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^IM»* Mollies Valentine. 

St. Valentine's Day, so eagerly antici
pated by all the young people in the house, 
had come, and Aunt Mollie sat by the 
fire in her own room, reading a valentine. 
The postman, a short time before, had 
left a number of valentines, among them 
one for Aunt Mollie. I t had been handed 
around from one to another, speculated 
upon, laughed over, and then Mrs. Nor-
oross (without noticing the exchange of 
glances between her mischievous daught
er, Fan, and bam Tteynolds, Fan's most 
devoted admirer, and also the aider and 
abettor of all her jokes) calied a servant 
and sent the missive up to Aunt Mollie's 
room. 

The young people were all so busy 
with their own valentines that Aunt Mol
lie was left to read hers in peace. She 
looked long at the direction, as many of 
us do, wondering who wrote it, before she 
broke the seal, but, as she read it, the 
color came to her cheeks and the light 
and sparkle to her eyes, which shone as 
they had not done for many a long year. 

What she read was no valentine, but a 
letter from Col. Sargent. He wrote that 
he had long loved her, but, having had a 
sister and niece to support, had beed un
able to marry; but now he was free, and 
he entreated Aunt Mollie, if she had any 
love for htm, and was willing to marry 
him, to let him know it at the earliest op
portunity. 

The letter fell from Aunt Mollie*s fin
gers as she gazed into the fire, while her 
thoughts flew back into the past. 

How well she remembered when she 
first knew Col. Sargent; he was a friend 
of her brother-in-law, and was at their 
house almost every day; in many of their 
evcursions and gayeties he had been her 
escort. Handsome and agreeable, kind 
and attentive, was it any wonder, she 
thought, that, she, a girl of twenty, had 
lost her heart to him? She thought over 
all their pleasant intercourse so many 
years ago, and tiied to remember some 
word or act that betrayed a warmer inter
est than the brotherly affection he had al
ways professed for all the family. Alas! 
she could remember none—nothing but 
the sharp pang of sorrow in her own 
heart when lie toid them all he was going 
away to India to be gone for years. He 
had always been her hero, and although 
she had schooled herselt to indifference, 
and had never betrayed her secret, and 
on his return from India, a few years ago 
had met him with only a fjiend's wel
come, yet she knew now what had made 
all other men seem small in her eyes. 

Aunt Mollie had refused several good 
offeis, to the surprise of her friends, and 
was now an old maid of forty, with 
nephews and nieces growing up around 
her, quiet, reserved and lady-like, and 
somewhat domineered over by her eldest 
niece, Fanny Norcross, as wild but as 
good-hearted a little thing as ever lived. 

Aunt Mollie looked into the fire, and 
became thoughtful. 

"What has made him love me, I wonder, 
and when did it begin, and why did he 
keep it to himself, and treat me so indif
ferently, startling me with an offer?'' 

I t was all a puzzel; Aunt Mollie had to 
give it up. She read the Colonel's letter 
again; there was no mistake about i t ; he 
said plainly he loved her, and wished to 
marry her, and would like an immediate 
answer. 

' 'Well, ' ' said Aunt Mollie to herself, 
"why not? Why shouldn't I marry him? 
If he loves me as he says, why shouldn't 
I accept the happiness offered me? Oh, 
if this had only happened years ago!" and 
Moliie gave a sigh as she thonght of the 
past lonely years; but the loneliness would 
all be gone now; there was some one who 
loved her. 

So Aunt Mollie wrote her answer to 
Col. Sargent with a bright smile and 

blush that it was a pity no one saw. She 
told him she would be his wife; and not 
only that, but with a candor most women 
think unnecessary, she told him how 
happy his letter had made her, and how 
long she had loved him, and finaly that 
she would be at home the next evening, 
and happy to see him. 

Then ringing the bell for a servant, she 
sent the letter to the postoffice. 

At tea-time, when Aunt Mollie made 
her appearance, her valentine had been 
forgotten in the more absorbing topics of 
the sleigh-ride for that evening, and a 
tea-party for the next, so she could think 
J icrown thoughts undisturbed. 

The next evening they all went off to 
their tea-party, after vainly coaxing Aunt 
Mollie to accompany them. 

