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“The

World is
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ready, bois 1o
mikie o nose
Oilndependence
Day,
we'ra  about
have it out
grand, old-fash-
foned way.

BT

Far to

In

At dawn we'll
our flag nbloze,
And waich it proud-
Iy fAv.
Its biue and stars and erimson bars
Reflected on the sky.

ralga

Then while bells clang and anvils bang
And canoon thunders roarn,

We'll give o chieer that slaves may hear
Upon the old world's shore.

We'il yell nnd sereceh and muke a speach
About our gloricus Nation,

And brag that we on land or sea
Can wallop all creat.on,

With sopers gay we Il march all day
And sticl to them like
And, qu te sublime, K 31
To Yankee Doodle Dandy.

The maidens fa'r will “bang” thelr hatr
And dress red, white and blue,

For ench will Le of Liberty
A pretty poddess true,

We'll erackers pop and gaily drop
Torpedoes on bald heuds
And burn, no doubt, rome p
Ot honses,

alriots out
barns and sheds.
And when IVs night the sky we'll Hght
With Freedom's liviug five,
Anpd then each ane, with duty done,
May to his couch retire,
—H ¢ Dodge, in Detroit Froa Press.

SWINGLETON'S FOURTH.

His Change of Heart, and How It
Came About.

“Hurrah! for the mornm’ of mornin’s is come;
Tofurl ev'ry banver and beal ev'ry drom.”

HESE lines, repeat-

i3 ed over and over
azain one  morn-
ing in low bub

earnest tones by a
small, thin - faced,
rather rugred hoy
in the of of the
Cliff Fdes Im-
provement Com-
pany, finally foreed
the meelves npon
the attention of
John  Bwingleton,
who was president,
managing director
and  almost every
thing else in the
company. For any
thing but his own
pernonal interests to obtrude upon the at-
tention of John Swingleton was unusual,
and very annoying beside  The great man
finally exclatmed:

“Dennis, it you must talk io yourself, T
wish you would do it in whispers [ ean't
have my mind distracted by such a con-
founded racket.”

‘T beg your pardou, sir," the small boy
replied. I didn't mean to disturb you,
butT'va got to get that whole song by heart
before the Fourth, 'canse I'm to be one of
the crowd of singers.”

“Bingers—Fourth? What singers—what
Foarth!” asked Swingleton, dropping a
pencil with which he had been figuring,
and bringing a largo sized frown to bear ab
short range upon the Loy, The little fel.
low met his employer's gaze with a look of
sstonishment and answered:

“Why, the Fourth of July, of course,
There ain't nny other fourth that 1 ever
heard of, Mr, Swingloton, An' the singers
Balobof boys an' gals that's goin’ to sing
the somgs on the villaga green when the
fag gits h'isted at sunrise,”

The Clit Edge Company’s head had no
Uma to spare, for he had intended that
very day to enlarge the company's hounds
b amasping the estate of an impecunious
farmay, and also by foreclosing a mortgage
ol m garly and too self-confident pur-

of n villa site; nevertheless, he
¥, after being startled, somewhat
:Il[;ﬂed by the hoy's earnestmess, so he

“Fourth of July? Thnph! Tt seems to
mel onee heard of such a day, but it's
#8aped my mind, What is it, anyhow, and
Why should it bring a lot of young ones to
&?tﬂfﬁl at sunrise when they ought to be

£Ep e

Tbe boy laoked In mnazement at his em-
Ployer, but Swingieton’s face had not been

fralning tor thirty vears for nothing,
id us not o line of it changed, the little

low said.

“Why, it's the day of the Declaration:
Wore'n a hundred years ago a lot of tellers
it together down to Philadelphia an’

18 THAT 201" ASKED SWINGLETON.

Bde np their minds they woeuldn't
le under to the Britishers any longer,
% they said it in writin' an’ put their
o it.”
I8 that so?" asked Swingleton, still
“laining a questioning countenance.
8ir!” gaid the boy, with so much
%‘15 that the hearer smiled in spite of
g - “Ton needn't b'lieve me if you
: Want to-T'll run homa an' feteh you

ol history an' you can readfor yvour-

?uu! ward for it But what good did
o - 11 remember rightly, that Declara.
J"‘l! miﬂangrem deal of trouble, There

fml’ﬁr five or six years, and the
e ances were disarranged; the
) nh:.ﬁ;lui the day becamna worse and
"Im‘ﬁ'.du?l you conld buy a hatful for a

fakg " #aid the head of the ecompany, “T'll
i

The boy's eyes opened wider and wider;
his employer was taking him oatirely be-
yond his mental depth, He goon recovered
himsell, though, and said:

“I don't know nothin® ahout all them
things.  All I knows is that our teacher ex-
plained to ns last year, when 1 hadn't lett
suhool yet, thas 'twas the Declaration that
i e this country such a mighty good place
to live in. He sald & it hadn’s been for
that we'd been all bossed by the Britishers
to this day, an’ nobody would have got
along asg well as they do now, an’ all our
| rich folks that's makin' such piles of money
on town Iots, an' villa plots, an' water pow-
er, an’ such like, wounld have been just a-
livin' from hand to mouth, an’ dipgin’ ta-
ters for o livin', like my old daddy did 'fore
he coma from Ireland.”

