WEAK SPOTS.

; Brother Gardner ‘“Looks Upon Lyin’as a Weak
Hoop on de Human Bar’l.,”
|Detroit Hree Pres

‘‘De odder day,’” began the old. man with
a half-ashamed expression of countenance,
‘‘when one of de membersof dis club dis-
kivered me dyein’ my h'r wid a lestle lamp-
black an’ sweet ile he dispressed de greatest
astonishment dat a pusson o’ my y’ars would
be so vain,  Gem’len, when you find a man
widout a single weak spot in his chardcter
you have foun’ a man too good fur dis weary
world. :

‘“When you find a drunkard you find a
man wid a weakness. He may be honest
and truthful, bup when you ofier him whisky
you peel de patch off bis weak spot.  If  in-
flooence am brought to b’ar to reform dat
man, watch him. He am jist as sartin to
break outin some odder spot asde sun am
to rise an’ sot. He will run to hoss-races or
poker rooms, or he will dress to kill, or run
arter women, or develop sunthin to prove
dat he can’t keep a tight rein on his hull
charac -}

“Reform a gambler an’ what do you make
of him? Passion iu am’ a weakness.
Shake' it off an’ de w ess breaks out in
sume odder spot. I have known a sober,
temperate gambler to reform from dat habit
and become a drunkard.

‘“When you find a man wid a weakness fur
horses, let him alone. Talze his hoss away
an’ he will repldce it wid sunthin’ mo’ disa-
greeable.

‘L look upon lyin’ as a weak hoop on de
human bar’l. Few men lie to lie, but dey
lie bekase dey want to kotch de moas’ fish,
or see de biggest b’ar, or cum de nighest to
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il bein’ killed, Liyin’ may be called an ambi-

8 wealkness, Smith lies to get eben wid
, an’ Jones to get eben wid Brown, an’
50 it goes.  Reform a liar an’ somse ' odder

Lord an’ de church re-
rfeckshun in man why do
1it? Half a millyun
itry am tellin’ us from de
dat man am weak

ic an’ yit when a
pusson beatbs us outi o’ half a dollar we riz up
an’ yell outas if it was a strange thing. I
doan' drink nor gamble nor lie nor steal, but
I'ze got a weakness.  I’ze a bit vain. I
tmagme dat I look purtier wid my h'ar
up an’ de true color disguised.
eadar Jones 'doan’ drink nor chew
nor play policy, but 'he has a weak spot.
He’ll: bet his last dollar on a hoss race, an’
he’ll bet on de wrong hoss to boot.

“Judze Cadaver am regarded in his nay-
Eurhoot 55 de soul of integrity, but when he
went fishin’ las’ snmmer he 2ot 8o corndicu-
lated dav he fell off de wharf an’ came nigh
bein’ drown.

HGood old
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ul, & gran’fadder to all ¢hill’en
aul eb
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“dn windin’ up dis eulogy let me simply
warn you agin expectin’ to fin’  any man or
woman so good an’ nice an’ perfeck dat a
faw can’t be foun’ in desstructure. Give
e dite credit fur: all good traits, an’ stan’
e when de bad ones come to
ow march on ‘to attack
nmy. "’

CYRURGUNDY ROSE.?

ki Harper's.]
2’0 a zood thing to drink; :
sech you, consider and think,
e, and likéwise in your toes,
ver the colorof Burgundy rose.
DS ndy tose-
irgundy rosa,
*Tisa very nice wine,  and as mellow as milk;
¥lis a very nice color in sat nd sillk;
Bug you'ill change your . opinion as soon ag it
S8L0WS p

ound-the extreme of your nose.

Adby Burzundy rose—

d thing at the end of your toes.

‘*OLD LETTERS,

Tt seems but yesterday she died, but years

Have passed siuce then; the wondrous change of
time

Makes great things little, little thinzs sublime,

And sanctifies the dew of daily tears.