"Mollie, you had better come with us," 
said Mrs. Notcross; "you will be so 
lonely." 

But Mollie, with a guilty blush, de
clined. They left her, and she sat down 
to wait for Col. Sargent. 

Col. Sargent received Mollie's letter in 
due course of time, and was—tlmnder-
struck! 

" She had received his letter, had she?" 
Why, he had never written to her. "She 
loved him, did she?" Well, Col. Sargent 
rather thought not. What did he want 
with a wile? 

The Colonel had no words strong 
enough to express his astonishment at 
receiving such a letter from Aunt Mollie, 
but when he read it again some glimmer
ing ©f the truth dawned upon him. He 
saw what a cruel joke had been played 
upon Aunt Mollie, and he had now no 
words strong enough to express his in
dignation against the offenders. 

" Poor little Mollie!" he said, « i t will 
kill her when she finds it olit." Then 
his thoughts went back to the past. 
" What a pretty girl she was when I went 
to India. I hated to say good by to her 
then. Ah! if I had only had money then 
I wonder if I shoul have asked her to 
marry me?" 

The Colonel sat a long time los t in 
thought, from which he suddenly aroused 
himself with the rsmark: 

"I ' l l do it . W h y not?" And putting 
on his hat and overcoat he started for the 
residence of Mrs. Norcross. 

We well not intrude upon his interview 
with Aunt Mollie. I t was apparently 
satisfactory to both parties, for when at a 
late thour he said good-night, they both 
looked supremely happy, and the Colo
nel's handsome diamond ring sparkled 
upon Aunt Mollie's finger. 

"Joe," said Fan, the next morning, to 
the colored boy, as he passed the hot 
cakes around at their late breakfast, "who 
called to see me last evening?" 

"Nobody, Miss Fan.'* 
"Oh, dear, how neglected I ami did 

Nobody call?" 
"Only Col. Sergent, Miss F a n ; bu t he 

the evening," said Joe, who was a privi
leged character. 

Fan laid down her knife and fork, and, 
for the first time remembering the valen
tine, turned ciimson. Could Annt Mol
lie have told Col. Sargent what she had 
done? She never doubted that Aunt Nol-
lie knew she had helped to write i t 

Aunt Mollie, remembering last even
ing and the diamond on her finger,which 
she had concealed for a time, smiled and 
blushed, and Mrs. Norcross looked at 
both in astonishment. As soon as Joe 
had left the room she exclaimed: 

"What is the matter with you both? 
Fan looks confused, and you, Mollie, 
look so happy. What has happened, and 
what has Col*. Sargent to do with i t all?" 

"Only this," said Aunt Mollie; " that 
Col. Sargent wrote to me, and asked me 
to marry h im; that I accepted him, that 
fie spent last evening with me, and that 
this." holding up her hand, "is my en
gagement-ring." 

This was too much tor Fan. Bursting 
into tears, she exclaimed: 

"Oh, mother, mother! the Colonel did 
not write that letter at all. Sam Rey
nolds and I wrote it just for a joke, be
cause Aunt Mollie said it was so many 
years since she had received a valentine. 
I never thought she would answer i t ." 

Mrs. Norcross was more angry with 
Fan than she ever had been before, and, 
after questioning and scolding her, sent 
her soobing to her room for the remainder 
of the day, to reflect on the enormity of 
her offense; and then Aunt Mollie, who 
had listened, but who had not spoken one 
word to Fan, took off her engagement-
ring, and asked Mrs. Norcross to see the 
Colonel when he called, and explain 
everything to him. 

" And tell him," said poor Aunt Mollie, 
with quivering lips, " that I acknowledge 
his great kindness to me, but I cannot 
accept such a sacrifice." 

Then Aunt Mollie went up to her 
room, threw herself face downward on 
the bed, and when the Colonel called a 
few hours afterward, she was in a burning 
fever. • 

I think myself the fever must have 
been in her system before, for fevers are 
not developed so rapidly. But Aunt 
Mollie was ill for weeks. 