“H—wm!" muttered Swingleton.
der if he didu't meau something person-
nl?

“T don't know what thal {5, sie,” sald the
boy; “hut from the way he p'inted with
that long ficst finger of his I kinder guessed
ho meant you—tor one, any way.”

Swingleton abraptly picked up his peneil
and resumed his figuring; Deanlds thus re-
leved from the responsibility of eonversa-
tion, glowly sprawled on a bench which
was part of the office furniture, rubbed his
orange-tinted head to stimulate his mem
ary, and resamoad:

“ Hurrah! for the mornin' of mornin's come;

Unfurl ev'ry banner—"

“What internal nonsense!” exclalmed
Swingleton. “‘As if there was any such
thing asa banner in the United States ont-
side of a Sunday-xchool room.”

“‘Bex your pavdon. sir," said the hoy,
after springing to his fest in surprise, “but
there's lots of 'ent. You'll ges ’em if you
como to the green on the Fourth, Iam
golng to earry ons myselfin the percession;
it sez on i1 God's Own Country.'  Dad made
that up all by hisself and painted it on the
banner that mother mads out of part ofa
sheet. An' me sister Norah's gol one
murkerd “We've all got a chance Dad
mada that up, too, An' little Niis Pirson,
him that got the ene-legged shoemaker
Dane for a tather, has got one marked
‘Eternal vigilance 18 the price of lib il
I dow't know what that means, but you just
ort to s2e the one-lerrad shoemnker's eves
ehine when he looks tt it - you'd think he
wiad achin' to knock somebody down an'
pound him with a hammer, "

“What infernal Anarchist got that up, 1
wonder?” growled Swingleton,

“The shoemaker mado the banner hisself,
gir,” tha boy repliad, “but what's on it was
writ by George Washin'ton, the father of
his country,”

"Bosh!" exclalmed Swingleton. '“Wash-
ington was a large owner of real estate,”

“1 heg your pardon, sir, bhut I can show it
to you; it's in the ‘Farewell Addregs' in
the back of our his'try book.”

“Iang your history book and the banners,
too,” growled Swingloton, addressing him-
sell gerionsly to business, *“You ro over to
Truerate's right away, and tell him that if
e don't pay his interest and that overdue
installment on  the prineipal this very
morning 'l foreclose on him. And when
you come hack you sit outside the door if
you've ot to rattle over that gibberiah
about the ‘morning of mornings' and
‘uniurl every baonner,'”

“Yes, sir,” said the boy, timidly, and hur-
ried away on his errand. Swingleton ap-
plied himself yigorously to his clphering,
but somehow the fignres did not come right,
and e abruptly tore his paper to bhits and
hegan to pave the oflice floor, muttering to
himself,

“Confound theze iomi,l;ners! One would
suppose the country was made expressly
for them by the way they take hold of it
The idea of a little raseal ke Dennis telling
me what George Washingbon wrote —and
worse yet, he was right about it, I really do
lielieve. “God's own country'—'we've all
ot a chance’—that’'s more of their non-
sense, Uome tothink of it though, its all
tene. I wonder if eomebody won't have a
banner with ‘one man’s as good as another’
on it¥ It's true as gospel; i€ it wasn't I'd
be a poor farmer to thiz day instead of the
head of a big real estate Improvement
company.”

For several minutes Bwingleton held his
peace, but continued to pace the fioor
Then he burst into speech again.

“All those common folks are going to
have a regular jubilec on the Fourth, I sup-
pose. It jsn't bad enoogh that o business
man’'s peace of mind i to be disturbed all
day long hy fire-erackers and pistols, and
all sorts of infernal popping noises, but
they're to have singing, and cheering, and
lise enough a brass band, at sunriee —on the
green—xight in front of my house. 1 was
going to spend the Fourth in finding out
how much money I'm ahead by thia
CIHF Fdge speculation; it's the only free
day 'l have until Thanksgiving comes
But if I'm to be woke up at sunrise [ won't
have any sort of head for figures, Confound
patriotism, any way; we had enongh of it
in the time of the war to last any mun alife-
time. 1t cost me enough, goodness knows:
I was drafted, had to hire u substitute, and
pay bigger taxes besides. To bo sure, I got
in on a harness-making contract that set me
up in business, but—"

Swingleton went abruptly back to his
dask and tried to resume his figurine, bat
hig penet! seemed wholly depraved; and he
finally threw it on the foor and continued
as follows:

