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ON A FOOTHILL RANCH.

——

DELIGHT AND EXCITEMENT THAT MAY
BE HAD THERE.

‘The Original and Only Boomerangists of
the Pacific Coast—Cutting
a Bee Tree.

During the past two weeks I have been
‘roughing it” with an old friend, who has
a ranch about seven miles above Smarts-
ville, in the foothills.

I say I have been “roughing it,” because
my old friend Jack had just had his house
and all his other buildings swept away in
a jiffy by a forest fire, and the accommoda-
tions for man and beast at Jack’s house are
not luxurious just now. But the weather
is extremely salubrious at present, and
camping-out under a tree, with an abund-
ance to eat and a spring of cold mineral-
spring water, is a state of existence filled
with more than the average amount of en-
Jjoyment, health and recuperation.

The forest fires which “swiped” the
whiskers from the face of the earth from
near Mooney Flat to the Oregon House, in
Yuba county, burned several buildings

and totally destroyed the grass and all the
brush fences that it came across it fol-
lowed to their source and annihilated
them. My old friend Jack was away from
home when the fire crept into his ranch
and reduced his wardrobe to two rough
shirts and a pair of spring-bottom pants,
but he was not discouraged. “The fire has
cleared the brush from thirty acres of new
ground, anyhow,” was all he said, and off
he went to get a carpenter, a stove and
provisions, and just six days from the oc-
currence of the fire the stove was in opera-
tion under a fig tree and Jack was cooking
slapjacks thereon; and the carpenter was
hammering and sawing, and swearing and
sweating, like a parrot engaged in a
friendly fracas with a monkey.

Jack isa fair sample of the average
Nevada county foot-hill rancher. He is
always at work, always cheerful, always
generous and big-hearted, and ready to do
any reasonable thing to help and oblige a
friend, or anybody else. He never gets
very badly discouraged when the crop is
poor, but hopes for a better result next
year, and he takes care of his dollars. But
he is not stingy. He is a fair sample, as
I said before, of the average foot-hill
rancher.

I sometimes wonder why young men,
like Jack, who have all the world before
them, are blessed with an abundance of
brains and muscle, are content with ranch-
ing in the foot-hills. Jack and I were
both born on ranches, and we both had
the same chances, and we should have
both become ranchers, but we didn’t, and
to this day the fine points of a Leghorn
pig, a Berkshire rooster or an Angora trot-
ter are things that I cannot see nor under-
stand. Asa rancher I proved a very suc-
cessful failure early in my youth, although
I had Jack near me as a pattern, and he

, was always coming out ahead. But in
those days neither of us had ever looked
for type-lice in a form nor been out on a
wild-goose chase in search of a nonpariel
shooting-stick. That joyous experience
was reserved for me, and to-day Jack is
the possessor of many broad acres, many
head of horses, cattle, turkeys, etc., and I
am just about as poor as a pint of chicken
soup strained through a wool hat.

Camping out at Jack’s ranch was very
nice. We had an abundance of fresh air.
We ate our meals of fried Japples, fricassed
cabbage, grilled biscuit, boned army
bacon and stewed ragout of jack-rabbit,
smothered in old-fashioned overall gravy,
from the top of a large box, once the
residence of a famous old top-knot hen,
who hatched out fonrteen ducks’ eggs, and
then kicked the young ducks to death
seratchiog for worms.

Qur bed was a voluptuous affair, com-

ed of eight straws and a feather, and in
it Jack and 1 passed many happy even-
ings, smoking Blackleg tobacco and dis-
cussing the best remedies for the turnip
scale, phylloxera among sheep, the ease
with which blackrot could be driven
from tihe pouliry by a free use of asa-
feedita, the proper way to curry a cow and
other m:tters of thrilling interest.

Ocecaxionally we helped the carpenter
lay the joists on the rafters, or got the
slantandicalar of his floor for him, or took

pear, with the stem end

roo will be shipped in the same box with
the aforesaid weapons.

As soon as the boomerangs arrive O. O.
B. P. C. will place itself under the instruc-
tion of the genuine Australian, and the
first practice game with the real Australi-
an kangaroo will be played near Posey’s
ranch, west of town.

As I went out, en route for home, I met
the O. O. B. P. C. coming into town from
practice.

At present the club has no boomerangs,
but uses monkey-wrenches, and practices
upon jack-rabbits. A party of stout,
healthy young men, armed with patent
double-action, choke-bored, pistol-grip,
fancy-checked-stock, rebounding-lock, 32-
caliber, central-fire monkey-wrenches, in
full blast after a jack-rabbit covered with
wens, is a sight worth going some distance
to see.

A few days ago Jack and I went out into
the woods just before dark and chopped
down a bee tree by way of relaxatien.

“In the country,” said Jack, “we have
many innocent little pleasures, one of
which as you know is the cutting of bee-
trees. After we have stored away a suffi-
cient stock of back-aches for the winter
we like to unbend a little, now and then.
For instance, after a hard day in the field
we postpone the hour of retirement from
eight to nine o’clock, and go down to the
duck-pond and wash ourselves, or rock a
polecat to death, or cut a bee-tree.”

When we had pailed the Worcester-
shire cow, and put the hens to bed we
took an ax, knife, two buckets, a candle,
asmudge, and several yards of mosquito-
bar, and were soon at war with the busy
little bees. Cutting the tree down was an
easy task, but the fun began when Jack,
who was master of ceremonies, hacked a
big hole into the trunk of the tree and ex-
posed the honey. Quite a crowd of bees
emerg:d and prodded us in various places,
and 1 went off to a distance and sat down
to rest. The bees had their guns loaded
for bear, and in a short time Jack had the
worst of the fight. Then hbe came over to
me and persuaded me to go back und hold
the candle for him, and I went. Then the
bees found a hole in my trousers and went
in to investigafe, and I told Jack I would
retire from the contest. Jack said he
guessed he would retire, too.

Then, with a sudden burst of enthusi-
astic bravado, I told Jack that if he would
lend me his pants, and fix the mos-
quito bar over my head, I would take out
the honey myself. The exchange wassoon
made, and I went up and slashed at the
honey-comb with the knife, A few me-
ments later, if you had been in the vicinity
armed with a lantern, you might have
heard a noise like the confusion of many
tongues, with snapping and popping of
teeth, the falling of trees, and a stamping
and thumping of feet, as though a Sixth
Ward political boss had carried the day,
and dropped it on some other man’s corns;
and you might have seen a tall, angular
man, with eight yards of mosquito bar
around his head, and a knife in his hand,
dashing hither and thither, mostly thither,
uttering fiendish screeches and bloodcurd-
ling yells, trying ever and anon to jump
over trees and dive under rocks, and tear
his ears out by the roots, while another
man, clad in a rough ghirt and convict-
striped unmentionables, daried here and
there, like an ignis fatuus, running into
bushes and occasionally butting hishead in-
to trees, as though he had let himself out as
a stump extractor, and had not any idea as
to where he was to begin nor when he was
to stop. But we persevered, and got that
honey—two big buckets full of it. Jack
carried it home, and I held the end of one
of his suspenders and followed. My eyes
were tired, and my nose had taken unto
itself the shape of a large ripe Bartlett

a.éxed to my face,
and my whiskers were all swelled up on
the ends. A. V. HOFFMAN.

