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TOLL'VER'S NELL.,

Bhe's a little mite o ereetur,

Har'ly knee high ter a duclk,
Dut ter sight & euter, sweetar

Face has never been my luck,
Ha'r & middiin’ sorrel colar,
Eyes that make the sky look duller;,
Thet's her style and suits me well
Ez the rest 0” Toll'ver's Nell.

Lawa! she wouldn' rach my shoulder,
Heosted up on tippy-toos!
Yet 1leel er right smart bolder
W'en she ain't so ve'y close,
Cur'us thet o gal sb'n’ daze me,
W'en no man er beast kin faze ma'
'Peers ke Its a RKind o' spell
No one hes 'cep’ Toll'ver's Nell,

I nm not much use' ter takin’
Any word off any man;

But I set plumb seart an’ shakin®
W'en she "caslon'ly sez; "Dan!

How long "fore yo'll "low it's trup

Thet I hev no use for you?'

She's o master hand to tall

Cuttin® things, 15 Toll'ver's Nell.

Thar be men "ud git erfended
By sech platn-out talk, ye say?
Well, it 'pears ez ef I'm lended
Stren'th ter stan' it this-n-way;
Fer I'm boun' ter stick till she
Takes me ter git shet o' me;
Yo kin wear out say gel,
Tho she's sot as Toll'ver's Nell!
—Eva Wilder MeGlasson, in Tid-Dits,
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MR. CLOVER'S GIFT.

The Thanksgiving It Made in ths
Deacon’s Housa,

Two smillng middle-aged faces
Inoked at one another across the libra-
ry table. Mr Clover was recounting
to his wife the prospects of success
that had epened in his business this
fall. *Yes, my dear,’” he said, ‘*‘we
must do something unusnal by way of
A Thanksgiving offering this year
Wit shall it be?"’

“How much shall it be? first,” said
Mrs, Clover.

“Wall, say a thousand; we can spare
it as well as not.” :

“l know what I'd like to do—have
the chureh re-fresesed and some new
carpets put in.  That stained ceiling
and that worn path up the center aisle
to distress me.”

Every thing in Mrs. Clover's housa
was fresh aud shining.  Her eyes were
spoiled at home for shabby things
abroad.

“Well, I'd like to beautify the
chureh,” said Mr. Clover.  I'i! speak
to some of the committee after prayet-
meeting and tell them what we pro-
l’use-"

“Will they let us?"

“Lot us?  Well, I guess so.”

“‘And let us have some choico about
colors and earpets, I hope?”

“Oh, you'll see; you'll have itall
your own way.""

Mre, Clover looked beaming. 1In
fact, two very happy people went to
prayer-meeting that night.

“Nice folks," said Ebenezer Grist,
the sexton, as he saw them pass up the
aisle; "but somiclimes there's a leetle
of the strut and crow' about "em,
tool"

Indeed, good Mr. Clover was that
minute meditating a little Thanksgiv-
ing speech in the meeting, which per-
hups might have had the echo of the
“erow’ only too audible in it for cap-
tious ears. 5

But the apeech never was made; for
e had not been five minutes in meet-
ing before there came some words out
of the New Testament which seemed
to pull his heart right down from its
place of jubilation and stick it tull of
thorns, A shadow fell ovar his ruddy
face, and his wife, who did not in the
least understand it immediately re-
flected it in her own.

The words which had this unhappy
effect were these:

*Theretore, if thou bri ng thy gift to
the altar, and there rememberest that
Ihy brother hath aught against thee,
leave there thy gift hefore the altar,
and go thy way; first be reconciled to
thy Lrother, and then come and offer
thy gife."

And there sat, across the nisle,
hearer the door, but still within veach
of every uneasy side glanece, n brother
who had something against Mr, Clovor.
It was only poor old Deacon Simon.
His face was thinand severe; his hands
thook; his hair was white; lis elothes
Weve shabby. Ha had boen made dea-
con because of his burning zeal; but
the severity of his spirit had not made
Lim popular in the churech. He was
often at odds with his brethren. Ho
foented heresy in every bracze. He
mourned over a chorch whose mem-
bers somotimes allowed daneing and
card-playing in their homes, and even
took drives on the Sabbath. Poor
Deacon Simon, who often stood alone
teslifying for old ways of righteous-
ness, and whose sensitive spirit was
80 rasped by the indifference with
Which his testimony was received!

