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OUR DARLING.

Laet antumn, the maples were golden,
The oak wore a chaplet of red,
Like wings the white clouds were unfolden,
In the infinite blue overhead.
And all on the roadways were rallies
Of scarlet, asd yellow, and green,
And all on the hills and the valleys
The mists were a silvery sheen,

Oh! Mlowers uncounted and lustred
With tints from the fountain of light,

Oh! birds in great armics that mustered,
And tlew on the wind from our sight,

Qur darling was here when your sweetness
Made swecter our heaven of home,

That knew not one rift in completeness,
That feared not one BOTTY to come,

Was it fancy that never o tender
‘llul been her dear words and her ways?

Did we dream that God meant but to lend ber,
To bless us in hurrying days?

Perhape we had thought that forever,
As exrth names forever, our dove

Would croon her sweet songs at our hearth-

stone,

And brighten our cyes with her love.

For alas' when the Angel stood knocking—
Strode over our threshold in haste—

We cried: “Surely God ean not know it'™
Crur souls pleaded : W herefore this waste®

"Nr_-l ours,” we urged. “Nof our darling ™™
We prayed in a passionate strife;

And lo! ere were spent our petitions,
The Angel had borne her—to life.

God lent her! God took her! We owned it,
Confessed it was right and was best.

In the midst of our anguish we moaned it,
Low bent at the couch of her rest,

RBut oh! the sad missing, the guiver
Of pain at the heart-strings to-day,

‘With the sheen on the lills and the river,
And only our darling away.

Bless God for the hope that remaineth,
Of homie in the mansions prepared ;
Bless Gaul for the faith that sastaineth,
For the cross that is never unshared,
One walks by our side inthe shadow,
And lo! in His face is the sun;
And His life and His love are the pledges
Of the life that our darling has won.
—Marguret E. Sangster, in Youth's Com-
Paaion.
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AN ICEBERG.

It Floated Gently Into the Warm
Sea of Married Love.

L

*You will have the painting sent to-
day, Mr. Vane?”

**At one o'clock, Miss Rutherford.”

‘tiood-morning.” It was said a little
haughtily.

‘“Good-morning,” and, with a court-
eous, but as haughty. nod of his head,

the pale, high-browed artist saw her de-
part, then turned to his easel again.

The lady’s heavy silk robe trailed the
stairs leading from the studio on Tre-

mont strect. Her delicate, high-arched
feet came upon the pave, then stopped
into a rich. but plain carriage drawn up
at the curb-stone.

“Drive down to Williams' and Ever-
ett’s, John.”

The coachman touched his hat re-
spectfully. clozed the door of the car-
riage, mounted his box, and reigned the
gpan of sleek blacks by a dewour through
Bromfirld into Washington street,where
the lady shortly alighted at the door of
one of the most prominent picture stores
in th= rood trimountain city. Passing
througu the outer room, lined with its
array of choice engravings, lithographs,
et., 2nd into which pressed a crowd
of Jloungers and shoppers, Miss
Rutherford ascended the flight of
Bteps leading o the  inmer
exhibition hall. Pausing a moment be-
fore the sadly-eloguent face of an ex-
quisite “Beatrice Cenci,” turning to
drink in the summer warmth of an Au-
gust landscape, doubly pgrateful that
bleak March day; almost starting with
momentary fright at one of Hinckley's
perfect animal pieces, she passed on
through the door on the right opening
into the gallery, where hung that group
of time-stained. old-world paintings, an-
tique altar-piecces brought from Floren-
tine churches, grotesque mythological
representatlions. and the sad-eyed “Mater
Dolorosa,™ known as the “Jarves’ collec-
tion.™

Making the tour of the gallery, an
hour passed like a dream to the lady
connoisseur—for, throughout *“*her set,”
Miss Gertrude Rutherford was known as
a worshiper and patronessof art. A cul-
tivated, ssthetic nature gave her the
former taste; and great wealth enabled
her to gratify the latter desire; and
these two, which do not always go hand
in hand together, put it in her power to
weave many a rich strand into her web
of life.

She paused a little before a glowing
picture of the southland—two young
Seville girls, with Spanish eyes and
tresses, pathering grapes in the sun;
and her own dusky eyes grew warmer
with the warmth of the scene. For
Gertrude Rutherford, with her pale,
creamy cheek, her low, broad forehead,
shaded by jetty braids—her exquisitely-
molded features, and scarlet lips, was
akin to such creatures as emrich the
painter’s canvas with rarest wemanly
loveliness.

