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Bonnie Stratheyre.

'Iherw;s meadows in Lanark and mountains ir
Skye,

And postures in Hieland and Lawlands forbye:
But there's nae greater luck that the heart
could desire e
Than to herd the fine cattle in bonnie Strath

eyre.

0. it's up in the morn and awa’ to the hill.
When the lang simmer duys are sae warm and
sae «*ll, .

Till the pesk o Ben Veirlich is girdled wi’ fire.
And the e. .pin’ fa's gently on bonnie Strath
eyre.
Then there's mirth in the sheiling and love io
my Ovekst,
When the sun is zane doun and the kye are at

rest:
For there's mony a prince wad be proud ta
aspire ) .
To my winsome wee Maggie. the pride o
Stratheyre!

Her lips are like rowans in ripe simmer seen.

And mild as the starlight the glint o’ her eeng

Far sweeter her breath than the scent o' the

ry

And her voice is sweet music in bonnie Strath:
eyTe.

Set Flora by Colin and Maggic by me,

And we'll dance 10 w&e pipes swellin’ loudly
and free,

Ti!l the moon in the beavens climbing higher
and higher

Bids us sleep on fresh brackens in bonnie
Stratheyre.

Though some to gay touns in the Lawlands
il roam. . .
And some will gang sodgerin’ far from their

home :
YetI'll aye el my cattle, and bigg my ain

¥re,
And love mp wn Mazgie in bonnie Stratheyre.
—Harold Boulton in Spectator.
S TR R TIETETY,

“FRCM THE HOSPITAIL.”

“Yes," said the Rev. Mr. Dibble, “I
know I could depend upon the hospital-
ity of my flock to entertain thisexcellent
young divine,seeing that my own house-
hold is in so disorganized a condition,
owing to the exigencies of cleaning
house. ot will be only for o night or
two, and we all know what is promised
to thoss vho receive the angel un-
awares!’

And M. Dibeiz rubbed hishands and
looked smilingly around upon the mem-
bers of the Yonng Ladies” Aid Associa-
tion, while 2 very preceptible murmur
of asseat rose up frem this aggremite
collection of eurls, bangs, frizzed hair,
and crimped laces.

Not a damsel in the number but would

ladly have extended her gracious hos-
pitality to the Rev. Felix Amory, who
was to preach a sermon in aid of “Home
Helps and Missions™ at the village
church upon the coming Sunday eve
ning.

“I'm sure,” said Miss Lidia Larkspur,
promptly anticipating the crisis, -*papa
wonld be most happy to receive the gen-
tleman!”

While all the other ladies looked in-
dignantly first at Miss Lidia then at
each other, and whispered. -Bold
thing!™”

*Most kind of yon to promise it. I
am sure,” said Mr. Dibble, and so the
matter was settled, not at all to the gen-
eral satisfaction.

And Lidia Larkspur went home, and
issued orders that the parlor curtains
should be washed and ironed, anda
pound-cake of the richest nature con-
cocted.

While Kate Duer, the doctor’s sister,
who was as fond of young clergyvmen as
Lidia herself,and would in no wise have
objected to varying the monotony of her

. home life with ‘o spice of ecclesiastieal

novelty, returned to_her erochet-work
Wwith 2 yawn and a geners
that Jife was a bore.

“We are to have a young lecturer
from the eity in the church on Sunday
evening,” she said to her brother when
he bustled inte dinner.

“ER?" said Dr. Duer. swallowing his
scalding soup; “are we? By the way,
Kate, there's a new case of small-pox
wreported amonyr those hands on the rail-
way enbankment.™

“Dear me!” said Kate. who was com-
pounding a refreshing salad in a carved
‘wooden bowl: I hope vou keep  well
waceinated. Hagl.”

«Oh. there's no trondble about that!™
s=id the docter: vo.uy the other pa-
tients in the hospoial object to such a
cnse.”

o] should think i very likely,” said
Eate, with a littl: mowue.

“I must try to isolate him scme-
where,” said Dr. Duer thoughtfully.
“In one of those stone houses by the
river, perhaps. Old Mrs. Viggers has
had the disease, I know.”

And then Dr. Duer tasted the salad
and pronounced it first-rate.

Pitcherville was all on the qui vive
ttat day when the double-shotted piece
of tidings ey, on the tongue of popular
rumor, through the town. An actual
small-pox case in their midst, and a
young minister coming all the way from
New York to appeal to their sympathies
on behalf of home missions.”

I wonder if it is contagious!” said
old Mrs. McAdam, looking very round-
eyed through her spectacles.

“Contagious!” said Mrs. Emmons; “it
ought to find its way into every home in
our village.”

“What!” cried Mrs. McAdam: “the
small-pox!”

“No; certainly not,” said Mrs. Em-
mons; “the sympathetie movement ia
favor of home missions.”

And then everyone laughed. Mrs.
McAdam looked puzzled, and Mrs. Em-
mons drew herself up and remarked
that ‘it was very irreverent to laugh at
sacred things.” '

But Miss Lidia Larkspur,whose father
did not believe in vaecination, and who
had a mortal horror of the disease

inst which the famous Jenner waged
so successful a warfare, was much trou-
bled in her mind.

“I've always had a sort of premoni-
tion that I should fall a vietim to the
small-pox.” sighed she. “I only wish
pa would let me be vaccinated!”

It was on a sultry August evening, the
sky full of lurid clouds, the air charged
with glittering arrows of electricity, and
the big drops beginning to knock at
Miss Lidia’s door—a most mysterious
tap, as she afterwards declared.

“Who's there?” said Miss Lidia, open-
ing it sufficiently to obtain a glimpse of
a tall pale man with pocket-handker-
chief folded turbanwise around his
head. :

“Excuse me,  said this apparition,
“put I believe LT have lost my way. Might
I ask shelter from the shower? I am the
young man from the hospital.”

*‘Certainly not.” said Miss Lidia, clos-
ing the door abruptly in his face. with
a little shriek. *Good gracious! have I
stood face to face with the—small-pox
case?”

And then she ran for the servant
and the camphor-bottle. and went into
hysterics.

