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“*“W asTe Propvcrs.—The glycennein-

dustry, which has obtained colossal pro-
portions, is a nolable illustration. of a

reat manufacture based entirely upon
the saving of a product that until lately
was a waste result with the soap boiler.
Even more important in magnitude, we
may estimate the industries connected
with manufacture of the amiline colors
and artificial alisarioe from refuse
coal tar that was formerly the curse and
the nuisance of gas works. The waste
blood of the abattoires is sought after by
the sugar refiner and the manufacturer
of albumen. Old boots and shoes and
lJeather waste are turned to good ac-
count by the chemical manufacturer in
producing the cyanides ferro and ferri
cyanides, so indispensable in color
printing and photography. Sawdust
mixed with blood or other agglutinative
substance, and compressed by powerful
pressure, is moulded and turned into
door-knobs, buttons, and a thousand de-
corative and useful articles; or asis the
case, too,; with the spent tan of the tan-
neries, and the spent bark of the dye-
works, it is utihized for fuel. Oyster
shells, of which our basbarous ances-
tors made the shell mounds that delight
the soul of the arch®ologist, are burnt
to lime. The waste of linseed oil man-
ufacture 1s eagerly sought for as food
for cattle. The waste ashes of wood
fires are leached for potash. River
mud is mingled with chalk burnt and
ground to make the famous Portland
cement, and the ruthless band of utili-
tarianism has not even spared the brick-
bat, that from time immemorial
served only to crack the heads of o
posing factions, but grindsitup to
cemcnt with lime. The finest glue
is made of the waste of parchment sk
The waste gases of the blast fu
are now employed to heat the blast, to
generate the steam that drives the en-
gine that makes the blast, to hoist ores,
machinery etc.; and even the slag that
had for years served to decorate the
hill-sides, is cast into building and pav-
ing blocks, granulated for buildings
or ground for cement, mixed with ap-
propriate chemicals, and made into the
common grades of glass, or blown by a
steam jet into the finest filaments to
form the curious mineral wool used
largely as a heat insulating protector
upon steam pipes, boilers, roofs, etc.—
So, too, the enormous hills of anthracite
coal-dust that have for years borne si-
lent testimony to the crudity of our
methods of coal mining, bid fair to dis-
appear in time beneath the boilers sup-
pried with ingenious dust-burning de-
vices, or in lumps of artificial fuel.—
Even the anthracite itself but a few
years ago was a black stone, unappre-
ciated and useless. The waste heat of
the lime-kiln is made to generate steam
and warm immense public buildings,
and the “‘exhaust’”’ of the steam engine
must do duty in heating the feed water.
Instances like the above could be mul-
tiplied almost indefinitely to demon-
strate how invention has enabled us,
with the most beneficial results, to reap
advantages where none were supposed
toesxist, or where, ifthey were suspected,
ted, they undervalued or unavailable,
or simply neglected. And now, baving
endeavored to illustrate what
invention has done and is doingin the
direction of utilizing the waste '
of nature or those of the industrial arts,
we shall be prepared to consider the

ion whether there are not waste
forces of nature that can and should be
tureed to useful account, and whether
we are not guilty of the crime of ne-
ing to avail ourselves of exhaust-

ss and incalculable stores of power
that could be made to do our bidding.—
Polytechnic Review.

A all the abuses which Cas-
sius inflicted on his whilom friend Bru-
tus, he did not threaten to set his dog
on him. For did not Brutus say, ‘“There
1s no terrier, Cassius, in your threats?"”

Mr. H
lygicted by t

. of Boston, is continual-

irls of lns vicinity,
who insist on rum‘-l’q whenever they
see him; “Go away, sir! [ shan’t do
it, you ridiculous creature.”

i3A '“Tl“ and l.e Imu.nnr
well t r—the want
zlm the hlm, and '.L woman’s

bound to get the last word in, even if
she bursts the old machine.
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~ mutter, ‘‘Gorham mighty.”
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sunshine bright,
clad in white,
wm.‘ that d:d..-‘:'u;
X bunch of daieles on her breasty
And jasmine in her hands.

