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i feeble to resist that dreadful cough.
' And the parents returned to their
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EVER TRUE.

Joyonus at heart as & summer day
A lmsste stands by the meadow way,
And looks at » face that is very dear,
And wonders in words that know nothing of

fear—
“W1iil you he true, love? will you he true?
Will you love me as 1 love you!:
Will love grow stronger as years roll on,
And be truest when youth and beauty have
.

pone”
Will yuu be true, love? will you be true?™

Joyous at heart on their wedding-memn
Hushand and wife walk home through the comn,
And each scoms 1o hear the old time song
As, hand in hand, they wander along:
“Will you be true, love? will you be truc?
Will you love me as [ love you®
Will love gruow stronzer as years roll on,
And be truest when youth and beauty bave

®

pone?
Will you be true, love? will you be truc!™

Joyous at heart when their hair is gray,
Hushand and wife together stray,
Amil hand clasps hand as they pass along,
And the hesrt of each s glad with song:
“You have been true, love! you have been
true!
Loving me well as I have loved you!
And time and change, and good snd ill
Have linked us clover rnd closer still—
Hearts ever iroe, love ! hearts ever true’
- —t;eorge Wealhkerly.
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*  POOR FATHER!

Unbounded Happiness Turned to
Deeopest Borrow.

When Licutenant Henry Robeline
Jearned that his ship, Francis Garnier,
was to be sent to China, he thought of

~shis wife and boy, and this thought sud-
denly checked his joy to be put in the
way of gaining the epanlettes of Capt-
ain. Even he experienced something
like remorse for having wished his ship
to be one of those selected for this far-
away expedition, and, he asked him-
self, if these instantaneous disquietudes
were not what people call a presenti-
ment.

It is this, for the last month his child
was ynwell, and the doctor had recom-
mended constant care and attentive
treatment. Marcel was born a little
delicate, sickly, one would say;it seemed
as if he had inherited the paludean
fever, of which his father has suffered
in Africa on the banks of those large
and treacherous rivers, where malaria
reigns supreme.

Madame Robeline expected the news;
she wanted to be courageons.

“When do you leave!’ she asked,
simply. ;

*In a fortnight.”

She felt her heart ready to burst. He
took her on his knees, and with his
kiszes he restrained her tears.

“Papa,” stammercd the boy, *will
you take me with you?"’

The sailor had his home outside of
Toulon, in this corner of the roadway,
gracious and picturesque as a Neapoli-
tan bay. He hoped that, in the midst
of palm snd orange trees, his young
one would improve; but the child, after
recovering a little, became weak again
under the anxious eyes of his mother,
those woman s eyes which refuse to
notice the painful traces of sickness on
the loved faces, although they see them
growing deeper; equally prompt to

or despair, and whose tenderness
has tears for joy as well as for sorrow.

Three days before thas Francis
Garnier left her moorings to make her
essays amd regulate her compasses
Madame Robeline visited hor husband’s
ship, where he was going to live, and,
who knows, idie, perhaps, wounded dur-
ing a battle? She had some terrific
visions.

Ah! poor sailors’ wives!

Bhe arranzel his eabin, made a nest
of it, filled it with green plants which
would fade away once in open sea.
Her picture and the child's smiled
above the narrow bed in a frame made
with swonls and revolvers, where for
the future exilod they would recall the
absent home to his mind. And while
she placed all those things, often alone,
her husband being on duty on the deck,
she cried. One evening, as she had
belated herself, she wrapped Marcel in
a shawl, but the gamin threw down the
garment again and again, clapped his
hands, laughed with the sailors, happy
with the breeze and swell. He caught
s cold. The next day he could not rise
he coughed so much.

His father and mother slept no more.
The Francis Garnier's departure was
fixed for the mext Saturday. They
counted the hours. Soon the child
was at death’s door.

“Will you save him, doctor?” be-
sought they.

The doctor answered *'yves,” but that
did not satisfy them. Marcel was too

child’s bed, murmuring some tender
words without hearing themselves
speak. They looked at their moaning
child and buried their nails in the
. palns of their hands.

“We leave on Saturday.”

Bertha uttered a great cry. Satar-
day night ought not to come for her.