Mrs Norcross did not enjoy her inter
view with the Colonel, as it was her child 
who had made tne trouble; but the Colonel 
was very kind made excuses for Fan, said 
he would not give Aunt Mollie up, and 
took the ring only that he might have the 
pleasure of putting it> again on Aunt 
Mollie's finger. 

I t was a long time before Aunt Mollie 
could see him, and longer still before the 
Colonel could make her believe he lealiy 
loved her. But she did at last consent to 
marry him, and that naughty, mischievous 
Fan is a prime favorite in the Colonel's 
house.—Eliza Graham in N. Y. Weekly. 

Itcminiscenve of Lincoln. 

to military affairs, but as to his personal 
conduct alluding particularly to certain 
traits of character which, the president 
gently intimated, became faults when 
made too prominent. I t was jus t such a 
letter of loving counsel as a father might 
write to a son—a letter to be forever 
prized by its recipient. Some weeks af
ter this was written I accompanied the 
President to the army of the Potomac, 
then lying at Falmouth. We were enter
tained at Hooker's headquarters. One 
night, Hooker and I being alone in his 
hut, the general standing with his back 
to the fireplace, alert, handsome, fall of 
courage and confidence, said laughingly: 
'B—, the President says you know 
about that jetter he wrote me. on 
taking command; Then he added, 
with that charming assurance which be
came him so well : 'After I have been to 
Richmond I am going to have that let
ter printed.' I t is a good letter; it is a 
pity that it never was printed." 

Tiie Setting Mania of California. 

the ear, pitched into the snow and didn' t 
come to until a dozen camphor bottles 
had been collected. He entered the 
house leaning on his wife's arm. They 
stood in the parlor door and gazed on the 
panorama. I t was" gorgeous. 

"How much treasure in Heaven do you 
think has been placed to our credit this 
morning?" she mildly inquired. 

He slowly reached for the camphor 
bottle, and took a long sniff, and replied: 

"Hannah, let us feed the poor- - we are 
the p o o r ! " - Detroit FreePresa. 

Simple Cures. 

S. B. PECK. 

We copy from advance sheets oiScrib-
ner\ Monthly the following passages from 
"Personal Reminiscences of Lincoln." by 
Noah Brooks: 

"Lincoln particularly liked a joke atthe 
expense of the dignity of some high civil 
or military official, One day, not long 
before his second inauguration, he asked 
me if I had heard about Stanton's meet
ing a picket on Broad river, South Caro
lina, and then told this story: 'Gen. Fos
ter, then at Port Royal, escorted the sec 
retary up the river, taking a quarter
master's tug. Reaching the outer lines 
on the river, a picket roared fram the 
bank, 'Who have you got on board that 
tug?' The severe and dignified answer 
was, 'The secretary of war and Major 
General Foster.' Instantly the picket 
roard back, 'We've got major generals 
enough up here—why don't you bring us 
up some hard-tack?' The story tickled 
Lincoln mightily,[and he told it until it 
was replaced by a new one. 

"Anything that savored of the wit and 
humor of the soldiers was especially wel-
com to Lincoln. His fondness forgood sto
ries is a well accepted tradition, but any 
incident that showed that 'the^boys' were 
mirthful and jolly in all their "privations 
seemed to commend itself to him. He 
used to say that the grim grotesqueness 
and extravagance of American humor 
were its most striking characteristics. 
There was a story of a soldier in the ar
my of the Potomac, carried to the rear of 
battle with both legs shot off, who, seeing 
a pie woman hovering about, asked, 'Say, 

old lady, are them pies sewed or pegged?' 
And there was another one of a soldier 
at the battle of Chancellorsvil'e, whose 
regiment, waiting to be called into the 
fight, was taking coffee. The hero o 
the story put to his lips a crockery mug 
which he had cariied with infinite care 
through several campaigns. A stray 
bullet, just missing the coffee-drinker's 
head, dashed the mug into fragments and 
left only its handle in his fingers. Turn
ing his head 'in that direction, the soldier 
angrily growled, 'Johnny, you can't do 
that again! 'Lincoln, relating these two 
stories together, said, ' I t seems as if 
npither death nor dangt r could quench 
the grim humor of the American soldier. 