Only last month he had objected to
8 children's October Sunday where
there should be autumn leaves and
Kindred  frivolities brought inte
chureh. Then Brother Clover, who
looked g0 good-natured,- but had
8 choleric temper of his own
Vipon oceasions, had fired up and
Sjoken hasty words to the good dea-
tom, words as rnde ns a blow. They
al been received in silonce; they had
Tiever been apologized forj thers had
bsen little intercourse botweoen the
two men singe,

1 won't apologlze,” said M
Clover now to himselt,  *I told him
Uhe truth, and nothing else would
ive stopped his talk, and served our
torn,"!

“If thy brother hath aught against
thee” — hummed the unweleome words
in his mind. :

“He was going to spoil a good thing.

¢ couldn't stir hand or foot in this
Elurch if gomebody didn't put down
s:; R'O’r'oineering epiritb  J'm glad 1

It thy brother hath aught against
thee”— repeated the echo,

*Ho'd no business to lay it up
against me! He ought to thank me
for telling him the downright truth.”

*Loave theve thy gift before the
altar’ —repeated memory again.

*Stop a good thing becanse I don't
please au old cormudacon liks that!

“First be veeonciled with thy broth-
or’’ — sang the inexoralle verse.

“There's no such thing! Might as
well try to be reconciledl with an old
bear. There's no use wasting worils
with hin.”

“Then—then como and offer thy
aift.”

“Pabaw!—pshaw!-—-What a fool I
am! I haven't heard a word Dr. Par-
sms has boen saying. Now who's
going 1o offer prayer? Doarl—if it
isn't Simon!"

There were fow of the customary
greetings batween the Clovers and
thefr neizhbors when the mﬂ’et.ing wns
over. Without waiting to see any
member of the business eommittes,
Mr. Clover hurried headlong out of
the chureh. IHis wife lost no time in
asking for an explanation.

<Oh, T'm all upset; I'm sneh a fool?™*

“What is it?" ;

H» knew ho would have to tell her
in the end, and heside it was really a
relief to him to do 80. She asked some
close questions. Tl ma just what
you said,"” she demanded.

“Well, Tio =aid wo wera just tench-
ing the childven to make play ont of
worship. That made m3 mad, and
says It ‘Doacor Simon, if you'd been
there when they brought the children
for Christ to bless yoa'd have been one
to rebuke them a3 surs as fate.! That's
inst your spivit vight through!"

Wit did he say?”

“Not a worl; though™ he kinder
flushed up.  Guess be was mad.  You
see, Twas. The way Ispoks was as
bad as the words,

“You've got to ask his pavdon.”

“Yes," groaned her husband.

“You smight as well do it now. I'll
go the rest of the way alone; yon go
right back and find him."

“It won't be a might of usze, Ellen.
The minute he hears of the chuoreh be-
ing redecorated, he'll be mad azxain,
Heo can't abide any thing new.”’

“Bat you'll have doas your duty.
I'd go vight off."

Mr. Clover turned, slowly hut
obediently. There was nothing of the
ssteat’’ or “crow’ in his manner now.
He looked quite cowed anl humbled.

Deacon Simon lived quite out on the
edgo of the town. There he had in-
herited a farm amd homostead. He
had toile! hard over his stony acres,
and they had yielded him bat a seanty
living, yet be was deeply attiched to

teved the olid-fashioned hall to find the
carpet taken up, and only a big pack-
ing box ready to be nailed up standing
there in place of furniture. The par-
lor, too, was bars, exeept for some
chairs piled up, two-and-two, a3 if for
removal.  Oue of these was given him,
and he was asked to wait for a few
moments.  Presently, hiy heard the
deacon’s well-known voice at evening

devotions in the next room. And
these wWers the words  that
trembling old voice was speaking:
“0  Lard, we thank Thee that

Thou hast bleszed to us the shelter of
this home so lonz. Now, go with us, as
we go from henes,  Thy will ba done.
0, Lord, Thou hast been onr dwelling-
place in all—in all" — and here there
was a break, and, in the silence, the
sound of a woman sobbing was andi-
ble