But the lady pressed on. Tt was before
a three hundred-year-old pictare of *“The
Three Graces Disarming Cupid” that
she paused mext. A most lusty Cupid
was he who strupgled in the fatal grasp
of the fabled trio, stoutly holding his
bow and quiver aloft—yet, alas! all in
vain: for the golden-haired goddesses
had pinioned him fast, and would soon
despoil him of the weapons wherewith
he had roamed through the world, mak-
ing such sad Lavoc in tender hearts.

Long the lady stood before this pict-
ure. You fancied, perhaps, that you
could read her appreciation in her coun-
tenance, for her dusky eyes were half
closed dreamily, and a little smile half

ted the line of seariet over her even
white teeth. as if betraying her electric
sympathy with the stroggling captive;
but suddenly her face grew cold. her
mouth shut resolutely, and she turnmed
away.

“ *Cupid disarmed” It is not possible!™
said one lounger to another of & group
of gentlemen standing near.

“] don’t know ahout that! I believe
jt may be done, and his wings clipped
into the bargain!” was the laughing re-
joinder., “Every day we see it exem-
plified.”

“How so? Where, then, do you us-
sign happy lovers?” queried the first
speaker.

“Lovers? Pshaw! that idea exploded
long ago! People marry now from mo-
tives of interest, policy or propinquity—
sheir so-called *hearts’ utterly guiltless
of a wound from Cupid's dart. Dom't
argue, my dear fellow! I tell you these

masters knew all about it, and got | fagged
oy ' for a fellow to kiil himself in order to

get to Ital;?  Petter paint less and stay
at home.
sick this »ovaing. wher I wanted you
to be your Lest.  Hat come along! The
lady’s diiing-rooms will be as dim as
oneuf 7our own distences; and you way

up this grand picture that all the world
might behold and believe.” L
A Hitfle sally of laughter greeted this
imgemuous interpretation. and the group
moved away. They were all swrangers
to the listener, but their wonds entered

Bor car and beain, Asnd tbey aocorded,

almost embarrassed.
der that strong gaze and the query of

True old Moneybags and Mme.

said Cranshaw, coollp. rising.
must be off, if you won't ‘do’ the ‘north’
this mocping. So au recoir ™

muringly.

toe—those words—with the cold. muspl-
cious mantle she had heen wrapping
round hersell. Cultivated, mstheus
tastes the lady had; keen intellectual
eapacities, too, and high, proud nature;
had she, also, a loving, womanly heart?

She shut her scarlet lips more closely;
drew her furs and welvet cloak about
her, turned away from the picture, and
swept from the gallery.

IIL

The artist, Etheridge Vane, sat before
the easel whereon stood his last-finished
picture. It was not half so brilliant a
creation as many that had been born of
his brush and brain, and now graced the
drawing-rooms of Beacon street. There
were no brilliant tints and shadows; no
gorgeous helts of western sunset clouds,
or glory of autumnal coloring: instead,
only -a soft twilight, vailing a quiet
:::dlaud nock and a rustic cottage-

.

It was a little domestic picture—a
beautiful young mother, sitting on the
cottaze threshold with her child upon
her lap, and her young husband, proud,
tender and manly, stooping over them.
A vine threw its thick shadows over the
groop; and June roses slept upon the
bush close by. Only a simple picture—
over which none of his brother artists
had rhapsodized ahout “tone,” or “vol-
oring,” or “perspective”—which he had
not thought worthy of placing in the
**Artists’ Exhibition™ in the hall below
—yrt a picture, which, if yon once took
it into your heart, haunted you like a
dream.

And the elegant, proud, fastidious
Miss Rutherford, who had ordered paint-
ings from Italy, and whose drawing-
room held choicest gems of art, verta,
cameos, and antiques, had been anxious
to secure this.

Well, a lady who sets up for a connois-
seur_in art may have her fancies, and
why should not Miss Rutherford have
hers?

The *old south™ pealed out eleven,
clear above the car-din and hack-rattle
of the noisy street below; and with its
strokes came the feet of Dick Cranshaw,
gentleman of cultivated mustache and
leisure, over the studio threshold.

“Morning. Vane; before that cottage
door yet? Come; walk up to the Athe-
neum with me to have another look at
Church’s ‘iceberg!?”™

“Thank you, but am too busy. Re-
sides, I've seen lcebergs sufficient for
one morning!” answered the artist, quite
bluntly. It was so like Etheridge Vane
to bolt out his thoughts upon his lips.

