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In the beak mid-winter 
Frosty wind made moan; 

Earth stood hard as iron, 
Water like a stone; 

Snow had fallen; snow on snow, 
Snow on snow. 

In the bleak mid-winter 
Long ago. 

Our God, heaven cannot hold Him 
Nor earth sustain. 

Heaven and earth shall flee away 
When he comes to reign; 

In the bleak mid-winter 
A stable-place sufficed 

"The Lord God Almighty— 
Jesus Christ. 

\m. 

Enough for Him from Cherubim) 
Worship night and day, | 

A breastful ofmilk 
And a mangeriulof hay; 

Enough for Him whom Angels 
Fall down before 

The ox and ass and camel 
Which adore. 

Angels and Archangels 
May have gathered there, 

Cherubim and Seraphim 
Thronged the air; 

But only His Mother 
In her maiden bliss 

Worshiped the Beloved 
With a kiss.„ 

What can I give Him, 
Poor as I am9— 

If I were a Shepherd 
I would bring a lamb; 

If I were a wise Man 
I would do my p a r t -

Yet what can I give Him?— 
Give my heart. 

strewing 

STREWING HEMP SEEDS. 

A Christmas Story. 
"Coming next week?" 
"Yes, Rosie, he'll be here for the New 

Year, it nothing happens." 
Rosie tossed her yellow ringlets, and 

put up her red lips in a childish pout. 
" I shall hate him, aunt Eunice. I'm 

sure I shalL The simple fact that I am 
betrothed to him, wdly-niily, would set 
my heart against him if he were a Prince 
among men." 

"He is a Pnnce among men, my dear, 
and you'll be sure to lik« him," replied 
Aunt Eunice, quietly. 

" I tell you I 'm sure not to like him," 
insisted Rose. 'Poor papa made a great 
mistake; he should have left me free." 

" I t would have been wiser, perhaps; 
but your father had looked upon Ben as 
a son so many years, and felt sure of his 
making a good husband " 

"An old poke twice my age," pouted 
Rosie. 
/ "Oh, no, not quite so old as that. But 
wait until you have seen him. Never 
cross a bridge till you come to it, Itosie. 
Ben won't be here for a week yet. When 
he is here, and you have seen him, if you 
really dislike him I dare say he'll not 
compel you to become his wife.' 

"But I premised poor papa on his 
death-bed, too, and a promise to the 
dying is sacred." 

Pretty Rosie was no kith or kin to 
Aunt Eunice, only an adopted child, 
cherished and loved for her dead father's 
sake, and Ben was Aunt Eunice's only 
soc, a Calcutta agent, who had not seen 
his native land for years, and who had 
last parted from his promised bride 
when she was a little miss in pinafores. 

But after his old friond s death, and 
Rosie's promise to become his wife 
whenever he saw fit to come home and 
claim her, Ben had sent home a hand
some ring, and Rosie wore it on her 
pretty finger. And now he was coming 
in a week. 

"Don't fret, Rosie. Wait until Ben is 
here and you have seen him." 

"Seeing him won't make me change 
my mind," retorted the willful girl. " I 
have him in my mind's eye now—a poky 
old fogy, just like Mi. Sykes, the parson. 
Oh, dear!" 

" I trust the case will not be quite so 
bad as that, Rosie. But what are you 
going to do with all those hemp seeds, 
my dear—feed the pigeons?" 

"Feed the pigeons, indeed!" cried 
Rosie, transferring the seeds to her 
pocket. "Why, auntie. I'm going down 
te Hazel Hollow to try my fortune. All 
the girls are doing It. Jennie Burr 
strewed hemp one dark evening,a month 
or so ago, and the handsomest young 
man came following her, and now she's 
engaged to him." 

Aunt Eunice laughed,and crossing the 
loom, drew the girl's head to her breast 
and kissed her tenderly. 

"You're a good child, Rosie, only a bit 
wayward, ana I trust you may be very 
happy, dear, whether you ever marry 
Ben or not. There, run along, and strew 
your hemp seeds if you must, and hurry 
back to supper.'' 

Rosie threw on her shawl and scarlet 
ho«d, and ran away, like the silly child 
she was. 

The sun was quite down when she 
reached Hazel Hollow, and the shadows 
lay dark and thick in the wild glen. 
Rosie was not the bravest little woman 
in the world, and her heart gave a great 
throb of fear as she walked on under the 
whispering willows. 