H
The home of dlildx‘ﬂd and mirth
The home whence dearest dead went forth
To share earth’s common lot.

Ah, maiden ! as the jasmine snow
Doth vagich, so the years that go
“Will take thy grief away;
:.lll give t::’ woes as sure,
uru'!, deep—if not so pure—
As this of thine to-day..
Yet let the daisies on thy breast
Teach theo that life’'s securest rest
In humble paths doth
And let the jasmine in thine band
Whisper of fuirer blossoms fanned
y sweetest airs on high.

Fear not to muse when far away,

How Summer sunshine gilds each day
These lonely garden bow

How sweetly yet the thrushes

How climb about the gray oid wall,
Thine own loved jasmine flowers,

80 may the memory of this home,
Thy first and ever come

Fith Deatiog et & thee:
To mind thee b 1m grace,

Of on® abid
Proes Soumt of fucuull Bl
CURRAN.

Afier toiling for a very inadequate re-
compense at the sessions of Cork, and
wearing, os he said Bimself, his teeth
almost to their stumps, Curran proceed-
ed to the lne;mlis, taking for his wife
and y c n a miserable lodging
Hill. Term after term, with-
profit or professional reputa-
4 the -hall of the Four
Among those who had the dis-
to appreciate, and the heart
him, luckily for Curran, was

Wolfe, atterward the unfor-
but respected Lord Kilwarden.

fee of any consequence which
ived was through his recommen-
and his recital of the incident
icannot be without its interest to the
| young professional aspirant whom a
temporary neglect may have sunk into
dejection. “I then lived,” said he
“upon Hay Hill: my wife and children
were the chief furniture of my apart-
ments; and as to my rent, it stood pret-
ty much the same chance of liquidation
with the national dobt. Mrs. Curran,
however, was a barrister’s lady, and
what she wanted in wealth she was
well determined should be supplied by
dignity. The landlady, on the other
hand, had no idea of any graduation ex-
cept that of pounds, shillings and pence.
I walked out one morning to avoid the
perpetual - altercations on the subject,
with my mind, you may imagine, in no
very enviable temperament. I fellinto
theJloom to which, from my infancy,
I had been occasionally subject. I bad
a family for whom [ had no dinner, and
a landlady for whom I had no rent. 1|
had gone abroad in despondence—I re-
turned home almost in desperation.
When I opened the door of my study,
where Lavaler alone could bave found
a library, the first object which pre-
sented itself was an immense folio of a
brief, twenty golden guineas w
up beside it, and the name of O/
Lyons marked upon the back ofit. 1
paid my landlady—bought a good din-
ner—iﬂe Bob Lyons a share of it—
and thet dioner was the date of my
prosperity.” Such was his own exact
account of his professional advance-
ment.

In one of Curran's
cursions, a very singular circumstance
had almost rendered this the termina-
tion of his biography. He was ona
tem visit to the neighboring town
of Sligo, and was one morning standing
at his bedroom window, wﬁieh over-
looked the street, occupied as he told
me, in arrangiog his msanteau, when
he was by the of ablun-
derbuss in the very chamber with him,
and the panes above his head were all
shivered into atoms. He looked sud-
denly arcund in the consterna-
tion.. The room was full of smoke, the
blunderbuss on the floor just discharged,
the door closed, and no human being
but himself discoverable in the apart-
ment ! If this had happened in his ru-
ral retreat, it could readily have been
reconciled through the medium of some
offended spirit of the village mytholo-
gy; but, as it was, he wasina ;
town, in a civilized family,
Christian doctrines, where the fairies
had no power, and their gambols no
currency: and, to crown all, a poor cob-
bler, into whose stall on the ite
side of the street

ion to be loudly disclaimed
against by a crazed mechanic as an as-

a little urchin, not ten years old,
baud-b‘t.o::nder how such an aim
was a universal suspicion
was immediately excited. He was al-
ternately and coaxed into a con-
fession, as much pre-
cocious and malignant premeditation as
aps ever marked the annals of jo-
venile vity. This little miscreant
bad received a box on the ear from Mr.
C for some alleged conduc