A vew idea broke upon Mr, Clover’s
mind and greatly agitated him.  “Can
it be that Martin has foreelosed that
mortgage?” he thought. “Yes, it must
be: I heard the deacon was hard
pressed to raise his interest.  Nothing
alse would have moved him out of hia
old place. Ideclare it's too bud! It's
awful!"
His errand was forgotten; he was in
a fever of dsire to do something help-
ful. When D:acon Simon ewme in, he
went toward him with extended hand
and such earnest sympalhy in his face
as no troubled heart could have re-
fused. *Brother Simon,"” he said, *I
hadn't heard when I came, but it's
just come to me that you're going to
give up your home.”
“Yes; I'm obliged to. It'stheLord's
will.”
“0Oh, no,"” said Mr Clover; I can’t
believe it yet.  Wait— wait; I want to
talk to you.”
Deacon Simon drew another chair
from the corner, and seated himself.
*I came," said his visitor, “to ask
your forgiveness for the rude way I
spoko at the meeting last month. T'm
ashamed that I spoke so; ashamed
that I showed such a tempar. Do for-
give me!"
The deacon looked bewildered for a
moment, then he seemed to recollect.
“0h, that,”” he said; *I didn't lay it
up against you. I might, perhaps, if
I hadn't had so much trouble since;
but other thinms put it out of my
mind. I haven't any thing azainst
you, brother; I'm used to finding the
oliurch folks differ from me,"
H> looked so meek, worn and patlent
~the old man who had been somee
times stern and savore—that Mr,
Clover's heart was broken.
*The Lovd forgive mel” he said.
“And me, too,' sald old Simon, I
know I've been too dogmatical with
my judgments, and tried ths brethren,
I can see it all, now I'm going to
leave."”
*To leave! You don't mean you're
going to leave the church?"'
*“Why, yes; wi're going up country

to my wife's folks, for awhile. at least.

the old place, as everybody knew. . o
Mr. Clover was surprised as he ens"{

We've lost our lione here, yon know,
and I don't see just Low to besin
again, yetv I'm an old man to begin
again.” .

“But we cant spare! Wa can't
spare you out of the church, Wa
can't sparo you out of the prayer-
meeting."

Deacon Simon looked searchingly at
Me. Clover's nonest, earnest fuce, and
presently tears dimmed his eyes.

“You really mean it; you'rs saying
it in oarnest! he said.  *Well, thank
the Lind! Seews to me now I can o0
in peace. T male sure everybody
would be glad, and it hurt mo most of
all just now. I—I have loved the
chureh. Nobody prayel deeper out of
his heart for it than L

“No; and I tell you we can’t spare
such praying; we won't, either, it I
can help it. Come, I want to talk
this all over. I've got som: money to
invest. This is the very place T've
bezn looking for to put it in; near to
the town; rising in the valne every
duy. Martin’s going to put it in the
market; Tl buy it from him, i you'll
stay here and keep it for me.”

The deacon could not keep the light
from rising in kis face, but he said
steadily: “The farm won't bring you
the interest of your money. I'vo done
my best on it and I know."”

“Never wind, it'll be trebled in
value in ten years for building lots,
and besides wouldn’t it pay if therd
was some eapital put in, you kuow---
fertilizers, and now  machines?
Wouldn't I like to try the experi-
ment! But I couldn't do it alone
Won't you stay and help me out in
itd"

Deacon Simon liad bhesn a proud
man. He had never asked sympathy
or help in his life. To have them
poured upon him unasked in this hour
of his desolation was very sweet to
him; sweeter than he had words te
express.  His heart clung to the old
place. H2 could not refusc tho friend-
Iy offer thus made to him.

“What a Thanksgiving this will be |
for us!"” hLo said, as he bade his visitor |

good night.

*You won't mind, Ellen,” said Mr,
Clover to his wife that night, *Sf the
chureh is not re-decorated this yoar,
will you?”

“No,"" she replied—*it ean spare
the paint better than it ean Deacon
Simon's prayers"

“You don't think I've fetched the
gift off the altar changing my plan
with it?"

“No;" and presently she repeated:
“Inasmuch as ye have done it unto one

of the least of these my Lrethren, yo !

have dono it unto me."—3M, E. Ben-
ne‘li.
1 —_———

AN INCREDIBLE STORY.

i Story That Double Discounts Rider
Haggard's Froductions,

The great demand at presentfor im-
probable stories leads to the belief
that the following yarn will be very
popular:

It was night,

A horseman slowly wound his way
at a mad gallop up the hill road which
led to Cookport.

A ride of three or four miles brings
him to his destination in two minutes
amd a half

He stops befere a humble vine-clad
cottage, the palatial marble residence
of Miss Agatha Hungerford Snipps,

Agatha is the only daughter of her
parents, who manage to live sumptu-
ously in hard-working retivement on
an income of fifty dollars per year.