OF ART AND ARTISTS.

A monument in memory of Todleben
has been erected at Sebastopol.

A bronze statue of Burns is to be placed
in Roger Williams Park, of Providence,
R.L
Mrs. Harrison has been doing considera-
ble sea-beach sketching of late at Cape
May.

Woodford Sanders, a Virginia artist, has
been creating a stir at Natchez, Miss,, by
painting portraits of people he never saw.
All he needs is a verbal description.

A new publication called the Art Work-
man has appeared in London. It relies
chiefly on plates of sketches which are
supposed to be of use to working artists.

A photographer in Klausenburg, Tran- |
sylvania, has succeeded in photographing
the shades of color between deep red and
orange, but not yet to fix them perma-
nently.

Hubert Herkomer has recently been
made a member of the Royal Art Acad-

the wird out of the window-casing, or
mortisai! a keyhole or two for him, greund
his saw= {or him, oiled his try-square and
helped Iiimn euass,

Some iimes we saddled a coupie of stout
cobs aund jogged away into the circum-
jacent country and discussed polities with |

the neighbors. It was in this way that I

learned that the Chief Executive is not |
the highest office in America. That old |
varn about every boy being considered by |
his parents as the President of the fature

is all rubbish. The greatest honor, I find, |
lies in being elected to the office of Road |

Overseer. The President of the United
States may think he has reached the high-
est round in the ladder of fame, but there |
is still another round above him, and un- |
less heis willing to give up the giddy |

Washington throng, the spicy Washington |
life and the exhilarating Washington ma-
laria, and spread his blankets in the rural !
districts of North-Central California and |
get elecied Road Overseer, he can never |
expect to look o’erall the wide, wide world
and say that all that remains of fame and
honor is the editorship of a country paper.
I find that the Road Overseer is a mighty
man here in the foothills, where there are
roads to oversee, and the salary is not in
excess of the bounty paid quarterly by the
cownty for coyote scalps.

In the language of Napoleon, when re-
ceiving one of the new applicants for a
membership in the old guard, “overseeing
is a fat racket,” and nearly nine-tenths of
the rising generation of sturdy yeomen
who infest the foothills of Nevada county
arestriving for the office. Theother tenth
wan's work on the road, and amuses itself
by clamoring for new bridges, a bounty on
gophers and & flour mill for every quarter
section of land. I may be a little “off)”
as they would say in Chautauqua, but I
believe what I have set down as truth will
be accepted as such when the reader sees
my name at the bottom.

Jack and I also made a pilgrimage to
Marysville one day, to puil the tail out of
the elephant, and lay in a new supply of
overalls, bandana shirts and syrup of

uills for the blue jays that are eating all
the fruit in Jack’s orchard.

My appearance, unexpectedly as it was,
created no stir in the city of Marysville,
and the few random remarks I had re-
hearsed on the road were not required.

Marysville is a very neat, progressive
city, and carries on quite a trade with
Yuba City, Oroville, and the northern part
of the State. There are two leading or-
gans 1 the town—the Appeal and the
Democrat, and 1 strolled into their sanc-
tums with the intention of grasping the
horns of the altar and stendyini myself
while I listened to the music, but both
the organists had gone out of town, some-
sshere, aud the boys who turned the
eranks of the bellows could not say when
they would return.

Marysville has a Boomerang Club. The
members of this club speak of themselves
as the original and only boomerangists of
the Pacificcoast. The object of the club,
so I was informed, is the furtherance of
physiml development among the higher
and knobbiest knobs of Yuba county, and
only the most exclusively exclusive young
men are admitted as members. At present
the club numbers forty members. Oane
hundred genunine Australian boomerangs
have been sent for, aud a real Australian

emy in Berlin. He received one of the
grand medals at the Berlin Art Exhibi-
tion in 1886.

Guillaume, the sculptor and writer on
art, who has had charge of the improve-
ments on the Louvre, has been appointed
to Rome as Director of the Freach school
in the Villa Medici.

The work on Japanese pottery just pub-
lished in Liverpool by James Bowes, con-
tains 500 seals and marks in fac simile,
many hundred cuts, fifteen plates in auto-
type, and for the special edition a score of
plates printed in gold and colors. It is a
companion to his “Keramic Artof Japan,”
but more gplendid.

According to the Portland (Me.) Press
“Two paintings of John de Witt, the emi-
nent Dutch statesman, and his wife, painted
in 1652, arrived at the Custom House re-
cently. They are said to be fine works of
art and very valuable” It might be in-
teresting to learn the name of the painter
of these pictures and whether they are
supposed to be originals or are merely
copies.

The Rev. Hiram Gee, of Ithaca, who has
already given $30,000 to the Syracuse
Uuniversity, presented the college with
$10,000 the other day in order to establish
an art fellowship. A fellowship that per-
mits the winner to visit Europe burdened
merely with the commission to make copies
for Syracuse University of “tworepresenta-
tive paintings, statues, or other works of
art in the leading galleries” is a prize not
to be contemned.

Every guest at the Antwerp banquet to
Mr. Stanley has received an.admirably ex-
ecuted commemorative medal in bronze.
On one side the arms of the city are sur-
monnted by the words “Stad Antwerpen;”
on the reverse an oak crown and the Congo
star encircle the dedication (in English)
“to Henry M. Stanley, April, 1890.” Be-
tween the oak leaves and the rim there is
just space for the inscription: “The Mu-
nicipal Council, the Royal Geographical
Society and the Chamber of Commerce of
Antwerp.” :

While the question of painting and
modeling from the nude is convulsing Lon-
don, New York and Detroit, the city of
Omaha proposes to have at least the cause
of such a discussion. The Daily Bee qnotes
“one of the most talented and scholarly
lady artists in the city—one who has sold
a small section of canvas for $500 many a
time, and who spent adozen years with the
best instructors in New York and Paris,”
as about to open a small class for study
from the nude model. *“On a small scale,”
remarked the lady artist to the reporter,
“it will create a demand for models, and,
mark you, they must be modest, model
models !”

e S L R

In accordance with a curious Austrian
custom, one of Archduchess Valerie’s wed-
ding gifts has been a collection of articles
of clothing worn by her in her days of
babyhood. Her first wee pair of boots,
preserved for this purpose by her nurse,
was brought to her at Vienna by that

native with a bonafide Australian kanga-

way to place them in her nurselign’s hands.

worthy woman, who had traveled a long |

“THE DESERTED VILLAGE.”