- But the angel may die that very
&l-?dlr perhaps!  Her boy to die—to

“Do not go. Henry! For God's sake,

o mot go!”
He went out to solicit his transfer to
another ship that remained in Toulon.
,On the threshoid of his door he re-

‘he had his mission and his orders. Not

130 sail now was to desert. Then he re. | C2PHSI®
:tudhishoma;hlshq'“ saying: During

‘Papa, will you bring me plenty of
hinese toys?”’
‘Mme. Raobeline opened the window:
g pointed the ship 10 her husband.
8¢ You must.go, Henry! Jam -
p not know what I am saying. 1—
Francis Garnier cast off her
prings; ber captain was on the

“fected; he commanded a man-o’-war; p

of the roadstend e turned around,
seaching beyond the bine gulf, under
the palm and orange trees, his white
cottage of Tamais, where he had left
his life. On the balcony a silhouetle
appeared, a hand waved a handker-
chief, sent a kiss, and the vision was a
short onc. Fromthe interior of the
room a voice had called *“Mamma,”
and the officer did not see the appa-
rition any more.

He went to his eabin, took a calendar
covered with penciled notches at the
month of July’s column. Each one in-
dicated & putting fn, that is to say a
telegram that he would receive from
Port Said to Hong Kong. In the last
kies, he had said to his wife, this phrase
sad and cruel: [ will be more tor-
tured than yon! No matter what may
happen send me a wessage to each
port.  Use the word ‘Hope’ if he is bet-
ter, and ‘Courage’ it——" A sob had
shortened what he wanted to say.

*Courage!” repeated he. *Cour-
age! Wkat irony! Can one have conr-
age when death takes his child!”

He rose, dismissing the terrible idea.
The joyful noize of the war soon exas-
perated him. He onlered some man-
cuvers, invented for himself duties to
perform, incredible fatigues to bear, to
divert him from thinking.

woltld not end.

At last, Port Said is reached. Hope,
read the dispatech,

*It ia dated from the day before, and
perhaps since——

Onee out of the Sucz Canal, Robeline
gave onders to the engineer to double
the speed. At Obock he received an-
other message, -“Hope;" but at Co-
lombo, where in his anxiety he arrived
in advance, he found nothing. Not-
withstanding his formal instructious he
remained at the anchorage for awhile.
Finally he had to go. Already he had
grown old; he ate and slept no more.
Sometimes he locked himself up, giv-
ing the ship in charge to his first
officer.

At Saigon the first sampan that came
aiongside his ship brought him a dis-
patch: “Granmd Hope.” He kissed the
paper soiled by the Anamite's paws;
but suddenly he thougzht that may be
his wife was not teiling the truth. *She
wants me to arrive at Fort Cheon, my
mind at rest, to prevent me from ex-
posing myself too much. Uh! how to
know?" :

And one month of his salary was ex-
pended in sending long telegrams ask-
ing for details.

Hong Koag! He arrived attwo a.
m. The places of business, the French
Consulate, in fact, every house was
closed. He never thought of that; he
went ashore as he could not remain on
board; he aded the deserted
streets until daybreak. When the city
awoke he ran to the window of the
telegraph office and a message was
haunded to bim, “Be counfident; a great
deal better. Marcel is saved.” The
Consul, to whom he paid an early visit,
dressed in full uniform, supposed him
to be either drmnk or sun-stricken.

The immense joy of Robeline escaped
the fatality of & reaction. The 221 of
August he bad 2 new fever, the fever
of combat. It was at Fort Cheon, and
the Francis Garnier having a small
dranght, Admiral Courbet employed
her for all the operations impossible
to larger men-of-war. Ten times Lieu-
tenant Eobeline distingunished himself.
His exaltation gained every one around
him; he had & double life; noisily brave,
taking his revenge of the gone had
hours of his existence, with a continual
need of scattering his returned youth
and energy in an exuberance of happi-
ness.

With his ship’s boats only he took a
Chinese sloop-of-war. His name was
mentioned in the orders of the day—a
distinetion seldom conferred.

A fow hours after the squadron had
departed from the Mien river Courbet
called Robeline to his ship. The tele-

graph had just brought the answer of
the Government to the demand for re-

wards made by the Admiral for his

valiant sailors.