“What wae that the Dible said about the
heathen coming to the Heht while the ehil-
dren of the kingdom were cast into outer
darkness? 1t heging to look as if romething
of the gort would come to pass in this coun-
try. Here's all the foreigners and other
nobodies in this village going to eelebrate
the Fourth, just asif the country was theirs,
as in one sense it is, while I, the richest and
most influential man in the town, am left
out in the cold. Come to think of it, I
remember something about heing asked

by letter to participate or contrib-
ute, or comething, and pitehing 1t
Into the waste basket. I suppose they

thought T was a hog—confound them!— buat
what was 17 The country’s as much to me
as to any hody else, but how am 1 going to
make a fuss about it without letting busi-
ness sutfer? A wan can't afford to neglect
hiz business for every confounded senti-
ment that comes along—he'd never make
any money if he did. When do any of our
great money kings say any thing about
patriotism, I khould like to know, or make
a Fourth of July speech? It'e only editors,
politicians and poor men who do that sort
of thing ™

More protest and self-examination fol-
lowed; when Dennis returned, in the course
of half an hour, the autoerat of Chtt Edge
lind both elbows on his desk and his broad
chin, usually quite equal to the task of
caring for itself, was supported by two
hands. His face was so unlike its usual self
that the boy was astonished, though not so
greatly as when a moment afterward
Swingleton said:

“What were you going to show wme in
your gchool history "

“Why, ‘twas the Declaration, sir, an’ the
Farewell Address, an'—"

“All right—go and fetch the hook.”

Away went liltle Dennis, returning soon
with the book open in two places, a couple
of dirty fingers serving as book-marks.
“Here they are, sir,” =aid the boy, “and I
can just show you what parts I told you
about.” .

“Tll take your word for them, my hoy,”

8. 1 don't wnppose in all that
::::;"mn uld get n clear fitla 1f he |
B oo of ol sntyi

ﬁ?:'v:l Swingleton. “I think, though, I'll read
the doguments throvgh, so as to get the

“I won- |

] "l can save ye trouble, sir, if ye lke”
i Baid Dennis, “Tor I know both of em hy
| heart. an' say 'em off as easy as me prayors ™
| “You doi" exelaimed Bwingleton, with
Leueh emphasis and with a face g0 Bolemn
' that the hoy seemed balf inelined to admig
| that he had done something wrong. “Yom
ddo?” the man repeated, patting his hand
| into his pocket. “Then here’s a dollar
for yon to spend for fire crackers on the
Fonrth, There's nothing else in the hook
to which you'd call my attention, isthere?”

“IE you please, eir, 1 ean show you the
picture of all of "em a-sigr.n’ the Declory.
tlon - dad says it's a graad sight, ‘cause
'twis such a plueky plece of business, Here
tiiey are; there's Jetfereon, and that ono
that's  boarefooted all over his head is
Franklin, an'—oh, yes, here's a picture of
Jobn Hancock's signature—that's the kind
of writln' I'm a-goin' to practice on till I
getir”

“Hm—"tls a handsomer rignatnre than
mine, isn't it3"”

“L nin't sayin' it'® any botter, sir ™ sald
the boy, timidly: “but—but it icoks as if 1t
meant lots mere,”

* Yery well; now go ahead at committing
your Fourth of July song to memory; you
may sing it too, if yon want to, or whistle
it .
Ho gudden and grest acnuisition of liberty
was more than the hoy couid comprehend
in an ingtant, g0 b wend oatside and turned
two handsprings to assist him,  As for John
Bwingleton, he slowly read and reread the
two old writings wileh long befors he had
ecoinmitied to the oblivion of his mantal
riblish heap. Then he looked intently for
some moments at the shabby woodent which
Dennis’ father regarded ss prand,

Next morning the impecunious Truegate,
who still was in default of interest and
prioe’pal, was terribly frightencd by receiv-
ing acall from his ereditor in persen, hut
amazement replaced his dread when he
learned that the visit was made to him, not
in his character of debtor, but as a mem-
ber of tie Comnittes of Arrangements for
the ealehration of the Fourth. Swingleton
asked many questlons, waived the intima-
tion that perhaps he ought to have been
eonsulted earlier, and finally Le completely
astoundad Truegate by asking, with an
affectation of modesty quite unusual to

im, a8 the founder of the village, to have a
pluce on the programme so that he iight
gay a few words, Then he inquired whether
any preparation had been made to regnle
the more material part of the inner man
and for fire-works. and ho azain startled the
eotnnitteeman out of his small remnant of
compesure by offering to provide, entirely
at his own expense o grand breakfast on
the green, tobe eaten immediately after the
ceremonies, and to give a display of fire-
woiks in the evening,

“Merey!” sadd Truegate, while reporting
the interview to his wife, ““he knocked me
clean daft by saying he'd give me as much
additional thne as 1 might need to catch up
on the mortgaga—said nobody's mind should
he troubled on the Fourth, if he could help
it. What do you suppose has got into him?"

