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. % * " M e d i t a t i o n , " 
hrough the Interlacing vines are golden 

Bunhwntus siftinvr; 
Around her, wrapped in happy dreams, the 

sweet, coy ztphyrs play, 
.; thousand faint tout permrued s c a t s upon 

their pinions drifting 
From luted gat Ions near her aud from 

meadows far away. 

uheeded on her dainty lap the open page is 
lying 

Tli at often wooes her loving eyes to tt« de-
vices quaint, 

Though now her -wandering thoughts have 
gone, like silver doves a-fiving, 

Remote from monkish legend "and from 
medieval saint. 

Wail* the dear old missal held her did aba list 
toeoiw.nt bells, 

lifting pure and sacrea voices, calling hal
lowed soul* to prayer? 

Or did soil Prove->e;il songs, rhvthmic in de
licious iswellB 

Floatiu teuder-(';:dcuce.d music through the 
palpitating ai$? 

K*so before her, grand urad stately, castles of a 
brave renown? 

Did she hear the bugle's pealing, did she 
thrill at w:»r:h-r's ,»ry, 

fsthcy hasted, loyal-hearted, lowered th' an
tique draw-bridge down, 

>s- While the kuiuht, w-ilh sray plumes sweep
ing, rode to matt his lady's eye? 

Nay, of Fallant knight and lady were her gen
tle thoughts, in *ooth, 

But tli<; Unight poured not is battle blood 
to make the roses pale. 

f the lady fair and gracious only this we 
know in truth: 

She is strong to hide her passion under 
pride's thrice-armored mail. 

ad the flower within he,r fingers, closely 
clasped", will never tell 

Thatshe kissed it when he left; her, sitting 
< quietly apart, 

I Miding eyes and ruby lips o'er that missal 
Wrought in cell ,v 

By some patient, gifted one who hud heav
en within his heart, 

have lissom fancies 

rich 

i! in toils of gessamei 
bound her, 

And glide before her days to come, 
and splendid train, 

he while that m^rnitiff's tranquil peace 
fold*shimu oring around her. 

Such airy musings well beiit a maideu's 
busy "brain. 

— iun»" • 

. •ifficulties Encountered by Stanley. 

Stanley's narrative gives us a vivid id°a 
of travel in Afiica under its best con-
( Itdohs; that is to say, through a country 
fairly known, which has*been visited by 

bite nieu. and is now traversed by fre-
uent caravans. Sometimes they crossed 
broad aud bleak plains, where- food was 

'.;arce and d o t h vanished fast, ' 'and some-
' mes they came to hilly countries, where 
oe people were civil and hospitable. 

! ometimes they were in troublesome dis-
-icts, where there were warring tribes, 
• here the people were treacherous or 
ostile, and ther Stanley could only sleep 
dth his hand on his rifle. These were 

furious tempests, ' 'and some days Nature 
and man alike warred against us, while 
on others both seemed combined t o bless 
is." Other troubles came to ti.e intrepid 
ommander and his small army, mor j 

i specially that potent and untir ing enemy 
ef all African travel—Typhus. This was 
'.he enemy who menaced Stanley at Zan-
ibar,and never leu his footsteps unti l be 

embarked a t L o m d a ; wno followed him 
ight and day, doing his awful will on the 

expedition. And so from these nns-
ortunes—from famine and fatigue, from 

fever and massacre, from mutiny and 
loath—the 'ittle army dwindled away.; 
nd it is a wonder that it did not return, 

or at least content itself with visiting 
Liivinjeptohe'e country and exploring Vic-
oria N'yanza, and return with the report 

which has been brought for so many 
esturies -that Afiica c ntinued hostile 

to those who came to woo her, and would 
• o t b e won. 

. Nor does it surprise us that amid a!3 
ihese discouragements, the heart of 
Stanley should have faltered. "The ex-

edition seemed doomed. Promises of 
eward, kindness, threats, punishment had 
o effect.'" But at the same t ime the 

spirit ot . the leader was felt in the com
mand. u The white men,' ' he says, '-al-

.hough selected our of the ordinary class 
.•f Englishmen, did their work bravely, 

eriocaily. Though suffering from fever 
nd dysentery, insulted by n-ttives, march

ing under the heat and equatorial rain-, 
-dorms, they at all times proved them-
elves of noble, manly natures, stout-
earted, brave, and better than all, true 

''mrisrians." These are the men by whom 
( mpires are made, but for them there was 
no empire bur the memory of duty well 
Jone; no trophy, no reward, unless what 
i3 to come as the reward for well-doing 
In the final day of account-. Two of them 
were to sleep* nc-ir the banks of Victoria 
tf'yanza victims of disease; the other was 
o be whirled into eterni 'y over the rapids 

of the Congo; when his journey was al
most at an end. 