"As a rule Lincoln wrote his most im
portant letters with his own hand. Som6 
of these, perhaps the most ot them, were 
read over to confidential friends, and 
were corrected or modified before being 
ent. He kept copies of all letters of mo
ment, and even some of these copies he 
had made himself with painstaking care 
In his office in the public wing of the 
White House was a little cabinet, the in
terior divided into pigeon-holes. The 
pigeon-holes were lettered in alphabeti
cal order, but a few were devoted to in
dividuals. Horace Greely, I remember, 
had a pigeon-hole by himself; so did 
eaeh of the several generals who wrote 
often to him. One compartment, labeled 
'W.&W.,' excited my curiosity, but I ne
ver inquired what i t meant, and, one 
night being sent to the cabinet for a let
ter which the President wanted, he said, 
' I see you looking at my'W. & W.' Can 
you guess what that stands for?' Of course 
i t was useless to guess. 'Well, said he, 
with a roguish twinkle of the eye, 'that's 
Weed and Wood—Thurlow and Fernan-
dy.' Then he added with an indescriba
ble chuckle, 'That's a pair of 'em!' 

"A remarkable and highly characteris
tic letter of Lincoln's was one which he 
wrots to General Hooker jus t after the 
lat er had taken command of the army of 
the Potomac. I t was quite long, occupy
ing nearly four pages oflarge letter paper 
and written entirely in the president's 
own hand. I n this letter the good Lin-

Californians have an inherent, inordi
nate desire for betting. I t almost amounts 
to a mania. If they are not, disposed to 
fight ye tiger play poker.or bet their coin 
on any game of chance, they are sure to 
exhibit their propensity for betting in 
some way, and they will go their whole 
pile on anything, no matter how prepos
terous. "I ' l l bet you $10 that man's name 
is Sneider,' said one Californian to anoth
er as a man who was an utter stranger to 
both passed by. "It 's a go," said his 
companion. Inquiry wts made, and the 
wager lost by the man who proposed it. 
Up in one of the mountain towns a stage
coach tipped over, and, it is related, as 
the passengers went tumbling down a 
rocky embankment into a gulch, a fellow 
shouted: "I ' l l bet the drinks for all of us 
that half of us get killed." The bet was 
taken, but the casualties were not fatal. 
A doctor reported that a well known citi
zen who was at the point of death would 
not live twenty minutes longer. "I'll bet 
$5 that he will," said one of his friends. 

The wager was accepted, and the stakes 
were scarcely put up when the report 
came that the man was dead. -'Do you 
give it up?" asked the man who won 
'•No," was the reply; "I ' l l now bet $10 
that he isn't dead."" The bet was taken 
and about that time the doctor reappear
ed. "Is the man dead, doctor?" the ques
tion was asked. "Yes, dead as Julius 
Caesar." -'Then I've lost again: ' ' was the 
reply. "Now I bet -$20 that he won't go 
into a five foot six coffin. I waut to 
get spuare if I can." I could give other 
illustrations of this betting mania wh.ch 
have come under my observation fully as 
assured, but these must suffice. The bet
ting is not confined to aiay class or na
tionality. I t is characteristic of all Cali-
fornians, from the oldest to the youngest. 
I t is not strange, therefore, that the pro
fessional gambling fraternity is numerous 
in the state. I have been at a small 
country hotel in an interior town, and of 
the fifteen who were seated at the dinner 
table I was told that seven of them were 
regular gamblers —San Francisco Cor. 
BoUofojournal. 
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The White Czar. 
BT j[ENRY W. LONGFELLOW . 

The White Czar is Peter the Great. Batyushka 
Fat/ier Bear, and Gosudar, sovereign^ are titles 
the Russian people are fond of giving to the 
Czar j n their popular songs.] 

Dost thou see on the rampart's height 
That wreath of mist in the light 
Of the midnight moon ? Oh, hist! 
It is not wreath of mist. 
It is the ozar.the White Czar, 

Batyushka! Gosudar! 

He has heard, among the dead, 
The artillery roll o'erhead, ' 
The drums and the tramp of-feet 
Of his soldiery in the street; 
He is awake! the White Czar, 

Batyushka! Gosudar! 

