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Serne.
Athens, wherg are seen
mum
. Among the rest,
sculptor has exprest
moral homily, where these
' obmerver 5ees:
resting on & wheel;
- while flowing locks conceal
4 yei {10 make the gazer stare),

- hair!

ter & Traveler who, gazing soekn
Siatoe’'s meaning Thus, st

Ks
- Traveler,
O Image!—by what sculp'or s grace
roas art thou standest in this p
Statue,

Of Paidias thou hut'hm... whoso magic hand
Csn recreste the Gods, Seel—where Lhey

stand,
Jove, Juno, and Minerva! He s lone
Could place me here -a homliiy 'n stone—
Among ta immortais Yet wo good am I,
Although | claim close kindred with the aky;
My name. [ hoar, though all the world has

flewn:
As opportuaity to mortals 1 am known.
Traveler,

Tell me, O Image! —what the wheel may mean,
Ou which, a8 & support, thou sevmest to lean.
Slafue.

The wheel thoa seest -1 thou dost rightly read
The ptqmt‘ sign—denotes my rapid speed.
Traveler,

And on thy feet s pair of wings are wrought;

Tell me of these the cuanning sculptlor's tho
Natue,
From these my brief ablding thou may'ss learn;
Neglected once, | nevermore return.
Traveler.
And why those flowing locks that hide thine

eyes!
Stotwe
Because | am seldom seen save in disguise.
Trageler,

But why not bhair behind —tell, 1 pray'
Statue,
That none may seize me aa [ fleeaway'
Traveler.
And who is she behind—so sad of mein?

Statde,

Repentance is her name. siill 1s she seen

To follew hilm, the wretch, who weakly falls
To seize me when the tmely hour avalls
For noble sction Thusashe serves Lo teach,
* Be swift 0 seize the zood within thy reach,
Lest it be lost forever!” Ask no more'!—
E'n while | speak, away I soar.

L

THE MYSTERY OF GREENFIELD.

[Youth's Companion |

We came up into the country to pretty
Greenfield in the early spring,—three of
us,—May and Lou and I, thoroughly tired
out with the season's excitements. We
longed to get entirely away from everybody;
to creep into some nook, where, if possible,
we should have nothing to do but to sce the
sunrise and sunset, with dinner between;
where we could wear a wrapper all day it we
chose without comment from anybedy.

“Jusi think!"” said Lou, one day, when we
had been discussing our wearines; and wish-

ey, “what an Elysiam that wouald be, if there
were any such spot in reach of the winds of

] think— yes. I have it! I do know just
such a bit of creation,” slowly returned May.
“Not so far away, either, but what wemight
ocome back and right things up if ourabsence
brought on an earthquake in either of our
households "

“Where is the earthly ise to be
found?’ exclaimed Lou and I, rly.

“I will tell you,” said May. *“ g 8go,
when I wasa child, my father had an sant
away back among the hills, in the sweetest,
coolest, quietest place you can ilmmagine;
and he used to send me to her in the loog
vacations, to grow fat and scratch myself be-
yond ail ition smeng the biackberry
vines. Annm is long since dead, but I have
po doubt we could hide ourselves amon
those quiet people, 5o that not one sonl of sl
thilei'!.y could find us. I'll set papa on the

In $ w0 weeks we were settied “"away back
smong the hills,” sod oh! how gnod it was.
The last snow wreaths were hardly gone from
the corners, and the cold winds snapped
round Farmer Gray's comfortable house, but
wood was plenty, and wherever Mrs. Gray
was, there was sunshine.

We Lad three rooma, clean cool and pret-
tily furnished. There was a little girl of
twelve or thirteen years to wait upon us and
do our errands, whose mother had died, leav-
ing her destitute child to the tender sympa-
thies of her neighbors; and I can vouch for
it that listle Ailce Preseott never suffered
lack, for good Mrs, Gray took her particalarly
to her home and heart.

May’s.easel soon found the favorable light
in her room, my crochet-work ed itself
on the littie rattan work- table 1n mine;
Lou's desk and books came from thelr hiding-
?l and we sat down for a whole summer-
ull of clear comfort.

May's dainty little sketches were the ad-
miration of all ner friends; and as it was too
cold o work out of doors, Alice undertook
the furnishing ef subjects to keep the brusnes
buiy. Nothing seem=d t) please her 80 muca
a8 to watch Mav’s delicate c pyving of the
first spring blossoms that could be found, or
the delic ous sheen of the “‘pussy willows."

*“Would you like to do this work?’ said

May to her, one day.
“Ob, I would! I think I eonld, don't

you?
“Take this leaf aod flower and oopy it,

then.” rejoined May, giving her drawing-pa-

per and peccil. In alistle tic @ Alice came

Luhﬂy and bashfully to her side with a very
T

0opy.
“Why chiid,who taaght you to draw 7
*| never lemrned; that is,’ she stammered,
“nobordy ever told me how, but I used to like
to make pretty things that Isawon birch
bark or any thing"”
“Can you come (o me every day foran
hour to draw?’
"Yu’ngl think so, if I burry.”
Be, day by day, Alice became May's com-
panien as well as servant, and before long &
came from the city that made her
jump, for it proved to be colors,
brusbes “Sho.':g'l pg for water-color
painting. ay grew to
mm but alas for the stability of
y thingn! intoall content creeps trouble
and griel. Boone lovely day

Ilou and I
weresurprised by

room'
1 cannot find my brushes.’

“Nonsense''’ rnpllod. “The wind blew
in window gnd set them a-flying.

on the carpet.
Yet all the searching we could do did not
them to light. In less than a week
another alarm from May.

mnmhodzhummn room
for I lett m lace hmdh’trchid
table when I went out, and now it is

We were aghast. Were there witches in
t home? We felt obliged to re-

the state of things to Mrs. Gray, who
but stoutly declared it im

mbh that any one nave entered the
without her knowing it.

unued Lou, tuarniog her bright, dark e
on Alice, who stood by, the picture of
wilderment; but on guestion
she vel emently protested that Alice had
not been out of the kitchen while May was

eut

Meanwhile we wateched. My room was op-
posite May's, and whenever she went oat,
her door a»d mine were left open, and Lou
or [ stayed in my room. The weather grew
hotter; the windows were invariably open
now, but they were high with noth-
ing whatever outside to climb up
o, and besides, they were directly in sight
from the street.