“Robeline, a good shake hand. Yon

are a Captain of frigate!”

And the Lisutenant, in the excess of

his joy. threw his arms around the

Admiral's neck.

+What is the matter, Robeline? Can
not stand prosperity?™

«Ah Admiral, I beg your pardon, if

you knew how happy I am!"

«Well, Iam glad of it. Return to
your ship and inform your officers and
crew of your promotion.""

Robeline took !e:iv: ull Ili:l kind
perior. ped in yawl and went
::a.. rn,:dms Garnier.
nal Official has certainly registered my
advancement, but she shall be so hap-
wtnneeimnfewlinufmm me that
she may believe wounded.™
At the top of the ladder his officers
awaited him. The news had spread.
They congratulated their chief. His
body servant, Noelic, a Briton, held
behind his back two pairs of galloons.
«p moment, Captuin, I will sew them
on coat No. 1.7
And after the shake hands, the com-
iments, the double rations granted
to the crew, thé punishments remitted,
Robeline entered his cabin.
his absence his mail had ar-
rived, the mail from France! the mail
from Tamaris! The letters were scat-
tered on his table.
+All the happiness together to-day™
murmured he, full of joy, sending a
kiss to the portraits of his wife and
child.

He took Bertha's letter and opened
it. At this moment a knock resounded

Whea crossing the entrance

on the door,

*“A message, Captain!™
Distractedly he tore the envelope;
doubtless some compliments from his
friends of the Respes division! Of a
sudden, he straightened himself, paler
than death, passed his hamds on his
forehead and with a loud horrified
vuice, he read:

*Marcel relapsed, Lost. Courage!™

*My God!”

And he fell on his bed, his arms
stretehed in despair.

“Now, Caplain, what has happened
to you?"

It was Sailor Noelie bringing back
the coat No. 1, on which shone three

gold aml two silver galloons, the
former old, the latter new.
Robeline  rose; wunconsciously he

opened his desk, read agzin the mes-
sage and his wife's letter.  Iis hands
shook, he could not see a line and he
turned the yuges feverishly.  When he
came to the last one, with a voice choked
with sobs trying to iimitate the tone of
the voice of the departed child, even his
lizp, he read:

“My CoBmisHep Liorie FATner: Since 1
am well siamma has tauzht me how to write (o
enuble ine to write alone to yon to tell sou that
I_km- you with all my heart, and that 1 find the
time very long withoat you,

“Please do not forget to bring me plenty of
Chinese toys.

. MARCEL ROBELINE.™
*0, Noelic, my poor Noclie!”

He leaned on the sailor’s neck in his
need of speaking to somebody, allowing
his heart to break for a pity aronnd
him,

Then, showing the portrait of his
child that langhed in the midst of the
swords and revolvers, he exclaimed:

“He is dead! Noelie, my little oneis
dead!™

And while the sailor supported him,
without letting o his hold on the coat

time. Big tears rolled fast and heavy
down his cheeks and fell on his new
galloons.

Y. Graphir.
e ——

QARNH"AN TRAVELING.

The Most Enjoy snd R
Feving a Country.
A French friend of mine lives near
one of those pretty shady avenues of
trees that are common on the outskirts
of French towns, amd often in the morn-
ing he walks out in that direction. One
day his curiosity was attracted by a
caravan that sought the shade there.
The horses were unharnessed by a serv-
ant, and the master came out of the
vehicle and looked around him with
the eys of a stranger to the locality.
*“There is sumething about that cara-
van,” my friend thonght, “that seems
unusual, and I should like to find out
what it is.® Impelled by this desire,
he entered into couversation with the
owner, who was immediately recog-
nizable as a gentleman, and my friend
being of the same class they soon
became communicative, as French
people will when they have not
made up their minds to be rigidly
solemn and reserved. The owner
of the caravan was M le Comte
de B., the horses were his carriage
horses, the man was his groom, and
Mme. la Comtesse was inside the house
on wheels, occupied in cooking the de-
jeuner. They remained in that place
twenty-four hours, and my friend be-
eame almost intimate with them. They
both said that of all the varieties of
traveling this was what they most en-
joved. It had begun by an attempt to
explore some part of the country where
the inns were bad, but since then they
had come to prefer the caravan to any
inns whatever; and, in fact, there were
two or three excellent hotels in the
town they were then visiting. The cara-
van was arranged with great skill, so
as to. give good accommodation in a
restricted space, and the servant was
provided for by a sort of tent, not set up
separately on the ground, but belonging
to the habitationitsell. Looking at this
arrangement from a practical point of
view it might be thought that with a
lady on board it wounld be desicable
to have a second caravan with serv-
ants. That, however. would involve
a great increase of expense. Yet
the continual expense would not be