GRAPHIC DESCRIPTION OF THE RE-
MAINS OF A ONCE LIVELY TOWN.

Mosquitoes Sitting Among the Eucalyptus
Branches and Warbling Love
sSongs to Their Mates.

[From an Occasional Correspondent.]

Once upon a time, so far back in the
fifties that only we old folks remember it,
there was a little village bloomed into ex-
istence in Solano county and, like Mre
Finney’s turnip, “it grew and it grew until
it could grow no longer.” It was before
the days of booms, but it collapsed like a
regularly organized boom of the present
day. It struggled for breath under the
name of Silveyville, deriving it form its
founder, Elijah Silvey, who long since
slumbered under the sod of its church-
yard.

Unhappily some of its main citizens
found greater attractions elsewhere, and
moved their goods and chattels to other
parts, and like the snails took their castles
along with them. This restive spirit took
possession of the neighbors who were left

in sight of the vacant lots and gaping
cellars, and in but a few years all of the
business men folded their tents and van-
ished, leaving only a ghost of the former
busy little burg. To-day it is the home of
some four families, who call Dixon their
home, and the name of Silveyville de-
ceased is mentioned but seldom. A few
relics remain on the site of the city, one
being the old square brick house of Mr.
Silvey.

This was the main hotel of the piace,
where were ample accommodations for
tired man and beast. It was the day of
teaming, when railroads were in the un-
certain hence, and to reach Sacramento,
then a large village, the rancher must
traverse the weary miles with his mule
teams. It must have been a busy time,when
the noisy teamsters came in with a jangle
and a whoop and took the little old inn by
storm. A railroad was projected from
Vallejo to Marysville, and, in fact, the
grade was thrown up but it was like the
honest man, it “didn’t was.”

On the former site of the postoffice,
where the populace gathered each day to
spin yarns and interview the stage-driver
a fine garden flourished —varieties ani
quantities sufficient to stock a small coun-
try fair. Where stood the village kirk,
are rows abd rows of shapely almond trees,
hanging full of the green woolly nuts. Yes,
they even took the church away, and dug
up the wells and cellars to cut into post-
holes. That is in advance of a custom in
the mining regions, where a Methodist
churzh was turned into a dancing hall and
the pulpit torn away to make room for a
stage, where traveling troupes might in-
flict their talent on the people.

A few yards up street, a Baptist church
was used to hold the “groaning tables” on
the occasion of a ball, and many and many
a time the sound of the violin and banjo
and marching feet came pouring out its
windows, instead of the nasal, “And
fourthly, my dearly beloved brethren,” of
a few years previous. The pulpit was
draped with flags, flowers and banners gay,
and here the string band fiddled the happy
hours away. Over their heads in large
black letters ran the legend : “Holiness be
Unto Thine House, oh Lord!” This was
sometimes covered with spicy cedar boughs
and wreaths, and as often it was not. Right
now aa enterprising man uses it as a store-
house for his fruit. That town has not
been struck by lightning, and it enjoys
quite a degree of prosperity.

But let us travel back to Silveyville. I
can see the peaceful town on Sabbath morn-
ings, when the work of the week ceased,
and the people gathered for morning serv-
ice in the close little church-house, com-
ing in from all points of the compass,
through dust and mud alike, in vehicles of
all descriptions. The horses nibbled at
the rack, the flies vascillated in the open
windows, the deacons peacefully dreamed
on-the foremost benches, and the small boy,
in an agony of quiet and shoes and stock-
ings, gazed longingly at the fields,and but-
terflies and jack rabbits.

Ah, that was a fair and glorious country
then, before the advent of surveyor’s chains
and barb wire—one unbroken expanse of
fertile land, covered with flowers as vivid
in colors as a country Fourth of July.
There were antelope running at large, and
the antlered elk stalked proudly through
the tall wild oats. (You know it is the
'40er’s pet topic to enlarge on the wild
oats.) Coyotes and grasshoppers, 100,
made merry the level sea. Indians were
plentiful, but the march of civilization has
laid waste the rancheres, and the redskins
are scattered to the four winds. You see
none of the old-fashioned sons of Lo now.
The grim old hombras have taken up aresi-
dence in the happy hunting-ground, and
their posterity affect red neckties and hair
oil in place of the abbreviated dress of
their fathers.

One tottering landmark of departed
glory is a rickety old shebang that a gen
erous-leaved fig tree endeavors to screen
from dust and public gaze. It, too, was a
hostelry and sported the name of the
“Elkhorn” on a sign which fluttered and
creaked in the winds, till it finally felt
the downfall of the town so keenly that it
fell to the earth like a mellow apple and
hid its warped and weather-heaten. face.in.
the dust, never to rise again. The gate is
nailed and wired and renailed and rewired.
Where once it answered to every comer
with a hospitable click, the latch is rusted
and silent. Dried grass, knee-high, has
choked up the front path, and an wasth-
matic old pump at one side answers to a
hand-shake with a broken-winded gurgle.
There is little of the porch left, and at
every step one goes through the rotten
boards to Mother Earth’s bosom. The
windows are black holes, the doors hinge-
less, and the walls.ihat conld tell tales of

mildewed, black and bare, with strings of
musty paper dangling like ghostly arms.
In the “lean to” kitchen, in place of the
clink of dishes and the sg:lmd so:lnt l:‘)f
supper, the quiet is a ing, and the
stc!)nf:-eh of mold and decay turns the olfac-
tories towards a convenient opening.

Just across the road, and elbowing this
relic of bygone days, stands a small Queen
Anne residence, delightfally in contrast
with the warped old l.ile@ﬂat a grove of
cypress tries to hide.  Up low, wide steps,
upder a little balcony; a veranda runs
round a square bay window that juts out
into a mass of blooming flogers.

Architects and decorators have lavished
all their most beautiful dreams on the
structare, acd the result is most gratifying
to the eye. A smooth, well-kept lawn
stretches away in fruit to a low fence, and
in this green spot children and kittens
and pups tumble and roll through all the
long day. Like a bright band around
the dense green is a circle of handsome
flowers, where bees and butterilies dip
into the cups of lilies and skim over the
scarlet geraniums, old-fashioned verbenas
and pinks, while every breeze scatters
fragrant rose petals over the velvet carpet.
All around and around extends a graove
of eucalyptus trees—some 200—planted in
the palmy days of the town, and as tall
and straight and naked as the masts of
some gray old ship. Around their naked
bodies creeping vines climb hand over
hand like sailors in a ship’s rigging. The
tops wave in every breeze and lashing the
spicy leaves together, sing a sweet, drowsy
lullaby.

There was ence a man who made the
statement that the euncalyptus boughs
"would effectually apolish mosquitoes, 1

jovial scenes within their bounas, stand |

would like to meet that man. “Tell it~
not in Gath,” but in this spot elysian they |
have mosquitoes; yes, mosquitoes, every :
one as big as a dray horse, and they sit in |
the branches of the eucalyptus grove and ;
twitter little love songs to their mates. {
At night they come down after the fashion
of the Assyrian, their cohorts all gleaming
with murder and gall, and with the per-
sistency of the Salvation Army. And that
is why I want to meet the man above
mentioned.