He has heard in the grave the cries 
Of his people; "Awake! arise!" 
He has rent the gold brocade 
Whereof his shroud was made; 
He is the risen! the White Czar, 

Batyushka! Gosudar! 

From the Volga and the Don, 
He has led his army on, 
Over river and morass, 
Over desert and mountain pass, 
The Czar, the Orthodox Czar, 

Batyushka! Gosudar! 

" The Bosphorus shall be free; 
It shall make room for me; 
A.nd the gates of its water-streets 
Be unbarred before my fleets. 
I say it: the White Czar 

Batyushka! Gosudar1 

" And the Christians shall uo more 
Be crushed, as heretofore, 
Before thine iron rule, 
O, Sultan of Ietamboul! 
I swear it!J; I, the Czar, 

Batyushka! Gosudar!" 
—Tlie Atlantit. 
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A. Double Surprise. 

coin advised Hooker in the most kindly, 
Asked for Miss Mollie, and he stayed all even affectionate manner, not in respect 

While Mr. and Mrs. Enright are agreed 
upon most all other subjects, they do not 
exactly agree as to how tramps should be 
treated. That is, they didn' t until yes
terday. His heart was tender enough for 
him to say. 

"Every time you feed a hungry person 
you lay up treasures in Heaven." 

" I can't have them annoying me, and I 
won't!" was her spunky reply. 

"Does it annoy you to have a hungry 
man ask for food?" 

"Yes,it dops!" 
"I 'd be only too glad to feed and con

verse with a score ot them," he continued. 
" I 'd like to ask them of their past deeds 
and future intentions; find out if they 
realize that there is another world: put 
new and better thoughts into their minds. 
Oh! Hannah, be good to the unfortun
ate!" 

"I ' l l fix you, old man'."she said to her
self, as she leaned back to rock, and she 
meant to do it . N ext morning, when he 
had been gone an hour, a tramp called 
and asked for a sandwich. The fellow 
was invited into the parlor to warm and 
wait for dinner. At ten o'clock there 
were three in there. At eleven there 
were seven. Half an hour later she 
smilingly seated two more. About noon, 
while waiting for her husband to arrive 
and ask them of their future hopes and 
fears,and chuckling over her scheme, she 
heard one t ramp calling out: 

"Let go my ha 'r!" 
"Give i t to h im!" shouted a second. 
'"Rah for me," screamed a third, and 

then the crashing and smashing drowned 
their voices. The whole crowd fought 
across and around the parlor, out into the 
hall, and two or three were being dragged 
down the front steps as Mr. Enr ight 
came up . 

'"Nother of us . Go for h im!" yelled a 
big tramp, and the good man was hi t on 

An advertisement in a New York paper 
lately brought to my mind manv cases 
that had been related to me of remarkable 
cures by very simple remedies, some of 
which were taken stealthily without the 
knowledge, or against the protest of the 
attendent or nurse, but always gratifying 
to the palate of the patient. The first 1 
shall relate occurred long ago when cold 
water was not allowed in fevers. The 
patient had a person " t o watch with 
him." who was directed to put hot stones 
to his feet to promote perspiration, but 
was not to allow him water to drink, 
"for that would counteract the good 
effect of the heating process." These 
stones were heated in the fire and parti
ally cooled in*a pail of water kpet under 
the bed. 

Tne watcher went to sleep, and the 
willful paient re gardle&s of consequences, 
managedto era wl outot bed and without 
goblet or cup, drank slyly his fill from 
the pail, got back to bed and quietly 
slept himself into a profuse sweat, after 
which he rapidly recovered. A man sick 
unto death and nearly given up by his 
physician, was called on by the latter in 
the morning, who expressed himself 
highly pleased with the good effect of 
the medicine he had left,Jand congratulat
ed him on his appearing much better. 
"Yes" said the patient " I have been 
muoh better sinle I drank that stuff in 
the cuppoard." The stuff he had covert
ly dranK turned out to be vinegar from a 
pickle j a r ! A little girl whose disease baffl
ed the skill of the family physician, and 
who grew worse in spite of all his skill was 
called on by him as the family were sit
ting down to breakfast, and as the moth
er was coming to the table with a plate 
of pickled cucumbers, the child lying in 
a crib near by, uttered a shriek" which 
ca'led the mother to her side with the 
plate of pickles in her hand, from which 
the child snatched a pickle and ate it be
fore the mother could take it from her— 
sequel, the child recovered rapidly. 