At the edge of the hollow she felt sore
ly tempted to turn round and run back 
to Aunt Eunice's cheery fireside, but a 
thought of Jenny Burr's success urged 
her on. She drew out a handful of the 
magic seed and started across the glen. 

"Hemp seeds I strew, hemp seeds I sow; 
Let my true love follow me and mow." 
She repeated the charmed couplet in a 

little, quavering voice, strewing her 
seeds right and and left. She was half 
across the gloomy Hollow beiore she 
could muster courage to look back. 

When she did glance over her shoulder 
« sharp cry burst from her lips. Not far 
behind her came a tall, manly figure, 
with something which looked like a ver
itable scythe in his hand. Rosie shrieked, 
stared an instant and then sank down on 
the damp ground, scattering her precious 
seeds as she fell. 

She awoke to consciou°ness some time 
after with a full moon shining in her 
eyes, and a pair of masculine arms sup
porting her bead. 

"Oh, where am I? What has hap
pened!" she cried out in dismay, as she 
struggled to her feet. 

"Nothing has happened," replied a 

deep voice; "only you were 
hemp, and I followed you." 

Rosie ventured one wild glance. A 
handsome, bronzed, bearded face bent 
above her 

"Let me go home," she faltered, tremb
ling like a frightened bird, "'home to 
Aunt Eunice." 

"As soon as you please, my dear Rosie; 
but don't forget you belong to me now. 
The fates willed it, you see." 

"Oh, let me go home," cried Rosie. in 
sore afright. 

"Come along; I will escort you to the 
gate." 

And her strange companion drew her 
hand' within his arm and led her along 
the moonlit path. 

Rosie's heart beat her so she could not 
get her breath. The instant they reached 
the gate, she broke away from him. 

"What! you wont even stop to say 
goodbye? No matter, we shall soon 
meet again. You belong to me, remem
ber. No man alive can ever take you 
from me; and in token of my claim you 
shall wear this." 

A heavy gold chain flashed over her 
head, and a quaint, carved locket hung 
upon her bosom. 

Through the gate, across the lawn, 
never pausing once to look back, went 
Rosie, sobbing like a child in her excite
ment. 

Aunt Eunice stood on the steps of the 
old farm house awaiting her. 

"Why, my dear, how long you have 
been! I was just on the point of start
ing to hunt you." 

"Oh, Aunt Eunice!" cried the girl, 
rushing into her arms and beginning to 
sob outright. " I am frightened to death. 
Some one did follow me and speak to 
me, and, oh, look at this on my neck!" 

Aunt Eunice led her into the old-fash
ioned sitting room, and by the light of 
the blazing wood fire she examined the 
locket that hung from the heavy chain. 

"Weil," she said, looking at the pic
tured face it contained, a merry twinkle 
lighting her eyes, "the face is a very nice 
one! There must be something in your 
hemp-sowing, after all, Rosie!" 

"Oh, there *s something,AunfEunice," 
panted Rosie. "Didn't I tell you that 
Jenny Burr's engaged to the man who 
followed her?" 

"So you did, pet. Well, it it must be 
it can't be helped. You'll have to mar-
ly this handsome stranger, and let poor 
Ben and your promise go!" $ 

Rosie flushed charmingly as she stajp 
a glance at the pictured face, but ™ e 
tears rose to her eyes. # £ 

"No, I could never doi i t t t ," she sail!. 
" I could never break myjpwnise to poor 

here and see what he says!" 
"But he's goue—Mr. Ambrose, I mean. 

l i e ' s gone, and I shall never see him 
again! Oh, dear, If 1 were dead?" 

And all night long, while the Christ
mas stars rose and went down, she tossed 
upon her bed. that cry upon cry ijpon 
her lips—"I wish I were dead!" | | 5 

At last the Christmas morning dawned, 
and from steeple to steeple rang that 
sweet old song, "Peace on eartn, and 
good will toward men." ^fj?«* 

Aunt Eunice stole softly into the dark
ened chamber. 

"Rosie, it is Christmas morning, and 
Ben has come. You'll get up and see 
him, my dear? 

She obeyed without a word, her young 
face white and sorrow-worn. 

Aunt Eunice robed her in her pretty 
crimson dress with dainty laces at the 
throat and sleeves; then she brushed back 
the rippling yellow curls, and fastened 
them with a spray ©f hollybernes* ; 

"Come now, Rosie, you must go and 
speak to Ben.'" 

Aunt Eunice led her down the stairs 
and to the door of the old sitting room. 