Off and away stretch the fields of yellow
stubble, which the harvesters have stripped
bare, and they quiver under the heat until
the -uninitiated would aver there was a
lake of limpid water but a few miles
ahead. One institution that still flour-
ishes in the “Deserted Village” is the
deestrict skule, and that is alive and up
with the times. The rows of empty seats
speak eloquently for what it was, as the
old darky said of the moon, “befo’ the
waw,” as the swarms of youngsters that
once buzzed in and out on the wide porch
are reduced to a mere handful. The low-
roofed white building stands in the same
yard with the grave-yard—yes, there is
some of that left, but not much—and sit-
ting inside listening to the little fellows,
one gazes through the open windows, un-
der a grove of locust trees,at the monu-
ments that gleam white and dazzling in
the summer sun. These surroundings
might be to the small fry a constant re-
minder of their mortality, like the Egyp-
tian death’s head, but it has lost all its
horrors, and they play marbles and
mumblepeg Wwithin its sacred precints as
utterly unmoved as a candidate engaged
in telling a lie.

A school is a school the world over, isn’t ;
it? I thought so when I saw a class come |
forward, eying the visitor, and trying to
get under cover behind each other. Num-
ber one stood up to recite, twiddling with
his suspenders and trying to dig his little
bare toe into the splintery floor. Number |
two nursed his brown foot in his lap and,
looking over number one’s shoulders, gen-
erously prompted him when he stumped
his tongue on the hard words. Number
three fanned his sweaty brow with a leaf
of his book and thought of the coming or-
deal and the marbles that other boy won
from him at recess. And what is nicer in
this world than sun-burned, barefooted
grimy-fisted little boys? They are the
coming support of our nation, and, aside
from that, they are so bright and original
and sharp, and more generous in their |
friendships than most anyone else. They |
have faults m§alore but they also have '
traits to be admired.

Back again to Silveyville. God’s Acre
has been dflprived of the precious kurdens
it neld, and the quiet sleep of but few was
left undisturbed. Some monuments yet
stand over sunken graves, and roses run
riotously over what was once an orderly
mound. Some square palings bave suc-
cumbed to the destroying influence of wind
and weather and the posts have parted
company, each side falling flat and resting
on the ground. Some have been taken in
the arms of the winds in their mad winter
waltzes, turned half off their foundations
and ignominiously dropped again, while
their partner went whirling away with a
Jjeering laugh at its sacriligious work.
Parting the long, thick grass around the
crumbling head-boards, we read names and
dates of far, far back, whose friencs are
perhaps across  the continent, or
sleeping themselves at the foot of a
worm-eaten board. The winds have broken
marble columns and lain them low, and in
the tops of the few pine trees it soughs and
sings humbly, as though penitent for its
misdeed. The manzanitas and pines have
escaped the destructive ax and are among
the few shrubs that remain of the crop of
’52. In spring the daisies, blue-bells and
buttercups brighten the lonely place, but
now the hot winds rustle through the dry
and dusty grass.

There is business and bustle now at the
meeting of the four roads, where for so
‘many years quietness reigned. At the
gate of the old Silvey inn stands an old,
grotesque cottonwood tree, and its mate on
the other is a spindling eucalyptus. A
blue-eyed baby toddles down the path with
one shoe off, and trying to scale the low
gate gets his check apron fastened and
hangs suspended in mid air. A China
cook, resplendent in a spotless apron and
glistning queue, comes flying around the
corner with a dish-rag in hand, and in a
carressing howl inquires of the skewered
offender, “Socksy littee boy, what flaw you
lun away ?” A.R. L.

A GRIEVOUS COMPLAINT.

*“It’s hard on a fellow, I do declare!”

Said Tommy one day, with a pout;

“In every one of the suits I wear

The pockets are 'most worn out.

They're "bout as big as the ear of a mole;
And I never have more than three;

And there’s always coming & mean little hole
That loses my knife for me.

“I can't make 'ém hold but a few litt'e things—
Some cookies, an apple or two,

A knife and pencil aud bunch of strings,

Some nails and may be a screw,

And marbles, of course, and a top and ball,
And shells and pebbles and such,

And some oddsand ends—yes, honest, that'sall! *
You can see for yourself "tisn’t much.

“T’d like a suit of some patent kind,
With pockets made wide and long:

Above and below and before and behind,
Sewed ex‘ra heavy and strong.

I'd want about a dozen or £0,
All easy and quick to get at;

And I should be pe:fectly haopy, I know,
With & handy rig like that.”
—FEudora S. Bumstcas inSt. Nicholas for August.

Heligoland.

The recent cession of Heligoland to |
Germany awakens interest concerning that
romantic bit of territory for which so:
much, says Walter Armstrong in his re-!
cent excellent paper, has been done by the !
North Sea, and that is so fascinating by |
sists of two islands once united by a long
sand bank. They lie nearly midway be- |
tween Denmark and Holland and due east
from the north point of England. The ;
larger island is that containing the resi-
dences of the population.

Its plane is'
from 160 to 200 feet above the sea, and its
bas‘ic foundation is loosely compacted red
rock.

Heligoland was taken from the DaulesP
in 1807, when Napoleon’s “Continental
System” prevailed. The population sub-
sists by the fishing industry, but hasa
large revenue alse from summer visitors

i

sea and the sand bathing from the lesser !
island, which is a low sandy stretch, with ;
probably the finest bathing beach in the
world. The visitors are also attracted by
the salubrity of the atmosphere, the
charm of the simplicity of the people,and :
the romantic changing lights along the
cliffs. Tt issaid that the average life of
the Heligolanders is 63 years, so health .
ful is the climate and so life-giving the
ozone-laden breezes that sweep about the
rocky walls of the greater island.

The fisher families entertain the summer
yisitors in_the ntmost simplicity of man-.
ner. The fare is very frugal, but deli-'
ciously palatable, and the houses are
models of cleanliness and order. The'
language of the Ileligolanders isa Fri-
sian dialect, which is said to be the near- |
est approach to genuine Angle-Saxon .
known. But so many Germans resort to |
the islands in summer that most of the
people are able to converse in German. i

It is said that Wife in Heligoland is a !
close resemblance to life on a great ship’
that, as Mr. Armstrong puts it, must be
fancied to be motionless. !

The summer population consists of
Danes, Russians, Germans and people from }
the Norse peninsula, and the native
islanders, who are left to themselves for
forty-two out of the fifty-two weeks in the
year. Comparatively few of the English |

years ago.

; There are in France about 30,000 ele-
mentary schools where teachers, having

eni

who flock there bi‘the thousand to enjoy ! -

have resorted to the islands, though Eng- |

land ired the territory eighty-three
e bt | silks and three cheap sateens, and that

! black velvet lasts longer than colored.