£
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revenge, or mote i d by nature
for sach deadly i:‘d s. He was
in the bed-room by mere chance when
Mr. Curran entered; he immediately hid
himself in the curtains till he observed
him too busy with his portmanteau for
observation: then he leveled at him the
old blunderbuss, which lay charged in
the corner; the ltlhf“ b“. off who;e trig-
ger, too strong is infant fingers,
alone prevented the aim which he con-
tessed he had taken, and which had so
nearly terminated the occupations of
the cobbler. The door was ajar, and,
mid the smoke and terror, he easily
slipped out without discovery. I had
the story verbatim from Mr. Curran’s
lips, whose impressions on the subject
it was no wonder that forty years had
not obliterated.

At cross-examination, the most diffi-
cult, and by far the most hazardous part
of a barrister’s profession, Curran was
quite«inimitable. There was no plan
which he did not detect, no web which
he did not disentagle: and the unfortu-
nate wretch who commenced with all
the confidence of preconcerted perjury,
never failed to retreat betore him n all
the confusion of exposure. Indeed, it
was almost impossible for the guilty to
offer a successful resistance. He ar-
gued, he cajoled, he ridiculed, he mim-
icked, he played off the various artillery

! appropriate rejoinder.

ship’s fancy, snd rivalled ‘with him all
“the wit that Rabelais ever scattered.”
Examining a coun ire who dispu-
ted a collier’s bill: “Did he not give
you the coals, friend?’ *“He did, sir,
but—"" “But what? On your ocath,
wasn’t your payments slack "’

It was thus that, in some way oroth-
er, he contrived to throw the witnesses
off their centre, and he took care they
seldom should recover it. “My lard,
my lard!"" vociferaled a pessant wit-
ness, writhing under this mental excru-
cration, “‘I can’t answer yon little gen-
tleman, Ae’s putting me tn such a dold-
rum,’ “A doldrum! Mr. Curran,
what does he mean by a doldrum!”’
exclaimed Lord Avonmore. *“Oh! my
lord, it's a very common compluint with
persons of this dgscription; it's merely
a confusion of the head arising from the
corruption of the heart.”

To the bench he was at times quite
as unceremomous; and if he thought
himself reflected on or interferred with,
had instant recourse either to ndicule
or invective. There is a celebrated re-
ply in cireulation of Mr. Danning to a
remark of Lord Mansfield, who curtly
exclaimed at one of his legal positions,
“Q! if that be law, Mr. Dunning, I may
burn my law-books!” *“Better read
them, my lord,” was the sarcastic and
In a different

of his talent upon the witness; he would | ., \irit. Lut with a similar eflect, was
affect earnestness upon trifles, and lev- | 1jr Curran’s retort upon an Irish judge,

ity upon subjects of the most

TI0Us | yite as

remarkable for his good humor

import, until at length he succecded in | .4 raillery as for his legal researches.

crea‘ing a security that was fatal, ora
sallenness that produced all the conse-
quences of prevarication. No matter
how unfair the topic, he never failed to
avail himself of it; lctinf upon the prin-
ciple that, in law as well as in war, ev-
ery stratagem was admissible. If he
was

W _Ahere was no pecu-
Pliarity of person, no sf:g%hr'l.'!%f niﬁ%ﬂ

no eccentricity of profession at which
he would not grasp, trying to confound
the self- ion of the witness by
the, no matter how excited, ridicule of
the audience. To a witness of the name
of Halfpenny he once began : ‘“Hali-
penny, i see you're a rap, and for that
reason you shall be nailed to the coun-
ter.”” ‘““Halfpenny 1s sterling,” ex-
claimed the opposite counsel. “No,
no,” said he, “he’s exactly like his own

conscience—only copper washed.” Ths |-

phrase alluded to an expression previ-
ously used on the tnal.