Way of

might be hired for the excursion only.
One of my friends, who knew that I
was interested in every thing concern-
ing independent travel, told me of a
moving establishment he had met with
in Italy. A rich Italian nobleman
traveled with four car s of

“1 kiss you thousands of times. Your good |
The days would not pass, and the sea | boy.

No. 1, Captain Robeline eried a long

Poor fat_her.—F ‘rom the French, in N. |

| settled industry in Berlin.

" SCIENCE AND INDUSTRY.

—A large nunber of small tobaceco
{actories ave being started in Florida
to work up the tobacco grown in the
State.

—The yearly manufacture of pins is
placed at 4,695.000,000 in England, and
at 6,720,000,000 in New England.

—Preliminary arrangements have
heen entered into to establish a large
manufactory in Pheenix, Ari, to make
sugar from sorghum.

—Grand Duke Nicholas, of Rnssia,

: iseredited with being an enthusiastie

student of natural history, . and with a
new work on the entomelogy of the
Caueasns,

—A good photograph of the seventh
moon of Saturn has been obtained by
the Messrs Henry, at the Paris observ-
atory. The photosraphie plate had
to be exposed thirty-five minutes. This
moon is known to astronomers as
Hyperion, and was the last =atellite of
> to be discovered.— N, ¥. Ledger.

—The manufacture of solid ecarbonic
acid gas is said to have become a
Itis putin
L] evlinders and if kept under pres-
surl® will last some time; that is a
eylinder one and a half inches in
diameter a¥id two inches long takes
five hours tqmelt away into gas.

—I the statements which come from
Brazil on the subject are trustworthy,
the Freire syatem of inoculation against
yellow fever certainly secemsto be effica-
clous. The ‘mortality from the disease
in Rio de Jafi#iro is said tg be ten times
as great . among those who have not
been treated by Dr. Freirg's method as
among persans slo havé been inocu-

lated. —N, T. 2

—~The ehtire | pro@inction of the
cordage mi the Unite® States, it is
stated, is af 120,000 tos, valued at

tarred rope most nsed by
cing and repairs. —Public

~—Dr. John Vaunsant, «
States marine huspital at St. Louis,
claims to be the first to have taken
photographs by the light of fireflies.
He placed twelve fireflies in a three-
ounce boitle, covering its mouth with
fine bobinet. The average durftion of
the flash of each insect was half a
second, and the luminous srea on the
ahdomen was about one-eighth of an
inch square. The time of uxposure was
fifty flashes.—Scicnce. ‘

—Faye, the French ma ogist,
thinks the movement of38. is
not ascending, as some seien sup-
pose it to be, but descending, pene-
trating the lower layers of the atmos-
phere like a corkscrew. The destruct-
ive effects of these storms are ascribed
to the violent shock occasioned by the
collision of the descending spirals with
the ground. and the emergy is not ap-
parently lessened by this contact, inas-
much as it is constantly renewed from
above, and transmitted to the earth by
the rotary motion downwards.—M F.
Leilger.

—A French Fuel: The plan of util-
izing coke dust by making it into bri-
quettes has been successfully adopted
by a gas company at Lyons, France.
This is accomplished by mixing each
ton of fine coke with about 200 pounds
of coal-tar pitch and then passing
through a compressing machine. The
total cost is §4 per ton, and the product
readily sells for $5.50 to $6 per ton.
The expense for the plant, with a ca-
pacity of sixty-five tons daily, was only
£5,000. — Arkansaw Traveler.