“Relizlon, may be,” suggosted Mrs, Trao-
gate. 1 don't know what else could innke a
man ot his kind care any thing for ths
Fourth of July, or any thing else but his
property and money, "

Truegale's amazoment was quetly but
quickly distributed among the villagers,
and augmented almost daly in the week
that preceded the Fourth, Onec day the

vilingrers were exeited by the arrival of the
caterer, who came from the eity twenty
miles away, to prepare the promnised brealk-

fast; them an unused brick store tfrom
which a tenant had recently been ejected)
became the receptacle of many fire-works,
some of which were distinguishable to the
native eye, while ofhers were strange and
fearful eombinations of framework and
fuse. But strangest and most exclilng of
all was the information, which had its
source in the humble bome of little Dennis,
that Swingleton had pald the boy a quarter
to write out for him infulla copy of the
song which the boy hind lebored so hard to
memorize, and that he had learned, evi-
dently by listening to his office boy, to
whistle and hnm the musie.

“IT¢ don't cateh on to it quite right yet,”
Dannis expiained to his parent, “but I reck-
on it's cuuse his pipes is rusty; I ain't never
heerd him whistle and sing before inall the
tima I've heen with hiw,”

The Nation's birthday anaiversary
dawned at ‘ast,  Thanks to free fire-crack-
ers distribnted the day before nmong the
small Loys, every denizen of the village
wis awake in time to be present at the
patriotic ceremonies. There a new sur-
prise awaited them, forin front of the little
platform near the flagstaff was yrouped a
brass band, wh ¢h Swingleton hud in some
way golb out from the city. After the pro-
cestlon of echool ehildren arrived the tlag
was holsted in military fashion Dy a eedate
villager who had Dbeen a eoldier. As it
reached the top and was “broke free”
from the halyurds the DLand played the
“Star Spangled Banner” followed by all
the other National nirs, John Swingleton
siddenly rubbed the lower part of his fore-
head as if he had forgotten something; ho
did it for two or three minutes, the greater
part of his hand covering his eyes. Thea
came a prayer, tollowed by the Deelarntion
of Independence, read by the village scliool-
master. Swingleton leosked,  while he
listened, as it he feared a word might et
lost somehow, lut the instant the last
word of the grand finale dropped from the
reader's lips Swingleton added to the pro-
gramme by shouting:

“Three cheers tor the Declaration!”

The aundience, although surprised, re-
sponded handsomely. Then all the chorus
of children stood up on the platform from
which the Declaration had been read; little
Dennis, in his Sunday clothes, edged his
way ta the rail and looked anxiously about
a8 if he were responsible for more than his
own share of the coming performance. He
finally heckoned to his employer, and when
Swingleton approachked the platform the
little fellow leaned forward and whispered
loudly enough for every one to hear:

“Eape close to me, Mr, Swingleton, an’
I'll help yon along wid the musfe.”

Every Lody laughed—no one could help
it, and for the first time in their lives they
saw the founder of the villaze dizconcerted;
nevertheless littls Dennis' injunction was
obayed, and the great man faced all his

| eense of the guowations better,”

tonpnts apd debtors and joined the chil-

dren in their song, His volee was about as
melodious as a frozen pumpkin rolling over
a barn floor, but there was a great deal of
it, and it distributed sharps and flats in a
manner which seemed quite a revelation
to the master of the city band, who bad
heard a great deal of that acrt of thing
during his professional career,

Then there wasa buzz of expectancy,
ftir on the platforin; the master of cere-
monies came forward, fol®wed by Swin-
gleton, and sald:

“Ladies and gentlemen, our distinguished
fellow-towneman, John Bwingleten, Es-
quire, will now favor us with an nddress”

The chairman fell back. Swingleton came
to the front, and little Dennis, pushings
through the crowd, leaned an elbow on the
rafl, put his chin in his hand and opened
his mouth and eyes very wide, 80 that notl:
ing should escape him,

"My friends” eald Swingleton, “‘what [
have to eay is too little snd too simple to
deserve the name of an address, I only
wunt to warn you that we, as a people, are
not half prateful evough for the blessings
we enjoy--blessings such as have never
come to apy other nation on the face (£ the
carth. We've got a splendid country, no
strong or ugly nelghbors to be afraid of,
nor any cnemies but those that through our
own carelessness we Dbreed among uur-
selves, It's against this carelessness that I
wont to warn you. I'm the right man to
do it, for 'm the meost guilty in that re-
gard. Our great National holiday has for
years heen to me nothing hut a day in
which husiness wag suspended and I could
take a day of rest or for special work
I've often regarded it ns more a nulsance
than any thing else. All the preat mem-
ories and meanings of the day have Leen
as little to me, for many years, as if they
balomged to a dead and gone land. T be-
Jieve most of the men and womsn in the
Nation nre nbout ns had in this respect as I,
and I want to say te you thatit'sia thislack
of heart and patriotle impules, this ab-
gence of the pride we ought ta have in
what God has intrusted to us, that all pe-
litical plotters and thieves of highand low
degres find their oppertunity. The worst
encmies a land ever bad were those it
rezred at home, and we have been rearing
hundreds of thousands of that kind. I, for
one, am going to reform, and beg all of you
to join with me in making this anniversary
day, and all that follow i, full of warm
feelingy and earnest resolve. Let uscon-
stantly bear in mind Washington's words,
‘Fternal vigllunce is the price of liberty;
they mean 2 hundred times as much now
us when they wera first spoken, for trick-
gters and thieves are a hundred times
harder to watch than open foemen with
guns and swords. That 18 all I wanted to
Bay."”