"Co and bid him welcome, dear," she 
said, unclosing the door, aud pushing 
her gently within. 

One startled glance one little gasping 
cry, and Rosie was in Ben s arms. 

"Can you forgive me, Rosie?" he said, 
kissing her pouting lips. " I was obliged 
to deceive you, little one, or you. never 
would have cared for me. You do care 
for me a little, Rosie; but I owe i t j l l to 
the hemp seed." 

"No, you don't, Ben." she answered 
with a shy, fond glance; "I 'm sure I 
should have liked you all the same if I 
had never strewn hemp." l 

"Then youll take the ring now for a 
Cristmas sift, Rosie?" 

She held up her dimpled finger. As 
he put it on, the bells clanged out again 
in honor of the Christmas mom. 

"Peace on earth and good will toward 
men," said Aunt Eunice, softly, as she 
tlirew open the sutters to4et the sunshine 
in. 

"Ah! my children, let us be grateful 
for this blessed Christmas." 

And Rosie, resting her bright head on 
Ben's arm, burst into a flood ot happy 
tears. 

v CHRISTMAS MORNI>G. 

Stockings in the kitchen, hung up in a row; 
Santa Glaus has filled them—yes, from top to 

toe; 
Purple, gold and crimson, paint the falling 

snow— 
On Christmas Day, so early in the morning. 

Earnest little whispers from the co^y bed; 
Busy little footsteps pattering overhead, 
Down the stairs they wandsr to the sweet 

music wed— 
On Christmas Day, so early in the morning. 

Dolls and drums and trumpets, what a sight 
to see' 

Whips and tops and tea sets—one foi you and 
me— 

Blooming in the corner, such a Christmas 
tree— 

On Christmas Day, so early in the morning. 
Wee, soft, fairy footsteps outside in the hall, 
Then the words of baby musically fall— 
"Going to kiss my papa, first one of them all!" 

On Christmas Day, so early in the morning. 

papa." 
Rosie was in a 

flutter of intense ex
citement. On the Sunday morning fol
lowing her adventure, when she took her 
accustomed place in Aunt Eunice's pew, 
who should she see sitting opposite but 
the original of the picture in her locket, 
the hero of her hemp-seed charm? 

"Ob, Aunt Eunice, look, there he is \\ 
gasped Rosie, her heart in her mouth. 

"So I see, my dear,'' said the old 
lady, quietly; and, after service, when 
the stranger came up and intioduced 
himself as Mr. Ambrose, she gave him a 
cordial invitation to accompany them 
home to dinner. 

Home with them he went, and Rosie 
was like one in a dream. 

"Was ever a man so handsom3, so 
distinguished-looking, so noble?" she 
burst forth when he was gone. "Oh, 
Aunt Eunice, if poor papa h&d. left me 
f i e e ? " ) j, 

"Wait,my iftear.' When Ben gets home 
he'll see some way out of the trouble. 
Ben always was a clever boy." 

And Rosie waited, and learned, in the 
mean time, that sweetest of ail life's 
lessons, the lesson of first love. 

I t was Christmas Eve. The old sitting 
room was hung with holly and mistletoe, 
the wide fire-place piled with huge yule 
logs, and out'in the great roomy kitchen 
Aunt Eunice was elbow deep in cakes 
and mince pies and plum puddings,mak-
ing ready to give her son a substantial 
welcome. 

"Poor Ben, he'll like my good things, 
I 'm sure," she said, as she trimmed the 
crust of a pie. "He always was fond of 
something nice to eat, and he's been 
living on bird's nests and puppies and 
fried mice in the heathen country for so 
many years, he'll enjoy Christmas at 
home I know. Here, Rosie, child, run 
to the shed, and fetch your apron full ol 
chips, this oven must be a leetle hotter. 
Hurry, do!" 

Rosie hurried out, but a good half 
hour went by before she returned. At 
the garden gate she met her hero—her 
stranger lover—and Aunt Eunice and 
her oven were alike forgotten. 

"Come here, Rosie," he called, " I 
want to speak te you." 

Rosie went to his side with burning 
cheeks and downcast eyes. 
* "I've come to say good-bye, Rosie,"he 
said, looking down upon her with ten
der, dark eyes. " I am going away for a 
little while. You'll not forget me while 
I'm gone, Rosie?" 

Rosie made no answer. 
"And you'll wear this for my sake? 