Sometime;, Stanley was in the wilder
ness without guides. This, however, 
seemed a happiness compared to his pos
ition when he did have guides who be-
jrayed him, as happened early iu his ex
pedition in Ukimbii, near the elephant 
• ountry. In TJkimbu the guides ran away 
>nd Stanley found himself on the edge 
ot a wilderdew w th but ten dav's pro-
-visiona. He bad twisted his gufde, and 
purchased a small quantity of food. He 
endeavoring to pierce the wilderness, but 
J is track was lost in a maze or elephant 
vid rhinoceros trails. HH could only de-
.end upon his cn ipasa . The second day 
rand a jungle of acacia and eupeorbia, 
brough which the men ba.i to crawl and 

scramble along tne ground, "under na-
ural tunnels oi embracing shrubbery, 
utting the convolyuli and creepers] 

I t rus t ing aside stout thorny bushes, ami 
•y various detours taking* advantage of 
very slight opening the jungle afforded," 
'here w i s no water. Overcome with 
linger and thirst the command began to 
traggle and faint. Some managed to 
each camp, where medicine aud restora-
ives brought them strength. Five never 

returned. One 01 them w»s found d' ad 
: J the woods, and of the other four it is 
' clieved "they hopehssly wandered on 
i Dtil they also fell down and died.-' On 
. ue fifth day they came to a village, but 
be village comprised only four negroes, 

iaeir wives and little one's, and had no 
iod for such a lar-^e com nand. Stanley 

(earned Jhat theie was another village 
twenty-nine miles away.named Suna,and 
he sent a picked band of twenty, the 
strongest and most enduring, to visit 
t u n a and bring food. Ho scoured the 
woods lor game, but there was no game. 
A lion's deu waa found. In this den were 
two young liona, which were killed and 
Fkinned, 

But to what avail were two Jjon cubs 
10 an expedition oi starved men? Surely 
£e re was death at last—death, defeat, 

*H 

annihilation; and this proud expedition 
which had sot out so gloriously from Zan
zibar, resolved to force the mystery of a 
continent and fight its way to the Atlan
tic, why, all that could happen to it was 
to perish in an Atrican jungle of lions 
and elephants, to perish as so many had 
done before, leaving only the name of 
Stanley to be added to the sad, dismal 
roll of martyrs to African discovery. 
"Returning to camp," says Stanley, "from 
the fruitless hunt"—nothing in all that 
wilderness but the two lion cubs—"I was 
struck with the pinched faces of the poor 
ncople that I could have almost wept, if 
I might have, done so without exciting 
fear of our fate iu their minds. I resolv
ed to do something toward relieving the 
pressing needs oi tierce huuger." Stan
ley had medical stores, which in such an 
expedition are a sacred trust. He open
ed a sheet iron trunk and made it serve 
as a pot . In to this pot he deded out five 
pounds of Scotch oatmeal-—perhaps the 
most precious of all his possessions—and 
three tins of "revatenta arabica," and 

*made a gruel . - 'It was a rare sight ," he 
says, "to see those poor famine-stricken 
people hasteu to that Torquay dress 
t runk and assist me to cook tho huge 
pot of gruel ; to watch them fan the fire 
to a fierce heat, and, with their gourds 
full of water, stand by to cool the foam
ing liquid when it threatened to overflow." 
The porridge kept the expadition alive 
for forty-eight hours, when Stanley heard 
the musketry of his returning embassy 
coming in from Buna with food. "The 
grain was most greedily seized by the 
hungry people, and so animating was the 
report of the purveyors that the soldiers 
clamored to be led away that afternoon." 
And so our leader marched on.—John 
JivmseU Young, in Ha.-perk Magazine for 
Osteber. 

r A Poet ic .License. 

Says the Chicago THbvne: He was a 
tali, square man, with a sharp, sunburned 
nose and <unshaven face. He wore a chip 
hat, well sweated through in front, with a 
rioa turned down all around, and a da rk , 
narrow bit of braid for a band. His but
ternut- pants were neatly tucked into ms 
cowhide boots, and the thumbs of his 
bronzed hands were thrust into the arm-
holes of his vest. He entered the 
moyor's • office with the air of a man of 
business, and, marching up to his Honor, 
said, inquir ingly: 

"Be you the mayor?" 
"Yes I have that honor." 
"Well, I want a license tor my daugh

ter, Maria 'Jane." 
"Ah <l see; your daughter is about to 

get married, and yon wish to procure a 
marriage license. We do not issue those 
pnpers here. You must go over on the 
North Side of the County Building."" 