She died, as all must die; no trace appears

In History’s page, nor save in my poor rhymse,

Of her, whose life was love, whose lovely primme

Passed sadly where no sorrows are, nor fears.

It seems but yesterday, to-day I read

| A few short lettz her own dear hand,

And deubted i twere true. "Their tender grace

Seetns radiant with 'her litel ‘Ch!can the dead

Thusin their lives live? I tied the band,

And kissed her name as though I kissed her face.””

CTHE,WOOD-NYMPH.

i)

The lime-trees shed their blessoms, and the scent
Filled the light air that dallied round the grove;
The honeysuckle tendrils deftly wove

A net to cateh them-—sweets on sweels intent.
‘he thyme,scarce crushed (forshea-tiptoe went),
reathed a faint tribute of its dying love,
Clinging about her footsteps as they move,

And all the wood in smiling homage bent.

Fair as young birds in early spring, one hand
Led in rose-fetters a new-captured fawn,

The other held a palm leaf, from the siream

in the cash-box of a Madison avenue stage.
He started up and rushed to the box just in
time tosee the quarter disappear through
toe trap. He turned around in confusion
and said that he didn’t notice the money,
and that he thought it was all right. Then
“he bammered at the glass opening for the

going to get down into the box and get out
tha quarter, He was sure he wasn’t going to
pay it out of his own pocket, and trust to

tha passenger wanted it she could go to the
office and get it.

you be so mean, I’ll pay for my mistake,?’
and he began to fish in his pockets for the
money, while the woman looked like a pic-
ture of injured innocence, and asked another
passenger in a bitter tone of voice if the one ||
who had taken her quarter was not connoct-
ed with the company.

er, whose confusion wasincreasing because he
could not find his change. *‘‘Bless you, I
don’t belong on land. ' I’ll pay you back this
1* oney, though; but I don’t believe 1’ve got
a c:nt.’’

out ar eld memorandum .book, asked her

A4 STORY OF 4. QUARTER.

An O1d Sea Captain Who Found a Wonderful
Difference “Atwixt Women.”
[New York Sun.]

*‘] pave you a quarter, sir,’’ said an elder-
1y woman with an acid smile last Saturday,
as she glanced through her glasses at an old
soa captain who had just deposited her fare

|
i
|

driver, and asked for twenty cents in change,
but the driver wanted to know how he was

< to get it back from the company. If

The old mariner said: ‘‘Blast your eyes, if

‘Me?”’ exclaimed the honest old blunder-

Je completed his vain search, and, picking

r Isaac Walpole am -de friend a

. That trickled through the thicket—like the wand

. Of some enchantress, gracious as the Da.wx’l

Sne passed, this Oread of a poet’s drean.’

- TWO SONNELS. — I
[Eari of Rosiyn.] i |

/The man lav at death’s door, but two strong

for her name and address, saying that he
would call there that night and leave the
money.

*‘Oh, never mind,’’ said she in a mincing
way; ‘‘it only teaches me a lesson. Here-
after I'll pay my own fare.’’

‘Oh, I'll bring you the money, ma’am,
I just happen to be out of it now,’’ and he
placed the memorandum book upon his knee
and said politely: ‘“What’s the name? I’ll
geu the money to you.’’

‘‘Oh, well,’? she said, ‘let it go. It’sall
right. I’ve learned a lesson. 1’1l pay my
own fare hereafter,”’

She repeated. this several times with an air
of one who knew she had been swindled, and
wanted others to know it. .The old C ptain, |
with flushed cheeks, asked again for the
name, and she at length gave it, but as a
parting shot, repeated that she hadlearned a
lesson. |

*‘Well, ma’am,’’ he said, ‘T am ready to §
make all amends, but I get a lesson, too; and
while I’m not a saying what it is so much, |
T’ve got it all the same.”’

