 

And ent With face all white 

And helpl ss head dropping down on the chest 

With teesh set firm and fingers 

r my room 

clenched tight 

And a new expression of perfect rest 

You will see from the door in the vaslicht’s vlare 

Your 

Stretched out, as 

first season’s lover and lord, my sweet 

good as a French 

And pinned by a dagger unto the sheet 

A bullet's not sure; besides, it would soil 

The perfect 
And then 

A feature wherever your kiss has passed 

last 

poil 

white I would wear at the 

well, I haven't the heart to 

Nay, never start! You will not be hurt 

Perfumed and bedecked for this gala day 

I have just now fastened upon my shirt 

One small rotted rose from your last bouquet 

I will choose a dehonnati pose, to lic 

Asleep, like a child, with half-open eyes 

die— 

a gentleman dies. 

Few men now know even how to 

I'll try to die a 

ne is this 

(Never mind the lover who outbid me) 

a kiss 

to be. 

One last requ love—it 

One kiss on my senseless forehead 

As long as our kisses were wont 

I have nothing | ft—but still, if you should 

Take a hand at draw to-night when you go 

blood— 

It is said that brings one luck, you know; 

You may dip your handkerchief in my 

And if, to-morrow 

In the creenroom there 

Should rustle their 

the friends you are with 

with its gas ablaze, 

silks and fling in 

Their diamond hoops and their teams of bays, 

ur teeth 

Just answer back, with a flirt of your fan 
‘T like some differenf triumphs, you see; 

Yesterday, at this moment 

Killed himself 

1 man 

for lov e of me" 

ONE may have a more disagreeable habit 
than tobacco-chewing, but that’s snuff. 

coma rades 

A WARM RECEPTION. 

Hvusspanp—HLlome again (hic), home again from a 

Sore ign shore i 

Wi1rFe— Yes, and Iam waiting to receive you, 

The Shoshone Reception. 

CALMLY the August sun shone down 

When Arthur rode to the Shoshone town, 

And every warrior left his tent 

To join in greeting the President. 

Old chief Sharp Nose, with costume rare, 

Six big feathers stuck in his hair: 

And chief Black Coal wore his summer clothes— 

Two massive ear-rings in his nose. 

Hole-in-the-Fence, attired in taste, 

With a buckskin belt about his waist; 

And the other braves as gaily dressed, 

Came to welcome their famous guest. 

But His Excellency smole a smile 

To see the squaws waltz forth in style; 

Moccasins some of the don ton wore, 

And beads on their dark necks—nothing more. 

Hosts and guests squatte d on the ground, 

While the rank old pipe of peace went round; 

The President took a powerful puff, 

But he took no more—one was enough. 

With that one whiff his lips grew blue, 

His face 

His whole frame 

And thus he 

‘ Here, take this calumet, blamed quick! 

The blasted thing has made me sick 

for the Yellowstone! 

assumed an ashen hue; 

quivered like a leaf, 

murmured to the chief: 

To horse! to horse! 

I’ve had enough of the gay Shoshone!” 

Didn’t Get a Chance to See the City. 

I. ?” asked ‘* Ever been in Providence, R. 
| one friend of another. 

‘Oh, yes.” 

‘Quite a metropolitan looking city from, 
ar pot, isn’t it?” 

‘Well, yes, I suppose so; but the fact is, 
I’ve never seen much of the city.” 

Thought you said you'd spent a night 
there?” 

Yes, I did; I arrived at 6.30 p. m.; got 

full; was locked up at 7, Came up in the 
police court at 9a. m., and the judge gave 
me twenty minutes to get of town in—and | 
got! The fact is, I didn’t get a chance to 

see much of the city.” 

the 

MEN, like books, have each end of life 
a blank leaf the adoles ence of childhood 

and the senility of old age. 

smONMG , TYEVEQY\ EVERYWHERE t 
AGEN I s W AN I Kl sell the best FAM. 
ILY K*ITTING » FINE « invented Will knit: pair 

with HEEL apd TOE COMPLETE in T 
» knit a reat variety of Fancy-Work, for 

of Stockings 
minutes t will als 
which there is siways a ready market. Sénd for circular and 
terms to the TWOMBLY KNITTING MACHINE COMPANY, 163 
Tremont street, Boston. 