"No, 'Squire, you ate mistaken—as 
much mistaken as if you had burnt your 
last shirt or had accidentally got into the 
wrong pew in meeting, but Maria Jane 
doesn't want a license to get married, not 
by any means— not by more than conoid 
erable. She is a darned smart girl , if she 
is my daughter, and if I do say it which 
I hadn't ought to. She has been keepin' 
school and boarding round up in the 
persimmon district and writing verses for 
the Summerfield Weekly Bugle. She 
th inks now of g i v i n ' u p teachin' and de 
vo tm' her hull t ime to literary pursoots 
and,-"Squire, as I 'm a l awab id iu ' man 
and loyal to the core—three of my boys 
went clean through to the sea with Sher
man-—'Squire, and 1 want to do the busi
ness for the girl on the square, and so I 
called to take out a poetic license for 
Maria Jane . You see, Will Morrison, 
who has been to college, told Maria that 
any body must have a license before he 
writ much poetry." 

Here the mayor's face turned very red, 
as if -suffering from some intense internal 
emotion, and it was observed that his 
eyes were suffused with tears. His sec 
retary suddenly approached the window 
and gazed abstractedly out upon the trees 
in the tubs, whoso emerald branches were 
gracefully swaying in the summer breeze 
in front, of the saloons across the way. 
i he framer fixed his curious eyes upon 

the mayor for a moment, who finally 
sufficiently recovtred himself to say; 

" My dear sir, your daughter needs no 
license to write poetry. She can write 
as much as ever she pleases, and it will 
•be all r ight." 

"Won' t it be agin/the law to do i t with
out a license?" inquired the man. She 
has heard that Byron and Mrs. Hemans 
used a good many poetic licenses in their, 
writin's, and she thought she'd better do 
as the rest of 'em did. But if it's all r ight 
Without, it 's probably owin' to the free
dom of our institutions and tich kke. r ' 

"Exac t ' y , " said the mayor. 
And the satisfied rustic walked out of 

the office picking his teeth v\ ith a straw. 

JJean Swift and t h e B o o t m a k e r , 

A friend having told Dean Swift that 
an excellent Dublin' bo<»tmaker,Banierick, 
was very desirous of the honor of his 
custom, the dean ordered a pair of b o o s 
oi him, and asked when they would be 
ready. B .merick named fro day, and his 
new customer told him, that *he didn' t 
wttnt to hurry -him, but tha* he must not 
fail to send thewi on the day named. Ba-
meiiek assured h im this should be done. 
The day arrived, bu t no boots. Swift 
went to the sbnp and received ample 
apologies from Jktner ick. with the assur
ance that i t was one of bis men who was 
to blame. "Well ," the dean re.oined, "I 
was to have been at Sir A. Achcson's, in 
the north, to-day, but this has ^prevented 
me. They will be done on Monday, you 
say; bring them up in the afternoon your-
se.f, and I'll pay tho bil l ." Baraericb 
duly ariived with the boots, and found 
the dean very affable. "By the way, Mr 
Bamerick," he presentlv said, " I don't 
think you ve ever seen mv garden; come 
along." Alter the d« an had walked the 
boot maker round a bit, he excused him
self and returned to the house, locking 
the door behind him. Bamerick waited 
snd waited, the sun went down and the 
evening closed iu dark and chill. The 
garden was surrounded by a bigh wall 
aud there was no way of gett ing out. At 
length the dean rose from his writing-ta
ble, took a pistol and drew out the bullets 
and then called up his butler. "Robe r t " 
he said, " I am sure there is some fellow 
probably a thief, in the garden. Call the 
other men and come with me." With 
that the dean went to the garden gate and 
opened in stealthily. Poor Bamerick 
rushed forward, "'There's the villain, 
seiae h im!" said the dean, firing off the 
powder. The uuhappy Bamerick shnek-
ed out, " | \>r God's sake, don't ahootl it 's 

only me, Bamerick." "Mr. Bamerick, ' 
exclaimed Swift in tones of the -utmost 
astonishment, "what is the meaning of 
this?" "Why, sir you've left me'here 
since five o'clock. You must have forgot
ten all about me. ' ' "Ah dear me, to be 
sure," said the dean, "just as you d id 
about the boots." Then ho tohf the but-
tler to give Bamerick some hot wine and 
see h im safe home. W h o hasn ' t met 
with a Bamerick? How many tradesmen 
are not daily disappointing their custom
ers, as he did? Unfortunately, however, 
there are no Swifts to give these recalci
trants wholesome lessons in punctual i ty . 

• **•" ' — 

The Rose ot'JKden. 

AKAItlO JLEGUJU*-

Fair Eve knelt close hy the guarded gate, m 
the (dow of the Eastern Spring, 

She enn the. flash of the angel's t*word, and 
the sheen of the angel's wing; 

She thought as she held her sobbing breath, 
she could licur the happy sighs 

Of the tiny rivulets that feu the mosses of 
Paradise; 

She knew how the birus were fluttering, 
among the elustured flowers, 

And gorgyous blooms and arching trees, that 
* snuddiAvcd Eden's bowers. 

And she-owed aloud in a^ony of wild remorse. 
ful prayer, 

'Give me one bud.butone, from the thousands 
t h a t blotiaoih th«re!" 