Mrs. Printemps lived in the next
house—a picturesque cottage, overhung
with Virginia-creepers, with a little
plaster cast of Cupid in the garden, and
a great many bluebells and carnations
—a young widow who read sl! the new
est books and sometimes wrote gushing
poems for the second-rate monthlies.
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poetry, when the tail pale stranger ap-
peared under her window, “for all the
world,” as Mrs. Printemps subscquently
expressed it, “like a troubador, or David
Rizzio himself.”

“Excuse me, madame,” he began,
“but I am from the hospital,and—"

“My zoodness me!” ejaculuted Mrs.
Printemps, jumping to her feet: “how
dare you come here and tell me that to
my face? Why don't they isolate you?"

*Madame—" said the surprised
stranger.

“Go away!” said Mrs. Printemps,
banging down her window and bolting
it noisilv. “Betsy"—to her girl—*run
across the meadow 1o Mrs. Underlay's
and tell her that the small-pox case is
rampaging all over the country, trying
to get people to let him in. and she 1sn't
to open the door on any account. And
stop at Dr. Duer's and ask him  what
sort of sunitary regulation he ealls this
kind of thing?”

“I'm afraid I'll meet him, mem!”
said Betsy, gettinz behind the side-
board: =and I ain’t been vaeeinated for

seven vears, and——"
“Nonsense!” said Mrs. Printem
“If you go across the pastaret

get there full five minutes before he does.
Make haste now.”

Kate Duer was standing in_her door-
way watching the storm roll grandly
over the mountain-tops. when the weary
and bewildered traveller opened the
gate and came hesitatingly in.

I bee vour purdon,” said he meek-
Iy, “but I think there must be some-
thing singular in my appearance. Peo-
ple seem to shut their doors against me,
»nd shun me as if I had the pestilence.
And I cannot find the rosidence of Mr.
Dibble, the clerzvman. Would it be
asking too much if I were to request
permission to rest in your porch until
the storw is over? I came from the hos-
pital, and——"

Ok, I understand,” said Kate quick-
ly. “You are the small-pox patient.
But I have been vaccinated. and am not
afraid of the disease. There is a very
comfortable chamber in the second sto-
ry of the barn, and you shall be care-
fully nursed and taken care of there,
of_'P‘

“But you are mistaken,” cried the
young man: *I am not—"

“Hush!" said Kate gently. *“Do not
be afraid to confide in me. Iam Dr.
Duer’s sister, and know the whole story.
Sit here and resta little, and I will
bring you some bread and milk until
my brother comes.”

“Iam a thousand times obliged to
you.”" said the stranger, “and the bread
and milk will taste delicious after my
long walk. ButIdo not know what
leads vou to think that Iam a vietim
to varioloid. I have lost my hat in the
wind, to be sure, and am compelled to
wear this Syrian-looking drapery on my
head, but I never had small-pox, and
hope never to encounter its horrors.”

{ate Duer turned red first, then pale.

“Then,” said she, “if yon are not the
small-pox cuse, who are you?"

“I am Felix Amory,” said the young
stranger, “the chaplain of St. Lucetta’s
Hospital in New York. Iamto preach
in aid of the home mission on Sunday
next.”

Kate Duer burst out laughing.

“And everyone has been mistaking
vou for the small-pox case!” said she
“Oh, Mr. Amory, do come in. How
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vou see. the minute you began to speak
of the hospital—"

©1 dare say it was very awkward of
me.” said Mr. Amory. “But it's the
way I have always mentioned myself to
strangers. St. Lueetta’s, vou know——

“Yes, I know,” sald Kate. *DBut to
the zood folks here, there is only one
hospital in the world, and that is the
Pitcherville Institute.”

Mr. Amory enjoyed his tea. sliced
peaches, and delicate “angel cake™ very
wuch, as he sat fete-a-fefe with Kate
Duer, by the soft light of the shade
lamp, while the rain pattered without.
And when the doctor came in it was
cosier vet.

“The small-pox case?” said he. *Oh,
that is safely isolated at Hope's Quarry
since this morning. And doing very
well, too. I am happy to say. Upon my
word, Mr. Amory, I am sorry that you
have had such a disastrons expe-
rience.”’

“All's well that end’s well,” said the
young clergyman, leaning back in his
snug corner with an expression of inef-
fable content on his face.

Miss Lidia Larkspur was guite indig-
nant when she heard that Mr. Amory
was staying at Dr. Duer’'s residence.

“Just like Kate Duer,” said she. “To
mancvre to get that poor yeung man
into her hands, after all.  Bat if 2 man
rushes around the country. telling every-
body that he comes from 2 hospital, what
can he expect?”’

“The most awkward thing I ever
heard of in my life,” said Mrs. Prin-
temps vindietively.

But this was rot Mr. Felix Amory's
last visit to Pitcherville. He came in
autwmn when the leaves were red—and
then in the frozen beauty of winter.
And the last time, he asked Kate Duer
»if she was willing to encounter the
trials of 2 minister's wife?” And Kate,
after a little hesitation, said that she
was willing to try.

And Miss Lidia Larkspur declared that
“gnyone ceuld get married if they were
as bold abent it as Kate Duer.”

A

° A Good Remedy.

Hostetter McGinnis met Dr. Perkins
Soonover a few duys ugo on Austin av-
enue.

“I am much obliged to vou, doctor,
for that tonic you gave me.” said Hos-
tetter, tauking the learned physician
warmly by the hand.

S0 it helped you, did it?”

“Helped me? Well I should say it
did. 1 never had anything brace me
up as that tonie did.”

<How many bottles did you take?”

<] didn't take any myself. Cateh
me putting such stuff down my throat.
When I want to commit suicide I'll go
at it in a different way.”

“But I thought vou said you exper-
ienced beneficial effeets from it.”

“Soldid. I gave thestufl to my
rich uncle, who had just made his will
in my favor, and now heis no more.
One bottle of your tonic knocked him
cold.”—Teras Siflings.

—— ————

Upon this story we confidently defy
the united genius of the aggorecate press
of the East. A =mall boy at Quiney, in

| this State. went up the mountain side

full of pleasure at the first fall of snow.
At the summit he slipped and rolled
down the hill, becoming the nucleus of
a vast snowball which hopelessly im-
prisoned him. He was missed after
several hours, and the searchers got on
the track cof the snowball and trailed it

{ to where it had leaped  froma cliff to a

| canyon.