Let me put it on your finger, Rosie?" 
But Rosie put aside the sparkling dia

mond. 
"No, Mr. Ambrose, you can't put it on 

my finger." 
""Why not, Rosie? I mean it for an 

engagement ring. I love you, Rose, and 
you belong tome, you know, by virtue 
of the hemp-seed "charm. Rosie, you 
care for me just a little, don't you?" 

" i care for you a great deal, Mr. Am
brose ; but I cannot wear your ring. You 
see that clumsy, old thing on my finger?' 
Well, that and my piomise bind me* to 
another. Please go away!" 

She broke down utterly, and began to 
sob like a child. 

"But if you love me, Rose—" began 
her lover. 

"Whether I do or not, it is all the 
same. I tell you I 'm plighted to another, 
and I'll break my heart sooner than I'll 
break my promise." 

"Then good-bye, little Rose!" 
He kissed her hand and turned down 

the garden path. Rosie fled back to the 
kitchen, sobbing fit to break her heart. 

"My dear,|dia you fetch the chips!" 
asked Aunt Eunice. 

"Oh, auntie, don't; my heart's broken. 
I wish I were deadl" cried Rosie, bury
ing her face in the cushions of the coiner 
arm-chair, and bursting into a very storm 
of weeping. 

Aunt Eunice smiled with infinite con
tent as she crimped her pie. 
fc"Don't cry, Rosie. Wait till Ben getB 

They Met and Farted. 
, "Now then,'' says tramp No.l to No.2 
as they turned into Montcalm street 
from Woodward avenue the other day, 
"here is the game: you walk down the 
street and ring the bell of some house. 
When the lady answers, yon tell her 
that you haven't had anything to eat for 
three days. If she says she don't care, 
tell her you are desperate and ready to 
commit any crime. If she starts to slam 
the door on you, hold it open with your 
foot and roll eyes anb look savage. I'll 
arrive just about then,and I'll take you 
by the neck, slam you around ind pitch 
you out of the yard. I'm the lady's pro
tector and the hero ot the rour, you see. 
I'll be very modest cirw off, but I'll tell 
her I'm a stranger and need a quarter to 
buy food. She'll hand it over, and I'll 
join you around the coiner aud divibe. 
See?" 

"Magnificent!" replied No. 2. "You 
ought to be in the United States Senate! 
Whll, here I go." 

He passed down the street and select
ed a house, and the piogranime was 
carefully followed out until he reached 
the point where tee said he was d sperate. 
At that instant the hall door wafc jhir&d 
wide open, and a six-loot husband shot 
out with his right hand inp knocked 
No 2 clear otf the lower step. No. 1 was 
just rushing in, and six looter thougte 
he might as well kill two Birds with one 
stone, so he gave him one on the jaw, 
and when tired ol walking around on 
their prostrate bodies lie flung them ov e 
the fence. The tramps limped down to 
the corner, looked at each other in deep 
dusgust, and separated forever. 

An Elephant's Gratitude. 
A story comes from Tenbury, England 

where a menagerie nas been paying a 
visit, which illustrates the well-known 
character of the elephant for humane 
feelings in a remarkable degree. Among 
the animals was a fine female elephant, 
called Lizzie, which was attacked with 
a violent fit of colic, and suffered intense
ly. A local chemist whose success as 
an animal doctor is well known, treated 
Lizzie, and saved the animal's life. Sub-

A HOLIDAY LESSON. 

I t was late of a chilly December after
noon. The leaden clouds hung low with 
their promise of a speedy snowstorm. 
Even now an occasional frozen drop 
struck against the window-pane, and 
each gust, as it swept through the streets 
of busy L , had the breath of the 
storm in it, and drove all pleasure-seekers 
rapidly toward home. 

I t even seemed to penetiate into the 
houses, for Lois Canfield was busy put
ting the finishing touches to the supper 
preparations on the long'dining-table, 
with a frown as lowering as any storm-
cloud. 

"It 's of no use talking, mother." she 
was saying to a quiet pleasant-looking 
lady, busy mending by the coal-stove. 

"What is there to look forward to? 
Last year I made more than a hundred 
dollars' worth of presents, and now live 
got just five dollars and seventy-five 
cents. Enough, thougn, I suppose, as 
long as we're only boarding-house 
keepers." 

"I 'm sure I 'm very thankful for the 
boarders to keep," said Mrs. Canfield. 

"O, I 'm not complaining as long as 
it helps papa, but I'm not any more 
thankful to Lucy Waters for saying it," 
was the quick reply. 