Mr. and Mrs. Snipps ave both dead.

Although Agatha is an orphan, she
has heen roaved to know no want
Hor education wae a finished one—fin-
ished this very year, in fael; and, in-
credible as it may seem, she not only
knew ns much when she left colloge as
when she entered it, but she had actlu-
ally learned something.

She had Jearned that it is not proper
to ask for a sceond plate of seup un-
less she i3 very, very Lhungry.

“Agaths,” said Mrs. Suipps, “who i3
that woman alighting at the gate?’

“That woman," observed Mr. Snipps,
without giving Agatha time to reply,
“i3 Mr. Montgomery Dighy Jones, and
he has come to see our Agatha. Ilo
loves her, but he does not like to pro-
pose. knowing she ia the heiress of
all thesa vast estates. He hesitates ol
incumber himeelf with so much prop
erty, as well as with a wife. But
Aratha,’ turning to the girl, *“treat
him well. He wiill make a good son.
in-law."

“The old folks withdrew as Mu
Jones rang the bell. Hs was soon
ushered into the parlor where =at the
blooming Agutha, a tall, willowy girl
of four feet high and weighing two
huadred and seventy-two pounds ten
ounces.

Agatha and Digby were engaged,
although the girl's pavent's know it
not. :

They had bean betrothed for two
days.

+Evenin’,”” said Digby, as he stepped
within the doorway.

“Howdy,”' replied Agatha,

She kept her seat by the window
while Dighy seated himself across the
room by the door.

Aftor some desultory conversation
Dighy remarked:

“Agnths, I hear that they have
some excellent ioe cream at Brown's
confectionery. Lst us go and geé
tome."”

“No,”" replied Agatha,
ent fce cream. '’ — Tid- Bufs,

1 never

———f - B Bt
—There are fow more disagresable
people in this world than the people
who nre always doing wrong asd then
telling you how bad thoy foel about it.
They ought either to do right or else
get a touzher conscience.

WHOLESOME REFORM.

Dishonest Repoblican Mostmasters Made
to IMsgorge Their Spoils.

Very little has been said about the
good work done by the Democratic
{ Administration in turning the rascals
out of post-officcs they held all over
the country, but nevertheless it has re-
sulted in a very considerable retrench-
ment of expenses. There was wide-
sproad stealing by Republican post-
masters, but it would never have been
heard of if the people had not deeided
to open the books and have Dem-
ocvratic  ofilcials to examine. That
is  why =a great many fourth-
class  post-afiices  which  used to
pay the postmastzr from $50 to $100
aquarter do not pay the present in-
combent more than one-tenth of that
revenue. ‘The reason is that the new
Demoeratic postmasters charge just
what their business entitles them to,
whereas their Republican predecessors
charged just as much as they thought
they could get from the profligate Re-
publican Administration. Fourth-class
postmasters are paid according to the
number of stamps they eancel, or, in
other words, according to the amount
of mail originating at that office to be
forwarded to the vest of the world.
“The department,” says Chief Clerk
Roy, *has very frequently to send out
an inspector to see what is the reason
for the serious falling off in postal busi-
ness, as indicated by reduced salaries
earned by the new postmasters. A

postmaster now at the end of
the quarter claims only §5 or
$6 as  the amount due him

on the business of his office for the
three months. The bLooks show that
his predecessor was in the habit of
making $70 or $80 every quarter. The
inspector investigates and finds that
there has been no appavent falling off
in business, The office is not boy-
eotted; fully as many people patronize
it as formerly, and they send as much
mail mialter as they had been accus-
tomed to send. The cxplanation is
that while the Republican postmaster
had only done &5 or £6 worth of busi-
ness he represented that he had done
ten times as much and claimed accord-
ingly. The department has practically
had to take the word of the post-
master; ot least, it has generally done
0. The marked difference between
the Iarge charges made by the post-
masters ol the old regime and the
small charges made by their Demo-
cratic suceessers, who did not know
| how to steal, suggesied to the Demo-
j eratic Administration that there ap-
peared to be something wrong, and
that an investigation was needed. The
investization has proved that the Re-
publican postmasters have been charg-
ing away out of all proportion to the
business done. The charge has been
brought home to a Jarge number of
them, and so thoroughly that gener-
ally the delinquent returned to the
Goverument what he had wrongfully
drawn in years past, and whenever the
delinquent official has failed to settle
the bondsman has gencrally come to
the front with alaerity. In this way
the present Administration has already
recovered about half a million dollars
from Republican fourth-class post-
masters who had been in the habit of
drawing for a bigger Lusiness than
they reully transacted.”’—Washingion

Post.
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LAND ACQUISITIONS,

Bome of the Most Gratifying I'roducts of
Democratie Policy.