A pretty young woman, with eyes that
began to snap beneath the shade of & big fur
hat, could not repressher delight at this, and
she said, in the softest tone of voice, to the
old Captain: ‘‘I’ll tell you, &ir, what to do.
We'll collect all the fares that come into the
stage now until we make up this sum, and
that will save you further trouble ’’ The !
old Captain took off his hat, and looked vol-
umes of thanks. He was too happy to speak,
and he kept an eager look-out. ‘‘Here’s one
coming,’’ he said. The stage stopped, and a
well-dressed woman got in . and opened a
sealskin purse. The young girl explained
what had happened, and the new passenger
said, ‘‘Why, cerfainly.?”’  Five cents went |
into the purse of the woman with an acid |
smile.  “‘Fifteen cents more, now,’’ said |
the old Captain, shaking  his head, |
“‘and we're safe.”? He sighted {|
two more passengers, and his glee
increased. They both laughed heartily in
sympathy with the joy of the old Captain, as
he saw his d<bt decreased to five cents. The
Temainder was soon eollected from another
passenger, and finally the'injured woman
alighted without a softened glance or & part-
ing courtesy. The old Captain looked after
her and said, ‘‘“That wor a stress of weather,
I didn’t go to do it, but I’d got her money to
her this night. I didn’t tell her the lesson I
learned, but I hope she’ll remember the one
she learned.”” .

There was a laugh, and as the young ||
woman who first suggested the way out of ||
the difficulty was about to leave, she smiled
a good-by at the hearty old mariner, and he
took off his hat and said, ‘“Thank you. Mer-
ry Chris’mas, miss.’” Then he leaned over” |
and said.in a hoarse voice toa man sitting op-
pusite:

*“What a difference there is ’atwixt
women; wonderful, ain’t it?’

THE MAN LAY AT DHATH’S DOOR.

[From the Indenendent.)

angels took him
And swung him in a hammock made of cloud;
With an undulating motion and from west to
east they shook him,
Lying plastic and in mist as in a shroud.

They towered above the earth as do elms above
the grasses,
And even handed swung him to and fro;
He felt the vibrant life aud the sharp, contending
passes (]
Of streams of air which grapple as they flow,
The angel: swung him over seas whose sounding |
drums did thrill him, z
And back avove the homes of sleeping men;
They .swung him over mountains that their piney
breath might fill him; &
They swept an are from stars to stars again.

The man lay at death's door; now the eradle of
hereafter 5
Rocked slowly; slowly settled from its sweep;
““He bas’caught the broader-life,’” said the
angels with soft Jaughter;

*‘Now cover up his tace;

. And dash and danger, and life and love.

_Blows that beat blood into my eyes, -

» Anci the sly coyolbe trows here and there,

| -And I wonder why I do not care

| a branch of jimson weed placed in a grain
{ bin will'kill or drive away all the weevils in it.

9T triic of half one's life, R\V’(‘C}ﬂ‘.f‘nl‘f,

i et

r4scd.”

[Frank Desprez in San Hrancisco Chronicle.]
I want free life and I want fre air,

Aud I sigh for the canter after thf; cattle,

The crack of the whips like shot in'a battle,

The mellay of horns and hoofs and heads

That wa nd wrangles and scatters and spreads;
The ereen beneath aud the blue above;

And Lasca!

Lasca used to ride 4
e-gray mustang close to my stde,
ape and bright-belled spur;

I laughed with joy as I looked at her!

Little ew she of books ov of creeds;

An Ave Mar) sed her needs;
Little she cared, save to be by my side,
To ride with me, and ever to ride,
From San Saba’s shove to Lavagcea's tide.
She was as bold as the billows that beat,
She was as wild as the breezes that blow;
From her little head to herlittle
She was swayed in her supplene:
By each g of passion: a sapling pine,
That grows on the edge of a Kan bluff,

And wars wich the wind when the weather is

rough,
Islike this Lasca, this love of mine.
She would hunger that I might eat,
Would take the bitter andleave me the sweet;
But once, when I made her jealous for fun,
At something 1’d whispered, or looked, or done,
One Bunday, in San Antonio,
To a glorious girl on the Alamo,
She drew from h wrter a dear little dagger,
And-—sting of a wasp—it made meé stagger!
Anineh to the left, or an inch to the right,
And I shouldn’t be maundering here to-night;
But she sobbed, and, sobbing, so swiftly bound
Her torn reboso about the wound f
That I quite forgave her. Heratehes don’t count
In Texas, down by the Rio Grande.