•SLet mc see," said her A ^ h e r , "did 
not you give Lucy one of yo^^Lresents 
last year?" ^ i 

"1 guess I did, one of my best—it cost 
twelve dollars. I shouldn't have been 
such a silly, but I heard her say t%t Jen
nie Fen always gave her the nicest things 
of any girl, and I was determined to 
outdo her for once." 

"You gave Jennie something, too, 
didn't you?" 

"O yes,; I gave her that beautiful scene 
ot Lake Como " 

"And Mabel Joyce, what did you give 
Her—something, I believe?" 

"Yes, that inkstand modeled after a 
group from the antique; and I paid nine 
dollars for that Etiuscan vase I gave 
Aunt Kate, and that was broken before 
New Year's. What a waste?'' 

"And were the others more neces
sary?" asked Mrs. Can Grid. 

"iKo; I heard Lucy said thatouly made 
theltwenty-first and second vases that she 
OTPned; and 1 overheard Jennie say her 
room was so full of pictures already she 
did not know what to do unless she put 
some in the attic. It was scant thanks I 
gained in any case, and Lois looked up 
from the stool she had taken into her 
mother's face, with the glimmer of a_ 
smile breaking through the clouds. ~~~ 

Mrs. Canfield smiled also. Weil, now, 
dear, as you have tiied your plan of giv
ing expensive luxuries and found no 
great satisfaction in it, suppose you try 
a new one, and use your small store this 
time in giving only useful things to those 
needing them, and see which gives the 
greater satisfaction." 

"But mamma it always seems as 
though at Christmas time one was a lit
tle justified in spending money extra\a-
gantly," argued Lois." 

"And uselessly?" queried Mrs. Can-
field. 

"But are pretty things useless, then?" 
asked the girl. 

"By no means, dear, though it is a 
question whether one element of true 
beauty must not also be utility, but one 
will not stop to go into metaphysics to
night, for, after all,every q uestion in life 
centers in one point. What is my duty 
in this matter? Perhaps God saw we 
were not faithful stewards, and so took 
away our abundance. We know now 
what it is to be really in need of things 

if you will wait a minute I will walk as 
far as Field's with you. I must have a 
little Canton flannel for baby, and it is 
cheapest there. If you are not ashamed 
of my gloves," she added, drawing on an 
exceedingly frayed pair, " I am; but my 
kids arc my light ones of last summer, 
and these are all my second best. I will 
hide them under my shawl Nothing 
like necessity, dear, for a teacher." 

Lois listened, and on her mental 
tablets two items of shoes and gloves 
promptly found a place. 

"Will it trouble you too much, Lois, 
to just call at my washwoman's, aud tell 
her she need not come next week. The 
childien will be at home, and with their 
help I must do it myself. It's just up 
Mintee lane." 

Lois agreed, and walked on. At the 
number she inquired for Mrs. Tarish,and 
was directed to a rear basement. There 
she found a poorly-furnished room, two 
or three small children, and a discourag
ed-looking woman dressing one still 
younger 

"Mrs. White will not need you next 
week," said Lois, after speaking to all 
around. 

"Won't! why not?" asked the woman, 
quickly. 

"She thinks she must get along by 
herself,'1 said Lois. 

"The woman was silent, but Lois was 
sure there were tears under the down
cast lids. "Did you need it very much?" 
she ventured to ask. 

" I had kind ot set it by," said the 
woman, "to get my baby a few bits of 
clothes. All she has in the world is 
these on the chair. She's never had 
none 'cept some old rags of mine; I tore 
the best off fcr her; but it can't be help
ed, I suppose." 

"Perhaps it will be; take heart, Mrs. 
Tarish; I'll certainly remember baby a 
little at Christmas;" and she hurried 
away fo consult others wiser than herself 
in that line of wardrobe. 

Those were busy days that fol
lowed and very happy ones to Lois. She 
went out shopping in a new line, and 
and was perfertectly surprised to find 
how many more bundles five dollars 
would purchase when it was invested in 
calicoes and flannels and ten cent toys, 
than when she went, as a yeai before, to 
the shops of art and the antiques. 

And then on Christmas day, what a 
succession of pleasures, from the thanks 
oi Cousin Agne3 lor her pretty fur trim
med street gloves, and of Mrs. Tarish for 
the plain, warm clothes for baby, to those 
ot her own papa for an out aide door-mat, 
the lack of which had been quite a trial 
to him, and her mamma for warm arti
cles, for hei's being quite too tar gone 
for use. 

"It has really been the happiest day of 
my life," said Lois that evening. 