To Lundy Foole, the celebrated to-
bacconist, once hesitating on the table :
“Lundy, Lundy—that’s a poser—a dev-
il of a pinch.” This gentleman ap-

lied to Curran for a motto when he
first established his carriage. “Give
me one, my dear Curran,” said he, “of
a serious cast, because I am afraid the
people will laugh at a tobacconist set-
ting up a carnage, and, for the scholar-
ship's sake, let it be in Latin.”” I have
just hit on it,”” said Curran; “it is only
two words, and it will at once explain
your profession, your elevation, and

our contempt for their ridicule, and it
iu the advantage of being in two lan-
guages, Latin or English, just as the
reu;er chooses. Put up ‘éuid rides’
upon your carriage.’’

Inquiring his master's age from a
horse-jockey’s servant, he found it al-
most impossible to extract an answer.
“Come, come, my friend, has he not
lost his teeth?” ‘Do you think,” re-
torted the fellow, “‘that {kuov his age,
as he does his horse’s, by the mark of
mouth ?’ The langh was ageinst Cur-
ran, but h2 instantly recovered: “You
were very right not to try, friend, for
you know your master’s a great bife.”

Having one day a violent argument
with a couantry schoolmaster on some
classical subject, the , who
had the worst of it, said, in a towering
passion, that he would lose no more
tune, and must go back to his scholars.
“Do, my dear doctor,” said Curran,
“but don't indorse my sins upon their
backs.”

Cnrran was told that a very stingy
and slovenly barrister had started for
the Continent with 2 shirt and a guinea:
“He'll not change either till he comes
back,” said he.

It was well known that Curran en-
tertained 2 dislike and a contempt for
Downes. “Bushé,” said he, ““came up
to me one day with a very knowing look,
and said, ‘Do you know, Curran, | have
just left the pleasantest fellow I ever
met?”’ ‘Indeed! who is he?® ‘The
chief justice,” was the answer. My re-
rly was compendious and witty. |
ooked into his eye, and said ‘hum.” It
required all bis ocil to keep his counte-
nance smooth.” :

Awery stupid foreman once asked a

judge bow they were to ignore 2 bll.
“Why, sir,” said Curran, “when you

mean to find a frue one, just write Ig-
..-u“ for self and fellows on the back
n.'.
A gentleman just called to the bar
took up a v r case. It wasremark-
ed upen. “The man’s right,”” said Cur-

ran; ‘‘a barber begins on a beggar, that

e vr.r =
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He was addressing a jury ©
State trials in 1803, 4
mation. The judges 8 'i‘
bias, if any judge cadshave
certainly suppose ot $0 by
to the prisoner & "z :
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Curran,
ship’s head; con

vers A'-lnigt

imagine that imj it ferénce of
opinion, but they wc mistaken; it
is merely accidental. ave me, gen-
tlemen, if you remain many days,
vou will yourselves p e that, when

there's

his lordship shakes AilSead,
nothing in ot 1" % 4
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i@ture. and un-

e. Hisarms
His walk
frson swaying
bstracted air,

Gratlan was short
prepossessing in appe:
were disproportiona
was a stride. With
like a pendulum, and
he seemed always in thé@izht, and each
thought provoked an atighdant gesticu-
lation. Such was the ofitward and vis-
ible form ot one whom the passenger
would stop to stare at as a drell, and
the philosopher to comtemplate asa
study. How strange ‘:; seems that a
mind so replete with grace and sym-
metry, and power and splendor, should
have been allotted such'a dwelling for
its residence! Yet sojt was; and so
also was it one of his highest attributes,
that his genius, by its ““éxcessive light,”
blinded the hearer to physical im-
perfections. It was th@victory of mind
over matter. ' The m@h was forgotten
in the orator. Mr. Graffan, whose fath-
er represented the €ily of Dublin in
Parliament, and was gi8o its recorder,

was born in the year 1§46. He enter-
ed the Middle Temg 1767 and was
‘called to the Irish b 1772. In the