THE DAUGHTERS OF EVE.

THE RAMONA SCHOOL FOR INDIAN
GIRLS AT SANTA FE.

A Sermon on Gowns by a Man Which
Sensible Women Can Fcarcely
Resent and Neglect.

‘“‘THE CHANELEON."”
Twa travelers, as they were wa'king,
' Bout the chameleon fell a-ta’king;
Sic thinks it shaws them mettled men,
To say 1've seen, and ought to ken.
Says one, ‘‘'Tis a strange beast indeed,
Four-footed, wi’ afish's head;
A little bow&. wi’ a tang tail,
And 1oves far slower than a snail;
Ot color loke & blawart, blue.”
Replied his neighbor, *‘That’s no true;
For well I wat his color’s green,
1f ane may true his ain twa een;
1f I in sunshine saw him fair,
When he was dining on fresh air.”
“Excuse me,” says the other blade,
“] saw him in the shade,
And he is blue.” ‘*‘He's green, I'm sure.””
“You lie.”” ‘“‘And you're —— —— —-"’
Frae words there had been cuff and kick,
Had not a third come in the nick,
Wha tenting them in this rough mood,
Cried, “Gentlemen, what ! Are ye wood ?
What's y’re gnarrel, an’t may be speer’d 7"’
“Troth,” says the tane, ‘‘sir, ye shall hear't;
The chameleon, 1say he’s bine;
He threaps he's green. Now what say you 7’

*Ne'er fash ye’rsels about the matter,”
Says the sagacious arbitrator,

‘*He's black—sae nane of you are right;
Iviewed him well by candle light,

Aud have it in my pocket here,

Row’d in my napkin, hale and feer.”
“Fy I'” said ae cangler, “What d'ye mean?
T'il lay my lugs on’t that he’s green.”
Said the ither, “Were I gawn to death,”
1'd swear he’s blue, wi' my last breath.”
*‘He’s black!” the Judge maintained ay stout,
And to convince them, whop’d him out;
But to surprise of ane and a’,

The animal was white as snaw,

And thus reproved them: “Shallow boys!
Away, away ! make no more noise;

Ye're three wrang, and a’ three right;

Biit learn to know your neibors’ sight

As good as yours. Your judgment speak,
T’ imagine ithers will by force

Submit their sentiments to yours;

As things in various lights they see,
They’!l ilka ane resemble me.”

A NOVEL FLOWER.

One of our papers has recently said, “A
novel flower has recently been found on
the Isthmus of Tehuantepec, at the San
Juan haeienda, some twenty-two leagues
from the city of Tehuantepec. This floral
chameleon has the faculty of changing its
colors during the day. In the morning it
is white; when the sun is at its zenith it is
red, and at night it is blue. This red,
white and blue flower grows on a tree
about the size of the guava tree, and an-
other peculiarity of this flower is that
only at noon does it give out any perfume.”
There are thousands of chameleon plants

all over the South if the above descrip-
tion makes them. The bloom of the com-
mon cotton plant is a light yellow at sun-
rise, a delicate pink at noon, and red at
sunset. The change from yellow to red, of
course, is very gradual.

THE RAMONA SCHOOL.

Helen Hunt’s monument 1s not the
piled stone which covers her grave in the
mountains. It is the Ramona school for
Iodian girls at Sante Fe, New Mexico,

founded in henor of the woman whose im-
passioned story of “Ramona” woke the

nation to a sense of the merciless wrongs

done to the Argonauts—to the Indians of
California.

For two hundred years the
Apaches, in all respects the congoners in

the south of the terrible Sioux in the
north, held at bay the soldiers of Spain,
Mexico and the United States.

With
what skill and ferocity they fought; how

terribly they struck, and quickly disap-

peared; how they marched without water,
food or rest; how their insignificant num-

bers kept one of our Territories unpeopled

and shut our bravest prospectors and
miners out from one of the richest mineral
areas on the continent, the people of the
United States too well know. Ihere was
fitness in the thought to honor the memory
of the brave and good woman who wrote
“Ramona,” by establishing in the Rocky
mountains a school to train Apache girls
out of murderous treachery into all the
decencies of civilization, and giving to it
the name of Helen Hunt's immortal story.

Better than war is this method of over-
coming the obstacle the Apaches present
to the settlement of Arizona. The girls
of its terrible tribe will be its future wives
and mothers. In the Ramona school the
{ribe will undergo transformation. Mur-
der will then cease to be fame. The sur-
prise and massacre of helpless ones will
not be glory there. Successful robbery of
herds and flocks will not confer distine-
tion. Eternal warfare against the whites
will there cease to be the Apache’s tradi-
tional duty and honor. The future
Apache tribe will have been in the Ra-
mona school, and Helen Hunt’s spirit will
have been there, sweetly serving, laboring
and transforming. Every girl who goes
from the school back to the mountains
will go there less of an Indian. In time
she will surely lift her children up to her
own Jevel. Yes, better than war 1s this
solution of the bloody Apache problem.

Corrupt and corrupting has been much
of the work under our Indian policy. The
charitable dole has pauperized the proud
savace. Tne enforced idleness of reserva-
tion life has debauched him. Torn up by
the roots from his natural life, nowhere
has the matured Indian been restored to
his natural life, or been successfully re-
planted. But in this Ramona school the
amelioration commenced with children
and with girls, and everything done will
not only aid, but last. It will surely give
the next generation a lift.

e ADVIOR,

A social oraclesays: “All women should

aim at being bright conversationalists, not
startling or wonderful, but amusing, re-
fined and especially light of touch. Dg
stories are usually wntolerable bores, and a
slow, heavy way of looking at matters in
general is an affliction. Grievances of any
sort are best kept secret; a sprightly ac-
uvaintance with the affairs of the day, a
aattering anxiety as to others cpinions,
alseece of slang orl mannerisms, of boastful
egotism orseii-depnication—tact, tact,above
all, tact—these male the agreeable hostess,
woman one wishes to find at home on
one’s round of calks.”
A SERMON ON GOWNS.

It being the solix duty of man to either
pay for or admire pretty gowns, or even to
do both, it must b admitted that they do
sometimes evolve good ideas on the sub-
ject, and ideas tha} it may be well for some
i /in the seclusion of our
¢ all, in the consulting
stnakers. Here are some
man, and, best of all,

If they are not the
epitome of all disinterested benevolence,
I am widely in emor.

graceful than soft ones. :

One dull stuff and one glossy stuff unite
better than two dull or two glossy ones.

Colors near the face should be soft and
indescribable.

A woman to be well dressed and to took
her best must concentrate her thought on
tints few and good.

Antigue lace will last forever, remend
and reclean it as much as you please. Be-
ing yeilow and not snow white, it scarcely
ever shows dirt. Modern lace, however
good and costly, soon wears out.