=o, 

$40,00 
it is not 
their capital for the so 

Only 35,0 
rpose of increasing 

larly to you for Six Mor 
holder to one of the follo ton re, Ronson te 

ents, thus guaranteeing @ pr apie ach a 
All of the above presents will b 

to attend the Festi as presents will 
as many will be pre ent as possible 
for Six Months’ Subscripti 4 ena 1erefore 
your BU 
XOuR su BCKIPTION Fi FREE, 

Send us 

SEND TEN SUBS( RIBERS with $5 

scriptions early. 

is one of the oldest and ablest ecite 
(Righty Columns), inclndingeleg 
copies, and we are sure to reach th 

place on thitdate. It cont 

OcHEP nterest 

Awards, and OST "Tese +4 OP Le 
this elegant and beautiful paper, 

subscription price. 

Registered Lr P. O. money o 

traordinar? offer. Two-cent 

The Summer Vacation. 

THE minister went to the mountains 
His summer vacation to pass, 

Where health’s inexhaustible fountains 
E’er flow for the well-to-do class. 

Where Nature, in all her moods, pleases, 
Fair scenes ever greeting the gaze; 

Where laden with health are the breezes. 

And joy gilds the bright summer days. 

The season he passed there with pleasure, 
New vigor he felt in his frame; 

While joyously spending his leisure 
In fishing and gunning for game. 

One night he had eaten cucumbers, 
And long to woo Morpheus he tried; 

*At length, when he sank to his slumbers, 
The minister dreamed that he died, 

And that he went straight up to Heaven, 
Where angels the gates ever guard— 

The mansion for which he had striven 
At last was to be his reward: 

But fancy his sad situation, 
The portals this placard did show: 

** Heaven's closed for the summer vacation, 
All callers must go down below.” 

—Somerville Journal, 

A Hotel Clerk for Once Comes to 
Grief. 

Some of the boys put upa job on a Cin- 
cinnati hotel clerk not long ago. A lady 
had registered during the day and was as- 
signed aroem. One of the boys knew her 
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and also knew that her husband would come 
in on a late train; so he told the others and 
they met the husband at the station, took 
him to the hotel and sent him to his wife’s 
room without letting the clerk see him. 
About half-past eleven o’clock, while the 
crowd was in the office, a watchman came 
down, and, after a whispered conference with 
the clerk, in which could be 
thing about a man in 214, the clerk and 
watchman slipped upstairs. The boys fol- 
lowed and got within hearing distance. Just 
as they reached the door, ‘‘ Listen,” said the 
watchman, ‘‘ hear his voice.” That’s so; 
a man as sure as the world; wonder who he | 

is; she looked like a lady, too,” said the | 
clerk. ‘*‘ You can’t always tell,” said the 
watchman; ‘‘I look mighty close at them | 
kind.” ‘* Well, we can’t have it, and I'll 
throw her out.” And he knocked at the 
door. All was still Then another knock. 
‘*Who’s there? ” said a woman’s voice. ‘It’s 
me, the clerk,” was the ungrammatical re- 
ply. ‘‘What do you want?” ‘Open the 
door, there’s something important.” ‘I 

I’m not dressed.” ‘* But you must.” 
**T tell you I won’t.” *‘* Will you tell me if | 
there is a man in there?” ‘* Yes, there is.” 
‘Well, that’s what the row’s about, and he’s | 

got to come out or Ill kick the door down. 
This is a respectable hotel and we won’t 
stand any such performances.” Then the | 
door opened and a man ap peared. ‘* What’s 
the matter with you?” he asked. ‘‘ What 
are you doing in there this time of night?” 
asked the clerk. ‘‘I’m getting ready to | 
go to bed.” ‘* But you won’t do it in this | 
hotel. Both of you get up p. d. q., or I'll 

IN PRESENTS GIVE 
Read These Testimonials. 

far 
FARM. FIELD AND SFIRESED ‘for several 
months, and have always found tt« Preprie- 

by us tors honorable in their dealings, and prompt 
in their payments. 