“Aha!” shouted his visitor, in great
glee. “I'll wager & ticket to the "Bos-
ton’ that the fair, proud, cold and stat-
uesque Miss Rutherford has been in this
morning. Don't flash up now, Vape.
I saw her carriage before the Atheneum
as I came along, and concluded she was
out picture-worshiping; that's why I
proposed going up now. As for tny ad-
jectives, they were borrowed from a
jilted lover of hers, but your moun isthe
better part of speech decidedly. “Ive-
betrg’ does suit her, and no mistake—
beautiful, grand, and glittering, but
freezing cold. They say she has no
beart; eh, Vane?”

“Well,” and Etheridge Vane’s hands

were busy with his brushes, and his

tone was cool. though there was a caged
fierceness in his eye.

Cranshaw laughed at first; then grew
His ease died un-

the single word.
“Oh, pshaw, Vane; don’t eat a fellow
up with that wolfish eye of yours! You

make me feel as if I'd said something I

ought to take back. But'’l can't do it.
'pon my honor, dear Vane! You ought
to dake it friendly in a fellow when he
warns you of a rich, beautiful, but
heartless woman, who is like ice to all

men!” and he stroked his luxuriant

beard most complacently.

But the artist’s eye grew scarcely less
flerce, though his lip curled half con-
temptuocusly. Glancing about the walls

of his studio, he said, in a low, slightly

bitter tone:

**Cranshaw, do you take me for a fool?
Pet-
poodle have bonght a few of my pictures,

with a view to give ‘struggling genius’
a lift. I suppose, but do you think the

proprietor of a lean purse. a pood stock

of brushes, a fairquantity of tube paints,

and four unfinished pictures, will ruin
the risk of—"
*Of getting cut and chilled against the

sharp corners of an iceberg?” interrupt-
ed Cranshaw.
believe any such nonsense of you,” and

“No, my dear boy, Idon’t

he went on with an admirable affecta-
tion of paternity. “You learned your

geography lessom too well to venture

into those polar seas in winter time:
but, my dear boy, we read somewhere, 1
believe, that the artic summer, though
brief, is fair—and these bergs sometimes

get loosened and float away into warmer
seas and melt. You see I look on the

subject in a warmer light than | dida
minute ago—eh, Harry? And unmar-
ried ladies don’t affect cottages and rus-
tic happiness, and that sort of thing for
nothing, in my opinion.™

“Pshaw. Cranshaw!" growled the art-

ist, lifting the painting off the easel.
and substituting an unfinished ane in

its stead, upon which he went to work
furiously, daubing it with great blotches

of umber—*‘pshaw, I say!"

“A safe expletive, my deir Vane,”
“Hut 1

The artist paused. with his brush sus-

pended over the little heaps of fresh

paints prepared om the palette. A

dreamy light had superceded taat fierce
glare in his eyes.

** *Jeebergs melt,” " he whispered, mur-
*Will she?”

IIl.
“All right! Thought I should find you

ready for Miss Rutherford's recepti

Found her card of invitation at my place

yesterday,” cried Cranshaw bursting in-
to Vane's studio one fine morning. two
months later than their last recovded in-
terview.
be moving! Lots of artists and musical
folks will be there—for these amateur
ladies know how to get up a thing of
this sort.”

“Come, my dear fellow, let’s

The young man threw down the morn-

ing paper, which he had taken up to
while away a lingering hour: drew the
shade over the skylight of his studio;
turned an unfinished paini‘ng fa-> to
the easel: brushed his wavy chestnut|
hair before the small looking-vlass on
the wall: then signified his readine:s to: out refinement, enlture and religious
set out for tho rooms of the heiress ama- | sentiment than from squalid emigrants,

teur. i who, if taught to depend upon them-

He was looking jaded and pale; and

Dick Cranshaw good-nawuredly observed
it with:

“You're werking two hard, Vane—all
out. What the deuoce is the use

Am sorry you're looking so

warm up a little in the excitement of
her presence ™

“Coolnesy seems a prerogative you
do not mean to part with, Cranshaw, at
any rate,” said Vane, dryly. Hischeeks
were flushed now. either with the
warmth of the bland May morning into
which they emerged or at his compan-
fon’s words.

“Of course not. Ithelps a fellow on
through the world amazingly. It's you
fellows who fire up, then freeze off so
constantly, who meet the rubbers. I
never allow myself to hurry, to work,
or to worry—and that keeps me in good
looks, you perceive!” and he stroked
his magnificent hirsute appendage com-
placently.

Fifteen minuses later the twain stood
in the presence of their hostess. The
rooms were comfortably thronged, cool
and perfumed, and alive with the low
hum of subdued voices. Miss Ruther-
ford moved among her guests, beautiful,
elegant, lady-like, and with an air of
high-bred ease mingled with youthtul
grace and happiness. She was especially
kind to Vane; all her former baughti-
ness seemed to have died ont.  She led
him to her rarest pictures and engrav-
ings; she had never conversed so affably
or seemed so charming.