Mrs. Printemps imagined herself like |

the gifted and unfortunate Mary Queen

far as nineteenth-century

would allow her—and she was seated

of Scots, and dressed up to the part, as | found

prejudices |

it lodged in the houghs of a pine tree.
They finally got it, broke it open. and
the boy inside, alive. but rather
chillv. Upon this ineident we rest the
reputation of California for the season.

by the casement, trying to find 2 rhyme | —San Fr-enisco Al

to suit & most unaccommodating line of

-~ -

Looking down they could see |
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:, for qelline o storm,

It eries and moans ot e window us if
it lamented the evil it was powerless 1o
prevent. It is oo seund whieh trivs the

nerves alredy W as the eleire
stimulus is wishdrmwn fiman f ST
low spirits we nre unihle to ace-ount for
are often catsed by ithe sispenslon ofthe
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bracing. positive clecirie current during
a change of wepther too slicht, per-
haps, for us to notfes This sinkine of
S}Ih'il.‘i uneon t"r-:!.\.u_\' i Spsl Ve ot
ple to regurd tiwe ery of the wind as a
sort of bun=her warn ng of disaster and
wreck, This = ene of the o'dest supeor-

stitions in the worid, for b fore the time
of Virail and Theocritus, when to Greek

and Eturian zn cclpse was the frown
of an offended deity and @ comet was a
fiery messenaoer of wrath, the sigh of the
wind was full of unutterable purtints.
In olden days. when window frames
were not as close as ours and ehimney
crannies offered pipe for any tune the
wind chose to play upen it. imarinative
cotters wove many a lecond of demons
of the air and witches shricking discord
angd horror, a5 if .
The cloudy air was filirdd round ubout

With howling cries nud woral, wailing pliints

Old-country tradition is full of such
tales, and we are all primitive enough
to feel 2 touch of creeping dread at the
eldrich voices of the wind, forgetfnl that
the clamor and wailing ix only the wind
foreing itself through a erevice too small
for it.

The world is full of superstitions which
have arisen as natuzally as the childish
dread of the wailing of the wind. DBut
vou must be sure that these well-worn
ideas have neither meaning nor worth
before vou throw them away. A super-
stition is not always a thing to be
laughed at, 2 truth which the latest re-
search of seience sirikingly illustrates.

In places on the west coast of Eng-
land, on the calmest, quictest of days, a
strange, hollow moan is heard from a
distance at sea, althongh the waves lie
sleeping at one’s feet. Fifty years ago
the coast folk believed it the voice of a
spirit, by the old heathen Saxon niame
of Buecea, which foretold tempest and
woe. You hear the voice now, ominous
as of yore, but you know that it is the
noise of a storm so far off cn the Atlantic
that its swell has not even reached
shere. Sound travels so much faster
than eurrents of alr that the tempest
reaches the ear long before the first
ripple of wind touches the check. Sound
in air travels about thirtcen miles a
minute; in water four times as fast, out-
stripping the speed of any tornado
known. The shore at these places
gathers the sound as in the drum of the
car, and currents striking ecastward
carry the rcar of storms which are
sweeping midocean hundreds of leagues
away, not a blast of which may ever
vex the shore. It is wonderful what
carriers of sound and motion the great
empty spaces of the ocean are. Before
a gale is felt in the British isles a heavy
swell sets the lightship swinging at the
station of the Kish and Cockle Gat,
while at Valentia the surf rises twenty-
four hours hefore the storm reaches that
projecting point. In the bay of Mon-
terey, California, the billows come tear-
ing in from the Pacific while the day is

M, oo s (e

sea has sent these surges 1n tell the
shore of its work.

When distant hills look clear, sailors
forbode storm. When instead of its
usual haze, Blue hill, as scen from Ded-
ham, invites the eve to pierce its dells
and woody paths in singular clearness,
we know it is the last of our good
weather for awhile. How is this? A
ereat German observer says the moisture
in the air washes its dust and impurities
away, leaving this beautiful clearness,
But this reason fails to be satisfactory.
Why isn't it as clear after a rain as well
as before it. when we know the woods
fold their bluest mist about them, as if
to keep their recesses fresh? I prefer
the theory that the air before a storm
has a rcfracting quality which brings
distances near, like the glasses of a tele-
scope. How does it gain this quality at

one time and not at another? Perhaps
by the different arrangement of its mole-
cules by the alteration of the eleetric
current so that various layers of the air
act like lenses in a degree. One finds
the same lensc-like quality in the air of
Arizona piains when mirage is visible,
and on the northwest prairies, when at
times it is like looking through a great
prism, and the slopes are outlined with
purple and laid with roseate tinges of
enchanting haimony.

You have heard of the old signs and
sayings about the right time of the moon
for sowing seeds and expecting rain at
such a quarter, and you have laughed
at the idea that the moon had anything
to do with the affairs of the earth beyon
giving light like a big lantern. “In
fact,” writes onc English scientist, “the
influence of the moon on the weather is
as mythical as its influence over human
life.” Presently the same writer speaks
of “the powerful agency of the moon in
causing tides of ocean znd of air, sub-
ject to the same tidal influences.”
Farther he declares that ‘“changes of
the weather are associated with various
aspects of the moon.” Mr. Park Harri-
son, one of the closest observers of
modern times, after studying a mass of
observations, concludes that there is a
tendency in the moon to warm the
earth at her first quarter and eool it at
the third, slightly but perceptibly. Mr.
Glaisher, the celebrated meteorologist,
finds that there are more north winds
in onec-half of the moon’s period and
more south winds in the other—causes
quite sufficient to aifeet such susceptible
things as the germs of seed.