University of Dubl
ly distinguished, sh
i%en amicable content
bon—not me

eminent-

ist, but the
‘fqh after
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atre he was very
the zenith of Ga
be indulged in
member, somew
1818, being
entered wi .
arm. The : wded, and he
was heiled with § ~"f 23 'guin
he modestly "¢ ?h":- to the
iovely sizen his companign. His name
rang wildly through the theatre. 1 think
I still hear the shouts when his person
was recognized, still. bebo!d his

venerable f its awkward
gratitude. No one knéw better the true
value of that bubble tribute. Aaether
of his amusements, if in it was not
;‘omeplw m.; :. a he was at the

emple; seems to : a frequent
attendance in both of Parliament.
He sketched the the speak-

ers by whom Le was most attracied.
—
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"led a vow in heaven.” To this there

complain of the
“Girculated. Most tife

. 0’Connell, during
latter years, declined dueling, and
y avowed his determination.
reason given, and given in the
‘of Commons, was, that having

his bands, he had register-

could have been no ible objection
had he included in |t: Rgid:l;’ 2 vow

ar- | not to offend. The real charge to which
a} “

himself amenable

o < g e
Lo B

was his per-

. 0'Ce

rant of - isted his Rghi-
i:i the duel in which the vow origina-
ted. The facts of the case are few and
simple. Inone ofhis many mob speeches
he called the corporation of Dublin a
“beggarly corporation.” A gentleman
named D’Esterre affected to feel this as
a personal affront, he being one of that
very numerous body, and accordingl
fastened a quarrel on the offender. I);
is quite true that O’Connell endeavored
to avoid the encounteér. He did not do
enongh. He should have summoned
D’Esterre before the tribunals of the
counntry, after failing to appease him by
a repeated declaration that he meant
him no personal offense, and could not,
he being a total stranger to him. How-
ever, in an evil hour, he countenanced
a savage and anti-Christian custom—
the unfortunate D’Esterre paid for his
perverseness with his life, and the still
more unfortunate O’Connell expiated
his moral timidity with much mental
anguish to the day of his death. The
perpetration of a duel appears to me no
proof whatever of personal courage; the
refusal, in the then state of society,
would have shown much more. How-
ever, on the occasion in question he
showed e total absence of what is vul-
garly called fear; indeed, his frigid de-
termination was remarkeble. Let those
who read the following anecdote re-
member that he most reluctantly en-
gaged in the combat; that he was then
the father of seven children; and that
it was an altcrnative of life or death
with him, D’Esterre being reputed an
naerring narksman. Being one of
those who accompanied O'Connell, Lie
beckoned me aﬂicrc to a distant portion
of the very large field, which Lad a
slight covering of snow. “Phillips,”
said he, “this seems to me not a per-
sonsl, but a political affair. Iam ob-

a P , and the adoxln

not submit to it. They have reckoned
without their host, I promise you. I
am one of the best shiots in Ireland at a
mark, having, as a public man, consid-
ed it a duty to prepare, for my own pro-
tection, against such an unprovoked ag-
gression as the present. Now, remem-
ber what I say to you. I may be struck
myself, and then skill is out of the ques-
tion; but if I am not, my antagonist may
have cause to regret his having forced
me inlo this conflict.” The parties
were then very soon, placed on the
ground, at, I think, twelve paces dis-
tant, each having a case of pistols, with
directions to fire when they chose after
a given signal. D’Esterre rather agi-
tated himself by making a short speech,
disclaiming all hostility to his Roman
Catholic countrymen, and took his
ground, somiew hat theatrically, crossing
his pistols upon his bosom. They fired
almost together, and instantly on the
signal, D’Esterre fell, mortally wound-
ed. There was the greatest self-pos-
session displayed by both. It seemed
to me a duty to narrate these details in
O’Connell’s lifetime wherever I heard
his courage questioned, and justice to
his memory now prompts me to record
them here. .