But the artist was in his bitterest
mood. MHe stood in the presence of
wealth, beauty and luxury, and recalled
his own toiling studio and his lean
purse. He saw fashionable fops filling
these superbly-furnished drawing-rooms
on terms of equality with their hostess;
while he—more than her peer in true
refinement of soul and intelleet—was of
the class whom lady amateurs of wealth
may patronize. He believed such to be
the secret of her kindness to him; hence
he put on a high, lofty air, and answered
her haughtily, almost coldly.

“And here is your little gem, Mr.
Vane,” said Miss Rutherford, leading
him into a small recess off the great
drawing-room, shielded by flowing vel-
vet curtains.  *I hung it here, where it
might have a soft western light, just
such as you have infused into the pict-
ure. And I only ask my intimate
friends in to see it—so thank me, please,
for the favor I show you!” she said, gay-

y.

“Ido thank you, Miss Rutherford.”
replied Vane, a little won from his bit-
termess. “You honor me—to put my
picture here, in your private room,
amid music, and books, and flowers:"
and he gazed round the little apartment,
where a harp stood in a corner, and
vases crowded with superb exotics, gnd
volumes in velvet and gold were on the
table. *“But it is only an humble pict-
ure to contrast with all this eleganee,”
he said, presently.

“That is why I like it—because it is
8o quirt, and simple. and true,” said the
lady, earnestly. “‘Decause it takes me
often from all this pomp, and teaches
me that wealth is not essential to hap-
piness. 1 shall con many a lesson from
my humble cottage-door,” and she half-
sighed as she ceased.

Etheridge Vane's heart gave a bound,
but he dared not speak yet.

*1 am glad you lik= the picture; but 1
hope to paint better things in Italy.”

Miss Rutherford gave a qulck start,
and her jeweled fingers were olasped
tightly.

“In Italy? You are going abroad?
And soon, M. Vane?" she asked, un-
easily.

“In June,
weeks hence.”

The lady's dark eyelashes fell unae-
countably. Her manner was strangely
nervous for a wealthy Beacon-street
heiress in the presence of a poor artist.
She grew pale and paler; them, by a
mighty effort, strove to rally her self-
possession.

“It is sudden. Dut you will take with
you my best wishes, Mr. Vano!" and she
gave him her hand.

A wild hope was born in Etheridge
Vane's heart, The contact of that soft
white hand—her agitation—gave him
strength to utter words he would have
thought himself 3 madman to dream of
an hour before.

“Miss Rutherford—Gertrude—if 1
might take with me something mors
than your good wishes!” and he pressed
her hand to his Lips.

Miss Rutherford wade no reply, but
her cheek was scarlet.

“Let me hope to win this!™ and he
clasped her hand tighter.

We will not write the lady's answer;
we know what it m-st have heen; for
we met her, a hall-bour after, perfectly
radiant with happiness, among her
Fuests,

June came, and Etheridge Vane, the
artist, sailed for Italy; but he will not
visit Rome and Florence, or stray over
the broad Campagna alone. His beau-
tiful, refined and wealthy bride will be
ever beside him.

Dick Cranshaw wore white gloves at
the wedding. and said:

“The leeberg floafs gently into the
warm gulf stream of married love!"—
Peterson’s Magazine.

—_—————
CONVERT THE RICH.

An Ameriean Hebrew Joarnal Finds Many
Flaws in Croesus.

There is a good deal of cant expressed
nowadays about the education of the
poor. and we regret that it is creeping
also into Jewish circles, as if the educa-
tion of Jewish wealth should be less an
object of solicitude than that of Jewish
poverty. Sift men and women closely,
and the motives and temptations of all,
rich and poor, are pretty much the same,
The community has equally to fear
from the vices and weaknesses of hoth
classes, although money, raiment, fine
houses and influence can often spread a
convenient vail over the failings of the

Miss Rutherford. Three

one.

It will be a sad day for our community
when “missionary:’ efforts are restricted
to the poor, while often the sons and
daughters of the wealthy show perhaps
more urgent need of missionary work
in their midst. Jewish society, un-
happily. is so profoundly influenced by
society in general that the money stand-
ard is universally employed in our opin-
ion of people. It is utterly foreign to
the spirit of Judaism, however, to
nourish caste and develop cant in its
most obnoxious form under the guise of
charity. As has been well said. the
peor require justice, mot almsgiving.