—Wae learn from the Pittaburgh Irom
World that Pittsburgh steel-makers
have established agencies for the sale
of the finer grades of steel suitable for
making cutlery in Europe, India and
Australia. Their sales have been so
considerable as to practically guarantee
an established trade. Steel has been
wold in competition with English-made

| steel at the same prices, and, the World

1l

great, as the extra pair of horses |

|

| says, *the prices, under the circum-

stances, were entirely satisfactory to
the producers.”

—The barramanda proves to be
a connecting link of primary rank
between the oldest surviving group
of fishes and the lowest air-
breathing animals like the

| and salamanders. It leaves ita na-

tive streams at night and sets out
on a foraging expedition after vegetable
food in the neighboring woodlands. It
has both lungs and gills. It can

| breathe either air or water at will, or,

dions size and admirably contrived,

night the vehicles were placed in the
form of a hollow square, and the place
so inclosed was tovered in with a can-
vas roof. This made a sort of central
hall, in which the owner and his family
dined in great state, the caravans sery-
ing as bedrooms. Now, although this
may seem At extravagant way of trav-
eling. it is, in fact, merely an unaceus-
tomed way of employing a rich man's
establishment of horses and men. The
extra expense involved by this particu-
lar employment of them need not be
extremely onerous.— . P. Hamecrion,
in Longman's Magazine.

————— At .

The Poah Fellah.

Charlie Knickerbocker —What's the
matter, Gus? You theme all bwoke up.
Gus Soobberly—Yeth, Chollie, I'm a
ot wreck. Cawt cold lasth night.
Gweat heaventh! bave you been ex-
pothin yerself?
I went to the opera. Chollie, and the
scoundrelly usher gave me a pwogam
that had just been pwinted, and it waih
the moist and damp tiat 1 got chilled
thu and thu.—Tezas Siflings.

each drawn by a pair of fi : i
Ou arriving ,_ty' hfl:;:‘ Pl::* ];3:‘&: | in outline, it presents points of ana-

| if it ch

, the two together. Though
covered with scales and most fish-like

tomical resemblance both to sala-
manders and lizards, and is a connect-
ing bond between the North Ameriean
mud fish on the one hand and the won-
derful lepidosiren on the other.

- b

A Fable for Every Body,

In the depths of a forest there lived
two foxes. Une of them said one day
in the politest fox language: *Let's
quarrel.” *Very well,” said the
other. *But how shall we set about
it?” They tried all sorts of ways, but
it could not be done. hecause each one
would give way. At last number one
fetched two stones.  ““There,” said he,
*you say they're yours, and I'll say
they're mine, and we will quarrel, and
fizht, and scratch. Now, I'll begin.
Those stones are mine?" *Very well,”
answered the other, “you are welcome
to them.” *“Bat we shall never quar-
rel at this rate!” cried the other, jump-
ing up and licking his face. *“You
old simpleton, dou’t you know it takes
iwo to make a quarrel any day?’ BSo
they gave it up as a bad joh and never
tried to play at this silly gawe again.
— Wastern Plowman.

' PUNGENT PARAGRAPHS.

—Is it not better to work and win |
than to play and lose P

—To whom you betray your secret, ‘

| FOR OUR YOUNG FOLKS.

| That is called the country of Syzenterest

You give your liberty. i

—A good reputation is better than = Their eyes are moist, and their noses red;
: For the trials and troubles, and doubts and fears,
—In waiting for rich relations to die } Are the commonest things in Syzesteres.
don’t wait so long as to lose all .your, mmhwbﬂ'ﬂlﬂm

all the wealth of this world.

energy.

Whenever
—The number of persons engaged in | They grumhle and say it's always so.

crushi isi { They eat their fruit when it's green and small,
iing truth to earth is snrpnsmglyi by sl o gy

lurge.—FPomeroy's Adeance Thought.

‘Where the children whine, and the bables cry,
And even the grown folks droop and sigh?
Their faces are long with s look of dread,

frown and say: “Look out for & storm.™
It hbappens to rain or snow

For people will shut their eyes and eara
Bysrateres.

—The young man with a slender sal- | To omens of good in

ary should choose for his bride a young
woman of small waste.

—A base ball umpire has bought
himself a first-class kicking mule, so as
not to feel lonesome at the end of the
season.—Chicago Inter-Ocean.