He turned as he heard her piteous voice, in 
•his grave angelic grace, 

And he looked with a wistful tenderness oh 
tho beautiful woman's face, 

And because it was no beautiful, and because 
she could not see 

How fair were the pure white cyclamen, 
crushed dying at her-knee; 

And because he knew this punishment 
through the weary ypars must burn. 

That through all things sweet and good on 
earth, her heart would for Eden yearn; 

He gathered a rich red rose that grew where 
the four great rivers met, 

And flung it to the frail, fatal hands, that 
clasped imploring yet. 

And though for many a cycle past, that rose 
in dust has lain, 

With her who wore it on her breast, when she 
passed from life and pain. 

There is never a daughter of Eve but once, ere 
the talc of her day is dime, 

She will know the scent of the Eden rose, ju3t 
once beneath the sun! 

And whatever else she may win or lose, eu-
dure, or do, or dure, 

She will never forget the enchantment it gave 
to the common air; 

For the wwrld may give her content or joy, 
fame, sorrow or sacrifice, 

But the hour that brought the scent of the 
rose, she lived it in Paradise! 

Ins ide t h e S t . Gothard T m m e l . 

Four of us with the engineer stood on 
the cow-catcher platform at the end of 
the engine, and wero soon hurled off into 
the darkness. The screaming of the en
gine whistle right at our ears was fright
ful, aud the darkness was so utter and the 
smoke so thick wc fancied we could feel 
them with our hands. The gases bejran to 
be almost unbearable, and the miscellan
eous noises throughout the tunnel was 
something terrific." 

I presume our train was not running 
fast, and yet it, made so much noise, and 
the surroundings were so unusual, it 
seemed as if I had never in my life 
bounded aiong,at such a rate. I had had 
many a strange ride, too, before, but nev
er had I felt so completeiv helpless, or 
more likely to be snuffed out by the un
seen should anything happen to the rails, 
or to the novel machine" on which we 
were riding. As we rushed by dr ipping 
walls, and saw here una there ghoui-like 
figures with dim lamps hiding behind 
rocks or in deep niches, I involuntarily 
recalled what our conductor had said of 
a glimpse of the bowels of hell. 

I t was impossible to apeak and be 
heard., T. might a« well have addressed 
myself to the granite walls of the tunnel 
as to have attempted a word to either of 
my companions. Suddenly our locomo
tive gave one extra, unearthly yell, and 
stopped. We alighted, got our lamps 
burning, and with a little motion on our 
own feet soon felt ourselves again. The 
engine sped back, screaming and rat t l ing 
like the voices of Mit tous damned. 

We now-started forward in the tunnel 
on foot, and, as we recovered our breath, 
had abundant time to look about, though 
t.iere seemed something fatally wrong 
with the perspeotive ot the pic ure of 
which we farmed a part. 

The air was so thick lights could not be 
seen twenty yards ahead of us, and we all 
walked close together for fear of being 
lost or tumbling into some subterranean 
hole. 

Fa r ahead -of us we hear the dvnamite 
explosions sounding Hue h)avy mortars 
in the midst o f battle. In some places 
where we were walking the water was 
nearly a f. ot deep, and again it. came 
through creva.ses above o u r heads like 
April showers. Our conductor tells us 
that on the Airolo side o: the tunnel the 
waters have sometimes come >in a t - t h e 
rate of 4000 gallons per minute, -and in 
such torrents as even to upset the work 
men and carry away the tools. Again, 
an ©ccadonal spring would burst ou t i n to 
a stream as t h i c k s aman ' s arm.while the 
track for the drills was in quently laid in 
rushing water two feet deep. The waten; 
comes fiom springs in the mountains 
about us, and from eternal snow fields 
lying in the sunshine thousands of feet 
above.otar heads. 

I t is very impressive to reflect that, as 
we stand here in the dim light of the 
tunnel, .far above us are lofty "mnunt^ns 
and fields of tnow, tumbl ing avalanehes 
and roariag torrents. Almost above us 
are the peaks of the St Gothard, reaching 
above the c louds ; and there, too, is the 
rapid, roaring river Re*u»s, with its leap
ing water-fails, and the Devil's Bridge, 
where French and Austrian soldiers met 
in deadly conflict. Up there, too, arei 
the bright sunshine and" the cold snow of 
the winter, and thediligeor.es and sledges 
tilled with freezing passengers, while we 
are melting uuder 80= Fahrenheit ot 
uear, and the Italian workmen are almost 
naked. There, too, above our heads, in 
the glistening glaciers, are the first rip-
p l i n g s o f t h e baby Rhine. B e h i n d . u s 
are the cold hills of Switzerland. In front 
of us, and just outside those granite rocks, 
is sunny I taly. How strangely we feel! 