At any rate the Jewish community has
more to fear from a moneyed class with-

selves, will gradually developintosturdy
and useful citizens.- Jewish Messen-

ger.
——eimeenal)) ) B v—————

~The decline of the English tailor in
America is announced by some of the
trade journals, and it would seem that
thern is a reason for the assertion that
ke is mo longer as fashionahle as gn
American tailor, it has beendiscovered
at last that tho penyentiopal English
clothes do nes 8,

EUROPE'S CRACK TRAIN.
It Does Not Compare Faverahly with Our
Vestibuled Limited Exp

Perhaps I can not betier convey an
adequate idea of this “train de luxe™
than by relating my own experience for
aday on the Orient Express, for it is the
“erack train™ of the continent, and on it
travel the nobility of England, the mag-
nates of France and the nabobsof India.

Thoe most luxurious trains in America
are those called “Limited Express,”
running between New York and Chi-
cago. They are “vestibule trains,” pro-
vided with reading and smoking room,
a barber’s shop and bath, bar, desks for
writing, library and elegant sleepers
for all the passengers. No ordinary
coaches are attached to these trains,
and in place of £5 for a berth on an or-
dinary train §7.50 is charged on the “lim-
ited.

I have traveled on both of these
trains, and I could not well help com-
paring them with the Orient Express,
the crowning triumph of the “Wagon-
Lit Company.” The train consisted of
sleepers, baggage car and a car contain-
ing the smoeking and dining room.

With my friend and neighbor, Dr. L.,
I arrived from the Rhine at Strasburg.
We had bought Cook's tickets in Liver-
pool from that city by London (where
we had to go to obtain Cook’s elreular
notes, paid for in Boston, and promised
us in Liverpool), Harwich, Rotterdam,
Cologne, the Rhine, and round to Paris.
We went second class, exeept on steam-
ers, and in France, where there was no
second class, on the express train. The
train we wanted was to leave at 9:25 in
the forenoon. Cook's tickets assured us
that they were good on any express |
train. When we presented them at the
ticket office where they were to be
dated, we found they were not good ex-
cept on payment of over &3 apiece, for
the train was the Orient Express. We
paid it. The porter could find no seats
in the sleepers. and we were condemned
to make the trip in the smoking-room.

The sleepers were built with an aisle
on one side, the staterooms opening
from it. They looked like the ordinary
compartment, but the seats were re-
duced to berths at might. They looked
very comfortable, but we were not per-
mitted to occupy seats in one of them.
The smoking-room was not very bad,
though our apartment of the limited,
so-called, is regal magnificence com-
pared with it. With soiled hands 1
went to fhe wash-room. but there was
neither water nor towels. I went to
another convenience, always nice and
clean on the “Limited,” but it was out
of order, and the door was locked.
Later it was opened, but it was a vile
place for a Christian, though it might
have been all right in the Orient.

Early in the day a waiter came (o ask
who wanted de jeuner. We wanted it,
of course; but though there was but one
“wagon-lit” on the train, two tables werg
necessary for the passengers, and we had
to wait till the nabobs of India had
finished their repast. When we had it,
it was very fair, measured by the Euro~
pean standard. The price of this meal
was B0 cents, but most of the passengers
paid from 40 cents to $1 more for the
wine. Dinner is served at £1.20, wine
in addition.

This paragon of European trains made
about thirty-five miles an hour, which
does not cqual the speed of our “Lim-
ited.” In no respect could it be com-
pared with our ordinary express trains
with sleeper and parlor cars. Not only
in trains de luze, but in all trains, our
system is vastly superior to railroading
in l]?.uwpe.—ﬂllwr Optie, in N. Y. Jour
nal.
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DERANGED DIGESTION.

Ailments That Trace Their Origin Back
to the Stomach.