—He—*'Did you enjoy the sermon?™
She—*Of course Idid. I had on a
new hat and dress, and the sexton
seated me dircctly in front of that
dreadfol Miss Briggs."—Detroit Free
Press.

month after month and not get dis-
couraged, but if he fishes two hours
and fails to land & ten-pounder he is
ready to take his afidavit that this
world is all a fraund.

—A di housel says that
every new servant comes to her labelled
as willing. What she wants is to find
one who is unwilling—to undertake
duties far beyond her.—Erchange.

—Guest (to landlord)—*I say, land-
lonl, have you got such a thing as an
encyclopedia about the house”" Land-
lord—+*No, sir, we have not; but there
is a gentleman from Boston in the read-
ing-room.—Harper's Buzar.

—It is er mighty hard matter fur us
ter see de bad p'ints in er thief dat is
willin’ ter lend ns money, ur de good
p'ints in er hones' man dat hab "fused
ter do us a favor. Dar ain’t er weaker

LT R S S ;‘mrn younger than Tommy, looked s

tur'.—Arkansaw Traveler.

—Jones—*I say, Smith, I saw a great
magician last night. He could give
you lemonade, or any drink you waated
out of a white high hat.” Smith—
“That’s nothing; we’ve got a grocer on
our corner who can give you thirty-
five, forty, and forty-five cent butter
out of the same tub.” — Harper's Bazar.

—Editor-in-Chief—*Hello there! Mr.

Clipa!™ City Editor Clips—*Yes, sir."" |

“Send half a dozen reporfses out im-
mediately, and see whni's the matter
down the street.”
don’t ses anything going on down
there."" *“That's just the point. Don't
you seo they are not digging it up?
There must be something under all
this., Giveus a good article, Mr. Clipa."
—Boston ~r,

—Miss De Fashion—'‘Horrors! It's
Sunday and my writing paper is all
gone.”  Little Brother—*That new
kind?” *Yes." “TI'll make you some.

—A man will buy lottery tickets

they're aalied 1o tem,

— Youlh's Companion,
JEHs tm o M

TUOMMY'S SCHOOL.

How and Why He Changed His Mied, and
What Came of It.

“Humph! 1 ain’t agoin’ to ltml‘y

much if school does begin Monday,”

sail Tommy Jenkins at the end of his

[ long vacation; “I'm goin’ to have pes-

f
1

Why I |

'

nuts all shelled, and eat "em when
teacher isn't lookin’, and I'm goin’ to
do lots o' things to make the other
boys laugh, and I'm goin® to act so
teacher 'll have to send me home, then
1 won't have to go to school any more;
chee-hee, won't that be fun!” and a
pair of boyish heels went up into the
nir as Tommy threw himself back om
the sofa and chuckled at what he
thought a very smart speech.

Susie, who was eight years old, two

little shocked at first, but when Tom-

| my laughed co gaily she langhed. t>0,

then she said:

“Yes, but what will mamma say to
such things, and papa? Ob, papa’ll
be dreadful sober and say: My little
son!’ in that way that always makes me
ery right out when he says: My little

Ty -3

*Uh, mamma will be kinder at

first,” said Tommy, biandly, ‘‘but she

will get over it pretty socn, and._ssts |

papa, oh, I'd make it all right with
paps when I told him how a feller
Jiates to study;” and Tommy gk
thumbs into the armholes of his
and tried to whistle.

Fortunately, mamma wasin the hall,
and just about to enter the room when

| Tommy began bis smart remarks, and

Jane got a bar of soap yesterday, and |

the paper around it is justlike what you
had, rough and sort o’ brown.” +*Non-
sense. My paper had red eyes.”
“Yes, 1 know, ['ll get Jane to cutit
the right size, and dip the edges in
raspberry jam.""—Omaha Worlil
—Thonghtful Papa—*Eating candy
again, Tommy? How often I've told
¥ou that this continual eating deranges
the stomach! It's the worst thing you
can do. Your stomach needs rest. Yon

so heard every word the children said.