But leaving the slight additional heat
given by the moon out of the question,
research brings a new and serious phase
of the moon’s influence before us. The
moon is a radiator and reflector of the
sun’s heat, which pours upon her for a
period fourteen times the length of our
day, part of which flows into space and
part comes to earth. In this period of
isolaticn the moon receives not only
heat, but a portion of that intense vital
and electric force of which the sun is
the center and source. At her third
quarter the moon has been exposed to
the uninterrupted heatof the sun for 265
| hours, absorbing quantities of vital heat
and eleetricily as well. 'Why may not
it be also reflector and radiator of this
clectric eneray, which we find diffused
| throughout nature, quickening the secd
in the ground, the leaf in its sheaf, the
blood within our veins. the tissues which
overlay our frame. Science detects a
tide of nervous clectric force at its fullest
.about 10 o’clock in the forenoon, and
‘from 3 to4 in the afternoon, when
| human strength and life are at their
| best, in the hours opposite which they
are at their lowest, when the sick feel
feeblest, and when the dying find re-
{ lease. The hours of its ebb and fow
| are as well known as the tide of oeean,

and bevond a doubt such a current
| exists in lower forms of organie life.
All things point to the sun as the royal
source. the moon as the dispenser and
| regulator. of this magnetic life. Ad-
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miral Fitzroy, founder of the weather
service of Great Britain, fairest and most
exact of observers, writes in his weather
book that all the phenomena agree with
the idea of such an clectric influence on
the part of the moon, and farther that
it explains all unreconciled facts in
meteorology. This being true, it re-
deems from absurdity the dependence of
mankind for centuries on the aspeets of
the moon for signs of weather, for times
of sowing and reaping, for weaning of
children and young animals, in short,
the most delicate operations of nature,
sensitive to influences we duly feel and
distantly perceive. When all scientific
men agree that, whatever the reasox,
certain changes of the weather and cer-
tain changes of the moon happen- fo-
gether, we have not far to look for a
code of weather signals available by
land or sea. The old superstition was
that the moon caused the change-of
weather, in which lies the mistake, jast
as if we believed that the cautio:ﬂ
sicnals of the weather bureau cause
storms. That the moon's changes agree
with the changes of weather as with'the ;
tides is 2 belief om which we wantzhe
experience of twenty thousand
observers.—N. Y. Ma:l and Ezpress,-

A Novel Progressive Euchre Party.

The tables were arranged in the lmge
parlors so that there was quite 3

tance between the head table and the |

three others. The Booby table repre-
sented France, and it was covered with
a handsome Parisian mat. The playing
cards were beautifully pictured, repre-
senting court jesters and theatrical ce-
lebrities. Here bon-bons were distrib-
uted which contained fools' caps. The
conversation was carried on entirely in
French, The third table was designat-
ed Germany. The lucky couple who
were at the Booby table then tra
from France to Germany. Like the last
table everything used was characteristic
of the country. The playing cards were
quite patriotic, the Kings and Queens of
the past generations being artistically
exceuted on them. Of course, a change
of langunge was necessary, and those
not proficient were compelled, likg
many poor tourists, to trust to luck,
The table, from Berlin, was embroider-
ed, most aceurately displaying a pack
of cards thrown carelessly on the table.
Several gentlemen, who attempted to
piek up some of them, can testify how
natural they were. Next the lucky tour-
ists crossed the channel and landed in
England, the second tablee. A h
oak card-table and straight-backed
chairs were used. The playing cards
were gorgmgs]r\' illustrated, representing
scenes in the Indian and Egyptian came
paigns. A servant was in constant 3t
tendance to carry off the numerous h’s
that were constantly dropped—‘"Arts
ave trumps,” *"Ave you playved?’ ete,
were popular queries. Here the conver-
sation was mostly upon the departure-
of steamers for America, and many
were the speculations as to which coup-
le wonld make the voyage. “Home at
last!" was heard, when the delighted
travelers had crossed the Atlantie, after
a farewell to old England and their dis-
appointed opponents.  America, the
prize table, situated in the back parlor,
was decorated with the stars and stripes,
and the cards werea pictorial deserip-
tion of the discovery of America.

At last our excited tourists breathed a
“STEN of Felter, and mIked v thehr henfw*
content.
only too glad to remain, but the unfor-
tunate losers were compelled, like the
Wandering Jew, to “move on.” The
cuests were bewildered and  delighted,
for the details of the zame were perfeet,
and the effect most happy. ~As the firsg
game at the head of the table was con-
cluded, the Swiss clock chimed in with
“('uckoo, Cuckoo,” which became the
vietors' triumph ery during the evening.
The badges were made of birch bark,
upon whieh the aces, deuces, trays and
fours were worked in many-colored
straws. The prizes were collected dur-
ing a long trip abroad, and were most
tasteful souvenirs.— Cincinnali Graphic.
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Progressive Japanese Belles.

The ladies of Japan show not less
readiness to adopt western ideas and
usages than the Japanese of the other
sex.  The belles of Yeddo order dresses
from Paris: and the progress of imita-
tion has gone so far as to make a knowl-
edge of the fashionable dances of Europe
an indispensable feature in the edueca-
tion of every Japanese lady who re-
spects herself.  Equestrianism has not
however, figured -so far in the list of
feminine accomplishments in the domin-
jons of the Mikado: not, it scems, from
any aversion on the partof the ladies to
take pattern by their European sisters
in this as in other respects, but simply
because no means of mastering the art
of horsewomunship as it is practiced in
the West existed in the country. A rid-
ing-school is, however, now about to be
opened in Yokohama, exclusively for
the use of native ladies, and it promises
to be largely patronized. The Japanese
government is about to take a step
which will have the effect of bringing
the more solid branches of western edu-
cation within reach of the female sub-
jects of the Mikado. A number of
voung women arc about to be sent to
Europe to receive a thorou;c;h training in
the essential branches of female educa-
tion as it is understood there, with a
view to their subsequent employment as
teachers in their own country when
qualified.

The Latest Ornamentation Craze.
You know what a craze there has

been about wearing watch-cock meck- |.

laces, bracelets. brooches, ete? The
balance cock in watches of modern
make is simply a plain piece of meotal,
but in the old verge watches, made in
the sixteenth and seventeenth centuries,
the deftest skill was brought to bear up-
on this portion of the movement. The
were pierced, chased and engraved, and,
being wrought by hand, each worker
followed his own devices in the design,
so that very rarely were two alike.
They were exquisitely finished, too, so
there is every excuse for the popularity
of the articles of jewelry made of them.
But what do you think jewelers are do-
ing now? They are bringing out imita-
tions of these, roughly finished, and
with none of the fineness or delicacy of
the originals. Thatis how everything
becemes vulgarized in our degencrate
times. IfI possessed a necklet or bracelet
of real watch-cocks I should put it care-
fully away until all the cheap imitations
were lost and forgotten. I actually saw
the revers of a brown walking dress
buttoned on with some of them the other
day!—Miss Madge in London Truth.