The Proprictor« of the F 
AND FIRESIDE have pald me several theu- 
sand dollars for press-work on their paper. 

have always found — prompt in all 
transactions. .&. NE 

Tam highly pleased with your paper. The 
. information concerning Pe 

eact sh Me t 300 ment alone is worth Gve times the price of t h igre — > rs your, aper, saying nothing about the valua- 
English a arm information and 

SLIPUP., Morgan Co., Ala. 

BRAIDWOOD, tl., Aug. 11, 1683. 
Tam very much pleased with your pap-r. 

Every number seems tome to become more 
attractive and profitable. 
to-everal of my caine who «@re at once 

| delighted with it. 

anD FIRESIDE some days ago and must 
say that ! was well pleased with tt. find 

rset-class journal for the fa 
om I am one. 

| jour nal every farmer can receive ues 
benefit. M. H. HAYE 

MEXICO, JaniataCo.,Pa.,Jualy 66, 389s. 
i herewith send you che nam -« of fifteen 

avbsecribers to tne FAR! 
FIRESIDE, which I secured in! ss than as 
many minutes. B. L. SHUMAN 

SOUTH UNION, Ky., July 18, 188%. 
It is certainly the best paper I evers > w, 

neat, piain, 
illustrated. E L. HOTE. 

I have latel 
tasty and re tabie puper, and must say I 
am more than 
subscription, in the first place, more to have 
a chance for one of the many presents than 
for anything contained in the paver; but I 
find the “say 0 is worth three er four times 
the money be 

PORTSMOUTH, VA., July 9. 1883. 
I received the pavers all right and am de- 

are surprised at its size and beauty. 
person that has seen the paper acknowledges 
it to be the best paper printed, and say It is 

heard some- | 

AWAY! 
PPA LOO 

© en Se ge Aug. 21, 1883. 
er tor the 

CHICAGO PAPER CO. 

CHICAGO, Aug. 21, 18 
ARM, FIELD 

ELL. 

pr 15. 18838. 

oultr 

interesting 
MPSON, 

ft have shown it 

Mrs. J 4 ENMLE. 

WAUSEON, o, ase.) ice 
ved a copy of the F RM. IELD 

ers, of 
ith such an agricuitural 

RM, FIELD AND 

instructive and beautifully 

ILDERTON, ONT., Aug. 3, 1888. 
been a subser oer te your 

pleased with tt. I gave my 

side all presents. 
. W. PAISLEY. 

My friends and subse: ibers ong they 
verv 

2 per oe. 
IMOTHY MOSELEY. 

call the yom ‘All right, call your 
police; if a man and wife can’t stop peace- 
re at a hotel, it’s time the police were 
cleaning the place out.” ‘‘What’s that? 
Are you her husband?” ‘* Why, you blamed 
fool, did you think I wasn’t?” Then there 
was a guffaw at the other end of the hall, 
and the clerk looked up in time to see six 
coat tails disappearing around the corner, 
and when he got down to the office the boys 
were waiting for him to ‘‘set ’em up,” and 
he did.—Hotel Reporter. 

Abdicated. 

BY NORA PERRY. 

So I step down and you step up; 
Why not—why not? 

I drained the draught, flung down the cup; 
And you have got 

The little place I once called mine, 
And you will quaff 

The wine I quaffed and call it fine— 
It makes me laugh. 

You'll get so weary of the thing 
Before you’re through, 

The shows, the lies, the pattering 
Of all the crew. 

I wonder if somewhere beyond 
This earthly track, 

When we have slipped the fleshy bond, 
We shan’t look back 

With just this kind of glad relief, 
And laugh to find 

That we have left the grind and grief 
So far behind?—L2zchange. 

Ah et AERIS: 
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A Rocky Mountain Eagle. 

‘‘Do you want an item?” were the words 
uttered by a homely son of Adam, or 

other foreigner, as he dropped down on a 

Brussels divan in my office the other day. 
‘* Yes, indeed,” I remarked, ‘‘I am al- 

ways glad to get news.” 

** All right, sir,” said the stranger 
me a pencil and some paper. and I’ Il write it 
up. I was on the spot, and I'll write it as | 
saw it. 