"And yet you have only had 'thanks' 
tor your presents,' answered mamma. 

"Indeed, I had forgotten that," said 
Lois, laughing. " I feel as rich as can 
be. I guess tnen, alter all, real things of 

ciowned with noble triumphs. As 1 
reads of the splendid achievements < 
men of renown, lofty idels sweep throug 
his brain and his soul stirs with acti\ 
purpose to platt banners of glory whe 
others waved tthen in graud victor 
And who shall condemn these revelling 
of the fancy, or soarings of the will? Ai 
they not better to cherish than bas 
toughts, selfish aims, and unholyi ma< 
inings? The former are lar as above th— 
latter as the eagle, who soars in the fac 
of the sun, oo the cat that, wsth elf 
wing, beats the air only when darknei 
setting, 

As mountain summits reflect the glor 
opening day, so do high ideals imag 
the divine creation m man. I t is fa 
beter fcr the young man to put on th 
harness ot lite with open brow and sunn 
heart, than to gc forth with suspiciou 
tread and crawling gait. To look ou 
upon the world with vision clear an< 
purpose, noble, is more exalted than t 
gaze with prejudiced eyes and revenge 
ful spirit. High places are wgn throng1 

heroic deeds, and Crowns'sparkle th 
brightest when worn as the fruit ot man, — 
courageous toil. Hereditary kings ar 
not the only nobles. There are other 
of nobility higher. Goodness, gentleness 
truth love mercy honor wovee into tht 
web ot life according to the dattern of . 
lofty ideal, furnish a badge and in 
signiaof royalty garnder and truer thai 
uhe orders that blaze ou jeweled thrones 
Work then according to the high patten 
that is divinely stamped on the soul.—V 
S. Economist. 

Captive Humming-Birds. 
In the time of the Montezumas, hum 

ming-birds were tamed and kept in largi 
consti?atories. Doctor Zipperlein, o 
Cincinnati, tells of two humming-bird" 
which strayed in May, a year ago, int< 
the house of a lady in that city and wen 
captured: 

The lady, a friend of birds, resolvec 
to try the experiment of domesticating 
the little creatures, although she wa 
aware that such attempts ended usually 
in the death of the birds. She had nc_ 
suitable cage so she selected a largt 
candy jar, and fixed a perch inside. Ir 
the bottom she placed a boquet of flow 
ers, and covered the open end with gauze 
The flowers were renewed every day. Tht 
convolvulus, tropaeolum, honeysuckle 
and other flowers with a long calyx were 
selected. A little honey was droppec 
into every blossom. ~ 

The birds began to sip the sweet fcx^ 
on the first day, humming above the flow 
er cups, darting their tongues in anc 
out among them swift as lightning. 
They also snapped at little insects ano 
devoured them. After some weeks they 
were given some honey thinned with 
water, m a small dish. They sat upor^ 
their low perch and lapped the honey 
with their tongues, like a dog drinking 
v. atcr. 

In a short time the birds were so tame 
, - , , - , , - that the gauze that confined them i\a< 

need and real thanks are what go togeth- removed, and they flew about the loom 
er and give satistactien. Any way, I am w n i l e theii glass palace was cleaned and 
so satisfied that every year I live I ' l l try furnished with fresh flowers aud honey 
to practice on 
Witness. 

my new leason.—N. T. 

sequently, on passing the chemist's shop, 
the elephant immediately recognized her JL D e l w v e L n e a m mme cmpiauus rrou 
benefactor, who was standing at the door a b o u t c o l d f e e t before Aunt Maggie'! 
of the shop, and going, to_ him, grace- 1en-dollar gift enabled you to purchast 
fully placed hei trunk in his hand. 
The chemist visited the exhipition in the 
eveinng, and met with an unexpected 
reception from his former patient. Gent
ly seizing the doctor* with her 
trunk, the elephant encircled him with 
it to the terror of the audience, who ex
pected to see him crushed to death, but 
Lizzie had no such intention, and after 
thus having demonstrated her gratitude 
by acts more eloquent than words, she 
released the doctor from her embrace, 
and proceeded with her appointed task. 
That elephant seemed te possess a holier 
sense of gratitude than some people do. 