Our conductor stops us to name the 
strata of rock through w h e h we are 
walking. Tbe first 7,000 feet a t the 
Goes-chenen end has been through daife 
gray grange or granite g n e b s ; then Al 
lowed 1,000 feet of schistous gneiss, lying 
in vertical ledges; then 6()0 feet ot crys
talline limestone, with here and there a 
streak of black serpentine, follow* d by 
B.000 feet of micaceous schists, and some 

30,000 feet of gneiss rich in mica. This 
is followed again by 5,000 foet of schis
tous gneiss, with threads And lumps of 
quartz, and nearly 10,000 feet ol mica 
schist, ending on the I tal ian side with 
some 3,000 feet more of mica schist mix
ed with gneiss and rich veins of quartz. 
Such were the calculations made by the 
geologists from the mountains above the 
tunnel, and the boring so far has proved 
these observations to have been pretty 
nearly correct But little gold, silver, or 
other precious oro has been met with, and 
even stone-coal has failed to pu t in an 
appearance, much as It would be wel 
corned by the Swiss, who have scarcely a 
pound of coal in their whole Alpine 
country. 

Tlje tunnel has about the same d imen 
aions, except in length, a3 the Mont Cenis 
Tunnel ; that is, it is, in round numbers, 
twenty-four feet in width at sleepers, 
twenty six feet wide at springing of arch 
a;id nineteen feet high between sleepers 
and centre of arch. I t starts into the 
mountain at a point 83,00 feet abovo the 
sea, and comes out at Airolo, on tho 
Italian side,3,757 feet above the sea-level. 

On the north axi3 the tunnel ascends 
one foot in every 172 feet, or about 142 
feet in traversing the distance of 28,402 
feet. I t then follows a summit or level 
line for the next 591 feet, when it des
cends to Airolo, 24,279 feet farther, at a 
gradient of one in 2,000. The highest 
point in the tunnel, hence, is 142 feet 
above the entrance at the north end, aud 
twenty four feet only above the outlet at 
the south. These gradients are for the 
purpose of permit t ing the water to pass 
off through a channel of masonary cut 
between the two tracks of rails to
ward eithei end. 

Almost the entire tunnel is being arch
ed and lined with solid masonary, eigh
teen to thirty inches in thickness, and 
that, too, in places where the granite and 
serpentine blocks seem to the ordinary 
observer the perfection of solidity. 

P e a t Men and Women in She t l and . 

The lives of these people are simple 
aud uneventful enough. The chain is a 
very short one and the links are not scat
tered. They go forth to their-daily work 
and return to their daily rest, and have 
no thought or ambition beyond. Their 
asp< ct, I have said, is picturesque. They 
are all ages, some young, others bending 
under the weight of years. There they 
go one after the other, with their baskets 
or kishes,.as they are called, fastened up
on the back by means of a strap over 
each shoulder, rising above the i r ' heads , 
and piled up with squares of black peat 
This naturally gives them all a stooping 
position suggestive of hard work and fern" 
iniue weakness, that quickly appeals to 
the sympathies. Many of them wear 
shces made out of cowhide, strong and 
cheap, but perhaps without form, and 
with small pretentions to neatness and 
cleanliness. And these they often "save'' 
by carrying them iu their hand3. Many, 
too, are without stockings, and tney trudge 
along bare-footed and bate-legged, and 
only look in consequence the more pov-
etty stricken. Their petticcat& are short, 
and generally of some dark, coarse ma
terial, with the color of which the peat-
getting sufficiently harmonizes / Upon 
their head they wear the inevitable ker
chief of track Shetland wool, generally 
gray, and sometimes red. Their "laces are 
sunburned ana weather-beaten. Those 
of the old women aie often strangely 
and wonderfully wrinkled, which, with 
their attitude, gives them a look of ex
treme age, and almost descripitude. The 
younger women are many ot them hand
some; I saw a few really beautiful faces. 
As they go along the road nearly all are 
knitting stockings or some other article 
of wear. They appear to knit by instinct 
—an hereditary gift. Their heavy loads 
and somewhat difficult progress in noway 
seem to interfere with the flying needles. 
These never arrest their motion as their 
owners lo r a moment rah>e their heads as 
you pass and wish you g od-day; or, it 
may be turn round to look after the 
ranger or the gun—no douVt the gun.— 

Argosy. 
• • — . 