Here is his item: 
‘‘ There was a dance at the South Town 

Hall the other night. It was not a swell af- 
fair by any means, but it was on the whole a 
very happy and really pleasant affair. About 
the time when the ‘iron was at fever heat, 
to use a classic expression, in careered a hun- 
gry and cadaverous specimen of humanity. 
He was long, brutal and ugly, and consider- 
ably under the influence of the ardent. He 
was loud and boisterous, and was fairly 
withering and decaying for a fight.. He was 
‘spiling’ fora hand-to-hand. He thirsted 
for gore, and wanted to eat some one’s blood 

raw, just for the fun of the thing. Jump- 
ing up, dancing about, and flopping his 
long arms wildly in the air, he yelled out: 

“I’m a rocky mountain eagle just from 
Texas; I’m the king of birds. I’m a howler, 
a screecher, a back-acting-tornado, wild, 

wooly, a yard wide, and warranted not to 
rip, tear, or run down at the heel, or take 
water. Whoop, la! I want to fight some 
homely son of a star-spangled banner. 
one two, three, or half a dozen of you. 
tread on my tail. Don’t be so sellish. 
me a chance to amuse myself, and whet up 
my appetite for a good breakfast. Whoop, 
la!” 

During this Fourth of July display of clo- 
quence timid women rushed to the other end 
of the room, brave men went to keep them 
company, and the police heard a peculiar 

noise four or five blocks away, and started to 
see what it was. 

All of a sudden the rocky 
sprang up, and came down like several brick- 
kilns, and flinging his arms, elled out: 
‘* Whoop, la! won’t somebody eee 
me? Can it be possible that I have stum~- 

bled in on a se wing bee or a woman’s rights’ 

convention? Great Cesar! I— 

But he had scarcely pronounced the “ I 
when a little locomotive engineer 
blue shirt and thick neck, walked up to him 
and said: 

‘* Look a-here, Mr. Rocky Mountain 
gle, mountain howitzer, or Texas ranger, or 
whatever you are, we have had enough, and 

too much of your flapping wings and scream- 
ing about here. You want to pull out the 
throttle and move out, the track is clear!” 

The little fellow didn’t quiver. He looked 

some 

, **Give 

Come! 

Just 
Give 

mountain eagle 

as cold as a wedge, and as tranqui. as one of | 

Raphael’s 800-years old cherubs. 
The Eagle sneeringly and scornfully look- 

ed down on the little fellow, and survey- 
ing him from head to foot, sneeringly re- 
marked: 
“Young man, does your ma have any 

idea you are out? Get up here and ride 
yourself to sleep.”” At the same time snap- 
ping his thumb and fingers together. 

The engineer deliberately be; gan laying off 
his coat. The Eagle prepared to swallow 
him whole. 

” *” * * 4 * 

The stars represent the story. 
The next morning the fellow rolled over | 

in his bed and moaned: “ Yes, I’m a yes, 

Rocky Mountain Eagle, I am; but my wings 

with a| 

Ea- | . 
: as ballast. — Phila. News. 

are ¢ ‘lipped, and my tail 
pulled out. 

The attending physician says he thinks he 
can save his eyes, but his nose will never look 

natural again.—-Carl Pretzel’s Weelly. 

Surprised at His Ignorance. 

In the ele: 

nati pork merchant’s mansion a large com- 
pany was assembled. All the luxury that 
wealth could command contributed to the 

¢ 
gratification of the Upon a blue 
satin divan the pork merchant’s daughter, 
gorgeous in silks, and pearls, and diamonds, 
Was conversing withafriend. Presently her 
father approached and said: , 

‘** Pauline, I 

The g 

guests. 

wish to savy a word to you.” 
irl arose and accompanied her parent 

to the seclusion of a bay window. 

ws Pauline,” begun the o ad man, °° there’s 

a couple of Cleveland dudes in the dtning 
room having a hot talk about C pernicus. l 

was afra ask me to de- 

cide the 

id they were goin er to 

point, so | made some excuse to 
get out and come to you Now, tell me, 

who was . pernicus? ”- 
WA 0. ather!”’ exclaimed Pauline . “how 

could you be so ignorant? Why, anv school 
sailed 

August, 

boy “seco who Copernicus was. He 
from Palos, Spain, on the 3d of 
1492, and discovered America the 
October.” 