Mr, Thomas A. Ball, the sculptor, who
has recently finished a large statue of
Daniel Webster for Concord, N. H., is
now at work on a portrait of P. T. Bar-
num. The figure is in a sitting position.
1t will not be put up during his lifetime,
but his family prefer to have the por-
trait from life instead of waiting to have
it done from photographs. Both these
statues are to be cast in bronze in
Munich. i

ONOMATOPEIA.
How Birds and A_:l;;i:a: Their Strange
gnd Curlous Names, According to Thelr
Characterlstics.

We are inclined to icok upon the stute
of the first man as one peenliarly pleas-
ant and devoid of care, suys the Pitts
burg Dispatch. DBefore Eve was made,
and the consequent trouble came upon
Adam, he scemingly had very little to
do beyond eat, sleep, and enjoy the
scenery. But a little investigation
shows that he had a job laid out for him
which must have taxed his ingenuity to
its utmost. Genesis il.. 19-20, says that
the animals were all passed in review
before him to see what he would call
them. Eve was at this time yet attached
to his spinal column and could not as-
sist at the work. She would have
lightened his labor very much, as wo-
men are very expert at calling names
usually. )

Being not much
habits of his anima

uainted with the
compatriots, he

- must have had difficulty in giving them
suiteble names—indeed. in giving them

any. names whatever. The difficulty
may be appreciated by any onc—even

with our present knowledge of the ani-.
mal kingdom—who will endeavor to re-'

cite the well-known names of our most
common animals. If one will to re-
at the names of forty animals he will

d it takes him four or five. minutes. |-

Think what a task it was to notonly re-

“peatbut invent names for all the animals,
~the birds, fishes, and reptiles.

Wkat he called them will never be
known, because we do not know what
language he spoke. We have our En-
glish names for all animals—that is, all
of the more common ones. Some of
them have no names with us except the
Latin scientific one by which they are
known by naturalists.

Just how objects get names is an in-
teresting thing to trace. Among ani-
mals and plants the scientific name is
easy enongh to account for, because men
who study the classification and ar-
rangement into genera and species, de-
liberately set about naming the new ob-
ject from some pecylinrity, but if it
shonld happen that some entirely new
animal appeared, who would about
giving ita name by.which those not
amiliar with scienge might call ijt?
Who was it who first called our beast of
burden 2 horse, and why was it called
horse? Why not just as well have said
ﬁig or cow?  Nearly every word lhas a

istory which explains the reasons of
its existence?

There are many names which bear
their reason upon their faces, as black-
bird, woodpecker, fly-catcher, oyster-
oatcher, pinch-bug, tomato-worm, ané a
host of others. ‘Then there are a large
number whose names are ecasily under-
stood, because the words used in describ-
ing them are onomatopetie, that is, the

.word in its sound in a measure rcpre-

sents some action of the animal. - Ex-
amples of such are hamming-bird, bum-
ble-bee, a name corrapted from humble-
bee, probably so called from its habit of
storing its honey in the ground. Hoot-
owl is another, and screech-owl.

A great many animals have English
names which are captured from some
other language.” The word bear is
Dutch. The early English took this
word, 'but pronounced it bera, and as it
came down it became weather-beaten
and changed by us intobear. Alligator

~

Théwinners at this table were ¢ 2nother.word which could not stund

the twist of the English tongue. When
the Spaniards landed there and saw this
greatest of lizards they at once recog-
nized its place in nature and called it
el lagarto, or the lizard. It can be eas-
ily seen how English sailors, hearing
this term constantly, brought the words
home, but net being familiar with
Spanish, the two words were blended
and ellagarto, was the result, which has
since ‘‘weathered” into alligator, its
present form.

Hawk, in old English, was spelled
bafoc, meaning havoe. A good idea is
thus given of the bird’s habits, just as
the raven expresses greed. We say
ravenous to this day.

The names sometimes mislead, as in
the case of our turkey. The inference
here is that Turkey is the native home
of the bird, when in truth it is a bird
peculiarly our own. The French fell
into a like error. They supposed it came
from India, and called it -*d'Inde.”

There is a great deal of lore stored up
in a single word at times. The name
for the kingfisher in ancient times was
the Greek halevon. and it is still so
called, aithough we have long ago
learned the faifac_v of its name. They
thought the sea became calm and con-
tinued so while this bird brooded over
its nest, which was supposed to float
upon the water. We call calm, happy
days hzleyon days, and it is poetic, even
if the cold, prosy facts do not bear out
the idea.

The way a word changes its appear-
ance is shown in our word redingote.
This word was first an English word,
and was nothing ore than a gentle-
man’s riding coat. This garment be-
came the fashion in Paris, where they
tried to pronounce it, and, after being
considerably alter-d, came back to Lon-
don as a garment for ladies, with the
difference in spelling.

The history of words is not always to
be relied upon, as shown by our words
turkey and pheasant. The original
pheasant came from the river Phasis,

.and the fancied resemblance of our

grouse fastened this name to it.

Those who first szw the leopard with
its spotted coat attempted to account
for it by supposing that it had a lion—
leo—and the giraffe or cameleopard for
parents, cailing the result of this most
improbable union the leo-pard.

Any one who has watched the festive
goat has remarked how sudden and un-
accountable are his movements. He
seems to have no settled idea as to just
what he wants to do. Capra is the
Latin word for goat, and from this we
have caper and’ capricious—goat like.
This gives vigor and vividness to the
world In view of the goat's penchant
for circus bills, old rags, and labels of
fruit cans as articles of diet. the expres-
sion “a capricious appetite” is .full of
force.

How woll the words, “he is asting the

ssum,” signifies that one is-‘pretend-
Ing something he does not feel! Nearly
every one has scen the-’possum simulate
death on receiving a slight blow, and
has also noticed that he keeps an eye
to the main chance, and is ready to
jumpup and run away.