Robinson Crusoe ' s inland,, 

From the Vanama Stitr and Herald. 
Fram a highly interesting private letter, 

dated April 20, we gather some particu
lars in regard to the Island J u i u Fernan 
dez, the scene oi" De Foe's famous ro
mance. The letter in question was writ
ten by the Captain's wife on board an 
American whaler which called at the 
island for a supply of wood and fresh 
provisions. T.ie writer says: "Finding 
to our delight a very clear and beautiful 
morning, we were ready for the boat to 
tnke us on shore by ^o 'c lock. We found 
a nice landing place, with a few houses 
close by the shore. The gentlemen who 
leases the island from the Chilian Gov
ernment, Mr. Aif de Rode, (an enterpris
ing Swigs,) met. us on the mole and very 
cordially invited us to his house, and 
gave us some fresh milk and bread, as 
the morning air dad sharpened our ap
petites. He then said he would go with 
us to see the cave where Alexander Sel 
kirk (the original Robinson Crusoe) lived 
ko long. When we arrived th. re a beau 
lul lunch was set before us, composed o( 
various viands, wines, fruits, etc., while 
there was nice cob', water ne^-r by, raak 
ing it altogether lovely. After an hour 
or so spent examining the fair-famed 
locality, we took oar leave well pleased 
with our vt-dt. 

uMr. De Rode has leased the entire 
island for a period of eight years, and is 
stocking it with cattle, etc., with which 
to supply parsing vessels or to ship to 
the mainland. F m e ieed abounds, and 
there is an ample j-upply of fresh water. 
Wild goats are abundant, and many ar< 
consumed by the natives for food, the 
<*kins b\ insr handed over to the proprie
tor. There are also a great cumber ol 
tine fish in the surrounding waters. The 
highest part, of this island is about 3.000 
fee . The scenery is varied and exceed
ingly b-aueiful. "The climate is tropical, 
and life in such a place, although oi 
necessity v ry isolated, must still pos
sess all the romantic charm which lor 
ever interests the far off summer isles of 
the Pacitic Ocean. 

Lemon Syrup.--Squeeze tho lemmons: 
strain the juice carefully least pulp 
should remain; to one niut of juice add 
two pounds of suyar; set it away till 
completely dissolved, stirring i t occas-
sioually; then bottle it. One or tw>. tea-
s?oonlnl8 of this syrup stirred into a 
ghit-s of water will make debgat lu l 
lemonade. 

81W1IAY IN PARIS . 
—EL. 

A Oay o f K o c i n a t i o n tut* A r o u m m f i t t -
W l i y >« 1« Ki-tttsv «o ror t h e f r e u c l i T h a n 
tii.' A.ui[!o Maxon. 

G. A., fiala, in the London 'l'elograpU. 
I must hasten, albeit the task is not an 

encouraging one, to disabuse the minds of 
my couutrymen, whose experience of 
Paris is only short and superficial, of the 
notion that Sabbath observance is, from 
an English point of view, increasing in 
Paris, because less manual labor is dene 
iv Paris on the Sabbath, and a great many 
more shops and warehouses are closed on 
Sunday than was iormally the case. The 
phenomena have nothing, save in the 
rarest and most isolated cases, to do with 
any change in the religious sentiments of 
the people. I ftm given to understand 
Protestant missiouery work is going on 
in sundry districts of Paris, bu t the re
sults of these well meant attempts at 
evangelization can only be as a drop of 
water in tho vast ocean of the Parisian 
Sunday. 

There are plenty of jeweler's, and linen-
drapers', and tailors' shops—shops which 
i t appears to me are quite needlessly kept 
o p e n - which dp not close their doors on 
Sunday he ie ; but on the other hand, es 
pecially in the n e i g h b o r h o o d or Rue de 
la Paix, the Rue Scribe, tho Chaussee 
d' An tin aud tne A. venue del ' Opera, there 
are large numbers of commercial estab
lishments which are as hermetically sealed 
as the the banks and the public offices. 
But I should be a blockhead were I to as
sume, and a hypocrite were I to maintain, 
that an increase in religious fervor a3 we 
understand it— is at the bottom of this 
partial abstinence from Sunday labor. 
Tbe smaller money-changers' shops are 
all wide open—so are the toy shops and 
tho confectioners' and pastry cooks', be
cause foreigners want to change mon^y, 
and French people are in the habit of 
buying playthings and sugar ulums for 
their children on Sunday; but in the ma-
i o r r y of instances it is not on that day 
that tbe pubile require to purchase vel
vets and satins, Aubusson carpets, carved 
oak furniture, embossed paper hangings, 
Madapolam calicoes, or the new 1;Cestus 
Aglae" corsets. For lack of custom, ma
ny of the great magasius shut up, and 
those which cantinue open do so more 
from habit than from the expectation of 
selling anything. Do you for one mo
ment think that the male and female em-
polyes in the*e closed establishments uti
lize their enfranchisement by going to 
church or si t t ing at home and reading 
good books or looking grimly at each 
other till they begin to yawn and nod, and 
and at last fall asleep from sheer ennui? 
They will the rather pour on to the boule
vards to fill the cabs and the cafes, to 
chat ter and gesticul ate, to eat, drink and 
be merry, to dance and drink and go to 
the play at night. I was not consulted 
when the city was built and the manners 
of the people were formed. Whether this 
is harmless or desirous, i t would be dan
gerous dogmatically to assert. I only de
scribe thtix which 1 see: and this Is Sun
day in Paris as I have seen and known it, 
man and boy, any t ime these forty years, 
come the 29th day of August next. 