The venerable purveyor of swine gazed 
xultingly at his daughter a moment and 

then said, with a suggestion of sa 

tone: 

** Pauline, my child, if I had your brains 
I might have been a United States Senator 

from Ohio.”—LP rook v Eagle. 

Two things in life are absolutely certain, 
—death and sorrow: and these two, about 
which there is nothing contingent, alone 
possesses the ae »wer to surprise us. All that | 
is problematical we are ready for, and ac- 
cept without lifting our eyebrows; but this 
figure of sorrow, whose shadow falls athwart 
our path a few days’ journey ahead, and 
death, who waits at its end without clamor, 
since he is sure of us—to these we say, “It 
cannot be! it is impossible!” We count 

upon the uncertain; the inevitable surprises 

us.— Hardy's ** But Vet a Woman.” 

It might be a good idea to let the 

d: Ly legi slators take the first trip th rough the 

Niagara rapids on the new Maid of the Mist 
with Oscar Wilde as pilot and Butler 

$10-a- 

sen 

‘“* A SNAKE twelve feet long wrapped itself 

around the fore and hind wheels of a Nevada 
stage the other day, blocking progress until | 

The cork was then put in the bot- | killed.’ 

tle and the party proceeded.— Hartford Post. 

Eve must have had a good d 
in which to do her 

modern woman. She 
to be running to 

ville Journal. 

housework 
had 

every 

avi thir- 
than men. This is as it 

is only a woman who 
mourning costume.—Detroit 

In France, women live an 
teen years longer 
should be. It 
well in 
Pre SS. 

rave 

looks 

A Pittsburg man tried to pawn his wife’s 
artificial limband glass eye; 

woman like 
wig, false teeth, 
but then a man who marries a 

that will do anything.—Phila. News. 

Woopncocks are plenty in beer yee 
| rathon Herald. 

gant drawing-room of a Cincin- | 

Free 

1 feathers have been 

| 
| 
| 
| 

‘al more time | 
than the | 

no looking-glass | 
half hour.—wNSomer- | 

| 

following | 

lness in his | 

‘I owe my 

Restoration 

to [Te a th 

and Deauty 

to the 

CUTICURA 

REMEDIES.” 
Sane — ~ of a Bow 

a lady. 

D* SFIGUR rm Hu ur ti Eruptions, Itching Tor 
tures, Sc ula Salt rin um, and Th fantile Humors cured by 

the Cuti ons REMEDENS. 

CUTICURA RESOLVENT, the new blood purifier, cleanses the 
blood and perspiration f impurities and poisonous elements, 
and thus removes th st 

CUTICURA, the great § re, instantly all ays Itching and In 
flammation, clears t Skin and Scalp, h Ulcers Sores, 
ind restores the 

Cot URA SOAP, an exquisite in Be tifler and Toilet Requi 
si prepared from ¢ ! is ind ! ble in treating Skin 
Dise ases, Baby Humors, Skin Blemishes, Sun-Burn and Greasy 
Skin 

CUTICURA REMEDIFS are absol I and the only infallible 
Blood Purifiers and Skin I 

ld eve eywaere Price Cuticura cents Soap, 2% cents; 

Res lvent, PoTTerR Dri AND CHEMICAL ( Boston, Mass 

Take Notice 

_ ec. (in stamps) “) Elecant Scrap Pictures, no two I alike. 
Fr. WHITING, 5 Y. Nassau st., N 

SUAS TAL 

BEFORE — AND — AF TER 
Electric Appliances are sent on 30 Days’ Trial. 

TO MEN ONLY, YOUNGS OR OLD, 
wes ps suff ring from NERVOUS De mere 

ITY, La Ni K OF tVE 
A r rll th 

Re " r f 1A 

OT yr i 
rat : Vi Rand ANHO 
The grande d the N t itl 
Send ‘at once ‘te yr Iilu tt ‘ate “dP amphi etree. 

VOLTAIC BELT CO., MARSHALL, MICH. 