Nothing hsppened for a week or so, and
we began to feel as if the mystery, if not ex-
|ained, was not to be continued Bat alaa’
tb-ucnm s day when May was not out,
and I was keeping There was not a
soand in the lifeless air put a bird chirping
in the cherry tree near, when spang! whack!
went a book to the floor in May’s room.

I ran in, and there was a plate of nice cake
for May’'s luncheon nearly gone; crumbs
were scattered on the table, floor and win-
dow-sill, but no living thing was in sight,
Trembling, I rushed to the closet, and as I
opened the door of it, May's dresses swayed
in the wind, but that was all, There was no
cat about the premises, and il there had been
one, she could never have hidden from the
search I gave that room, I was bafled, but
removed all traces of the thieviog and did
not tell May.

The nex: day was cooler, and on goiug out,
May said, “'I think | must have a shawl (o

be-

fasy, and I'll take this light—— Goodness'

see here! My shawl is ruined!” And there
was certainly a hole cut througzh four or
five thicknesses of it, where it was folded,
ocothly, as If done with a knife The
shaw! was 30 thick that the cut could not
have béen made with scissors,

She looked thunderstruck, but Loun only
said. “*Ask Alice about it.”’

“How could she do it, with Sasy looking
on, almost—and besides, why shonld she al

ways try to torment me? Why don’t she
take you and Busy once in & while?”
“Girls,”’ said I, *‘the fact is, everything

antigque is the fashien now, and the Salem
witcheraft is going to be revived.”

Lou looked wise, but only said, ‘‘Just ask
Alice about it and see how she looks.”

Alice wascalled,and on entering the room,
May held up the shawl and sternly asked,
“Do you know who did that?”’

The poor child looked at it, then from one
to another, and turned and fled to her own
room.

“'You see now, don't you?"’ said Lou.
“She couldn’t ssy & word. The thankless,
ungrateful thing, after all you have donefor
her?™

“I ean not think yet that she is the cul
prit. Weall looked so sternly at her she
was frightened,” said May,

Mrs. Gray was informed of the new phase
of affaire, and on going to Alice's room found
the girl in an agony of tears, sobbing
out, “To think she would believe it of me,
and she's been such a geod friend!”

S0 she wept and wailed in her chamber,
and we al! looked a little conscience-smitten.
Mrs Gray kept silence, but seemed as near
the point of being indignant as one of her
sweet disposition counld ﬁ. and a day er two
went by without further developments.

All this happened on Wednesday, and on
Friday, while we were at dinner, | was sure
[ heard & sound upstairs. Making an ex-
ouse, I left the tab'e,and on going very care-
fully up, heard the latch of Alice’s door click
while ]| was on the stairs. Passing on to
May’s room,again the table was in confusion.
or pretty watch stand was overturned
and the watch was gone'

The mystery was impenetrable, and affairs
were rapidly growing serious. May was evi-
dent!y frightened, Lou indignant at having
the comfort of our quiet summer 80 broken
up, sud I thoro:ihly puzzled, and besides
somewhatalarm

May declared she never could sleep there
sgain, and boggsd Lou to take her in.

Mrs. Gray had gone at once to Alice's
room, from whence, atter some time she
came to us and said, 1 am as much in the
dark as any of you about it, but I am ocon-
vinoed Alice has nothing to do with it.”
*Bat the door, Mrs, Gray, I am sure I
heard it click while I was on the stairs.
How do you account for that?”

“1 asked Alice if she had been out of her
room, and she said she was sitting by her
window, which was open, and hearing a stir
in the other room, was coming to tell of 1t,
when she heard Susy’s step on the stair, and
went back as quickly as possible, thinking if
theres were any trouble and she was seen in
the entry, it would be considered proot
sgainst her, She 18 deeply distrressed. You
may make any investigation you please, or
call in help if you w I am as anxious to
have the matter cleared up as you can be "

Mrs. Gray wasevidently dupl&e.hngrined,
as well as mvstified, and begged May to see
and talk with Alice hereell,

May went straighs to her, and after a long
time appeared with red eyes and said:

] ghall not have another word said about
Alice. I would rather lose two watches,
though I do want to know how the thing got
saway. The poor child in her trouble wails
for her mother and says, 'Oh, what would
my mamms say to think I was accused of
stealing? O Miss May, how could you think
it of me, how could you, how could you?
Haven't I always been careful of everything
th:.t was yours, and then haven’t I loved you
w "

“Her grief was too distressing nol to be
real. I could not bear to see her, so I told
her that the truth weuld certainly come out,
and if she was innoceat. I should most cer
tainly rejoice to find 1t 80.”

So the matter dropoed for that afternoon,
and we d each of us feeling very
anxious as to what should be the outcome ef
all this. Lou took May into her room, snd
and the “haunted room,” as we called it, was
carefully closed, and its doors and windows
were fastened.

In the morning, everything was right. We
plucked up courage and searched still far-
ther for the missing watch, but searched in

vain.
scame and went and nothing more

was touched At last, thinking theevil spirit
exorcised, May went back to her room,

moved back her easel, and all

the er-
be | palia of her beloved art, and nkﬂnm.&n-

tiful little bits ot creation, while Lou wrote
or read, and I played with the late roses that
were climbing «ver the windews, and peep
ing in to ask if we did not want s bougquet.

Quiet seemed to be uttains once more over
the disturbed housebold, aithough a cloud
still hupg between Alice and us girls and
tbere was no:hing more ssid about drawing-
lessons or painting pictures.