The United Btates originally com-
prised the old thirtean colonies east of
the Alleghenics which fought the revo-
lutionary war and afterwards became
the thirteen | original < States. When
the treaty of prace was made at Paris
in 1783 it was an interesting question
what should be the Western, or rather
the Northwestern bouadary, the British
commissioners proposing to draw aline
from Lake Erie to a point somewhere
on the Upper Ohio rviver. This would
have reserved to the mother country
all the magnificent Northwest Terri-
tory, ag it was called, which the old
colony of Virginia had partially con-
quered from the Indians and then
claimed as part of its domain, The
American commissioners insis.ed on
the swrender of it to the United
States, and twao of them, Franklin and
dJay, deelared if it was not conceded
they would return home and leave
matters where they stood at the battle
of Yorktown. The British commis-
| sloners yielded at last; they could not
| foresee the future value and impor-
| tance of a wilderness ooccnpied at the
time by hostile Indians, and, in sur-
rendering their claim to it, they
had little conception of what they
| were doing. The country, as de-
i fined by this treaty, comprised

all the domain south of the St
| Lawrence 1§ver and lakes on the north
{ and east of the Mississippf, with the
exception of that part of the present
State of Louisiana east of the river, and
the Territory of Florida—an area of
827,500 square miles. This was the be-
ginning. The domain was a mag-
nificent one and the statesmen of that
day thought—if they ever took the
trouble to think about the matter at
all—that it was enough for all time,
But they could not grasp the tremene
dous future that was about to press
upon them.  Twenty years later, and
while some of the American commis-
sioners who had negotiated the treaty
of Paris were still living, President
Jefferson, by a stroke of statesmanship
which, i the language of James G.
Blaine, deserves to be commemorated
hy a statue to the Father of Democracy
in St Louls, bought the Louisiana
territory from France, paying $16,000,-
000 for it. In telling the Louisiana

territory Napoleon had a better idan of
what he wus doing than the British
commissioners had when they gave up
the Northwest territory in 1733, but
even Napoleon only dimly discerned
what the wilderncss he was parting
with would grow into. It included the
vast domain lying west of the Missis-
sippi and north of Texas, Mexico and
Cnlifornia, and extending to British
America, now embracing the States of
Arkangas, Colorado, Missouri, Louis-
iana, Kansas, Nebraska, Iowa, Minne-
sota and Oregon, the Indian Nation,
and the Tervitories of Daketa, Idaho,
Montana, Wyoming and Washington
—the whaole bhaving an area of 1,173,-
000 square miles—nearly a third
greater than the orviginal domain of the
country.

The next aequisition of territory was
that of Florida, bought from Spain at
a cost of $5,000,000 by the Monroe
Admimstration, in 1821, By this pur-
chase we gained 70,000 square miles
of new territory, and secured a eontin-
uous line of seacoast from Muine to
the Sabine river.

Texas was annexed in 1845, under
the Polk Administration, giving us an
additional 270,000 square miles. Out
of this annexation prew the Mexican
war, under the same Administration,
in 1847, which ended in the conquest of
the territory now embraced in purt of
Arizona, California, Colorado, New
Mexico, Nevada, Utah, and small parts
of Kansas and Wyoming, and having
an area of 636,000 square miles.

Under the Administration of My,
Picrce, in 1833, wo ncgotiated the
*Gadsden purchase,” as it was called,
by which we acquired an additional
45,500 square 1niles, now ineluded in
Arizona.

The noxt and last acquisition was
that of Alaska, under the Andrew
Johnson Administration, in 1868. This
added a terrilory of 575000 square
miles areato the country, and extended
ite northern limit up within the Arctie
circle. 'We paid for it $7,500,000. An
examination of the map will show that

Aluska is the only part of the
public  domain  separated  from
the body of the country. A part

two. This awkward arrangement
grows out of the Orcgon boundary
treaty of 1846. The British and our-
selves both claimed the whole of Ore-
gon Territory; we up to latituds 54.40,
and the dispute waxed so warm aud war-
like that *Fifty-four Forty or Fight,"
actually became an alliterative war-

Washington, by which the British
backed up and we backed down to the
forty-ninth parallel, which has ever
since constituted the boundary.