“Three chesrs for the boss!” shrilly
piped little Dennis, There was a loud re-
sponee, and then, before the crowd sep-
arated, a eitizen who apparently had begun
his Fourth in & rumshop the night before
began einging “For he'sa jolly good fel-
low," the musiy of which the band took up,
being assisted by quite an uproarious
chorus, and Swingleton indulged In a
pleased, expansive smile—the first of the
kind that Cliff Edge had ever seen on his
fare,

The breakfast was so successful that
there was very little appetite for dinner in
the town that day. The glver of the feast,
however, had very little opportunity to
personally partake of it, for he was con-
tinually interrupted by congratulations on
his epecch. and on what cne good old
preacher termed his change of heart. He
accepted it all pleasantly; indeed, he was
as cheerful and hearty a8 new converts
generally are, and seemed to need on'y
night and fireworks to fill his eup of joy.
Darkness was long in coming, but when it
did arrive the villagers admitted that icwas
worth having wolted for; certainly such a
quantity of fireworks had never been seen
hefore, even by those who had lived in the
nelghboring city. Swingleton lichted them
all himselt, excent when some small boy
begged the privilege; the solid man sermed
to enjoy asoaring rocket or a whirling pin-
wheel as keenly as any obild on the
ground.  But besides these famillar pyro-
technics there were “set pleces"—stars,
anchors, Amerlcin eagles, a portrait of
Washington, ete. The last of these was the
“Tied, White and Blue"—an enormous re.
produetion, in colored fire, of our National
flog, It cost fifty dollars, and blazed only
two minutes by the watch, but Swingleton

-| suidl he never in his life had ot more satis-

faction out of a fifty-dollarbill. And astha
crowidl slowly dispersed and Hwingleton
strolled to the ontside of the throng to find
his own family, littla Dennis, who reverent-
Iy followed behind, heard the great man's
volce rumbling and growling and squeak-
ing, in his attempts at tune:
**Hurrah! for the morning of mornings has
TOme;
Unfurl every banner and beat every drom.™

ocrak

FOURTH OF JULY POETRY.

A Record of the Day.

was a wide awake little boy
Who rose ot the break of day;

were the minutes he took to dress,
Then he was off and away,

were his leaps when he cleared the sinirs,
Although they were steep and high;

was the number which caused his haste,
Becanse it was Fourth of July.

wera h's pennies which went to buy
A package of crackers red;

And then—he was back in bed.

blg plasters he had to wear
‘T'o cure his fractures sore;

ware the visits the doclor made
Before he was whols once more,

were the dolorens days he spant
In sorrow and pain: bot then,

are the szeends he'll stop to think
Before he does It again.
—Lilian Dynevor Rice, in St Nicholas,

The Boy's Reaolve.
Breathes there a boy with soul so dead
Who never to himself hath said
Away along in May:
“1'll save my cash that 1 may buy
Some crackers loud and rockets nigh,
To wake the cchoes in the sky
On Independence Day?”
—Sunshina,

He Obeyed the Injunction,

Willic had just come in with one eye in
mourning, a swelled lip, and other traces of
an animated personal encounter with some
other boy, but his face wore an unmistaka.
ble look of triumph.

“I've been fighting again, mam.ua,’ he
said, in anticipation of a rebuks, “and with
Bob Stapleford, too. But he hit me first,
He got in & stinger on my cheelk-bone,”

“You should have turned the other cheek
to him, Willie.”

“Idid, mamma," replied Willie, looking
critically at & contusion on his diminutive
fist. *“Iturned the other cheek towarg him,
but you ean just bet your little pile I ¢dn't
give him time to hit it."~Chicago Tribuge.

—John Habberton, in B& Louis Globe-Dem. |

were the matehes which touched them off |

THE MINER'S CORNET.