‘ABooN To MEN 
ses are 

weak k 4. and able to 

rf Hife” * “duties an be certainly and perma- 
nes. Endorsed by doctors, 

m rs ar ¥ Me Weekly en The old 
p reating Ne eth Debits Phy «te al Decay. &e., 
is wh rs , ARSTON BOLTS. Kren 
hope lose @ “Mace ossure ‘ er st fulland per. 
fect manhood. Simple, eff cleanly, pleasant end t 

v 
ati snitat with phy fan free 

MARSTON REMEDY CO., 46 W. 14th St., New Yorks 

GOLD MEDAL, PARIS, 1878. 

BAKER'S 

Breakfast Cocoa, 
Warranted absolutely pure 

Cocoa, from which the excess of 

Oil has been removed. It has three 

times the str h of Cocoa mixed 
wroot or Sugar, 

economi- 

, nourishing, 

asily digcsted, and 

a a pted for invalids as 

well as for persons in Lcalth. 

Sold by Grocers everywhere. 

V. BAKER & C0., Dorchester, Mass. 

THE MOST POPULAR IN USE. 

Leading Nos.: 048, 14, 132,333, 161 
For Sate BY ALL STATIONERS. 

ESTERBROOK STFEL PEN CO., 
Works, Camden, N.J. 26 Job &t., New York. 

Send one, two, three or five dollars 
oe vr a retail box, by express, of the 

st candies in the world, put up in 
= lenme boxes. All strictly pure. 
Suitable for presenta. Try it once. 

Address, C.F. GI NT HER, Confectioner, 
7 Madison St., C hicago 



WITH 

FIVE DOLLARS 
YOU CAN BUY A WHOLE 

Imperial Austrian Vienna City 

GOVERNMENT BOND, 
Whic = Bonds are issued and secured by the Government, and 

re redeemed in drawings FOUR TIMES ANNUALLY, 
Until each and every pen a is on u with a i, al or smaller 

premium id MuUsT dr F prize, as 
THERE y ARE NO BLAN 

THE THREE HIGHEST P mises ‘AMOUNT TO 

200,000 FLORINS, 
50,000 FLORINS, 
30,000 FLORINS, 

And Bonds not drawing one of the above prince ae s must draw a pre- 
mium of not less than 130 F 

The next drawing takes place on the 
Ist of October, 1883, 

And every Bond bought of us on or before the ist of October fs 
enjitled to the whole premium that may be drawn thereon on 
that date. [# Out of-town orders, sent in Registered Letters, 
and enclosing $5, will secure one of these Bonds for the next 
dre niche For orders, circulars, or any other information, ad 
dre 

IN’ rERNATIONAL BANKING CO., 

207 Broadway, cor. Fulton st., N. Y. City. 
ESTABLISHED IN 1874 

{The above Government Bonds are not to be compared with 
any Lottery whatsoever, and do not conflict with any of the 
laws of the United States 

N. B.—In writing, please say that you saw this in THE JUDGE. 

BEHNING 
FIRST CLASS 

Grand Square & Upright 

PIANOS. 

Warerooms : 16 E. 14th St. & 129 E. 126th St. 
Factory, N. E. corner 124th st. and Ist ave., New York. 

PERFECTION 
MAGIC LANTERNS 

AND VIEWS ON ALL SUBJECTS. 

STEREOPTICON EXHIBITIONS 
TO ORDER—TERMS MODERATE, 

On Lawns, in Parlors, Churches, Fairs, etc. 

Electric Stereopticon Advertising Co., 
185 Fifth Avenue, N. Y. 

JAKOBI & HART, Proprietors. 

Buy the Best. 
TP esree ractical Fountain Pen ever invented is the LAN- 

P Gov ERNMENT, combining the advantages of each 
srson’s handwritia Cleanliness—no leakage. 

Vill last for years. Fitted with Gold Pen 
THE LANCASTER FOUNTAIN PEN CO., 

839 Broadway, New = ren 
All kinds of Fountain and Stylographic Pens retailed, eet 

ed and exchanged, g@~The A. T. Cross Business Pe neil only 
cents by mail 

AGENTS CAN NOW GRASP A FORTUNE. 
Outfit worth @10 free. Address 

E. G. RIDEOUT & CO., 10 Barclay st., N. Y. 

RUPTURE 
a IEVED and CURED without the injury Trusses inflict, by 

Dr. J. A. SHERMAN’S method. Office, 251 Broadway, New York. 
His book, with photographic likenesses of bad cases, before and 
after cure, mailed for 10 cents. 