It will be observed that this succes-
sion of aequisitions by which, in the
brief period of sixty-five years, the or-
iginal domain of the country was ex-
panded from 827,600 to 3,600,000 square
miles, or more than guadrupled, was
the work almost exclusively of Deme-
cratic administrations. Indeed, if we
call James Monroe and Andrew John-
son Democrats—and they can not prop-
erly be ealled any thing else—then
every foot of territory added to the
original domain is the produet of the
Dremocratic poliey which Mt. Jefferson
inaugurated in the Louisiana purchase
in 1803. —St. Louis Republican.
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PRESS OPINIONS.

——The political conundrum of the
day: What has become of John Sher-
man.—N. Y. Postl.

——Who is the pgreatest weathor

prophet in the world? Mr, Blaine, be-
cause he cun alveady feel the frosts of
1888. —Puck.
. ——The Democratic party puaran-
tees free and fair clections, and an
honest count, so long as it shall ad-
minister the Government.—Richmond
Whig.

——The return of one hundred mil-
lion aeres of land to the people is car.
tainly ground enough for continuing
Democratic  administration.— Louis-
ville Courier-Journal.

——A cablegram from Paris to the
New York MHerald says Mr. Blaine is
far from well. Ho is also far from his
Bar Harbor home, and far from the
White House at Washington. Very
far.—N. 0. Picayune.

——To the Hon. J-m=s G. B-a-ne,
Paris—Cleveland's tour ended.
watched him close, but he failed to
put hls foot in it once. Sorry Ican't
send you more cheerful news. Burn
this dispatch. St-p-en B. E-k-ns.—8t
Lotis Bepublican. !

The fact is thero never yet wasa
politician in the wake of Mr. Blaine
who would not rather distort the truth
than acknowledge any lack of popular
strength in the mendacious statesman, |
Like leader, like followers.—Chicago

News.

——There are more Union veterans '
in the employ of the Government at
Washington under this Democratic !
Administration than there over wers |
nnder any Republican Administration, |
Of course Republican papers can't
spare space to give their readers items
like this.—Boston Globe.

——Ten years ago, or oven five, n
Democratio President could not have |
visited tho Southern States or ad.
dressed Southern audiences without
making audible to the Republican par-
tisan organs ‘‘the Rebel yell.” These
organs are now afraid to Insuit the in-
telligence of their readers by assuming
that the South is the theater of politi-
cal plots against the Union, and that
the President is a party to the plots,
It was well , worth whilo for the Presi-
dent to make his journey if it had had
no other result than to extort this con.

fesslon.—N, ¥, fimes,

of British Amerien lics between the |

cry; but a treaty was finally made at |

We '

GAMES OF ANIMALS,
How the Lower Orders of Ureation Dispiay
Their Love of Sport.

That insects have their games and

i sports 1 am convineed. This first oe-
i eurred to me while in the Adironacks
some years ago. Iwas some distance
| in the wilderness, and having found a
i small elearing, was resting from my
climb, when suddenly the sun, that had
been obscured, senta band of light

| through an opening in the trecs and at
| once transformed the spot into a verita-
| ble fairyland.  From all abont innum-
| erable forms of insect life seemed to
| spring into the pgladsome light, and
i snon  the preat sunbeam was tho scene
| of such revelry as is only imagined by
tellors of fairy stories. A hand of
gnats, or insects rosembling them,

j eeemed to be performing some mystio
i dance. They floated on the beams of
{ light; rising and falling in undulating
| lines, forming and reforming, now
| disappearing, as if at some proeoncertod
signal, only to appear again in some
i new shape.  So regular and exact wers
| these movements that I was impressed
{ that they had some meaning. In and
{ about this band of players various other