A California inventor has made a 
machine for pressing and drying potatoes 
so that they will keep for years, pre
serving their natural flavor. No chemicals 
are used in the operation of curing,every-
thlng being aone by a simple machine 
capable of pressing 600 bushels of pota
toes in 24 hours. The machine not only 
presses the potatoes, but lays them on a 
tray in a concave form with the hollow 
side down. After the pressure they are 
put into a drying apparatus, where they 
remain for two hours, then they are 
ground into coarse meal resembling 
cracked rice. The first shipment of these 
preserved potatoes to Liverpool last year 
brought a large profit. The average price 
of [potatoes in San Francisco is about 25 
cents a bushel. Dried, they brought in 
England 45 shillings a hundred-weight 
or at the rate of $1.50 a bushel tor green 
potatoes. This year preparation has 
been made for drying and shipping 
large quantities. It" is said that there 
are 300,000 acres of uncultivated land on 
the western slope of the Coast range,Jnear 
San Francisco, especially adapted to 
potato growing. The fogs and mist from 
the ocean supply sufficient moisture, and 
the soil yields bountifully. The only 
problem heretofore has been where to 
market the product.—Scientific American. 

SEVENTY, different species of vegeta
bles, with over 400 varieties, are grown 
in the gardens of the United States. 

I believe I heard some complaints from 
cold 
gift enabled you to purchase 

new shoes, did not I ? " 
'*I am afraid you did," answered Lois, 

slowly. Then she sat in quiet thought 
until the closing of the outer door told 
her that supper preparations must be 
hastened, when she sprang up, and,drop-
ping a kiss softly on her mother's 
forenead that told how the words were 
working, went about her duties. 

In the days that came close upon this 
one there were many nours of quiet 
thinking on the girl's part. She was 
trying to define tne useful things and 
lust where they should go dor until these 
last few months Loi&' acquaintance with 
real needs had not been very great. 

"Lois," said her mother, one day, "did 
you give cousin Agnes any presents last 
year?" 

"No, mother. I am ashamed to say 
I didn't; but I knew vou and papa did." 

"Yes," said Mrs. Canfield, with a lit
tle sigh, "she will have to keep that in 
mind, for we have decided, papa and I . 
that so long as we have a debt unpaid 
it would not be }ust in us to make any 
presents this year, not even to you, Lois." 

"Yes, mamma, you needn't mind me," 
answered Lois, bravely, "I've had 
enough." 

"A day or two after, Lois called in at 
Cousin Agnes's, a small house where 
means were very limited and children 
were not at least below six. 

"Dnsmas comes next week, tuzen," 
shouted little Max, catching hold of her 
dress. 

"I guess it won't matter much to them, 
poor things," said his mamma, in an 
aside, "every cent docs count so this 
year. An orange apiece will have to 
content them." 

" I want a hobby-horse,'" said the 
youngster. ^ -* ^ ^ 

"Nonsense, you need shoes more; 
you'll soon be on the ground. The 
way they do walk out of their shoes is 
dreadful to contemplate." C 

"J want copper-toes, any way," put in 
Mary. 

"You ought to have iron ones. Lois, 

Lacrosse. 
In St. Nicholas we find an aiticle de

scribing lacrosse, the Indian pastime 
which has become the national gami> of 
Canada and which is every year becom
ing more popular. The magazinist says 
Lacrosse is played on a level, grassy field 
like a baseball ground. The things used 
in a game are a rubber ball, abcut eight 
inches in circumference, four light poles 
oi flag-stafts, each about six feet long, 
and a bat or "crosse" tor each player. The 
field for a bays' game should be about one 
hundred and thirty yards long, and about 
forty yards wide. The four poles aie in 
pairs, and should have flags at the top in 
colors; say, two in blue, and two in white, 
The two poles of a pair are set up in the 
ground about six feet apart, the white 
flags at one end of the field and the blue 
at the other, the two "colors" being about 
one hundred and twenty yards apart. 
These form the goals, and the players 
should wear some kind of cap or uniform 
in the same colors as the goals, say, halt 
the players in white caps or shirts, and 
half in blue. The poles and flags can be 
made at home, the bats cost about one 
dollar each, and any good rubber sponge 
bail may be used. 