May. however, would always have one of
us sleep with her; so we took turns, and
early one night when [ was with her, I was
u‘{ond by a cold hand laid on my [ace,
“Do waxe 1 ;

no light, or appearan
l'lnci‘od I heard a faint step, step,

the floor.
was trembling like a leaf. I bore the

strain as long ss I could, and then
from the bed to get a light. Of course
the first chair and made a
racket, that brought all the

in a very few moments, while I
rapid movement and s

step, across

and stamp,after the regular order,
too much frightened to move, until
ap a bit; and pickea up the let-

tc.,"h-nbanﬂnd.
hy, that's my last letter from homs;

i

g Mra Gray, |

L wi

any longer, »0 we moved into my room, and |
lociod and barred the door with whalever
movable things we had.

The next morning we began seriously to
thick of giving upthe fight, and, going
home,and settied that at the end of the week
we would go. Our plans were all broken up,
and we were to0 nervous to enjoy anything
Horseback-riding, our especial delight, bost-
ing, berrying, and eved the great, iazy swing
in the elin tree before the door, had lost
their attractions.

The horses were brought up for one last
ride, in the afterneon,but when we returned,
in & short time, we found the whole family
on the piazza, appareatly endeavoring to
talk all at once, and succeeding admirably,
too.

May gave Billy a blow with the whip
which sent him cantering up to the door,
while she called, eagerly, *What now? Have
you found the burgiar?’

*‘Let me help you off that horse” said
Mr. Gray, “and I will show you the sinner.
I have caught him at last.”

He and May disappesared quickly in the
heuse; Louand I ran after; dog, cat, and
everybody following pell-well.

He led us to an unoccupied room in the
woodshed, unfsstened, with great show of
caution, the door, which he had carefully
sescured with staples and rope, peered cau-
tiously in. and them threw the door wide
open; and lo and behold, there was—asquir-
rel in a cage!

“Shades of Munchausen and Gulliver!”
we shouted; “‘what do you mean? Is it pos-
gible that that miserable quadruped has led
us such & dance as this? Where did you
fiod him? Has he swallowed the watch?
How did you cateh him? Did he confess”’
and forty more quettions were hurled at Mr.
Gray before he could *‘get a word in edge-
wise'' and reply.

“*Accidentally I found him, and setting a

‘“Then stay at home, my heart, and rest,

The bird is safest in (ne nest;

©'er all tnst lutter their wings and iy,

A hawk Is hovering iu the sky."’
—Lougiellow,

OUR YOUNG FOLKS,

The FPrayer.
“Now I lay me—say it darling;"”
“Lay me,"” lisped the tiny lips
Of my daughter kneeling, vending
Q’er her folded finger tips,

“Down to sleep''— ‘to sleep ' ahe murmured,;
And the carly head drooped low;

**| pray the Lord."” 1 gently added,
“You can say it all, [ know."

“Pray the Lord"'—the words came faintly,
Fainter siill—"my soul to keep,’

Then the tired fairly nodded,
And the cnild was [ast asleep.

But the dewy eyes half opened
When | clasp=d her to my breast,

And a dear volee softly wh red,
“Mamma, God knows all the resc.”

Something Curious Happened,
[Detroit Free Presa |

A boy ten years old was pulling a heavy
cart loaded with pieces of boards and lath
waken from some demolished structure—an
every day sight in all our cities. [lired and
exhausted be halted nnder a shade tree. His
feet were bruised and sore, his clothes in
, his faced pinched and looking years
older than it shounld

The boy lay down onlthe grases and in five
minutes was sound asleep, His bare feet
inst touched the curbstone, and the old hat
ell from his head and rolled to the walk. In
the shadow of the tree his face told a story
that every passer-by could read. It told of
scanty food—of nights when the body shiy-
ered with cold—ot & home without sunshine
—of & young life confronted by mocking
shadows,

trap caught him, and [ think he may be
made to confess. Now, If youn will ail be
uiet, I will teil how I came to capture this
ormidable rogue, that has cost us all so
much grief.

“This morning,” he continued, "L wa:
looking up at the window of that room, from
the street, and I saw a sjuirrel, a right fa:
and nice one too, running up on the nearest
cherry tree, and out on & iimber branch, that
bent with his weight far enough to bring
him within easy jumping-distauce of the
window-ledge.

**He popped his head between the slats of
the blind, but the window was closed and he
seemed disappointed. He tried several times
in vain, then dropped with a spring on the
lilac bush, and was off in a twinkling. I saw
in an instant what he thought of doing, and
watched him.

“You know the old apple-tree that leans
over the back gate and that has a great hole
in its side? Well, what did he do but scam-
per straight to that, and into the hole likea
flash, and I suppose he told Mrs. Squirrel all
about it. And now, if you have any cari-
oeity to vee how burglars live, come wit h me
and I w,}ll show you how they furnish their

ho

We all followed, and mounting a pile of
boards that lay partly under the tree, looked
directly into the nest of the poor scjuirrel,
whose little ones were much disturhed by
the tearing off of a piece of the old tree to
let the light in. There, in that soft, fluffy
nest, could plainly be seen the chewed pieces
of i&lfny'a lovely state and festival haidker-
chiel.
“Yes,"” said May, ‘‘he carried off my hand-
kerchief to curtain their bed with, wa ) tak-
ing my letters to teach them to read, and I
suppose my watch is hung up somewbere in
:lhi. old tree to tell them when it is school-

m."
No amount of search revealed the vwatch,
however. It was too heavy, we concludd, for
him to transport in such a dubious wa y. 8o
we went to work and moved evorythinﬁin
the room, and found it at last, where it had
slid, in the overtarning of the watch itand
It was partly behind the bureau that stood
between the windows, and had been caught
in the folds of the lace curtain thai was
looped up on that side.
So our troubles being ended, we concladed
to stay all the sammer through. The happy
light came back into Alice's eyes, and the
painting and drawing lessons were re:jumed
at once.
May declared she wou!d have the re-douta-
ble squirrel that had cest so much t rouble
and fright, tamed and carried back 1o the
city with her, and, even now, three ye ars afl-
ter, when she nas & home of her own, that
venerable squirrel twirls his cage on the
piazza and chetters as I throw him nata. I
wonder if he has forzotten Mrs. Sqairr-el and
his pretty home in the old apple tress with
its nice lace curtains and soft cwshions
of May’s shawl.
Poor little Alice became quite a heroine
after her persecutions, and was petted and
caressed as if she had been one of the martyrs
of old. She is now at the art school, that is
the pride of our city, making her marlk, and
hide fair to be an artizt of merit, thaaks to
“Misa May's” love and kindness.
M. M, P. DixsMOOR,

— e el A
Things That Never Dle.