How full of meat is the siang. *“Mon-
key business,” or “don't monkey” with
this or that. A vision of the very tricky,
unreliable, and amusing little beast is
at once called up. What can excite the
ire of & man, especially one of the
species dude, more quickly than to
speak of him as a puppy? Itis full of
contempt.

While there is nothing more beautiful
and more pleasant to the cultivated ear
than good, pure language, yet there is
certainly a strong temptation to use
slang phrases. They express so much in
such a strong manner. Slang is the
language of the common people who
are only accustomed to words full of
mezaning. and there are comparatively

- game if he wanted to. H

few who do not fall into the way of
using some words not found in the dic-
tionaries, and more of such expressions
are drawn from the animal kingdom
than is generally supposed.

The dictionary is said to be dry read-
ing, changes the subject too often, but
in reality there are very few books in
which more information and diversion
can be drawn. We can there find,
wrapped in the body of word, whole
poems, bits of history, the love of the
ancients, the depravity of some nations,
the elevation of others, how new worlds
arise and old ones die, and. best of all,
we are stimulated to a study of other
languages and other people by the thous-
and fragments of their languages found
there. as the geologist rises through the
pieces of mineral in his cabinct to the
everlasting works which compose the
sniverse and through this to the maker
of all things.

B ——— e amm——

A Sure Winner.

“In 1862—4 there were numercus
places where the tenderfoot was beguiled
androbbed of his all.  ‘The-most noto-:
rious Jldce was the rvom ruh hy Bill
and Hy Ford. They didn’t run anythin%
but poker-rooms, but many a poor devi
with a taste for the game was enticed in
there and robbed.”

“How was that done?

“I will tell you. One of the hangers-
on around the rooms was a gambler
named Jerry Lewis. Jerry was crooked
throughout. He couldn’t play a fair

€ Ea his cap-

pers around town gathering up the un-

wary. He always had his particular

seat at a table, and the man who sat op-

Eositc to him was always flecced before
¢ got up.

“Everything apparently was on the
square, but wasn't. Jerry had a win-
ning way about him in raore than one.
He never went for anything but big
game. He would get around -2 fellow,
propose a quiet game of draw, take him
to his room, and the two would sit down
to a table in a room by themselves.
Jerry had his confederate. however, and
hdd him stationed-in a loft immediately
ahove the table.. There was a small hole
in the ceiling where the fellow could see
the sucker’s hand, Then there was an
ingenious system of wires arranged by
which signals could be given.

“The signals were all given on the
sole of Jerry's foot. There was a hole
in the floor as well as in the ceiling.
Jerry would place his foot over the hole,
and his pal would work the wires. They
had a telegraph system. One tap would
mean something. two something else, so
vou see that the watcher could keen
Jerry informed as to what the other fei-
low held. It was a dead-sure thing, and
Jerry made a mint of money.”

“How was the trick discovered?”

“A Texan named Sam Reid struck
Denver with $40,000. He played bank
heavy and won $10,000 more. Jerry
tackeled him for a game of draw, and
Sam consented, The first night Jerry
lost just cnough to make the Texan
think that he was the boss poker-player
in the world. The next night they quit
even. The night after Jerry started in
to win the pile, but luck was against
him. He couldn’t hold snything. He
knew it was useless to try and stack the
cards, because Reid would have dis-
covered that and there would have been
a shooting-scrape. In spite of signals
Jerry quit loser that night. but he didn’t
giveup. He tackled Reid. again the
next night and won right along.

«He had won 840,000 of the souther-
ner's money, and was laying himself out
to win the rest of it. He raked in a pot
of 86,000, and had dealt the cards him-
self. Reid had only about 34,000 left.

*-He got a full hand on the draw, and
Jerry got a full hand also, his full hand
being larger than Reid's.  The betting
gammenced, and Reid had every cent of
his money up on the call. Before the
cards were shown Reid told Jerry to
hold on awhile. He drew a revolver
and laid it on the table, still retaining
hold of it, however.

*‘Don’t show your hand yet,’ he said.
‘Every cent I 'have in the world is on the
table. Idon't know which one has the
best, but I do know there has been
cheating done. Somebody has given my
hand away. That somebody is over us.
If everything is square you won't object
to my shooting through the ceiling.  If
there is anything crooked of course you
will object.’

“Reid raised his pistol and cocked it.
Jerry didn't say anything but grabbed
Reid’s arm, but it was too late. The gun
went off. There was a howl and a
seampering heard, and a full in the next
room.’

“There, said Reid, I knew vou were
robbing me. I didn'tkill that fellow,
but I wish I had. Now. you just hand
back every cent of that money.  If you
don't I will put a hole through you hig
enough for a dog to erawl through.’

“Jerry was game, but Reid had the
drop on him, and he was forced to give
back every cent he had won.”—Denver
News.

Cupid and Soap.

There is a certain self-styled man of
letters in London who is more remarka-
ble for his lofty indifference to soup and
water than for any additions which he
has made to literature. In spite, how-
ever, of his somewhat uncomely appear-
ance, he fancies himself tobea great
conqueror of the heart of woman: and
he is always delighted to set abroad
little Tumors about fair beings whom
his fascinations have charmed—rumors
which are by no means agreeable to the
fair beings whose names are mentioned.
Oneyoung lady was very much dis-
gusted the other evening on being ask-
ed at a dinner-table by the friend who
had taken her down if there was any
truth in the rumor that she was engag-
ed to be married to the somewhat un-
savory man of letters in question. The
young lady denied the suggestion in-
dignantly. **Then you have not accept-
ed his hand?" her interlocutor inquired.
“Accepted his hand!™ said the lady de-
cisively and epigrammatically—*accept
his hand! Why. I would not even
shake his hand without a previous
course of Turkish baths on his part and
a subsequent course on mine,”
kall Reviewr,

——— el @ A—

Now that eotton is coming in the oil
mills are busy. Nothing about cotton
need be wasted.  The fiber having been
separated. the secds are again “linted,”
all the cotton adhering to them being
removed and =old to the cotton men.
Then the husks are removed and used
for fuel in the furnaces on the premises.
After the seed is ground, cooked and
pressed, the oil being extracted, the re-
fuse forms an oil cake, which is shipped
in large quantitics to Great Britain for
food for cattle. Last of all, the ashes
have a virtue of their own, and are sold
at a high price. The oil goes to Chicago
to make butter and lard: in Cincinnati,
where an illuminating oil is made from
it, and to an castern city to be made in-
to pure olive oil for salads. Itis already
taking the place of lard in cookery,

eatly to the advantage of everybody,
Eferior grades serve us the basis for the

f,_e;sion of 1

~White- |

best soaps.