The worst extravagance is to invest in
“shoddy” materials got up by unprincipled
traders to deceive the eye.

One or two really fine jewels are in really
better taste than many mediocre ones.

Experience shows that all dull, rich silks
wear greasy, that a good satin outwears two

. A set of good fur is never any loss, as it
can be rejoined or dispersed, united, worn

-t
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" Stff materials are less manageable and |

A dress or jacket properly fitted and
made by a good dressmaker, though this
costs more than one made by a novice, will
look and hang weil to the end, while the
other will not.

¢ is indispensable in buying dresses to
remember what your wardrobe already
contains, as two dresses ean easily be com-
bined into one nowadays, if the colors are
happily chosen, which is a great economy.

Ladies who study cconomy will never
adopt the outre in-anything, for outre
fashions never last long.

Women with taste are content with few
things—and those good—in liew of a quan-
tity of cheap finery.

Never buy a bonnet that will not go
with all your dresses and jackets likely to
be required while the bonnet lasts, unless
you can afford to possess a bonnet to match
each suit.

Extravagance in dress means not only
to spend too much money upon it, but also
the patronizing of too foolish fashions de-
vised simply to waste material.

A dark, thin stuff is infinitely cheaper
than a delicate, pale material, though its
original cost be double.

A purposeless chaos of millinery is not
beautiful from an artistic point of view,
and probably mischievous from a sanitary
one.

True skill in making up materials con-
sists not only in fitting the dress, but in
giving to every morsel of stuff due value..
Take, in the first place, that a woman
to be well dressed and look her best must
concentrate her efforts upon tints both
few and good. It isso true. Thereis not
one woman in a hundred, no, nor in five
hundred, that can afford to try experi-
ments with her good looks. The pink
that is becoming is hideously unbecoming
when combined with blue. The blue that
makes her yellow hair so bonny and
bright makes her looks like a frump with
every deepening shade. The green that
looks so fresh and spring-like on her white
gown gives her twenty added years when
she uses it by itself. The plain white
collar that shows off the slim beauty of
her white throat, grown to a dude collar,.
seems to choke her and to make her ears
look big and her pretty face to look
jimber-jawed. While, as for hats, the
becomingness thereof decreases in inverse
roportion as the width of brim increases,
It is a splendid rule and worth remember-
ing.

Eéo, too, is this: A dress or jacket prop-
erly made and properly fitted by a good
dressmaker, though this costs more than
one made by a novice, will look and hang
well to the end, while the other will not.
Were you never surprised on compliment-
ing a friend on “her pretty new gown,” by
being shown some darn or patch or new
half sleeve or something of that sort
which belies the fact of the newness
thereof, although the “pretty” part was
undeniable ? I have noted the fact for
many years and never knew the rule to
fail. Did you ever know it to fail that
such a gown was made by someone who
thoroughly understood the business of
dressmaking? Moreover, personal expe-
rience has developed the sume faith.
There never hung in the closet at home
three home-made gowns that, even in their
pristine freshness, could dare to look in
the face a three-year-old suit that was in
its day the handsomest suit in town?
What one, especially a feminine obe,
has proved for herself, one is apt to be-
lieve most firmly. NELLIE B. WARD.

PEOPLE WHO ARE TALKED OF.

Lord Tennyson is now in better health
than he has had for years.

The Princess Dolgorouki is one of the
most accomplished violin players in Eu-
rope.

De Witt J. Seligman, editor of the
Epoch, is spending a vacation at Williams-
town, Mass.

Sir George Airy, the oldest of the En-
glishmen of scieace, has just entered upon
his @0th year.

Record is made of the death of Fred-
eric Lohne, in whose arms the Duke of
Orleans died in 1842.

The German Empress Alexandra is said
to possess a violent temper, which she
vents upon her attaches.

Mrs. Gladstone always attends meetings
of Parliament when either her husband or
her son Herbert is to speak.

The wedding veil of the Princess Vie-
toria of Prussia is being made at the lace
schools of Herschberger Thal, in Silesia.
Joseph Chamberlain and wife, the latter
the daughter of ex-Secretary Endicott, are
coming over on a social visit this month.
Princess Victoria, the Empress Freder-
ick’s youngest and favorite daughter, is
rather pretty and very fond of outdoor
life.

Congressman Reyburn of Philadelphia
has bought an island off the coast of South
Carolina, which he intends to stock with
game.

A niece of the great actress, Rachel, is
soon to go on the stage. She is the wife
of an Englishman, and speaks English
perfectly.

John Price Buchanan, Democratic can-
didate for Governor of Tennessee, is 43
years old and a cousin of ex President
Buchanan.

One of the most skillfal watchmakers in
Atlanta, is Mrs. E. A. Key. By means of
her trade she supports herself and children
in comfort.

The recent dangerous illness of Count
Kalnoky was induced by his reckless eat-
ing and drinking of rich food and iced
champagne.

Captain de Gama, of the Brazilian navy,
a lineal descem.lanz of the great Vasco de

in the Philadelphia yards.

The Emperor William is said to be very
democratic and social when in Berlin, but
very aristocratic and exclusive when at
hus private residence at Potsdam.

The Duke of Hamilton received $3,000,-
000 for the Hamilton Palace collection, re-
cently sold, and the Government made him
pay $90,000 inland revenue tax on this.
The Rev. A. W. Wilson, one of the
Bishops of the Methodist Episcoral Church
South, has set out on a tour of the world
to look after the interests of foreign mis-
sions.

Prince Herbert Bismarck cherishes care-
fully the wreck of a watch which he car-
ried during the Franco-Prussion war and
which stopped a bullet that otherwise
might have ended his life.

W. S. Williams, of Cherokee county,
Ala,, is the father of twenty-eight chil-
dren, the eldest of whom is forty-nine
years old, the youngest six. Mr. Williams
is seventy years of age.

The families who run Guatemala for
their private financial benefit are the
Aparisois, the Arguirres and the Tin

oarea cap!trfﬁ'sﬁ and are relatives o
several of the present Minizters.

John G. Whittier has attended the
small church of the Society of Friends in
Amesbury, Mass., where he lives, for fifty
years, and it is said he has never once
been induced to “speak in meeting,”

Thomas Stevens, now touring in Russia,
writes the World that he has abandoned
part of his cowboy outfit in exchanging
his Texas for a Circassian saddle. It weighs
sixteen pounds to the former’s forty-two.

Miss Sallie Hollde, a Virginian girl, has
undertaken the edacation of the colored
girls of her State.  She proposes to es-
tablish small schools throughout Virginia,
where the colored girl can learn enouzh
in two years to start squarely with the

world.
The small Archduchess Elizabeth,

ous in war.
religious, we must trust the Church to teach

- tiesenament.

{0 RELIGION'S REALK.