How Its Notea Preached a Sermon Amid s
Wretched Scenes.
“An

incident  that touched me
decper than any thing ever did before
or since oceurred on a visit I paid to
the coal regions some years ago,” said
a gentlemun of this eity. *“There had
been a serious eave-in at the Bellevue
mine, along the Lackawauna river, on
the outskirts of Scranton. I went to
the spot o day or so atter the cave had
oceurred. 1t was a dreary day, late in
November--a dark, vainy, dismal day.
The great coal breaker at the mine
was in operation, as work had not
been entirely suspended. The rattle
and crash and whirr of the ponderous
machinery was deafening. From
windows and doors, and every
erack and eranny, black clouds of
coal dust poured out into the open air,
and were beaten by the rain into inky
ooze that fell in besmirching drops on
every thing about and below. A nar-
row road, eab into gullies by the rain,
and lying ankle deep in the sooty mud,
led past the breaker, and from it up a
stoep hill to the clusters of dilapidated
huts wheroe the miners and their fam-
/ilies lived, called by courtesy ‘the vil-
T 1

* “Through the village, without any ap-
parent reason for their being, unless it
mightbe that they were parade grounds
for the geese and goats that disputed
the way with me, ran narrow strects,
with here and there great seams and
crevices crossing or running paratlel
to them, results of the sinking of the
mine rools beneath, Here and therea
hut also had sunk half way to its roof
into the unstable earth.

“On the summit of the hill, which
overlooked miles of dreary, desolate
landgeape, stood a little church, which
had itself settled a foot or more with
the sudden caving. The scores of
simple grave-stones In the church-
yard, standing askew, some of them
protruding out a few inches above the
surfaco, told their sad tale of mine
tatality. The bottoms of many of the
graves had [allen in with the tumbling
mine rool, and the crumbling remunins
the graves contained had dropped into
the depths—the remains, perhaps, of
miners who lad previously been car-
ried dead or mangled beyond recovery
from the very mine to which their
bones had baen so ruthlessly returned.

“Looking down [rom the summit of
the hill upon that struggling collection
of most wretched habitations; upon the
groaning breaker, with the inky
drainage dripping from its grimy
caves; the swollen, yellow river, be-
neath the very bed of which many of
the oceupants of the miserable hovels
were even then delving for subsistence,
down deep [n the mines, it seemed to
me that nowhere on God's footstool
eould there be a sceng more desolate,
more utterly bereft of all that could
give to any living soul one single ray
of hope or thought of contentment.

“But even ns I guzed around, think-
ing how little the outside world knew

of the actual wretchedness that
hedged about these patient toil-
ers, the sound of u, cor-
net broke upon my  ear.
Clear and plaintively sweet its
not s swelled out upon the air.

They issued from one of the most
dilapidated of the dwellings; one that
stood on the very edge of one of the
threatening seams that marked the
course of the dismantled mine roof.
And what was the air, think you, that
floated up from the unknown musician’s
instrument amid theses dismal sur-
roundings?

#It was ‘Home, Sweot Home,' God
help him! Of all things in the world,
‘Home, Sweet Home! Never was
pathos so personified. Tears welled to
 my eyes, and I was proud of them.

I emptied all the eoin I had
{into the hand of a pale, gaunt
‘ little boy, who had been eyaing
ime curiously as I stood en

! the hill, and bade him carry them to
E the house and give them to whoever
| might live there. Tha lad's thin hand
f closed convulsively on the money, and,
| with o frightened look, he ran away
| toward the house.
{ +l did not stay to learn more of the
| inmates of that hut  That they could
{ have heart to dwell there and think of
it as home, sweet home, was enough
| for me. I hastened from the desolate
! spot to the rich and happy city just
| beyond, in the shadow of whose
| heaven-pointing spires a sermon had

|

| been preached to me such as none of
| their well-paid pastors, with all their

eloquence, could have preached.”—N.
Y.ﬂgfail and Bxpress.

The Great San Diego Flume.

It is claimed that fhe recently-com.
pleted San Diego flume is the most
stupendous ever constructed in the
world, being only a littie short of 36
miles long. An idea of the gigantic
character of the work may be obtained
from the fact that the amount of lum-
ber consumed was more than 9,000,000
feet, or, allowing the very consider-
able yield of 1.000 feet to each tree,
not less than 9,000 trees were required.
In the course of the flume there are
some 315 trestles, the longest of these.
being 1,700 feet in length, 85 fect high
and containing 250,000 feet of lumber.
Another trestle is of the same height
and 1,200 feet long, the main timbers
used in both of these being 10x10 and
8x8, being put together on the ground
and raised to their position by horse-
power. The number of tunnels in the
course of the flume is 8, the longest of
which is 2,100 feet, the tunnels being
in size 6x6 feet, with convex-shaped
rooling; each mile of the flume re-
quired an average of 250,000 feet of
Iamber for its construction, and the
redwood used entirely in the box is 2
inches in thickness throughous,—N. Y.

dug.
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CONCERNING BOILS

Some of the Causes and the Ratlomal
Treatment of Job's Comforters.