How Prominent Men Read.

“Do you know there is 2 good deal of
charaeter shown in the way men read
the papers?” said a well-known hotel
clerk to the reporter.  “Of course, you
don’t see it, any more than an ordinary
observer sees character in the way men
cat: but there is, nevertheless. I have
seen all the prominent men in the coun-
try read the papers time and again. and
not two in a thousand read alike. My
attention was first called to the subject
some years ago by Horace Greeley, who
was an omnivorous reader of the papers.
I have been a constant observer ever
since. Horace was the queerest reader
vou ever saw. He would begin at the
first column and read every line down
to the advertisements. According as he
read he would erumple the paper up in
his hands. When he got through, the
paper would be rolled up in a ball. Aft-
er he left the hotel in the morning to go
down town to his office all the papers
would be strewn around the floor like
so many paper balls. It used to amuse
the guests of the house, and was the oc-
! ( Sdhotries of ~wine. . »Some
folks said it was affectation;. like Gree-
ley's great white coat: but I never
thought so, To me it indicated an un-
conscious, sturdy character which looked
straight ahead for results, while paying
very little attention to details or circum-
stances.

“Qh, yes: Gencral Grant also had his
peculiarities. He usually read one pa-
per through and through. He would
stop in the middle of an editorizl and
reflect. Grant was a slow reader, but
when he put down a paper he could tell
you all the news and discuss a questicn
with great diserimination. He used to
say that one paper was all he had time
to read a day. Whatever was worth
reading in his estimation, waus worth
di%esting and remembering. People
who knew Grant will recollect what an
exhaustive memory he had for detail.
He could relate every eircumstance con-
nected with any important cvent that
oecurred long before the war, He used
to say he didn’t remember all about the
war, but he knew more than any one
clse about the great cvents in which he
had personally figured. There is no
doubt whatever that General Grant's
predominant characteristic displayed it~
self in his manner of reading. e was
slow, patient and painstaking in every-
thing, but when he once arrived at a
conclusion therc was no dislodging
him.

“Lineoln never cared for the news of
the day—that is, he never cared to read
it. Heusually had his private secretary
tell him what was in the papers. He
would read editorials, though, by the
hour. When he stopped at the hotel he
would read the editorials in every paper

the first thing in the morning. He used
to say that men's views were all
he cared ahout. It made no differ-

eneoe about the details of how a thing
happened. If he knew the causes of it,
and the bearing it would have upon
matters in general, that was ull he
wanted to know.

“General MeClellan was just the ops
posite. He cared more about the cir-
cumstances of 2 good story than about
the result. If he knew that a certain
hill was passed or defeated in congress
he would read all about its career, and
then form hisown judgment. MecClel-
lan, of course, respecteﬁ the opinions of
others, but he always made it a rule to
be self-reliant in thonght as well &5 in
action. On a certain oceasion, a few
years before the war, McClellan and
Greeley were both staying at the hotel.
They were fast friends. One cvening
the conversation tuyned upon the slav-
ery question, and Mr. Greeley who was
an ardent admirer of Wendell Phillips,
called General McClellan's attention to
an attack madc against his character in
a leading New York paper. It had
erieved Horace so that he almost shed
fears. McClellan burst into a hearty
laugh, and, turning to Mr. Greeley,
rather pointedly, asked him if he hadn’t
had experience enough to know that it
mattered little what any newspaper said
about 2 man. Horace was shocked at
stch an unexpected remark, and
couldn't be made to believe that the
general meant it.

Training Servant Girls.

If o majority of matrons would guali-
fy themselves and then try to impart to
servants their knowledge of the various

zdes that are comprised in housework,
the aggregate advantage would in a
short time be great. A girl with com-
mon sense can learn to ccok 2ll plain
food in two or three months. It would
certainly pay to send her to the laundry
for a few lessons.

Half a dozen lessons in ‘‘second
work,” followed up by a not too oppres-
sive supervision, will make a competent
housemaid. This tutorage will indeed
consume a considerable amount of time,
but it does not upset the family as does
the recurring and dreaded period of
“changing girls."" We all know of
households where seasons all follow in
quick succession, year after yeur. The
lady thinks she is unfortunate in her
servants, and finally concludes they are
all natural enemies to the comfort and
best interest of their employers. The
kind husband sympathizes in an impa-
tient despair in the idea that all ser-
vants are worthless.

But the fact that some women have so
much worst luck with girls than others
can only be logically explained by the
supposition that they are worse mistress-
es, “But what ave we to eat while
Bridget is learning?’ inquires a new
little wife, before whom the problem
begins to loom darkly in the domestic
horizon. It is no sworse to bear the
blunders of one who is improving all
the time than to be experimented upon
by a dozen strangers, none of whom are
competent. And who can doubt that
the father and the boys will prefer to
excuse mistakes smoothed oyer by kind
and hopeful words from the mistress to
hear a running fire of weak complaints,
month after month, from a house mother
who does nothing to better affairs?—
The Congregationalist.

The caleulating machine, invented by
Professor Thomson, appears to excel, in
its ingenious adaptation to a variety of
results, even Babbage's wonderful ap-
paratus. By means of the mere friction
of a disk, a cylinder and a ball, the ma-
chine is capable of effecting numerous
complicated ealeulations which oceur in
the highest application of mathematics
to physical problems. and by its aid an
unskiiled person may. in « given time,
perform the work of ten expert mathe-
maticians. The machine is applieable
alike to the caleulating of tidal, magnet-
ic, meteorological and other periodic
phenomena: it will solve differential
equations of the second or even higher
orders, and through this same wonder-
ful arrangement of mechanical parts the
problem of finding the free motions of
any number of mutually attracting par-
ticles, unrestricted by any of the ap-
proximate suppositions required in the
treatment of the lunar and planatory
theories, is done by simply turning a
bandla

EEEP OUT OF DEBT!