Always ready. 

Columbia Bicycle 
Is what every Boy wants, and what every 

Man ought to have. 

Send °-cent stamp for new, ele ‘wantly illustra 
ted 36-page Catalogue and Price 

THE POPE MANUFACTURING CO., 
(26 Washington St., Boston, Mass. 

New York Riding School, Sth st., near 3d av. 

A CARD. 
To all suffering from the errors and indiscretions of youth, ner 

vous weakness, early decay, loss of manhood, &e., I will send a 
recipe that will cure, FREE OF CHARGE. This great remedy 
was discovered by a missionary in South America. Send self 
addressed envelope to Rev. JOSEPH T. INMAN, Station D, N. Y. 

J. BACHMAN & SON, 

DIAMONDS AND FINE JEWELRY. 

3 Maiden Lane, N. Y. 

Read’s 3- miatte Headache and Neuralgia cur never Pails 
nt by mail on receipt of 30 « 

W.H RE AD. Baltimore and Light Sts. "Baltimore, Md. 

THE JUDGE. 

In a New Dress. 

WHEN John helped Nan take in the clothes, 
And put them in the basket, 

She thought he’d kiss her, but poor John 
Was waiting for Nantasket, 

So when they went up to the well, 
And John had filled the bucket, 

She slyly came behind him—and— 
Well, then, of course, Nantucket. 

—Somerville Journal. 

GIRL in hammock, 
Reading book, 

Catches man 
By hook or crook. 

Girl in kitchen, 
Scrubbing pan, 

Can not gobble 
Any man. 

Ten years later, 
Head in whirl, 

Man wishes he’d taken 
Kitchen girl.—£z. 

‘* that ‘« Jabez,” said his wife sharply, 
| man you hired last week is down with the 
lockjaw. Now, I want to know 
anything ketchin’?” And Jabez looked at 
her w ith tears in hiseyes and said, in mourn- 
ful tones: ‘“‘Oh, no. No. No. Alas! 
no, taint ketchin’.” 
she won’t believe it, that he doesn’t know 
what made her so outrageously mad about it. 
— Ez. 

“Yrs,” says Mrs. Snaggs, ‘‘I left my hus- 
band at home to take care of the baby ‘while 
I went to the theatre. 
thing much when I came home except that 
I never looked so handsome to him, but I 
found the next day that our parrot had 
learned some horrible, horrible words.”— 
Boston Post. 

A JOHNSVILLE young man concluded to 
sprinkle red pepper on “the floor of a dance 
hall, *‘ just for a joke.” The joke was car- 
ried out—and so was the young man. The 
latter, however, was not carried out so quiet- 

ly as the former.—Vorr. Herald. 

Some people are never satisfied. Show 
them how to live happily on a small income, 
and they will want you 
come.— NV. O. Picayune. 

ARAB proverb: Three things the sun 
shines on which will not go when bidden. 
A mule, the Keely motor and the Republi- 
can party. — Boston Advertiser. 

In Germany they like ‘* Evangeline.” A 
German comic opera is a very serious thing, 
something not to be langhed at or made fun 
of.— Boston Transcript. 

Anovt the most amusing thing we know 
of is to watch a bald-headed man with a wig 
try to scratch his head in church on a Sun- 
day morning.—NSaturday American, 

WueENn Fogg was asked regarding the latest 
additions to the English language, “he said he 
would ask his wife. She always had the last 
word.— Boston Transcript. 

CONGRESSIONAL bills are used by the 
Washington butter merchants for wrapping 
paper. This better than passing them.—.\. 
Y. Journal. 

FRENCH medical journals state that decay 
of the teeth is caused by excessive mental | 
labor. Eating candy is not an excessive 

' mental labor.— Lowell Courier. 