A boil may be defined as a limited
area of inflammation situated in the
loose tissue which binds the skia to
the deeper structures. Generally it
starts in or around & sweat gland, and
approaches the surface as it grows.
Many theories have been advanced to
account for the origin of boils, but it
has now come to be pretty well es-
tablished that they are caused by the
growth in the tissues of certanin minute
organisms. These are found in every
such abscess; they can be cultivated,
their life history can be studied, and
when they are placed in the tissues
again, under favorable circumstances,
another boil, precisely like the first, is
produced.

How these bodies find their way into
the system it is sometimes not easy to
say, but probably it is through some
slight break in the skin which has es-
caped notice. Some persons seem to
present w more suitable soil for the
cultivation of the germs than otbers,
and certain conditions of the system
are very favorable to their develop-
ment.

A lowered vitality, sea Dbathing,
changes of dlet, especially during
athletic training, and convalescence
from certain fevers are not uncom-
monly followed by boils. Children
with scrofula and rickets ars apt to
suffer. Excessive sweating, lack of
cleanliness, the long use of poultices,
the application of irritants to the skin,
and especially the chafing of clothing,
seem to favor their formation.

Any part of the body may be affected,
but they are most frequently seen on
the back of the neek, in the arm-pit
and on the lower part of the trunk.
Where the skin is firmly tied down, as
in the passage of the ear, the painand
tenderness become intense; in the
looser structures it may be but mod-
erate. :

If left to itself, a boil will brealk
in four or five flays, and discharge pus
and, generally, some dead tissue known
48 the “core.” If is usual to apply
poultices till the abscess nears the
surface, and then.make an opening;
but often, if a free incision is made at
the beginning, the process will be ar-
rested. Poultices are of benefit only
to reliove pain; they should not be con-
tinued afler the incision is made, since
they serve but to prolong the dis-
charge.

More than that, Dr. Pye Smith, of
London, in tha course of a recent dis-
cussion, declared his belief that the
crops ol boils which sometimes are seen
in the case of school-children are due
to the transfor of germs, by means of
poultices, from an open sore to the
glands of the healthy skin.

The rational treatmoent, than, iz an
enrly opening and washing out of the
hoil, using fluide that are destructive
of the germs. At the same time the
general health must be seen to, in or-
der that it may offer a sufficient bar-
rier to further inroads.—Youth’s Coms
panion.

P

THE POETIC AZORES.

Yslands Famed for Their Great Beauty and
Fertility.

The islands extend in an obique
line from northwest to southeast, be-
tween the parallel of 37 degrees and
40 degrees north latitude, and botween
25 degrees and 31 degrees west longi-
tude. Geographically they may be
divided into three groups; the first or
eusterly group comprises St. Michael's
and St. Mary's; the second or cenfral
group contains Terceira, Graciosa, St
George, Pico and Fayal; while the
third or westerly group consists of the
lonely little islands of Flores and
Corvo. They are all very small
places; a very good walker might al-

FULL OF FUN.

—The hot water cure iz highly
spoken of A young man was com-
pletely cured of an attachment fora
young lady by onekettleful, whieh the
old man let him have.

—*Now, children, said the teacher,
‘swhat do you call the meal that you
eut in the morning?” *‘‘Oat meal!”
promptly replied a member of the
class,

—Little Boy—"Mamma, are you
really going to marry an Italian
Count?” Pretty Widow—*Yes, my
pet." Little Boy (delightedly)—*0O,
then I can have the monkey to play
with, ean’t I?"—Burlington Free Presa.
—*1 say, Jenkins, can you tell a
young chicken from an old one?”
“Of course I can.” *Well, how?"
“By the teeth.” *Chickens don't
have teeth.” *No, but I have—
London Pick Me Up.

—First Bachelor—*“Whera shall we
go this afternoon—to the matinee, the
circus, or what?” Second Bachelor—
“What sort of hats are the ladies
wearing now?” First Bachelor—*Tall-
er than ever.” Second Bachelor—
“Well, let's go to a balloon ascen-
sion.”

—*You appear to be in good health,”
suid a prisen visitor to a conviet. “It
is only in appearance, sir,” replied the .
convict, *for the fact is I am confined
to my room more than half the time.”
—Texas Siftings.

—Young Wife—*Am I your tress-
are, darling?’ Young Husband—*You
are, indeed. 1 don’t see how I had the
good luck to get you.” Young Wife—
“0, well, you know, mamma aitended
to that. 1t wasn't lucl.”—Chicago
Journal,

—0ld Gentleman (putting a fow
guestions) —*Now boys—ah—ean you
to#® me what commandment Adam
broke when he took the forbldden
fruit?”  Small Scholar (like a shot)—
“Please, sir, th' warn't no command-
ments then, sir!”—Boaton Beacon.