The pure, the bright, the beautiful
Tnat stirred our hearts in youth,

The impulse of a worldless prayer,
The dream of love ana truth,

The longing after something lost,
The spirit's yearning ery,

The striving alter better hopes—

Thesa tt':ftm shall never die.

The timid hand stretched fortn to ald
A brother In his neeq,

The kindly woerd in grief’s dark hoer,
That proves a friend indeed;

The plea for mercy, softly breathead,
When jastice threatens night;

The sorroyings of a contrite heart—

These shall never die.

Lat nothing pass, for every hand
Must find some work to do:

Lose not a chance to waken love,
Be firm and just and true;

Bo shalla light that can not fade
Beam on thee from on high,

And angel voices say to thee,
*“These things can never die '

~From the Guardfen.

—dtl—
A Broken-hearted Bird,

A correspondent thus writes: “‘Nemrly
twenty years ago I owned a pair of beausiful
caparies—the male being a very fine fellow.
with a rich musical note. Having furnisked
them with the outside rough form of i nest
in straw, leaving them to complete its com-
forts with bits of soft wool, dowu, and small
feathers, they were shortly in the happy poe-
seesion of four eggs. In due ceurse four
young ones presented themselves, to the evi-
dent delight of the parents, who fed them
from daylight to dark, their favorite food be-
ting the yelk of bard-boiled eggs. Time
brought round the period when inst¢éad of
raw, naked, hel‘pla- creatures always ‘‘ajk-
ing for more,” four full-fledged young "“irds
frisked about the cage like 80 many p retty
{:llow balls of fine soit wool. They grew te

very fine birds; and first one friend and
then another coveted them, until all had
gone but one little youngling, which re-
mained as the only solace of the ents.
This last of the family was the delight of
their hearis; they fondled it and and played
with itas we have scem an affectic nate
mother do with her child. and seemed t 0 ex-
ert themselves to amuse it in every way their
fancy nrompted.

Probably a happier little family never ex-
isted. But alas! the spoiler came Another
friend coveted the last of the little flock, and
it was taken away. And from that moment
the jovous ND? of the male bird gave place
to a painful y feeble little chirp. He sat on
the with a drooplng. biroke
spiritless aspect; his wings hang dowo ms
all power and vitality had left him; and
o tweaty-four heurs from the time of
his bereavement he fell dead from the perch.
The affectionate creature had evidently dled
of grief for the loss of bis “one ewe lamb.”
The cage was given away with the remain-
ing bird; and no inducement could tempt

Then something curions happened. A la-

boring man—a queer old man with a wood-
saw on his arm—crossed the street to rest for
a moment beneath the same shade. He
lanced at the boy and turned away, but hi-
00k was drawn again, and now he saw the
picture and read the story. He, too. wa-
poor. He, o, knew what it was to shiver
and hunger. He tiptoed along until he
could bend ever the boy. and then be took
from his pocket a piece of bread and meat—
the dinner he was to eat if he found work—
and laid it down beside the lad. Then he
walked carefully away, looking back every
moment. but hastening out of sight as if he
wanted to e-cape thanks, Men, women and
children had seen it all, and what a lever 1:
was! The huaman heart is ever kind and
generous, but sometimes there is need of a
key to open it, A man walked down trou
his steps and left a half-doliar beside the
poor man’s bread. A woman wa ked down
and left a good hat in place of the old one
A child came with a pair of shoes and a boy
brought a coat and vest. Pedest:ians halted
and whispered and dropped dimes and quar-
ters beside the first silver piece.

Something curions had happened. The
charity of a poor old man had unlocked the
hearts of a score of people. Then something
strange occurred. The pinch faced boy
suddenly awoke, and sprang ap as if it were
a crime to sleep there. He saw the bread—
the clothing—the money—the score of people
waiting around to see what he would do
He knew that he Lad slept, and he realized
that all those things had come to him as he
dreamed. Then what did be do? Why h.
sat down and covered his face with his
hands and sobbed like a grieved child. They
had read him a sermon greater than al! the
sermons of the churches. They had set his
heat to swelling and jumping until it
choked him. Poor, and wretched
and feeling that he was no more to the
world than a stick er a stone—he had
awakened.to find that the world regarded
him a3 & human being wor.hy of aid and en-
titled to pity.

-

hington Monument.
| Harper's Weekly. ]
Though Washington's deeds erected a
monument to himself more darable thap
stone, yet it is becoming that the white mar-
ble obelisk in the capital should commemo
rate his patriotic life. It is the tallest struc-
tare in the world, being five hundred and
fifty-five feet in height. It ia forty-five feet
higher than the spires of Cologne Cathedral,
the tallest in Europe; one hundred and five
feet higher than the pyramid of Cheops, the
highest building in Africa, and three hun
dred rnd sixty-three feet higher than the
tallest pagoda in Awsia. Its great height 1
appropriate to the man who was “‘first in
. first in war, and first in the hearts ol

Eh countrymen,’” and of whom an Eoglish
poet ‘'wrote, -~

“*“Where Washington hath left

His awlul memory

A light for after times,"’
1t is & singular trait showing the close con-
nection between the early and later discov
eries of sclence, that the Washington Monu
meent is built aimost with the exact propor-
tions of an Egyptian obelisk. This was
found to be the best gunide for the construc
tion of so tall a pillar. The wonument is
ten times as high as it is broad at its base.

It is an enlarged obelisk, a copy of the s)li-

shaft that still pointa out the deserted
site of Hellopolis, or the ruddy pillars that
adorn the Cantrni Park and nearly all the
great capitals of Earope--exiles of Egypt.

Bat our American column will add to its
attractions many conveniences unknown to
the ancient, or even modern. builders,
Wren's monument, or Trajan's Column at
Rome, could only be ascended by a weary
flight of steps. In Washington's the visitor
will be seized npor by the genius of steam,
and raised in a few moments in a comfort-
able elevator almost to the copper apex at
1ts top.