She wen_; quickly back upstairs, and

neither Tommy nor Susie

she had heard a word. .,
But just as their mother expected

would be the case, when bedtime was

approaching that night Tommy began

' asking for a story, and Susie put down

her dolly to help Tommy tease for what

| they both liked s0 much, one of their

mamima’s nice stories. Papa was over
by the table reading, but his face was
behind the paper, and the children
knew the sound of mamma's voice

“ would not disturb him at all.

shouldn’t keep it continually at work. '

It irritates it. Now remember, don’t
let me see you eating again between
meals.—Hullo, Jack, lets’ go and have
anip! Just drank! What of t? So
did 1. Come on, old fellow!'—Bosion
Transcripi.
—p e
WHAT A MAN EATS.
Amouat of Bolid and Liguid Food Cos-
sumed by Every Individanl,

It has been calenlated that on the
average each man who attains the age
of three score aml ten consumes during
the course of his life twenty wagon-
loads of food, solid and liquid. At four
tons to the wagon, this would corre-
spond to an average of about a hundred
ounces of food per day, orsay some one
hundred and twenty ounces per day
during adult life, and sbout eighty
ounces during infancy and youth. Most
maodern doctors agree in regarding one
hundred and twenty ounces of food per
day, corresponding to five or six half
pints of liquid food, and seven or eight
pounds of solid food, as in excess of the
real daily requirements of a healthy
man or woman.

Yet, probably most of us take more
than this, in one way or another, dur-
ing the day. Dr. Lankester, from an
extensive analysis of the dietary of sol-
diers, sailors, prisoners and the beotter-
paid classes of artisans and profession-
al men in London, found the average
dnily quantity of solid snd liquid food
to be 143 ounces. Doubtless many take
mueh less; but unguestionably many
take much more than this When
some one mentioned before Sydnoy
Smith the twenty wagon-loads of food
calenlated for esch man’s allowance, |
he turned to Lord Durham, who, like
himself, was corpulent (and not with-
out sufficient reason), with the quaint
remark: *1 think our wagons, Durham,
must be fou
members of the London Corporation, to
seek no further, whose wagops maust
be six-horsed ones, and well loaded at
that.—R. 4. Procior, in Cosmopolilan.

Likes and Diglikes.

«] s'poss you like customers that
pay ns they go," said a suspicious party
as he registered his name.

*Yes,”" replied the hotel elerk, it

they've got baggage; if they haven't,
we like ‘'m to pay as they come, Two

. asked T , his
e s ommy, great blue eyes wide

dollars, please."—N. Y. Sun,

So after Tommy bad seated himself
on an ottoman with his hands in his
mamma’s lap, and Susie was nestied
close beside her, mamma began:

*Once npon a time there was a fine-
looking young man who was un-
fortunate, and very much to be pitied.
He had good manners, and also had
the appearance of having been well
brought up, but the trouble was, he
was not faithful in uythll:ﬁ. Whea
he first went into a town tried to
find work, he would generally succeed
in getting some thing to do in » store
perhaps, and for a little while he would
seem to do well, but it was never
long before those who had employed
him would find that he was not to be

trusted, so he would be obliged to leave | "4
and try to find some other place or er: |

ployment. »
“The time would come whea ev ry
one in the town would know ai' -
him, and he would have te _.
where else and n all ove: a
try finding work by which to feed
pelf. This was not atal' 3 happy
to lead, for of course he had no
home, no friends in articular, and by
little mouvey, some
enough to things be
«Resides ail this there was no k
of business he could

*Did he ever have a nice
good parents?” asked Tommy.

**Certainly, just as nice a home
you have, and just as kind parents.”’

“Then why didn't they teach Mim
things, and send him to school ™

i

tell about,” answered mamms,

i

badly that the teacher had to send him
bome—""

“Why. Tommy Jenkins" cried Se
sie, interrupting her mamma at these

of shielding Tommy's faults.

Foor Tommy!. His face had beem
growing very red, his chest was swell-
ing and his breath coming very
at the last part of the story. but
his slowly lowered his papef trom
his and sald in a - =

tome: “Why. my li son
ﬁ'“:m al too much. Down
went Tommy's fair little head into his
mamma's lap, and for a few minnies

der
oonld r
be had boen told,
em thp
cu.cnq
Prince made use of the secref,
land became the happlest boy im the

i