—_———

MATTERS OF INTEREST TO0 MINIS-
TERS AND LAYMEN,

Expressions of Opdnion by Newspapen
Representing the Various Denom-
inations, on M@y Subjects.

The Russians are preparing to build a
church over the mouth of Jacob’s Well, in
Palestine. The spot has long been cov.
ered by a mass of old debris a=d' rubbish-

The Bishop of Montreal has declared
himself in favor of the abolition of pew
rents. He says he recognizes the advan-
tages of having an appointed place in the
church for everybody, but at the seme
time free accommodation is a desideratum.
“Let everycne,” he adds, “do what he can
in the direction of free churches.”

The Congregationalist, writing on the same
subject, says: “We deprecate as sincerely
as éislmp Ireland can the necessity for so
far secularizing the public schools, but the
respon;ibility belongs with him and his
church, and the absurd haggling as to:
which of the two versions of the Bible so
nearly alike as the Protestant and Douay
versions shall be read tells its own story.
With reasonable concessions on both sides,

‘the schools, so far as Protestants and

Catholicsare concerned,might be permeated
with religion to a much greater degree
than is now the case. One thing is cer-
tain, the only safe motto throughout the
land on this subject is: ‘Let the public-
school money never be divided.'”

The Independent, discussing the address
of Archbishop Ireland before the school-
teachers at St. Paul on the subject of re-
ligion in the schools, says: “The fact is,
there is no compromise possible. It is
either free church orenslaved church. Our
institutions are based on the free-church
system, and. Catholics like it, and we must
defend them and ourselves against any
other. It works well. Sir Charles Dilke

says that Rugsia and the United States are

the two most religious countries in the
world, and for this reason the most danger-
If we want to keep a people

them, and not the State; and this is

equally true for Catholics and Protest-
ants.”

There is much rejoicing in certain cir-

cles—which, by the way, include society
generally—in the fact that the Queen has
thrown open the East Terrace at Windsor
Castle to the public on Sunday afternoons,
when the band of the Coldstream Guards
is engaged to play a selection of lively
airs for the benefit. of the 7,000 persons
who last Sunday took advantage of the
royal concession. A very natural conse-
quence of this act has followed rapidly on
its heels, and the London County Council
is called upon to inaugurate without delay
a system which shall provide martial
music in every open space of the city on
Sunday afternoons, and popular recreation
on that day has passed from a party cry

into an imperative and universal demand
which it were inhumanity to refuse.

“The question brought before the Epis-
copal Church in the MacQueary case, and
before other churches in cases that resem-
ble it, is not pre-eminently one of theology,
but one of morals,” says the Waichman.
“We cannot help asking, why should men
like Mr. MacQueary remain in any body
of orthodox believers? If they are as
they claim to be, honest men, why should
they not seek fellowship in the organiza-
tions to which they naturally belong ? Or,
failing to find congenial fellowship in
other bodies, why should they not take an
independent stand, and make the best of a
disagreeable position? We do not wish
to cast an imputation on their integrity,
but it seems to us as if they were (}izeter-
mined to take advantage of their orthodox
affiliations, and to attract attention by the
novelty of thespectacle that they present,”

The Christian Advecate (Nashville) : says.
“The trae preacher will not permit him-

self to be diverted from his great work by
other issues, no, not even by ‘great moral
questions.’
ceive due attention in his regular minis-

Great moral questions will re-

try; but he will not suffer himself to be-

come a specialist, even thongh many of his
people may demand it of him, and though
some may discount his devotion to ‘prin-

ciple’ because of his refusal to treat a

symptom when he is commissioned to vure

the disease, Here lies one of the dangers
of our times. Specialists consort and co-
operate with other specialists of other
communions; catho.icity degenerates into
latitudinarianism; men who thus separate
themselves may become very much de-
voted to each other, but love for the
church wanes, The church is in danger of
disparagenient, and is driven to the border
of strife and division, if, indeed, not forced
over and into it. The true preacher will
be a man of one work; and this one work
will embrace moral questions; but this one
work will not permit him to take up any
one moral question, and to make it the
staple of his ministry.”

The Christian Register says: “The Rev.
Charles R. Weld preached a faw weeks ago
a very plain sermon to Baltimore Sabba-
tarians. They have been complaining of
the demoralizing eflfects of Sunday base-
ball; but Mr. Weld pointsgut that, so long
as they persist in closing'galleries of paint-
ings, museums and libraries on Sunday,
they have no right to condemn the work-
ingmen for seeking athletic diversion. Mr.
Weld did not make a plea for Sunday

amusement, but rather for such a large,
noble, and unselfish use of Sunday that ] o, B

AT e esiTa-
ble. Cardinal Gibbons has expressed his

general agreement with the position of

Mr. Weld, and these “gentlemen are not
likely to allvocate any changes incompati-
ble with ipublic morals. In Boston, the
public libsary and art museum have been
opened on!Sunday for some years, with the
best resul[i} In New York the art museum
is closed ; but the workingmen and chil-
dren can watch the monkeys playing tag
in their dnges, and perhaps get as much
amusement as from a game of baseball.
Such are §he curious distinctions that are
sometimeéjdmwn.”

The terian Bonner says: “Againp,
as a strong reason for not sending Catholic
children to the public schools, the danger
of acquiring unbelief ihere is constantiy
insisted dpon. Now, has the Catholic
Church, where it has been the national
church anil where it has had the most un-
limited fiald for education, kept out’infi-
delity? Not by any means. Take, for the
first exm%vple. Itaiy—the seat of Roman
Catholic Church authority. The Pope
himse!f has denounced again and again
the infidelity rampant there in the Gov-
ernment and with those who control pub-
France was a Catholic
country, the established ehurch was the
Catholic, and there infidelity produced the
borrors of the French revolution, and
there to-day it is manifesting its hostility
againstthat church, # * * Jtis there-
fore, plain that where the Catholic Church
has had, and even now has, every poswsible
facility for instructing its people, it does
not educate ; that its oversight, ancs what-
ever it does supply does not produge a su¢
perior education ; does not produze a su-
perior morality or thrift, and that its
undisputed sway in education and all its
other service are no insepazsble barrier
agaiost nddelity. Hence we conclude
that Caziiolics are not right in the ressons
assicued by them for oapositien to our
commen schools and in bekalf of the sep-
arase schools which they demand.”

tria, is shid to be growing exactly like Fer
mother. The little girl is an enthus’ 4atic

: sassed an examination, train boys in gar-, on an evening gown or mantle, at will, withs {
ng. " out harm :

entomologisi, and never 1e_nva th & castle
of Laxenburg, where she lives, githout a
butterfly net, .