It is white marble on the outside, granite
within, Globulesof electric light will adorn
the interior. There will be darkness in the
shaft. The copper point at the top conducts
the lightning to the ground. It will never
be struck like the statue of Jupiter on the
Roman Capiwl. The electric experiments
of Franklin will be remembered by every
visitor.

No one can examine this remarkable col-
amn without feeling that a new advance
has been made 10 architecture, and the var
ions devices used in its construction show
the trinmph of modern skill

Why should we not have houses as tall?
Why abandon the upper regions of the air
and cling so closely to the tainted earth?

Before the visitor vo the Washingion Mon-
ument will open a prggoct as feir asany
the eye of man has rested o He willfook
down upon a land of freedom.

The scene is crowned with nistorical mem-
ories—some sad, some full of hope and joy.
Before him flows the broad Potomac; not far
away is Mt. Vernon.

Beneath him are battle fields and scenes
of bitter struggle in tne past, and now the
quiet city, hid in groves and gardens, sleep-
ing in the shades of perpetual peace.

1he Effect of Alcohol on the Stomach.
(Prof. A, B. Palmer in Wide Awake. |
When an ordinary dram of spirit
and water, or of wine. is taken by one
not acoustomed to it, the first noticeable ef

-

of warmth in it. If the stomach be empty
this effect is more decided than when taken
at the time of & meal or soon after When
food is present the liguor mingles with it, is
diluted and makes less impression ou jhe
coats of the stomach, and is nwore slowly ab-
sorbed. [& canses in a short time relaxation
and enlargement of the blood vessels, and
more bicod is contained in tnem. There is
present a state of irritation. There is in some
cases a more free secretion from the gisnds,
bat it is more or less perverted This irrita-
tion, however, may increase the appetits,
and cause mou!wg.tgouhn. t:lnémg
Restiou is likely to paired, an mu

alcobol i» taken w juice is o
changed by its direct upon it that diy

of congestion and a blush of inflammaiun,
and often small points of oozing blood afier

|each indnlgence in & common drink.

When the drinking is {ree, though it may

:not be carried to the extent of drunkenness,

the stomach isapt to be more serious'y and
|permanently changed. The c ats becowe
thickened, the organ is sometimes much con-
tracted, the secretion of the gastric juice
\greatly perverted and diminished. [ben
very little food can be taken and digested,
and great depression and death follow. 1
recall cases in muy experience where Lhese
resuits have followed the free use of spirits
‘iu mien not regarded as drankards, and who
coutinued in successful business until the

|disesse of the stomech arrested their course.

8 ymetimes small and seattered ulcerations
are produced and then bleeding, psin and
more ‘requent vomiting are likely to occar,
and death is apt to soon follow. Even
wien these conditions exist, thoogh pro-
duced by the ale hol, the taking of & dose
of the'same srticle will, by its narcotic effect
uvon the brain and nerves, give for s time,
relief to the distressed feelings, and make
the victim of the habit think that he can
not give up his drink, aud that it is even do-
ing him good.

When grest excesses are indulged in, caas-
ing drunkenness, moie immediate and vio-
lent effects npon the stomach are often pro-
duced. The organ becomes ocongested and
inflamed so that days may be required for
recovery from a drunken fit, When much
alcohol is taken into the stomach as strong
as clear epirits, or spirits but moderateiy di
luted, the gastric juice which digeswe the
#50d is coagulated or thickened and its power
of digestion destroyed. Those who take
anfficient alcohol with & late dinoer or sap-
per w prodnce drunkenn. ss, often vo uis the
food efter syme hours entirely undigested.

But these effects upon the stomach do not
always follow frow the use of alcolol; and
in conseqaence of this many are enconraged
to continua its use, and even advocate it as
an innocent if not us+ful tning, Some per-
sons who commenos taking it in ‘moderate
quantities largely dilut d as im wine and
beer or in whisky or brandy with much wa-
ter. and especially if taken at meal time, do
pot have their stomachs materially injured

wroduced, without very marked effects, an
amount which wounld syon prove much more
injurions or even fatal to others, especiaily
if taken withoat the gradaal training. This
is the case with & cohol. Some stomachs
will endure a considerable quantity for s
long time without very serious effects upon
them while others will sufier many or all of
the bad results before described Whee the
in)arious effects of alcohol wpon the stom-
ach are urged as a resson for not taking it,
some oid drunkard or Iree drinker is ofien
referred to as having a good stomach not-
withstsuding his habits. Such cases thouzh
not unfrequent are still exceptional. The
many whose stousechs are injured by the
drink. and who have baen forced to abandon
it or wuo are suffering or have died from it,
are lost sight of, and tne faw who have en

dured t and survived, are rogarded as ex-
amples of all.

As well might one say that a battie or the
gtorming of & battery was not dangerous or
destructive, since many oid soldiers have
gone through the ordeal with but slight in-
juries

Toe dangers of a'cohol to the stomach are
great, especially when taken in form of ar-
dent soirits snd between meals, aud are
often disastyous though sowme escape this
form ¢f injary, The greater injury falls
upon other organs and functions.

Patty and Matty,
| Harper's Young People. |
“Oh, mother' not for a whole week!" Pat

and surprise.

week's a good deal short of that,” answered
busy littie Mis
suck into the fire with an odd littls gleam,
gither from the fire lightor some Inward

ber mouth, She was used to Patty’s nevers,

and a little tired of them,
Patty went to the window and drummed

was jamping up and down, jerking the han-
die of the old blue punmp. Hestuck out nis
tougue at her and winked one eye, but she
was too abstract<d to notice this custonary
beginning of hostilities. It was all very

pever o speak to her again ( Matty was real
mesn to stay away from the spring, jast be-
cause Kez King bad said she mighs drop in

certain sure that she would come and bring
Rosinella and the tea set with her), batto
be forbidden to speak to her for & week was
q iite another thirg. Why, Sir Leon was to

oat!
Sir Leon was a doll.

the knee, like a knight of olden times,
aven bad long gray stockings, and—crown

thing

apron pocket. ;
“Well Patty,” said Mrs Keniston, cheerlly,
t»what kind of turn oveis shall it be?”
“Mamma, ' responded Patty, soberly, “'did
you ever have any love letters?”
“No., Yes OIf course.

my dear.”

a.d wa don't know how to begin,
yours begin”"’

Holliwell,'” said Mrs. Keniston, laughing.
“Ask Papa. He'll know.”

fally. “Why, when Mr. Cope wrote to you
to borrow that book he began, ‘My dear Mrs,
Keniston,” and his couldn’t be a love letter,
you know, because you're married to papa,
and he's engaged to Miss Dover. 1
think that sounds loverly enough.”