—Aunt Mindy—*‘Bress yo' deah ole
brack heart, Deacon Gillis, how’s
eb'ryt'ing down t' 4’ church?” Dea-
con Gillis—*‘Belo’ yo' go enny furder,
Miss Wonkley, I wanter s'gest dat my
shadin' do'n po quite ser fer in ez yo'
remahle wud seem fer t' himplyl"—
Time.

—Mrs. Mushroom —*T have not quite
decided about this room, Thomas.
Now what do you think of having a
frieze  there.” Mr. Mushroom—*1
don’t believe it will be necessary, my
love. The weather prophets say we
need not expect to have a hot sum-
mer."—America.

—**Are those our menP” asked Major
Pitcairn, as a squad of soldiers ap-
proached along the road near Concord.'
*No,sir,” replied Colonel Smith, *‘they
are minute men.” General Washington
belleved that it was to this that the
British defeat may be atiributed.—
Harper's Bazar.

—*‘Well, gir,” said an old gentleman
indignantly, “what are you doing
around here againP? I thought the
delicate hint I gave you justas you
left. the front door last night would
give you to understand that I don’t
like you very well.” And the epeaker
looked at his boot In & reminiscent
way. “It did." sald the young man,
as g look of mingled pain and admira-
tion eame over his face. *“But T
thought I would come and ask you —
“Ask me what?" *If you wouldn't
like to join our “foot-baull azsoclation. ™
—Merchant Traveler.

——————

LIGHT-HOUSE KEEPING.

A Life Full of Trouble and Demanding
Patlence and Courage.

The keepers of light-houses situated

most go round the biggest of them
in a day. Every inch of them, with |
the exception of a curious little bit of |
St. Macy’s, has boon fused and burued |
and charred out of all resemblance to |
any thing we have In this part of the
world save a forge heap or a slag hill,
Each little island presents a solid front |
of hard, black lava against the rava-
ges of the great ocean which thunders
at the base of cliffs and precipices
hundreds of feet high. Even on the
stillest day the bluck rocks are edged |
with an ever-moving fringe of white
sucf, which leaps up against their ob-
durate face or sullenly rolls in among
the caverns at their base. Marvelously
fertile, too, are these islands; almost
any thing will grow there if it can but
manage to get sheller from the vio-
lence of the winter winds. The hills
of pumice and cinders are green to
their very tops with cedar and juniper
and tree-heath; the lower lands and
less exposed places grow rich crops o
maize and grain, beans, tobacco, and
sweet potatoes: in every little glen may
beseen the bright green shield-shaped
Ieaves of “enhamo,” together with
enormous pendent fronds, six and eight
feet long, of the Woodwardia fern,
springing from a carpet ankle decp of
the d t and gr t lycopodinm.
The lava walls which' line the roads
and mark off the fields' are green and
gray with moss and lichen. Here and
there are broad bananaleaves, and the
crumpled leaves of “nispera” peer
above waving rows of cane stalks. The
islands are rich in all manner of kind-
1y fruits. ‘The vine and fig tree strag-
gle in all directions over the stony
sides of Pico; there are pumpkins and
pine apples, passion flower fruit and
pomegranates; the peaches are as
plentiful as the blackberries, and
oranges and apricots are to be had for
the asking.
Paradise and groves

Elysian Fortunste Wields—like those of old
Hougnt in the Atluntic main,

apon rocks at some distance from the

mainiand have not infrequently been

exposed to considerable privation,

when cut off by continuous bad weather

from all communication with the world;

but it may be doubted whether such a

tale as that of the keepers of the Bog-

skarew light-house has ever before

been told. This light-house is situ-

ated in the Baltie, some forty miles

from the nearest land, and on February

14 the greater portion of the building

was carried away by a terrible gale,

and from that time for & perlod of

more than nine weeks the two

men have been undergoing terrible

suffering. It is eaid that they have
been the whole time without water or
fuel—meaning, of courss, that the
stock of water stored up for thelr use
was lost, and that they had to depend
entirely upon such rain and snow as
might fall. The cold in the Baltic is
very great; and an existence without
fire in & ruined light-house, exposed to
the fury of the northern gales, must
have been almost insupportable. Rain
can have fallen but seldom, although
they may frequenily have had snow,
but this, as they had no means of melt-
ing it, can have been but of little use
to them, for snow taken in the mouth
excites rather than quenches thirst.
The detailed narrative of the nine
weeks spent in the ruined light-house
would rival the most execiting ad-
ventures of fiction.—London Standard.
e

Probably Caused by a Broomstick.

Lecturer on Phrenology (cautiously
to man selected by audience for free
sxamination)—Married, I presume?

Man—Yes.

Lecturer (with confidence)—Many
of the protuberances, ladies aud gen-
tlemen, which we find upon the heads

may be passed by as having no phre-

the gentleman whom I am now, el

Zagndilic,

Cbicego Tribune,

o

of persons in various walks of lfe

riologieal significance, as in the case bj_