This is & common compiaint, for it is
merely the forerunner of dyspepsia—
that curse of the American people. De-
ranged digestion ranges from the slight
disturbance of the organs of digestion
up to the most agonizing dyspepsia,
when it is painful to cat any thing but
the most easily assimilated food. From
the earliest: times this complaint was
known, but with the advance of civiliza-
tion it has increased, until of late years
about every fifth person is suffering
more or less from it. Despite the warn-
ing of doctors and the press, people care-
lessly go on in their accustomed way,
regardless of the consequence. FPoor
digestion finally pgives way to
acute dyspepsia; them the whole
system becomes affected, until, the
patient isa wreck. The food thatis put
upon the stomach can not be properly
assimilated; the system, as a result,
does not get suficient nourishment, for
the lack of whith the other organs work
harder for a time to make up for the
loss, and then finally wear out, refuse to
do their work properly, various diseases
follow, and life becomes a burdem. Kid-
ney and liver complaints, backache,
nervousness, headaches and a whole list
of other complaints often trace their
origin back to the stomach. It natural-
ly follows from this that one can not be
too careful with this important part of
the hody., and on the first sign of de-
ranged digestion the cause should be
inquired into, and if possible, rem-
edied. The stomach, and its needs,
should be studied by each one. A fair
trial of any food which is supposed todisa-
gree with one should be made, and then,
if found injurious, it should be discard-
ed from the bill of fare forever. Solid
food should always be given plenty of
time to digest, and not taken on the
stomach in too large quantities. Avoid
the use of alcoholic drinks; the warm
drinks before meals. especially warm
water; do not begin mental or physical
work 00 soon after meals. Give the
rest of the body a short holiday while
the stomach works. If these directions
are followed out many diseases would
be avoided, and dyspepsia become an
unknown guantity, except in persons
peculiarly susceptible to the complain:
[rom birth.—Yankee Blade.

— . ————
Rig Buallfrogs in Chill.

“‘As to the Chilian workmen, they are
not herculean, and the tools they use
are exceedingly primitive. I met re-
cently with a serious disaster. 1 was
flooded out by the carelessness of the
government and I received no compen-
sation frogn them because 1 was a for-
eigner. After the waters had vacated
my store all I found was six bullfrogs.
but of a very large size. The smallest
weighed over a pound. After putting to
death these furious animals T tanned
their skins, which made very simple
leather, and then manufaciured them
into purses and .sold them at some
profit. This is all I recovered from the
flood. Articles made from the skins of
these frogs are easily sold, and since
then 1 have boughts number of frog
skins, which we call here little ele-
phants. and it s my intention to make
a regular business trading in these skins,
for 1t is very easy 1o make out of them
portiolios and  purses~—Chili (or

Leathes Beview.

—
AMERICAN EDUCATION.

Some of its Defecis Folnted Out by n
F t Irish Sehol

What intelligent visiting foreigners
think of manners and customs in our re-
public is always interesting to the
thoughtful citizen. The latest of such
critics is Prof. Mahaffy, of Dublin, whu
studied particularly certain aspects ol
uni ity ed i in this try.
Regarding one, at least, of his subjects
of study, he came to distinet conclusions
which have a direct interest for Amer
Icans,

The professor maintains that there is
no clearly cut standard of culture among
us. He intimates that wealth is in all
but a few of the larger cities either the
most potent factor in determining a de-
sire for culture, or is a satisfactory so-
cial substitute for the charm of mind,
manners and conversation which should
be possessed by cultured persons. After
remarking that most Awmerican college
presidents and imstructors are under
paid, Prof. Mahafly writes:

*“The ability of a nation will not run into such
poor and narrow channeis, but will surely seek
out those paths which lead to wealth ine
country where wealth is the only aristocracy.™

The professor is much troubled by what
he hints is the vagueness of the American
standard of culture, and with apparent
reason, inasmuch as a graduate of our
larger colleges
“does mot enjoy the rank to which he is en-
titled, when some hundred other colleges con-
fer the same name [A. 1) “Barhelor of Arts’]
on very different educated siudents, In some

one can d asan A. B without
knowing on: word of Greek or even Latin, a
fact which, when understood in Europe wii]
tend t.? make ussuspicious of all American de-

grees.

Thero is enough truth in the profess-
or's deductions to make them worthy of
careful scrutiny. It can not be doubted
that the standard of culture in Ameries
is more accommodating than it is in Eu-
rope with its centuries of governmental
nurture of learning. Iut, on the other
hand, practital edueation is more widaly
diffused in our republic tham it is
abroad. It is also true that more and
more attention is paid to university edu-
cation of the broadest kind—a facs
which is proven by the increasing size
of the classes entering our Universitiea.
—N. Y. Ledger.

—ly - e
Amn Author Ships ns n Sallor.

Hans Jaeger, one of the cleverest an-
thors of Norway, has accepted the place
of & common sailor on one of the Scan-
dinavian ships. Long residence in the
capital and close study of the lower
classes of society, which he loves to
write about in his books, have also un-
dermined his health, forcing him to
adopt another profesgion. Although his
hands were soft and his head was cov-
ered by a worn-out silk hat when asking
for a place before the mast, his powerful
frame gave the captaia confidence in
him, and secured him the place. It is
said, however, that he will devote his
few leisure hours to finishing a new
novel. Much interest is now taken in
his carcer, as it was mot generally
known that he was so poverty-stricken.
—London Letter.