A s

Koscivsko.—Poetry frequently con-
veys false impressions wlnc“) remain on
the mind uncorrected by facts. Camp-
bell’s couplet.

“Hope for a season bad the world Farewell.
And Freedom shrieked as Kosciusko fei!.”
has induced may persons to believe that
the gallaot Pole died in battle. He did
faill from his horse, covered with
wounds, at the engagement of Macieo-
wice (1794) with the words, “This is
the end of Poland.” Taken prisoner

- ¥and held as such for some time, the

Emperor Paul (of Russia,) on his acces-
sion, gave him liberty, an estate with
1,500 serfs, and a sum of money, and
restored his sword.

He afterward returned the money
and resigued the estate, having declined
on the sgol the sword, with the remark
that he had no further need of it, as he

vice he might draw it. He revisited
the United States, was granted a tract
of land and a pension, and went back to

to Switzerland, making his home in So-
leure, whence he sent a deed of manu-
mission to 2ll the serfs upon his Rus-
sian estate. The year following he
was killed by the fall of his horse over

23 years afler the battle of Macieowice.
So much for fact agsinst a jiagling
couplet, which sticks to the memory,
while the facts readily slip away.—Vew
York Times.

{G~At Rome do as the Romans do;
lhuistouy.iet 2 hani and a
sore-eyed monkey and start for Ameri-
ca.

Ode to a Money-Lender—"Mee! me

a lone.”

Fisuing vor Fun.=1 landed my first

i | the first evening we were on
ke Minnetonka. I am not a skillful
fisherman. [ told the boys that I could
do a little plain fishing, but didn’t want
to be set down for anything with any
kind of fluting, embroidery, knife-plait-
ing, or anything of that kind about it.—
I fished from the shore, by the side of
a veteran fisher, Mr. A. K. Dunlap, of

Titusville. He knows every fish 1n the
lake by name. He can teli by the
movement of the line what kind of a

fish is at the hook. Something ran
away with my line.

_ “lts a prckerel,” shouted Mr. Dun-

i

to the rest of them. “‘Give him plenty
of room! Play him!" he shricked at
me. “Let him run! Keep your line
taut! Don’t give him an inch of slack!
Look out! Don’tlet him do that again'!
Let him run! Now, bring him in this
Luok out! Don’t let him do that
in!"’

By this time 1 was so excited that 1]
was on the point of throwing down the
pole and rushingout in the lake, intend-
ing to run the fish down and kick it to
death. I screameéd to Mr. Dunlap:

“You take the pole and land him; I
never can.”

He refused. He turned and hurled
his own pole, lance fashion, into the
woods.

“Here !"" he shouted, rushing down
the bank about twenty feet below me
stooping down and spreading out s
arms. “Here! No! Bring him in here
through the shoal water! I'll get him!
Careful,now! Careful! Steady! Ah—-"

And flip, flap, I had him on the shore.
He was a beauty. A little sunfish,
about three and a half inches long.

It was along time before we said any-
thing. Mr. Dunlap chmbed a big birch
tree in the top of which his pole had
lodged, and we resumed our fishing.—
Presently Charley Armknecht couched,
and I said :

“How funny the frogs sound over in
the marsh.”

And then we laughed a

long time at

the frogs. A long, long time and very |

. ’ |
heartily. They were very funny|
irogs.

But Mr. Dunlap fished on very si-
lently, and by and by he so:d the fi<h
wonldn’t hite when there was very
much noise. DBut they didu’t bite any
of us very badly.