However, she took out her pencil and be-
gan to write, spelling over each word noise-
leesly to herself as she put it down,

“Who is your ietter to, Patty?" asked her

k.
“Why," said Patty, rather {alteringly, “'it's
from Sir Leon to Rosinella, That 1sn’t the
same as if | wrote to Matty, is it? Because,
yon know, Bir Leon's aman and I'm not,
and Matty—well Matty isn't Rosinella
Matty never was Queen of Beauty at & tour-
nsment the way Rosinella was when we had
ode in the orchard the day after Cousin
Evelyn wil us ‘Ivankoe’ And it iso’t
Matty's troussean we're qujng: it's Rosi-
nella's. And Rosineila has golden hair, and
Matty has suburn. And —I may send it
mayn’t 17 _

“Yes, indeed you may,"” said Mrs. Kenls-

ton, la much more than WwWas Deces-
sary, %hﬁ. “May I see it?”
“Patty it scroes the table, with »

-

indigestion, distress and vomiting come on, |

ty’'s brown eyes were wide open with doubt
“Why child, you just said never, anda

Keniston, tucking another

amussment, dancing around the corners of

on the pane and stared rather forlornly into
the yard, where red-haired Job Twiichett

well to quarrel with Matty Monroe, and vow

that afternoon; she had no business to break
ner promise, and she had promised Paity,

have married Rosinella before the week was

He was a very eplen-
did doll, with brown eyes and hair, a black
yelvet cap with a long white feather, a silken
cloak and slashed trousers reachiog ounly to
He

iug glory! a pair of top-boots wmade of
chamois leather, Cousin Evelyn had dressed
him for Pa ty's birthdsy, and Coasin Eve-
lyn came from New York and conld do any-

Next morning Mrs. Keniston was rolling
out pie-crust in the kitchen when Patty en-
tered elowly, with a kind of dubious bright-
ness in her face, and carled up in & big chair
by the table, wich her bead in her band, A
pencil and some paper projectad from her

What ever put it
into your head to ask such qaestions, child?
ltere, take that and go get your little pie
board. and roll it out smoothiy, and I'll let

you bake some dolly ples Don’t worry
your siily head aboat love letters yet awhile,

“Bat did you?’ persisted Patty. “'Because
I want to write one—at least Sir Leon does—
How did

“I think my frat began, ‘My dear Miss

“Did it?’ inquired Patty, rather doubt-

don’t

mother at last, as she folded it up with a
sigh of relief, and wrote an address on the

fect on the stomach is to produce a feeling| bac

onroe uill then becourse they quarreled
1 ho-Pe they will never quarel again don't
you '

“Patty Keniston says sne won't. She has
been very lonely witbout Matty and won-
ders if she has finished your wedding dress
.which she hopes she has becourse she wants
ns to be marrved weneday anyhow in her
dolishounse. She is going to ves reall
frosied wedding cake for us and hopes Maity
will bring over some m&bcrry vioneg r for
wine to drink helths with the way they all-
ways used todoyou know. O how I do
‘want to see you and be marryed Anser
‘this soen and wrile me a long letter for I am
dying to bear from you my own presious
Rosinellsa.

“*Ever your loving knite

“8iz Leox Der MoxTMORENSY."

Mrs Keniston laughed until she cried and
had to wipe her tears with her apron; but
all she said, when she gave back the letier,
 was, “‘Oh, Patty! Patty! of all the chii-

dren—"
| Of course the postman was late next morn-
ing; bat when he came, he was in reaark-
ably good humor, and wore s smile that
creased his whole countenance as Patty
danr~ed up to bim, asking, excitedly, A let-
|ter for me? a letter for me?’

Bat he ouly chnckled, and shook his head
for answer, and then saild, slewly, ‘Wa's/,
no, little gal; I'm sorry to disapp nt yer.but
| ther’ ain’t,”’ addinog, with a twinkle *'Does

anybody bv the name of Montmorenci live

|

hereabouts?”’

“Oh, it's my letter! it's my letter!’
scresmed Patty. *'Do give it to me, Mr.
Skinner "

“Couldn’t posserbly, little gal.
yours, yer see  [t's d'rected ter ‘Sir Leon de
Montmorenci, Kunignt' That ain’s your
'name, ye know,"” said Mr, Skinner, preduc-
ing a tiny envelope

| *Oh yes, it is! I mean it's my doll's!”
shouted Patty, and seizing the precious let-
‘ter, ghe ran into the house with it and Jelt
| Mr. 8kinner still chackling to himself with a
|hearty enjrvment of the little girl's delight.
| Here is the letter:

| *My Dear Leon—Many thanks fur vour
kiod Jetter, I am guite ready 1o be married.
|Matty made my wedding dress yesterday. It
is of white satin, s p ece ‘eft over from her

ask Patty Kenision to come to the ga'e-post
8l Y to-muorrow, and Matty will meet her with
her end of the string I think it is nice to
live next door. Tell Pltt; Matty won't
Iapoak to her, e0 she needn’t be afraid to
come. I think vour letter was lovely |
can not make ope half so nice, but then
you're the gentleman and I'm the lady, so
anyway it wouldn’t be proper. [ love you.
Tell Patty te be sure and come. Ever your
faithful ladilove,

RosiNELLa Baist Hivarge ”

“How splendid!” said Patty., ‘““We can
write all the time, then. [ may, mayn’t I,
mother?”