‘ THERE is nothing like leather.” Perhaps 
' not; but a Coney Island fried clam is an 
imitation that is well calculated to deceive. 

| —_ Norristown Herald. 

if that’s | 

And he says, although | 

He didn’t say any- | 

to furnish the in- | 

USE 

MRS. COBSD’S 
P| XY. —The only Cure for Biting of Finger Nails. 

COSMETIC CHERRI-LIP, siticer naire 
Lips and Cheeks. 

BRAN-U NAIL POWDER. since eri 
ish in the World. 

PAN-ZA CREAM "yeid Fanctoas aah 
B aches I ai > +4 ‘ ZAN-TI oe ae sem Removes Ink and 

MANICURE EK-0 SOAP. -aciiet «ive 
plexion Soap made. 

VEL-VEEN FACE POWDER. ~Syinnese + absolutely 

harmless. 
FOR SALE EVERYWHERE. 

Manufactured only by Mrs. MARY E. COBB, 
AMERICA’S FIRST MANICURE. 

Principal Wholesale Depot, 69 West 23d street, N. Y. 
FINGER NAILS BEAUTIFIED BY 6 THOROUGH MANICURES. 

MRS. PREY, Sole Agent for the above Goods. 
ORDERS BY MAIL RECEIVE PROMPT ATTENTION. 

D. B. CANOLL, 
COMMISSION 

‘Grain and Provisions, 
76 Broadway and 9 New Street, N. Y. 

ORDERS EXECt UTED THROUGH 

| GEO. C. WALKER & CO., Chicago, Ils. 

| 
| 

| 

POOLE KENT & CO. 
J. B. HOBBS & CO., 

.~ 

ELDREDGE & C( 
you NG BROTHERS, Tole “do, Ohio. 
- KING & CX 

E KENT & © 0", St. Louis, Mo. 
w. * ANDEKSON & (¢ 
D. R. FRANCIS & BRO 
GILLETT HALL, Detroit, Mic h. 

Margins deposited with Farmers’ Loan & Trust Co., N.Y. 
| — - 

NCER 
NSTITUTE. 

| Heiatiohedin 187 Storie cure 
| tem of Can Jeers, 

Tome in Dis ~ Serofula, "and Skin lnennes. 
} without the use ot knife or loss of blood and little 

es at information, circulars and referenc 
Dr. F. L. POND, Aurora, Kane Co., 

A Positive Cure is 
rig 

ELY’S I recommend to those suffering (as I have 
R been) with Hay Fever, Ely’s Cream Balm. 
EAM BALM, pS ae | tried nearly all the remedies, and 

this a decided preference over them 
FOR Hh tt has given me tg nm relief. 

Rose Cold, T. STEPHENS, 

HAY FEVER. 

mutwes Merchant, Ithac: a, N.Y. 

Apply, ba we Bittle finger into the nos 
tri be absorbed, effectually 
cle we... the A passages of catarrhal 
virus, causing healthy secretions, It allays 
inflammation, protects the membrina! lin 
ings of the head from additional colds, 
completely heals the sores and restores the 
sense of taste and smell. Beneficial results 
are realized by a few applications. A thor- 
ough treatment will cure. Unequaled for 
colds in the head. Agreeable to use. Send 
for circular for information and relidble 
testimonials. Will deliver by mail. 5 cts. 
a package. Stamps. 

ELy’s CREAM BALM Co., Owego, N. Y. 

HOW TO WIN AT CARDS, _ DICE, &o 
A gure eTHING: ! SentFre 
toA manufacture an 
keep « ate on handevery article 

| known to the Sporting Fraternity, 
| and used by aon 5 oe IN with in 

mu, 

games ofchance. for my mam- 
mothecireular, , a. a 

YDa4. 4 & 67 Nassau 8t,, New York City. 

AYWARD Gen 1Agent 
a Broadway N.Y. City. 

OU CAN MAK 
‘per any at ae 

money in our new and lu 
orative business, $510 810 

s ng or traveling 
worth $5, ‘free. Address, 

LIS & CO..Chi It 

MORPHINE HABIT, 
No pay till cvred. Ten 
years established, 1,000 
cured. State case. ‘Dr. 
Marsh, Quincy, Mich. 

Ticinstsciaesarns gonatcatqeng i aniaale 

i 
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