-———— > —————————

—One of the married lady judges at
s Fenton, Mich., fair entered several
articles under her maiden name in the
elass of which she was judge, and then
swarded the articles first prize.

——

T woman growing old befors her Lime

All m“”!"m.- sod bopeless when life sboulid
hold ite prime:

She feeis hersalf & burlea waen & blessing sbe
MT:F:’:-:a geath %0 bring her relsass Som
m .

If these poor, discouraged women who
suffer from discases peculiar to women
could only know that hecalth could
ﬂinu:i by the use of Dr. Ws hm

n, how eager ‘would
wamilphtl‘:el;:mlm orl{I. *'hay
know it, and try it. Every woman who is
still thy cught to be told about the won-
derful virtuo in this medicine, and under-
stand that it is a safeguard against the ter
rible diseases common to

@ tred to give 1 or money
paid for it will be refunded.
——— e
CLEANSE the liver, stomach, bowels and

whole system by using Dr. Pierce’s Pellets.

Yeu, there is plenty of room at the top,
and there always will be unless facilities
for getting there are

ton Harald

A 82.30 Paper for $1.78.

Tae Yortn's CoMpaN1oN gives so much
for the small amount that it costs it is no
wopdar it is taken already in nearly Hall a
Million Families. With its fine paper and
beautiful illustrations, its W ¢y 1llus-
krated Supplements, and its Double day
Kumbers, it seemsasif the publishers could
mot do enough to y sending §L.75
[WOW you may obtain it free to January, and
for a full year from that date te January,
Address, Tae Yourn's CoMPANION,

n, Mass.
Witu its yellow, n and blue plumes,
the new Brazilian bird of freecdom must be
wWeen ‘riun.mm and &

X P X

Consumption Sarely Cured.

1891,

To tRE Epiton:—Please inform your
readers that | have a positive for
the above named disease. By ita ely

WO

.\'q\]‘lll'm thei: and post-

wi me ir expresa

address, tfully, T. A. Broces, M.
llupc;lmu y‘l street, New in.rl’.cq

WaEx a Bpaniard comes to America and
to fi beer garden to & bull t
ﬁ"s';-fd”»"b:m themudmlm":!\-
ilization. —Texas Siftings.
—————

QUEER BRITISH JURIES.

They are About as Intelligent as the Aver.
age American Article.

Two examples of the mode in which
juries sometimes decide may be added.
In one case, at the assizes in a Midland
town, a girl was charged with the mur-
der of her illegitimate child. The evi-
dence clearly pointed to her guilt: but
the circumstances were painful, and to
the general relief of everybody in court
the jury declared her not guilty. Asked
privately how they came to deliver such
a verdict, the foreman stated that he
had seen the black cap lying onmiha
judge’s bemch and the sight was too
much for him: he hadn’t the heart to
bring in a verdict of gullty. “And the
others!” *“Oh, well,” said the foreman,
*“ten of them were neighbors and cus
tomers of mine, and I easily per

suaded them.” “What about the
eleventh man? Well, he waz a
farmer whom [ didn't know; ard 1

said to him, ‘Well. Mr. Chumps, what
do you think about this case™ ‘Oh,’ ba
replied, ‘T ain’t thought nowt about It at
all, sirl"™" Yet the trial bad lasted for
the whole of a day.

The other rase iz a Welsh one—a trisl
for murder. The prosecution had broken
down on a peint of law, and the jrdge
“directed the jury to find the man not
guilty. But all the same they delivered
a verdiet of guilty. His lordship, In a
voice that thundered with wrath, ex-
plained that he, and not the jury, was
the judge of the law, and asked them
what they meant by defying kis diree-
tions. “Oh, indeed, my lord,” said the
foreman, with a biand Celtic smile, * but
the mwan &t the turppike told us ke

knew Peter Jonoy did it"--5t Jasce
Gazette,

b Punch™ America's linest 5o cigar.

A particls is spplied into ench nostril and in

Pl SRCh RS Warrsa 0t

resd the sbove

Iz ishard 1o be wise, but itls compara-
tivel mymlmm-uamta;m
you keep your mou 3

and if
cases that serves just about as
erville Jo

@. M. Boorr, of Okolona, Miss., wrots to
. Shallen $

it for tw-lse snd it to be
wghutmdldmlmm dealt in. It ie
perfectly harmless, znda surecure in every
case. Bold by Druggista

Trenx Is one point in favor of the man

'hs at his own You are
never in doubt as to whether he intended to
—Terre Haute Express.