The fishing is excellent zlmost any-
where in the lake. That evening on

r&c-ry«hhouo[um boys. caught
nine Jarge pickerel. When we come

to count the fish, however, it appeared
that he bad caught one pickerel nine
times. It wasa very large fish, and
they are going to have its »kin dried
whole for a spectacle case. I caught
more fish than any one else in the par-
ty but they were all, with one excep-
tion, catfisk, and I learned, to amaze-
ment, that I had disgraced myselfl and
the lake. Why isn’t a fish a fish, I'd
like to know "’ —Burlington Hawkeye.

—— e @ oo & -

Lezars 1o Cook.—An English lady
who can cook enlarges in a lively letter
to the Standard on one of the real griev-
ances of the present day, to wit, the
number of utterly useless and idle young
wives, who, being incapable themselves,
spoil their servants, and then wonder
that the husband leaves the ill-cooked
meat, perhaps ill-served also, to dine ot |
his club. They say c ntemptaously
they were not broaght up to that kind
of thing, and consider it beneatn them.
This lady replies that she was not
brought up to it esther, but she denies
that it is beneath any gentlewoman to
try'and contribute to the comfort of
those aroand her. If she need not
absolutely work with her own hands,
the mistress of a house should certainly
have sufficient knowledge to direct her
subordinates, or they will soon discover
her ignorance and become insubordi-
nates. Nor need the absolute perform-
ance of these duties intertere with other
pursmts. This lady confesses that after
pastry and cake-making in the morning
her hand ie sometimes too tremulous
for her favorite oil painting or to help

no longer had a country in whose ser-|

her husband n the preparation of ob-
jects for his microscope, but it 1$ ea=y

| enough to find some other occupation
when this is the case; and she has not
lost her love for art, nor her apprecia-
tion of science, because she is happy
enough to be a lady who can cook.

B

Mavp MurLer Acain.—A goodstory
is told us of a former judge of a certain |
court in the bay State, whose bair was
whitened by frosts of near seventy win-
ters before he left the bench. Entering
| a Boston and Maine railway car one
day he saw but half a seat vacant, and

France, engaging in agricultural pur-}°
suits near Fontainbleau. Later he went |

a precipice, the fatal accident occuring |

that by the side of a very prelty young
lady, gorgeously arrayed. The Judge
was a great admirer of the ladies, and
he immediately started for the seat.—
“Ah! beg pardon, madam,’ said his
Houor, “*bul is this seat engaged *”’
“XNo, #ir,” modestly replied the fair
occupant of the other hall. The judge
took the seat and glancing again at the
| dazzling beauty by his side, he thought |
he recognized in her a lady be had met
somcwhere, and yet he could not tell
when or where. Finally he venlured
to ask. “Madam,” said his Honor,
“Madam, your face looks very lamiliar.
I must have met vou before, gut really
I cannot recollect.” “Yes,” answered
the bunch of roses by his side; ‘‘yes,
oid buster, likely 'nough you have; it
was only in June you sent me up for

Outéaw or the Names ofDavs.—
The 1duls which odr Saxon
wor-hiped, and from which the days of
the week derive their names, weffe va-
rious, and were the principal cbjects of
their adoration.

The Idol of the Sun.—This idel,
which represents the glorious luminary
of the day, was the chiet object of their
worship. Itis MM]IQ mm
of a man, set upoa = pillow;
outstretched arms .Pl.nni-g wheel be-
fore his breast. The first day of the
week was jally dedicated to. its
adoration, which they termed the Sun's
Daeg; hence s derived the word Suas

the idol of the moon, which they wor-
shiped on the second day of the week,
called by them Moon's Daeg; and since
by us Monday. The form of this idol s
intended to represent a woman, habited
in a short coat and a hood, with too
long cars. The moon is held in her
hands.