A Very Timely Admeonition Very Forcibly
Administered.
(From the Sunday News.)

A Judge in Georgia has most unex-
pectedly found himself thrust into
prominence over all hiz brethren and
tellow-citizens, and become the cenire
of the admiring and envious regard of
the people of half a continent, in con-
sequence of making the simple remark
that he never goes to sleep at-night
until he has paid every cent of obliga-
tion inenrred during the day, and can
lie down, knowing that he is free of
debt.

Happy man! Wise Judge! Excep-
tional individual! The brief state-
ment of his simple rule of conduet has
canght the eve of paragraphers in
every part of the land, and every day
tbere floats into the News and Courier
office one or more newspapers bearing
the iuevitable annouucement, which
we have quoted, with snitable head-
lines to call atteniion to the fact which
it sets forthand to impress the lesson

whieb it “teaches. If one may judge .

from the interest which the statement -

has excited, 2 man who goes to bsd fit
night without owing anvbody a cent,
affords as rare an item for a vigilant
press as the man who has never Lrav
eled by rail, nor tasted a drep of ardent
spirit in his life. Of course there are
other such men, besides the Georgia
jurist, but people do not hear of them.
They hide in the shadow of conteut-
ment, and live at home—because they
have homes to live at. One may go on
making debts and paying themn, after a
time, for years together, and nobody
be aware of the fact besides himself
and the anxious parties of the other
part. Buotlet him once fail. Let the
financial sun go down on the third day
of grace and grief, and his shortcom-
ingjwill be heralded to ali the world
next morning. - In order to-travel
safely with a erowd going down hill
one must keep his feet and keep mov-
ing, however painfal and: breathless
the gait mav be. If be full he will be
trampled and sorely bruised; for not
many will stop to pick him up. His
nearest friends, indeed. will -be only
teo happy if they are not pulled down
with him, or do uot stumble over him.
It ia probably a rare thing tofind a
man who keeps wholly out of debt, at
all times; who squares accounts with
the world every day. If there were
many it is not likely that we should
have heard of the gentiemnan over in
Georgia so prompily and so persistent-
lv. It may be that yvou owe onlya
few thousands, or 2 few hundreds, or
afew units of dollars, and “that vour
assets are far in access of your liabili-
ties. If so, blessed are you; bat your
position is not on the bench alongside
of our Georgia exemplar. Your
proper place is on the anxiousseat;
and donbtless vou occapy. it -much of
vour time, in the solitude of vour office
or vour library. If the balance is
against vou, of course, though ever so

little, and the surplus assets are not in’

sight, vour case i~ the common one.
You are in debt. if youn owna dollar,
and owe a dollar and 2 din.e only, von
belong to the great majority. You
are ten cents bebiud, and the odds are
that you will find it hard wisg
tch up. That dime is.the™Measure
of most of your présent troubles. It
is bigger in xour eves.than the
and well nigh blots out the light of the-

they connot touch it. The tiny cagle
stamped upon it grows and becomes a
vulture to prey unon vonr vitals, while
vou, a modern Prometheus, are help-
lessly ehained to the rock of debt.

The safest way is the best wayv. You
will be richer and happier and stronger
in every way for denying yourself
whatever you cannot buy outright—
what you bave not yet earned. The
borrower is servant to the lender, and
it you would be truly free—free from
obligation, and annovance, and anxie-
tv, and sometimes almost despair—
borrow neither money nor goeds that
must be paid for “alittle later.” If
vou are in debt, or have been in debt,
vou do not need to be told what it
means. If von have never beeu in
debt, and are not now in debt, do nos
seek to learn by experience whatit
weans. The difference, in fewest
words, is the difference between hav-
ing your mouth under water aud hav-
ing it out of water.

Whea the tide is at your chin—when
vou are living up to your income—it is
bad enongh. Amnother iuch means
drowning, and another dollar of debt
means toat final inch. It is of not
much practical moment whether the
waters cover yvour eves only, or go
over vour head. Youare in debt, are
in the sea of trouble, and can never
draw another peaceful breath until the
wartevs subside.

‘Lhere are other than pecuniary debts,
it remains to be said, and these also
should be avoided. Mect every obli-
gation which presses upon you. There
are bankrupts who have 2 fair balance
to their credit in the bank. Be not
of these, either. Pay yourdebt, every
day, to your child, your wife, vou.
neighbor and your Ged. 8o only may
vou lay yvour head vn your pillow in
peace every night, and so, at the clos-
ing hours of your la‘est day, may you
ge to your final rest as one who wraps
the drapery of his couch about him
and lies down to pleasant dreams.

Two Prisoners Shot in Jail.

At six o'clock on Thursday evening
eighty prisoners coufined in jail at
Louisville, Kv., refused to go to their
cells for the night. They were threat-
cned at the point of guns, but would
not go, saying thev were afraid a mob
would come at night and take out
Melvin Butler, the sapposed murderer
ot McCoy, the gambler. Jailer Rubel
and Turnkey Jacob Graef at last fired
on the prisoners. Daniel Rice, a coun-
terfeiter, received two buckshot, and
“Skinney” Smith one shot in the head.
The wounds are not fatal. The pris-
oners at once scampered to their cells.

Sl e i

A Family of Five Frozen to Death.

vuaring the recent blizzard which
pl_'evailcﬁ in the neighborhood of Dodge
City, Kansas, a farmer named Juhn
C. Kimbrel, wife and tiree children
were at Dodge City. They started
home before the blizzard had spent its
force, traveling in a covered wagon.
Not being heard from for some time, a
searching party was sent out, which
found the entire family fruzen to death
in the wagon.

e

—The only surviving ex-members of
the Cabinets of anfe-bellusn davs are
George Bancroft, secretary of the navy
under President Polk: Jedlerson Davis,
secretary of war under President
Pierce: Joseph Holt, seeretary of war,
aud Horatio King, postmaster general,
under President Buchanau.

sun. It weighs you down by.its gh-+
sence. It fetters your hands bﬁ;ﬁ%

It is stated that the next graduating
class of West Point cadets, seventy-
eight in number, is the Jargest and
highest in efficiency which has ever
been graduated froin the institution.
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