I3E

The pleasant effect and the perfect safety
with which the

fruit laxative, Syrup of Figs, under all con-
ditions make it their favorite remedy. Itis
pleasing to the eye and to_the taste, gentle,
yet effectual in ecting on the kidneys, liver
and bowels,

“THE human race 1s ngreat " sald ha
“Yes,” said the widow to whom he was en-
3 “I am now on the second lan"—N.

Uregon, the Farndise of Farmaers,
Mild, equableclimate, certain and abundant

ol t fruit, grain, grass, stock con
immld. Full information free. Aﬂl‘l:.l?’
Oregon Immigration Board, Portland, Oregon

1’y very mmm_wﬁgﬁ; bat
thers is & variety about bﬁn’ m"ﬂm
&uﬂﬁ“ makes one Weary.—.

¥ r friend, look here ! you know how weak
ana pervous your wife is, and you know that
Carer's Iron Pills will relicve her. Now
why mot be fair about it and buy ber a box?

Mzrconr had winges on his emi
ties. The inference is that MF;‘:IIUM
=—Bisghamton Republicas.
R WL T

Tsz Brows'a Brosxcmian Trocmes for
Coughs, Colds and all cther Throat Troubles,
“Preeminently the best.” — Hew, IHewry
Wars Beecher.

PoricEMEX never commit crimes, and
they are rather slow in the commitment of
eriminals —XN. 0. Picayune.

R St

Actors, Vocalists, Public Speakers praise

Hale's Honey of Horehound and Tar.

Pike's Toothacke Dreps cure in one minute.
o —

'l'ﬂmn a;lt}nl tmmuuhth
WOL. e of them mother: youcan
always depend upon her.

ANT one can tane Carter's Little Liver
Pills, they are so very small. No troubleto
swallow. No pain or griping after taking.

y it is when the
g B

Brraxor as it may ap)
fall comes that trade
Courier.

Tur oid smoker's delight— “Tansill's

Tz statesman in his eagle flights of ora-
mlhwmm»phm_

Na Opinm in Piso's Curo for Consumption.
W;wm;‘mmrﬂ .
Mannraoz never trill be a failure tifl bach-
elors’ buttons ce:se to come oft

I BexD FoR CATALOGUE Ko. D. m
418 Nala ¢, Memphis, Tenn.  Teloph
- RANE TRIS PAPAR seery thes you walle.

1r afflicted with Sore Eyes use Dr. Isanc
Thompson's Eye Water. Drugzgists sell it. S50

A p1aPrTE over the coal bill is likely to be
a heated ccatroversy.

AND WHISKEY RANITS
CURED AT HONE
OUT P

tienlars

wein urging you, if yon saffer with rheematism, Lo

- ‘-' A HTlumtrnted, I l
The Plain Truth | gz "".'.Zarl m"“_m
lllh::“::l‘s!lr-mﬂllammthI: Hm_"_p_; Ll aifar.
Hered severely w T ke
Beutralizes the Inctic arid in the blood, which and Indigestion
st o o o o s | BN BREATH 5i'ees
therecurrence of the disease, These facts warrant Wﬁr ﬂm‘im .'l.'

S MAME THIS PAFER svery Sms yon wttis.

mive Hood™s Sarsapariiia atriak

*“1 had rheumatism so that when 1 aat or inid

down 1 ennld hardly get up. Hood's

basalmost eured me.” P. CARNES, Galion, O.
N.B.~If you make up rour mind 1o try Hoods

B i t0 take BNy other.

Hoodn:: MSarsaparilla

2014 by all drugzinte. §1: six for§5%. Prepared only
by C. L. HOOD & CO., Lowell, Mass.

PATENTS =5

@E-NANE THIS FaFiE svery time yan Bras

100 Doses One Dollar_

DFBULLS

mwmon;nn IO-I;‘:.

JETORTERS OF CHINA, CLASS

AND QUIENSYW ATUE
L ]

{‘\‘\0\3& Y. Co

—MEMPHIS, —
TS DACTARFS OF FINWARS
o
ASSORTED PAGKAGES o/ wiiotssass fassh
A MONTH AND BOARD rn;:
of highest commission and B9 DA

CEEDITIoA on our New Basi.

mﬁ! BUSINESS COLLEGE,
HEMPHIS, TESN.
Will send Jou hmml”

gmuou
Sireafio. 1 §1.25, So. 2 81.50

& BICE PRERERT.

i aptt @ Hfotiae If pour Berdorsod Sopinr bagied & tuig fiv Suiphi.

THE HANDLE AND THE SCREW COES I8,

B0c.
T
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