Mrs. Keniston nodded. She was tryingon
a dress, and her mouth was full of pins.
And atter that it wasn’t hard at all. The
telegraph was such a bleseing. Bat still
when the week came to an end, Patty and
Matty flew into each other's arms as i! they
had been separated for a year.

“Oh, Matty!"” said Patty, and * Oh, Patty!"”
said Matty, and “'Hi!"” said Job Twitchett,
bobbing his head over the fence, “‘yer'll fight
agen in a fortnit.”

“‘Go away, you bad bay,” said Patty, fac-
ing him fiercely. “We shall never fight
again!”

And though Job repeated “Hi!” and
snapped h's fingers, they didn’t—for a whole
month,

B i S
Bime Bye.

When gre't big clouds cone gatherin ‘ronn’,
A dark’'nin' up de sky,

Chile, put yo' faith in de Blessed Lam’'—
He'll roll 'em away, bime bye,

When Sa‘an pops up in de way,
An' winks his wicked eye,

Houney, look him right squar’ in de face—
He'll tak his hole, bime bye,

If false frien's try te lead you stray
Wid promises o' “‘chicken ple,”

r —
You'll walk into *'town,’’ bime bye.

1f yo' enemy use his cunnin’' longue
To stab you on de sly,

Jes' give 'm de rope 'n he'll hang hisse'{—
Yea, dat be will, blme bye.

When men do wrong an' "ty de laws
0’ man an’ heabe'n on high,

Yon k'n bet dis worl® 'gin a Barlow knile
Dey gwinter git lefl’, bime bye.

80, | 'vise mankind to plum de line
An' here's de resson why:
When de Lord of Hosts 1ifts up His han’
1t's gwinter come down, bime bye,
- Kob McGee.
LITTLE FOLKS,

leaving the dinner table.
the satisficd reply.

paga in the house
gress, sir,”” he replied.

friend.

morning."”

day schc o' teacher.

usual.

ion:
she’'ll be turned out!”

you think I shall get well?"
course you will, darling "

I could getinto heaven for balf fare.”

her mother about it on ceming home, and
said they were the first three verses of a chap
ter in St. John.

of his fist on the table:

The 'Squire smiled andibly.

Terrible Tommy.
[3t Louls Poat-Dispaich.]

The family were putiing on their best airs
becsuse Juniata's beau was eating dinner,
The old folks were delighted at the way the
poung mwan was makiog love between the
monthfuls. When they gotto desert, he
uu?, loud enough to be heard all arouad the
table:

“You onght (o take some sangel cake,
you're 80 like an angel,” and the old gentle-
mg;h had just winked at the old lady and
8aid,

“He's gettin’ there,” when little Tommy
called out:

“You ought to eat sponge cake, Mr.
Bmith.”

“Why, my little man?" asked Mr Smith,
lookiag very sweet,

o "uu ma says you're sn awfui

spoBgs.

Blaine!”

'Tain'tl

You keep right straight in de ‘“‘middle o' de

“What should yeu say, Willie?" asked the
youngster’s mother, desiring to enforce a

lesson of politeness on his mind, as he was
“I'm done,”” was

““What's your occupation. Bub?’ asked a
yisitor at the Oapitol of a bright boy he met
in the corridor. The boy happened to be &
I am running for Cox-

“How do you braid your hair so nicely ™
gaeried a gentleman who was visitinga lady
“Oh,” broke in her little sister, ‘‘she
takes it off and ties the knot to the gas chan-
delisr and fusses over it two hours every

““What is repentence?”’ queried the San-
“To bz sorry for doing

wrong," said the good boy. **Were you ever

The teacher in one of the schools was a
liitle crochety the other morning and made
the girls stand around a little liveller than
One of the lit:le misses, who had
been upbraided, exclaimed 10 her com pan-
*Never mind, Cleveland 1s elected and

Littie Clars was taken with sudden but
not serious illness “Mamma," she said, “*do
Mother—"* of
Ciara—*"1 den’t
think I shall, mamma, and I gness it's best
that I shouldn't. Being under five, perhaps

A little Northside girl had been given
some verses to commit 1o memory by her
Sunday-school teacher |ast Sunday. Bhe told

Her little brother, who was
in the room, at once exc'aimed, with a thumyp
“Fapa don t let her
ber learn them! That'sthe man who beat

hrigut,
Aud all along the maples’ slend
Hun veins of silver gt'zsldenei? &Lﬂ"f&m
‘lmm ol

Ihrough & clond-rift on
iy ene kair, taint
The thwarted sun's good night, Now darop

night's pall
Hear ;he loud wind swirling from fce-fleld
AT,

And lo bebold out twinkling, star
The lighis of home far stiione with rq‘:n:l‘l.rm
- ical

ow blest beyond 21l knowledge. love. we
1f but one light might n:lﬂ'llor thm; ...1?;.'2 -

1L

Unhee led then shou!ld be the storm-swept oky,
Unheard the wind, the rattling of the gleet
Agninst the pane, for oh! the presence sw

Thy hand —thy voloe —{hy fond, npmvmg?yté

Would make for me in May in mid Decsm ber,
llbuulg not mind the landscape bleak and

chilil
The -t;r?lunled plain, aud drift-encumbered
1,
1 shoula forget the Winter (o remember.
Alas! Algs! that bliss way never be.
The Winter with jia glcom will nass away,

. And here before this window, HGow'rets gay,

By south winds xissed, upleap - but oh | for me.

in the sad Aimter of love's discontent

1 must foraver dwell 1n languishmeut,

- The Current.