The Idol of Twisto.—Tuisco was at
first defined us the father and ruler of
the Teutonic race, but in course of time
he was worshiped as the son of the
esarth. From this came the Saxon words,
Tuisco's Daeg; which we call Tuesday.
He is represented as a venerable sage,
standing on a pedestal clothed in the
skin of an animal, and holding a scep-
ter in his right hand.

The Idol of Woden or Oden.—Woden
or Odin was one of the supreme divinl
ties of the northern nations. This hero
is supposed to have emigrated from the
east, but from what country, or at what
time is not known. His exploits form
the greater part th= mythological creed
of the northern nations, and his achieve-
ments are magnificent beyond ail cred-
ibility. The name of the fourth day in
the week, called by the Saxons Woden's
Daeg, and by us Wednesday, is derived
from this personage. Woden is repre-
sented in a bold and martial attitude
clad in armor, with a broadsword uplifts
ed in his nght hand.

The Idol Thor.—Thor, the oldest and
bravest of the sons ol Woden and Friga
was, after his parents, considered the

reatest god ot the Saxons and Danes.
{'ohim the fiithday of the week, called by
them Thor's Daeg,and by us Thursday,
was consecrpted. Thor is represented
as sitting on a throne, with a crown of
gold on his head, adorned with a circle
in front, wherein were set twelve
bright, buraished gold stars, and with a
regal scepter in his right hand.

The Idol Friga or Frega~—Friga or
Frega was fhe wife of Woden or '&hn;
and pext to him, the most reverend di-
vinity among heathen Saxons, Danes
and other northern nations. In the
most ancient times Friga or Frega, was
the same with the goddess Hertha or
Earth. To her the sixth day of the
week was consecrafed, which by the
Saxons was wnitten Friga's Daeg cor-
responding with cur Friday. Fnga is
represented with a drawn sword in her
right hand, and a bow in her left.

The Idol Sealer,—The idol Seater in
represented on a pedestal whereon is
placed a perch, on the sharp prickled
back of which he stood. His head was
uncovered, and his visage lean. In his
left har:d he held up a wheel and in his
right was a pail of water, wherein were
flowers and fruits: and his dress consis-
ted of a long coat, grided with linin.—
The appellation given to the day of his
celebration is still retained. The Saxons
named it Seafer's Daeg. which we call
Saturday.

—— e 0O e

Tue Sare Sipe.—~When the occu-
pant of a business place on Michigan
evenue was asked why he didu’t hand
out a flag in memory of Washington, he
replied :

“What do I know about George Wash-
ington "’

“Why, you have rcad about him,
haven’t you ?

“1 suppose I have, but you dou’t sup-
pose | swallow all I read, do you "’

“But everybody knows that Wa:hing-
ton was a greatand good man,”’ protested
the first.

“] don’t know about that. 1 heard a
great deal against him since I came io
Detroit, and I'm not going to run the
risk of offending some of my best cus-
tomers by waving flags around. I'm
just starting in here, and I don’t want
to make any bad moves.”

“But, sir but—""

““Please go on,” interrupted the busi-
ness man. “‘If pzople hear you jawing
around my place, they'll think I'ma
politician and keep clear of me. I'm
neutral in politics and you can’t force
me mto the Washinton chique—no sir.—
Detroit Free Prezs.

@3 Budlingion Hawkeye: “Theonly
trouble with President Hayes appears
to be that he i» an eight-inch man in a
four-foot mortise.”

> 2

&7 The Cleveland Leader thinks that
women are best protected in those
Southern States where lynch law pre-
vails.

§@ The Meadrille Republican, refer-
ring to a cotemporary, says. “A word
to the wise will hardly reach him.”

thirty days, andit's already eleventimes

you've sent me up for simple drunks.
' Exit the Judge.—Bestor Pest

" { buy acd buy.”’

#3-The butcher’s song: *The suet
It’s skewerions how of-

that song

| ten jokes are made upon