I have hot the slightest expectation of 
seeing such a Sunday prevalent in Lon
don or in any English town. I have not 
the slightest wish to see such \ Sunday 
prevailing. Our observance of the Sab
bath may be susceptible cf modification in 
a tolerant and liberal sense; but there are 
two good reasons why the ' 'Comenental 
Sunday," as typically presented in Paris, 
is a thing to be deprecated in England^ 
1 n the first place, the decent classes atnOng 
us are quiet people, with comfortable 
homes from which they rarely stir on the 
Sabbath; whereas the Parisians, as a race, 
have no homes at all that can be called 
comfortable, aud are an excessively noisy, 
restless and inconsequential race, who 
can only find happiness out of doors. In 
the second and much more importance 
place we d i ink the very strongest liquors 
that can be biewed "or distilled; the 
classes among us who are not decent are 
in tbe habit of getting mad drunk, aud of 
fighting, after the manner of wild beasts, 
when they have a chance; our places of 
licensed vitualing are m e r c y places where 
the largest number of sots"can get tipsy 
in the shortest space of t ime; and Sun
day in Loudon, with all the public houses, 
all the theaters, all the music halls thrown 
unrestrictedly open from morning till 
night, would exhibit the most horrible 
saturnalia that eye ever beheld, and that 
the ear ever heard, the heart ever sick
ened at. We are *o very strong and Sial-
wart and earnest, and' "Engl ish ," in a 
word, that we need in our "diversions a 
few salutary checks and kicking straps 
which the feebler and less contageous 
people of the Continent do not require. 
The be ' ter observance of Sunday may not 
succeed in London in making the people 
more religious, but it keeps them dull 
and tolerably well behaved, and toler
able good behavior is all that can be ex
pected in a city of 4,0«0.000 s->uls This 
is about the whole of mv philosophy on 
the matter, and I have seen a good many 
curious Sundays in many curious coun
tries. 

A Model Confession. 

•Several years ago, iu a Western town, a 
young lawyer, a member of a large 
church, got diunk. The bretbern said he 
must confess. He demurred. He knew 
the members to be a good people, but 
that they had their little fau'.ts, such as 
dir.vjng sharp barga ins screwing the la-
'horrrsdown to low wages, loaning monev 
at illegal rates, ruisreptesenting articles 
(hey had for sale, etc. But they were 
good p ople , and pressed tho lawyer to 
come before the church meeiiugr and own 
up his sin of taking a glass too "much; for 
they were temperance people, and ab
horred intemperance 

The sinner finally went to tbe confes
sion, found a large gathering of brelhern 
and shdexs. whose bowed fieads rose and 
whose eves glistened wiih pure delight 
as the lawyer began his confession. 

" I confess," ho said, " that I never took 
ten per cent, for money." On that con
fession down went a brother's head with 
a yroan. '•! never turned a poor man 
from noV door who needed food or shel
ter." Down went another head. "I con 
fe*s I never sold a skim milk cheese lor a 
new milk one, 'whereupon asis-ter shriek
ed for mercy. "But ," concluded the sin
ner, " I have been drunk, and am very 
sorry for i t ." 

Whereupon the meeting very peace
ably dispersed. 

There is an old lady living less than 
three miles trom this city who firmlv be
lieves that more men marry than women. 

A Distinguished Visitor. 
Peck's Snn. 

The Sun office is in receipt of many 
calls, but no more distinguished looking 
man has been in than the one who came 
in on Monday. I t is a settled habit with 
us to treat every person cordially, and 
not to be outdone in anything socially. 
If a man were to come in with a griev
ance or a club, and desired, above all 
things, to erect a head upon the editor, 
we should r e c ive him with cordiality, 
give him a check for his club for the 
time being, set out a bottle of wine, and 
gradually draw him out on the subject of 
finance and other great questions, pre
vious to throwing him down stairs. Po
liteness is never thrown away, a n l there 
if no person so humbl.3 but that be ap
preciates a pleasant word, or a cordial 
shake of the hand. And in these days 
you can't tell by a man's appearance, 
wh i t is in h im. A t ramp may be cloth
ed in purple ink on a fine linen ulster, 
or the millionaire may be dressed as a 
t ramp. So it is safest to receive warm
ly, any person who calls. On Monday 
the door opened and a smiling face peer
ed in. 4 ,ls George i n T asked the visitor, 
and his whole countenance from his chin 
to his hair, was one good natured laugh 
of welcome. 