The game is led by two captains se
lected from all the boys, and, to decide 
disputes, tuere may be also two umpires. 
Each captain, beginning with the eldest, 
takes turns in selecting his team from all 
the boys, each choosing twelve, making 
twenty-six in the game. The two cap
tains do not play, and have no bats;their 
duty is to start the game, to look after 
their sides, to watch the ball, and tell 
their own players what to do. Tne um
pires merely look on from the edge of 
the field, ons near each goal. The senior 
captain places his men in this order; first 
one in front ot the opposite goal, second 
one a short distance in aavance of him. 
a third still further in advance, and a 
fourth at the center of the field. At the 
home goal be also places one man, a few 
yards in advance of the flags, 
The remaining players are 
placed at the sides of the third and 
fourth boys. Then the other captain 
does the same thing, and the field is 
filled by the twenty-four players in pairs, 
except two on each side. Thus, the two 
sides are distributed over the entire field. 
The rules of the game say there must be 
no kicking nor pulling to get at the ball, 
nor must* it be once touched by the 
hands. Tke game is to start the ball 
from the center, and to throw it between 
the blue flags. Each side tries its best 
to defend its own color, and to get the 
ball into the enemy's goal. A player 
may pick the ball up on his crosse, or 
catch it on the fly, or the rebound, and 
he may, if he can, run with it on the 
crosse and throw it into the goal. 

Ideals-
Lofty aims are better than low-bred 

desire. High purposes create heroic 
deeds. Nobility of soul is not an acci» 
dent of birth, btt an expression of true 
manhood. In this life of endless toil and 
daily round, ideals play an important 
part. It is ttue they are the creaturas of 
the brcin, but they often indez the heart 
and control individual acion. Tee dream 
to be noble, generous and manly, fires 
the heart of the school boy and throws a 
witching romance over his expanding 
years. Life to hin, as it rolls onward is 
to be filled with chivalrous deeds and 

honey 
but as soon as this operation was finished-

they flew into the glass again, and began 
eating the honey. If the lady took a n&\ 
alter dmnei, they perched themselves 
upon her forehead, and enjoyed then 
siesta thrre They hummed about the 
room for hoars, halting for *est upon the 
finger of their friend, aud dressing their 
feathers. Foi a change they would fly_ 
again to the honey, but after a moment 
ary taste away they would go, flying 
about their triend Towards evening 
they sought their perch in their glass 
palace, and sang quick flute notes in the 
finest pianissimo. They occasionally 
snapped at small insects, but their chiei 
food was honey, and later strong sugar 
water, since the honey thinned with" 
water often settled to the bottom of the 
dish. They thrived finely on the sugai-
water, too. As the weather became 
warm in June, the gauze covering was 
entirely removed from their glass palace 
and the little creatures were given the 
range of the whole room, but their food 
was always placed in their old dwelling.-

The tiny Birds were not at all timor
ous, even at first; they did not flutter 
about anxious when their flowers weie 
removed and fresh ones brougiit. Their 
eyes said plainly: "We know you are 
good to us." They thankfully appre
ciated the care of their protector, and, 
although they manifested no uneasiness 
when strangers were in the room, they" 
could not be induced to perch upon any 
anybody's ringer but tha: of their tender 

ir. 

At the end of September one of them 
began to be ailing, and a few days after 
was found dead upon the floor. The 
other pined from hour to hour, and when 
the cooler nights at the end of October. 
approached it too succumbed to the un
friendly climate and to its plainly mam. 
fested homesickness. 

Washington I rv ing on Mary of Scot
land. 

SUNNY SIDE, June 12,1857. 

Mv D E U I SIB I am infinitely obliged 
to you for the copy of your life of "Marvv 
Queen of Scots," which you have had th& 
kindness te send me. I have read it with 
intense though painful interest: indeed, 
when I had once commenced I could not 
lay down it down until I had finished it, 
which I did late last evening. You have 
faithfully and conscientiously accom- — 
plishcd a generous undertaking, the 
vindication of the memory of one of the 
loveliest, but most unfortunate of woman 
who, after suffering ever ywrong and out
rage while living, has been basely vilified 
in history. You have ably cleared up 
some of the dark points of ber story, on 
which malignity had succeeded in cast- _ 
ing a shade, and have shown her 'as 
worthy ot love as of pity. 

I t is one of the special offices of our 
literature to call up before its fresh and 
unbiased tribunal tne historical questions 
of the Old World; to iejudge its judg
ments and reverse decisions on which 
death aud time had seemed to set a seal. 
Such an office you have honestly and ~ 
impartially executed in regard to poor 
Mary and ner persecutors, and I am mis
taken if the world does not pronounce 
you a "righteous judge." 

In the meantime I shall look with 
great interest for the volume of Mary's 
letters,etc.,with which you promiseto 
follow up the biography. 

Very truly, my dear sir, your obliged 
friend, * *"*$?». A ^ 

WASHINGTON IKVISG. 
DONALD MCLE,OD, ESQ. 

^> 