!
|
|
|

|

(l’rittan for the Sunday Sentinel
EARLY " EACHING INTHE sOUTHWEST.
e
BEX AN EX TEACHEL,

Is it not alitle singu'sr that the twomost
important professions achieve no fame for
\heir votaries” Who knows a civil engineer?
The world wonld be a wilderness were it not
for the agiedncts hung in the clonds, the
piciured rail way, thegossamer bridee. Who
'built then.? You mention Lessepe—but he
!is a contractor. You #ngzest Eads Yes—
bis nsme has been connect«d with publie
works, aud be was examined by a Congres-
sional Committee What other engineer
do you ever hear of? And the poor, dear,
hard working, learned teachers Are you
personally acquainted with « teacher? The
other cay & plain lawyer wrote an artic'e for

!

|

though they carry the indulgance 89 far as|/mother's and trimmed with white lace [ /the Sentinel Hisnane bas been herslded
to seriously and even fatally irjure them in have a lovely vail. Matty rays ahe will briv 2/ in half the papers i the Siat . .
other organs and in other ways., No pmson-'lme rapberry vinegar” ( ‘she’s =pelled it d {- AR ; _l 3 s . ate as “lesding

ous article operates in the same manner| ferent from wnat [ dd” tnorg p8nd “distivruished.” But the men aud the
upon every person; and some will Patty,'=*'suess she asx'd Lida,”) “and daring women who make ciyilization possi-
endure an amcuat of srsenic, or vplum, some crullers, And uou‘r I have .:mibio. who equip herces ana send them forth
or other poisous, when slowly in |id°"- Let us have a teiegraph. \ou‘wconquer feme—who are they? Whea the

poetaster claimed Virgils verses he
four times the words:

Si¢ vos non vobis

and dared his rival to complete the verses.

It only teac hers were to read thisx article I
would complete them in the original a8 Vir-
gil fi nished them. Bat im plain English the
com pleted lines were that tuns it happeuned
to the bees, the sheep, the oxen, snd the
horses, that others got the glory aud profit
and benefit of their livesand labors. Andso
we may say of the most intelligent, the worst
paid, the mcst useful profession: *Sic vos
non vebia." Thusit happens that the world
does not know that I was once a teacher—
thatis tasay | wasa professor in & “ani-
versity.”’ The firet n izht I arrived, with my
graduating honors thick upon me, I was in.
vited to play “‘freeze cut poker” for & pony.
I objected partly becanse that particular
apecies of poker had been left out of the ool-
lege carrica'um, and partiy because | aad a
tingul ar notion that teachers ought not to
play poker. My scruples were met by the
double declaration: | could never learn the
game more cheaply! the pony was only
valued at $30, and it only cost $2 to get in,
and secondly every member of the Board of
Truostees of the UUninversity was in the zame!
Since the election I scorn to throw away my
time on the HRepublican States of Okic and
[llinois. and I kuow that it is not necessary
to explain 10 you ludisum resders what
“‘freeze out poker’ is. It gues with u' say-
ing that information on this subject would
be like pending coals 1o Ne weastie.
This * Universit,” was msgnificent on pa-
per. The lithograph displayed a building
about the s:ze of the main vuilding ai the
16w Orleans exposition. But the actual ed-
ifice was an old Baptist Church set oa
stumps. The one room was partitioned off
by thin boards w hich d:d not reach the ceil-
ing by ten feet, into lour roous. We never
had 1o muster all hands to witnes. punish-
ment. When a bay g ia licking we all
heard it  No traveler can exazuerats 10 ne
the fleas in the Soudan. Every hog in the
township made his headuarters vnder the
puncheon floor of that couege building

As the Legisisture is in ressfon ana “‘the
tOonstitution wounid be busted” as Judge
Petcher nsed to say, unless every member
introducesa bill—[ mak+s suggestion for
some neglected member to work uap Let it
ve enacted that it sha'l be ungonstitational
to put cushions in a teacher’s chair. With
8 plain woven seat the teacher can make a
snccessful reconnoisance.  Hat it is quite
impossible for the average teacher to find &
pio in & cushion until be or she sits down,
and thea it is too late. [ understand the
‘“New South” is given to manufscturing en-
terprise. | venture to hope in the interest
of my formwer brethren that no
plas, excepl safety-pins, will ever be manu-
factored there It was the plav ! the uni-
versity to teach everything We wers all
“professois.”’ My particu ar depastment was
to teach the alphabet and intelluctual arish-
metic. Buat in the catalogue | pussed for s
professor, just as the old Iri-hman did who
gradoated—as all Irishmen do-at Dablin,
and taught Latin and Greek.

It happened by some strooge freak that
one of my boys wanted to learn palitical

wrote

H oy TS .4 L] "
T haa gy, Woat cadelvoutvoriy [ sconomy. 1 ihink 1 may”ssiely ey i
tGreat Jehosovhat! wasn’s }oﬁ ever | BOD® of the readers of the Seutinel know
oo ked > d what political economy 1s. Although tha
pa : poy and I weut throungh Adam Swmith,

confess to you that | haven't the most
mote idea of what 1hat branch of learning is,
It is & buge phantasmszoria [ used to take 4
the book to hear thal boy sas hislessons, bat
L mever could tind anvthing w0 as=k him,
With s key you got along admirably inalge-
bra cr arithmetic. With & transiation had- .
den in your desk you are always sale in
Horace or Homer. Hutin polit:cai economy
there are no aids. Y.u hav. ty work it oat
yourself. and there ie nothiug 10 work ous,
Sull it must bave done me some good, be-
cause when [ was a member of Lthe Legisla-
tnre I beard severanl members from

country remark tht [ was s fine politi
econolist. In troth, L vwever, [ was no
mote skilled 1n politicsi economy than Sam }
Randall s

My gentleand learned friends, the teachers, .
for whose benefit | have wr tien this com-«
muopication, are Let'er off 1o day than I wasi
—boys do DOt as & » .eral thing carry bowie-«
knives now.
Indians i* & monument o her teschers. 17
take off my hat to the gentiemen, and would,
~if they would let me—Kkiss every dar
woman amony them
— B e
To His Namesane,

Heaven make thee hetler than thy name,

« hild of dezr hopes! For thee | crave
Whai riches never vroughi ner fame

To mortal louging gave.

1 peay the sage'» thought of old—
God make thee beautiful witnial
And let thine eyes the good behod
In everyibing save sin,
- John G. Whittier in Good Cheer,
- - -
The Meoon Our loe Leng.
A little threa sear-old in the borongh re-
cently noticed the moon for the first ume in
the dey time. Ruanuing to the bhouss th
little ope exclalimead:
*1 bave got & good joke on God this
He bas forgoet 10 take hiz moos in"