:' As the good natured | -exton oT the of
fice directed the visitor to our^room, we 
instinctively dropyied our writing, stop
ping in the midstot 11 e tit > riahand bot
tled up ideas that were floating from the 
spigot at a great rate. The man walked 
in and sat his box down on our mahog-
ony desk,the brass nails grating the. var
nish off, and tbe visitor took our hand in 
both of his, gazed into our soft brindle 
eve with a look of mingled love, admir
ation and devotion. He was a thickset, 
dark-complected man, attired in a linen 
duster, which covers a multi tude of sins 
at times. We could not place him, ex
actly, though he seemed to know us like 
a book. Squeezing our hand like a wom
an he said he had long looked forward to 
this day. He said he expected to see a 
large fat man, and we must excuse him 
for being surprised at finding a thin, 
emaciated, homely man in the editorial 
chair. He seemed familiar with us, but 
we couldn't tell where we had met him 
before. In some respects he resembled 
a member of the legislature, and then he 
had the air of a circus agent. He might 
be& railroad superintendent, or a hfgh 
officer of the government. Any way, he 
was a distinguished guest and we" bade 
him be seated. He said he w«is in a hur
ry, and he began to open his box, saying 
that he was introduciug ar> article. 

As he fumbled at the lock of the case 
we wondered what was in it. I t might be 
a case of dueling pistols, it might be a 
lot ot government hoods, or he might be 
the agent of some millionaire that bad 
died, and left us much money, and i t was 
with anxiety that we awaited the opening 
of the box 

Finally the top of the burial case be
came loosened, and the lid flew up, and 
h3 said there was a l'e^ hundr d corns and 
bunions that he had removed from peo
ple's teet, and he wanted to know if we 
had any to remove. Heavens, what a fall 
was there, me country men! Of ah the 
disgusting sights in tfce world, a collec
tion ot corns and bunions is the wors t 
and as we reached around for a lemon to 
ward off sea-sickness, he began to teil 
about them. He picked up a bunion 
about the size of a pea.cn basket, and said 
he removed that from the foot of a young 
lady living on Van Bulren street. If there 
is one thing we won't stand, it is to hear a 
man slander a gil l , and knowing that the 
girl mentioned wore a number 
one shoe, and that she couldn' t 
have raised that bunion unless 
she raised it in a hot house, we decided 
to kill him at once, so we touched a wire 
connected witn a can of nitro-glycerine 
under the chair ia which the bunion man 
was seated, and there was an explosion. 
Pieces of linen duster were found up by 
the water-works, and parties who came 
across the lake on the Amazon said they 
noticed peculiar looking scales raining 
down, aoout half way "across tbe lake, 
though there was lot a cloud to be seen. 
It was corns and bunions. No one regrets 
more than we do the necessity of resort
ing to harsh measures to break up this 
bab t of speatung ill of respectable girls, 
and when we think how pleasantly he 
spoke to us, a< ! h»w glad he was, it 
cause?, a momentary sadness, but some 
one must do these disagreeable things. 
Peace to his fragments. If the coroner 
holds an inquest on every bunion and 
corn that is tound, that will be the best 
paying office in the city. 

Wftat t h e Hired Jftttu Sung, 

Gentry was wont to employ a singular 
method of slackening or quickening the 
pace of a walking companion to suit his 
own inclination. " To say," he would 
argue, ' 'you walk too fast ur too slow is 
unpolite; but to sing safely an air to the 
time of the waik of your companion, and 
the by degrees either to quicken the time 
or make it slower, is as ii noceht as it is 
convenient." Tue principle of Gretry's 
ruse was well exemplified m the case of 
the stingy tanner who gave his hired hay
maker buttermilk und whey for break
fast, and going to the field iieard the 
man singing in a drawling way, 

B u-t-t-e-r-m-i 1 k and whey, 
Frtint ail day, faint all d*y; 

his scythe keeping ume to ihe tune. The 
next morning the"farmer set a good meal 
of bacon and eggs before the man, and 
when he went to see how he was gett ing 
on with his work, iound his arms going 
swiftly to '« Ba~on and eggs, t akexare of 
your legs!"—Chamber'8 JoUrrwt 

m 
Lucy O.-buru, a pieitv vouu^ women 

bad her entire scalp torn off by machin
ery in New Milford, Conn. She was 
brought to a New Yor* ho.phai , and 
there the tedious process of grafting on 
her head a new i-calp was suceessfuly 
ended a few (lays ago. and she returned 
to her home. Tne n^w scalp was com
posed ot miuute bits of skin, 12,000 be
ing used, taken from the arms of the bos-
pi r»l surgeons, and put on carefully one 
at a time. One surgeon supplied more 
thau a thousand of them. 

Most hoiisefceep.-ra tnrow away the 
leaves and green tops of celery. There 
is a better way than this. Dry them 
thoroughly in the oven, pulverize to a 
fine powder, and they mane a very de
licious seasoning for soup, the aroma and 
strength of the celerv being remarkably 
well preserved. After being pulverized, 
tho powder should be kept in a j a r or 
closed bottle to preserve the strength. 
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