;forms were darting. Such games of
stagl such mrial leaps, dives and
i plunges! all showing that this sunbath
| was being enjoyed to the utmost ex-
i tent,
Once, when lying on the rocks that
 face the ocean, not far from Nahant, 1
was attracted by a curious olicking
sound, first on one side, then on the
Lnthep; as if a systemn of signalling was
. going on, Recognizing the note of one
{of the loenst tribe, I carefully turned
jand saw half a dozen large, rusty-
i brown fellows, commonly known as
{ grasshoppers, which so exnctly imitatod
jthe rocks in color that it was with the
i greatest difficulty I distingulshed them
{ when not in motion. It was apparent
i that they were engaged in some curious
{ performance, as they wera marchin,
i about in the most erratic manner, dodg-
{ing and hiding behind pieces of stone,
; and exhibiting remarkabla acuteness in
. avoiding each other. All the littla
i irregularities of the rocks wera care-
fully taken advantage of, and their mo~
| tions in creeping upon one another re-
| minded me of those of a cat, so stealthy
| and sly were they. This game of hide-

and-seek was occaslonally varied by a
| leaping performance. Two locusts
 would gravely face each other, and
. then as if at & given signal they would
| jump into the air, one passing over the
other in the flight, alighting and as-
suming the same positions, only re-
j versed. I watched their maneuvors for
i dume time, and listened to the eurious
; clicking that accompanied them; but

finally an incautious movement broke
-up the games, and the players flew
' away, seemingly uiterlng vigorous pro-
' tests,
| Thalove of sport is not conflned to

these lowly creatures. I doubt that an
animal can be found which does not in
some way or ab some time show a desire
forwhat we term “amusement.’ Among
the land animals, or rather the land and
water animals, the otters are especially
noticeable from the fact that someof
their games are exactly like those of
buman device. It was Audubon who
first chronicled their actions, he haviug
_watched them from a seccluded spot,
; and sineo then their games have bsen
. enjoyed by many observers. The ottera
(lutra canadensis) are perhaps the orig-
inators of the games of sliding dewn hill
and toboggzaning. ;
Otters are always found ahout
streams; building their tunnel-nests in
the banks, having as a rule, one en-
trance into the water, and another on
shore. Duringthe wintor a bank isse-
lected having agood ineline andleading
into the water,or sometimes out upon the
ice. The snow is then carefully patied
down and rendered as smooth as possi-
ble, and finally becomes a glare of ice.
This accomplished, the otters start at the
top of the hill, and turning upon their
backs givethemselves a push with their
hind feet, and away go the living eleds,
dashing down the incline, tarning at
the bottom and with a splash entering
the cold water, or darting away on the
smonth ice. So fond are the animals of
this sport that they keep it up for a
long time, and hunters watch the slides,
knowing that here they have the best
" chance of finding the otters,

The sea-otters are just as playfnl.
They are found lying on the great kelp-
beds off shore, and have been seen toss-
ing their young into the alr, riding on
| the breakers upon their backs, and
| going through a number of motions of
! an extremely interesting nature. That

these occurrences are truly games, one
. needs but to watch the domestic cat and
* her kittgns; and young lions, tigers and
all thecat. tribe have similar disposi-
tions, while if wo turn to the monkey its
entire existence is seen to be a contin-
uous game, or an endless series of prac-
tical jokes perpetrated upon its fellows,
— Wide Adwake.

»

—Little Georgie used to say his even-
Ing prayer while sitting in his mother’s
lap. Oue night he hopped down, and
dropping on his knecs, ralsed his hands
in B very daevotional attitude, and re-
peated: *Now Ilayme down to sleep.”
Charmed at the manifesiation of rev
erence, his father msked: “Georgie,
do you supposo God likes to have you
say your prayers this way betier than
the way you used toP” +O, Idon't
suppose God cares anything about it,"
the child replied. *I was thinking of
the kangaroco."” He had been to the
menagerie and seen the animal sitting
on its haunches with its fore fect placed
together somewhut as he placed his
l}l’:n‘t‘ls ln saying his prayers.—Boston

[/ ;

PITH AND POINT.
5 e

—Probally, of all sensational devel.
opments, boils nre the worst.

—When supply and demand oaase te
Py, values completely disappenr.

—The cruteh of* Timo accomplishes
more than the club of Hercules. —Bal
thaser Gracian.

—When you put your fingers inta
somebody elsc’s ple you must expect »
to get tart rejoinders..—Burlingion
Free Press,

—Man must work. Ho may work
grudgingly or gratefuily. He may
work a3 a man or as a machina—
Henry Giles.

—DMost of the people who ave willing
to tell how to become rich are finally
buried at the expense of the county, —
Lincoln Journal,

—Some o' de tenderest words I
spoken by de ugliest men. De aweet-
est hick'ry nuts grows on de roughest
trees. — Arkansaw Traveler

—What some poople call thelr sen.
sitiveness is mevely a disinclination ta
be treated as they would trent others
under the same circnmstanoces.