The Framiner says: “The managers of

daughter of the late Crown Prince of Aus- 14}, World's Fair will make a great mis-

take if they allow the ecxhibition to be
opened to the public on Sanday. Wedo
not know that thiey have made any official
announcement to that effect, but the_ re-
cent meeting of the citizens of Chicago

-

to protest againsf such a possibil-
ity is proof that the malfer has, at least,
been a subject of discussion, * ¥ *®

America owes much to the snterprise and
sterling moral principle of many of the
foreign-born of her citizens, bat she also
owes much of her present politicul and
moral corruption to the same sovrce. We
in New York have had special experience
of this foreign political tyranny; the
Western States of alien moral depravity:
and against both a firm stand must be
taken. Provision has already been made
in the Fast to purify city government, in
the West the opportunity is present for
the suppression of Sunday 15950(‘1'3(10:1.
The discussion over the World’s Fair has
opened the whole subject anew, and an ad»
murable occasion is now offered for a gens
eral revision of the Sunday Jaws. They
are in sore need of it. But in so doing
care should be taken to avoid excess in
either direction, far too severe restrictions
are as likely to be produetive of restless-
mess and revolt as too great laxity of dan-
gerous excitement and license.”

When we find the most upright citizens taking
no interest in politics, showing no zeal for the
good government of the country, we may expect
political stagnat‘on and corruption; but when
the best citizens manifest interest in public af-
fairs, we have };ood governmet and honest ad-
ministration of public trusts. It is the duty of
every public man to take an getive personal in-
terest in the welfare of his eountry, and to see
that the best citizens are elected to public
laces.— Cardinal Gibdons, i . Vincenl's Church
altimore,

“At no period of our history have the
words used by Cardinal Gibbons been more
applicable that the present,” says the
Freemaw's Jowrnal (Roman Catholic).
“Thousands of our best-equipped citizens
take little or no interest in politics. Their
plea is that machine rule is dominant, and
that they would be contaminated by con-
tact with the rough masses. They takean
altogether pessimistic view of municipal,
state and national affairs, and too many of
them are ready to join in with the foreign-
ers who pronounce the republican govern-
ment in Awmerica a failure. But these
gentlemen are sltogether mistaken.
Wherever government is corrupt, it will
be found owing largely to the neglect of
such as they to do their duties as patriotic
Americans.. They could speedily put to
rout the forces of evil, and cleanse the
Augean stables of public affairs, For,
while we believe that our Constitution and
free system contain in themselves the po-
tent germs of immortal life, they require
the co-operation of the citizen to bring
them to the full measure of their power
and usefulness.”

“The Romancontroversialists of late are
making much of'a short and easy argument
for the panal supremacy,” says the Living
Church. “The Charch is an organized
bedy, and moreover, a visible body; but a
visible body, it is-insisted, to bea body at
all, must have a visible head. It is often
asserted, and sometimes the assertion is
allowed to pass; thaton this ground the
Anglo-Catholic position leads logically to
Rome, Since we acknowledge the visibil-
ity of the Church, we are illogical, it is
said, in denying the visible head. Sooner
or later our own reasoning will compel us
to accept the papal supremacy, infallibility
and all! If we are to believe Mr. Riv-
ington, who seceded to the Roman intru-
sion in England some years ago, and has
written a book about it, this argument
struck him as immensely forcible. Per-
haps nothing will bring out the fallacy in=
volved in it so clearly as a reductio ad ab-
surdum. The Romanist holds that the
Pope is a visible head ; but a visible head,
to be a head at all, must have a visible
body. The visible Church therefore must
be the body of the Pope. We imagine
that not many, even of the most ardent ad-
vocates of the papal claims, have been ac-
customed to put the matter to themselves
in this bold and direct form. It is im-
mediately seen that when we speak of the
Church as ‘the body,’ it isin a sense which
admits of only one headship, namely, that
of Christ, and that the connection which
warrants such language is a vital and or-
ganic one.”

The Churchman,in discussing the subject
of Trusts, remarks: “Industries of all
kinds are shaping themselves to meet the
demands of artificial wants, not needs. So-
ciety is in danger of becoming an artificial
life; education under the mastery of an
artificial system; art is lifeless; the

combinations which- hold out a hope of
increased associate activities, which better
all temporarily, and scatter broadcast good
tid-bits to employes and servants, and
promise the coming of a day when science
shall bring in universal co-operation, and
the State shail regulate everything, are a
positive relief. They are in advance, a
great advance, over that system of ‘every
man for himself” which takes fourteen
hours of a man’s day,.instead of eight, and
pays him for eight insteaéd of fourteen,
and makes him work seven days in the
week to get the barest supply of bread
and meat and the coarsest covering of
clothing for his nakedness. Yes, but the
whole system  is wrong, and history has
proved it so again and again, and has de-
stroyed it as many times. And the sci-
ence which has elaborated this system
has shown its origin by its work upon
Christianity at one and the same time. It
has taken the fatherhood of God and the
brotherhood of man out of its religious
creed, just as-it is leaving the same factors
out of its study of social problems. Its
advance on. the one side kills the soul of
man ; why should we trust it on the other
side to do any better for his body and his
mind ?”

-
The Baggageman's Mistake.
I always have an eye out for my trunk

check and seen it dumped into the baggage
car I am quite sure it will go a certain
distance, but when that distance has been
covered my anwiety is again aroused.
When I changed railroads at Philadel-
phia the other day I realized that I had a
contract by which my trunk ought to
change with me, but nevertheless the fear
that it wonld. go astray and finally bring
up in New Orleans or San Francisco,
started me over to Camden at an early
hour to watch the transfer. I ex»ected to
see my trunk come over at the last mo-
ment and be left on the platform as I
moved off, but a great surprise was in
store for me. It came over an hour ahead
of time, along with a big load of others,
and I stood around to see it come off the
wagon. A gentie word or a nickel cigar
will sometimes have great influence with
the men who are hired at so much per
month to damage your trunks. They
were dropped off, one by one, each one re-
ceiving more or less ipjury in the fall, and
by and by the two men on the wagon
came to my trunk. I had two cigarsin °
my open palm, and was about to step for-
ward with kindest smiles when the sta~
tion baggageman suddenly sunyg out :
““Heére, now, be mighty careful” of that
trunk ?”

“What for ?”

“Because I say so. Let
ently as if it were glass.”

The trunk was lowered with the utmost
care, and I approached the good man and
asked to what sentiment on his part L
should attribate the great favor,

“Is. that your trunk?” he blantly de«
manded.

“Yes, sir”

“Let’s see your check.”

1 vroduced it. He compared: the figures
and thea callad ount in an awful voice =

“(3et out o' this or I'll kopek your head
ofi* I thought that trank belonged to
wy sister.”—Detreit Free Press.

it down as

W. C. Brouson, who Aas just been elected
by the faculty of De Pauw University, in
Indiana, to the chaic of rhetoric and Eng-
lish literature iw that institution, is only
twenty-five vears of age, He has, how-
ever, taken ihe highest rank at Brown,
Harvard pad Cornell as & brilliant student
and teacher,
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factory, with its scores of slaves, young an
old, is a necessity; wealth despotic, anc
poverty belpless. Therefore these great
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