Her eye was brown—a deep. deep brown!

Her hair w ‘lker than her eye!
And sometiing’ in her smile and frown,
Curled crimson lip and instep bigh, .
Showed that there ran in each blue vein,
Mixed with the miklor Aztec strain,
Tee vigorous vintage of Old Spain.
She was alive in every limb,

Vith feeling, to the finger tips;
And when the sun is like a fire,
And sky one shining sott sapphire,
One does not drink in little sips.
* * * *

*

On a mous

e

ss to and fro
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The air was heavy, the night y.
I sat by her side and forgé 3
Forgot the herd that were taking their rest,
Forgot that t} ir was close opprest.
That the Texas norther s sudden and soon,
In the dead of night or the blaze of noon:
That once let thie herd at its breath take 'h‘ight,
That nothing on earth ean stop the flight; .
Axid woe to the rider and woe to the steed,
Who falls in front of their stampede.
# * # * * # * *
Was that thunder? No, by the Lora!-
I spring to my saddle without a word,
One foot on mine, and ghe clung behind.
Away! ou'a hot chase down the wind!
But never v hunt half so hatd,
And never was steed so hittle spared.
For we rode for our lives.  You ghall héar how

we fared

In Texas down by the Rio Grande..

ang flew, and we urged him on;
There 5 one chance left, and you havp but one;
Halt, jump to ground and shoot your horse;
Cri L under his eares and take your chance;
the steers in their frantic course
Don’t batter you both to pieces at once,
You may thank your'star; if not, good-bye
Lo the gquickening kiss and' the long-drawn sign.
And the open air and the open sky,

In Texas, down by the Rio Grande!
The cattle gained on us, and, just as i felt
For my old six-shooter behind in my belt,
Down came the mustang, and dowiicame We,
Clinging together, and-—wlhiat was the rest?
A body that spread itseéll on my breast.
Twoarims that shielded my dizzy head.
Two lips that hard on my lips were prest;
Then came thunder in my ears,
As over us surged the sea of steers,

And when 1 could rise,
Lasca was dead! .
* * * * % * * *
I gouged out a grave a few feat deep,

And vhere in Barth’s arms I laid her to sleep,
And there she is lying, and no ovne knows,

And the summer shines and the winter SNOW8;
For many a day fthe fiowers have spread

A pall of patals over her head;

And the little gray hawk hangs aloft in the air,

And the black snake glides and glivters and slides
Into a vift in a cottonweod tree; :

And the buzzard sails on

Aud comes, and is gone,

State y and still; like a ship ab sea;

For the tiings that arve like the things that were.
Does half my béart lie buried theve
in Texas, down by the Rio Grande?

Ir is stated by one who has iried it that

SUB ROBA,

There’s a rose at the top of your letter; sweet- {88

1eart,
By which little bud, T suppose,
You intended to-say, in o delicate sway.
That your letter w
rose.

Of ‘tull half our carcs and our woes;
We Iaugh and-we smile, but all of the while,
Ihe sad tears are ialling, love, undér the

s written ‘me- under the sk

TOSe,

And so it is true of dife’s pl easqgres, swoot-1f

hear,
Stolen pleasures which noboc
When some de
Care

) 1y knows, .
r lorm we press al.a- loving

And ripe lips meet sur§, darling, Gnder-the

TOs€e. !

Give me then this bud which is
sign;

To the

My fri

orld may it never unclose,

- you,
And Il love them, sweet, under the rose,

nds may be few, be they charming as

i