—A great many good men have
missed the top of tho ladder by, at-
tempting too many rounds’ at tho first
jump.—Shee and Leather Reporter.

—A Chance for Somo Inventor—

Of late they have chimueys Invented

Which all of their own smoke consume ;
Now a music-consuming plano
18 needed to holp gut ths boom,
¥ — Tid- Bits.

—Omaha Dams — “My daughter,
your husband is a villain.” Bride ef
a Month—*Wha—." +¢He's married
before, and for all we know has a wife
living yet." “Hnrrors! How do yon'
know?”’ *I asked him to step into the
stere and match these zephyrs for you,
and he wonldn't do it" — Omaka
World. L

—An Irishman, who was n witnoss
in a recent case at the Tombs, gave a
lawyer who was cross-oxamining him
somuch froubla by his wilty evasions
that the counsel at last said to him:
*See here, my man, if the devil conld
have his choice between you nnd me,
which of us do yon think he would
take first?"'  «Which of us would tha
devil take first?” said the witnesw
“Why, me, of eourse; because he
knows that he could have you at any.
timo.” —N. Y. Ledger.

NI TR D o 2
WHITTIER’S -YOUTH.

His First Published Poom and the Friend
It Brought Hin.

Whittier began to thyme very early
and kept his pgift a secret from all ex.
cept his oldest sister, fcaring that his
father, who was & prosaic man, would
think he was wasting time. He wrote
under the funes In the attic, In the
barn—wherever ho eonld escape ob-
servation; and as pen and ink wers
not always available, he somotimes
nsed chalk, and even charcoal Great
was the surprise of the family when
some of his verses were nnearthed,
literally unearthed, from under a heap
of rubbish in a garret; but his fathe
frowned upon thesa evidences of the
bent of his mind, not out of kindness,
but beeauso he doubted the sufiiclency
of the boy's education for a literary
life. and did not wish to inspire kim
with hopes which might never be ful-
fillad.

His sister liad t.dth in him, neverthe.
less, and, without his knowledge, she
sent one of his poems to the editor of
the Free Press, a nowspaper published
in Newburyport. Whittier was helping
kis father torepair a stone wall by the
roadside, when the carrier flung a copy
of the paper to him, and, unconscious
that any thing of his was in it he
opened it and glanced up and dow:
the columns. His. eyes fell on soma
versos called ‘Tho Exile's Depart-
are:™

Fond scenes which' delighted my youthfol ex
istence,
‘With feelings of sorrow I bid ye adien—
A lasting adieu; for now, dim in the distance
?e shores of Hibernia recede from my
view.

Farewell to the cliffs,
ATOY,
‘Which guard the
tive land;
Farewell to the villoge and sail-shadowed bay,
The forest-crowned hill and the water-washed
strand,

His cyes swam; it was his own poem,
the firat he ever had in print

*What is the matter with thee?" hig
father demandal, secing how dazed he
was; but, though he vesumed his work
on the wall, he could not speak, and
he had to steal a glance at the paper
again Lefore he could convinoe him-
self that he was not dreaming, Bure
enough, the poem was there with his
initial at the tootof it—*W., Haver-
hill, June 1, 1826,” and, hetter stili,
this editorial notice: *M ‘W.,' al
Haverhill, will contlnue to favor us
with pieces beautiful as the one in-
serted in our poetical department of
to-day, we shall esteem 1t a favor."

The editor theught so much of *The
Exile’s Depariure,” and some other
verses which followed it from the same
hand, that he resolved to make the
acquaintance of hin new contributor,
and he drove over to sea him.
Whittier, then a boy of eighteen, was
summoned from the ficlds wlhere ha
was working, clad only In shict,
trousers and straw hat, and having
qlimis‘ad In &t the back door so that he
might put hls shoes and coat en, camne

tempest-beaten and
loved shores of my own na

into the rcom with *shrinking difs
fidence, almost uuable to speak. and
blushing like & maiden.” The cditor

was a young man himsell, not more
than twenty-two or twenty.three, and
the friondship that began with this
visit 1asted until death ended it. How
strong and how close it was, and how
it wans made to serve the cause of
freedom mny be learned in the lifo of
the great mbolitionist, Wiliiam Liayd
Garrison, which was the edi oy

-name, — 5t Nicholas,