Now I do not think much of cucumb
ers any way, and never eat them either as 
medicine, food or condiment, but I do 
believe in acids when the appetite craves 
them. I ought not to slander this vege
table for I used to eat them and they 
never hurt me, but set gratefully in my 
stomach. They were fresh from the gard
en. Now I prefer at a matter of taste the 
more luscious fruits. 

I will relate but one more singular 
cure, though there are others on my 
mind. This was related to me by Dr. 
Strong, an old physic'an of Hartford, 
Conn., some fifty years ago, as an occur
rence in his practice. A little girl was 
pining, moaning and shrinking away in 
flesh, without any other symptoms of dis 
ease, when he was sent for. The case 
perplexed him and he asked the mother 
if the child had been denied any food or 
other thing that she seemed to long for. 
She reluctantly admitted that the child 
had asked for tobaco. 

A small quanity was given her which 
she ate greedily, from which date her re
covery was rapid. For the rationale of 
the case I can only surmise that she had 
tasted the w-jed before, and if it then pro
duced nausea and now satisfied her crav
ing, it was not the first case of the kind. 
Physicians owe much to accidental dis
coveries, and it is wise and humane in 
them to note these peculiar cases, not 
presuming that in all, or even a majority 
of subjects, the same treatment of appar
ently similar ailments will produce simi
lar effects. The stomach and all the viscera 
being beyond our sight, and much of 
them effected by all that is introduced to 
them, the cause of many internal ailments, 
and the effect of food and medicine upon 
them, will doubtless ever remain myster
ious. 

Homes for the 1'oov. 

Harper's Magazine. 
Miss Octavia Hill 's '"organized work 

among the poor" proves to be the, one 
lever by which order may be brought out 
of chaos. I t is impossible to give a full 
picture of her labors, but the main features 
of her work will be understood, we th i rk , 
if we should suppose a lady of our ac-
quantence to buy one of the worst dens at 
Five Points or in North street, and be
come the landlady of such tenements, tak
ing her chance of the thieves and cut
throats who haunt these localities. No 
go-between is employed, the lady calls 
weekly for her own rents. She gives no 
charity, but by her attempts to give the 
people work and to further their welfare 
inspires confidence in her sympathy. 

This is Miss Hill 's plan, and the details 
of her success are worthy the profound 
study of every man or woman who de
sires to help the needy and uafortunate. 

Philadelphia is the paradise of working-
man. That city seems to bear the palm 
palm not only comfortable tenements,but 
for co-operative companies, which work 
to great advantage to the laboring classes. 
Not one ot the smallest of the good ends 
achieved by the Centennial Exhibition 
was a more extended knowledge of the 
humanity and wisdom of Philadelphia in 
this particular. The phrase " poor work
ing-man " is hardly known in that favor
ed city. Mr. Josiah Quincy, who has 
labored most earnestly for a better con
dition of the working people, says he was 
long ignorant of the cause of this desi
rable state of the laboring men of Phila
delphia, until he discovered that there 
existed within its limits five hundred 
loan and building associations. 

Apart from new tenement-houses for 
the poor, there was started in Boston, as 
a direct result ot Dr. Bowditch's efforts, 
in April, 1872, the Boston Co-operative 
Building Company, in order t o ascertain, 
by some well considered experiments, by 
what methods, profitable enough to be 
readily followed,comfortable and healthy 
dwellings for working people could be 
furnished in and near Boston. Three 
such experiments, namely, the hiring, the 
buying, and the building of tenement 
houses, have been entered upon. Perhaps 

the most interesting act the corporation 
has performed is the hiring of a place 
called the Crystal Palace. This build
ing was selected "as the abode of filth 
robbery, drunkenness and prestation! 
Under the rule of the companv the follow
ing excellent results have be'en obtained • 
The building outside, instead of bsino- a 
disgrace to the street by its filthy look 
has a neat appearance. ' 
I t has changed its name, and now instead 
of the name of contempt 'Crystal Palace, 

it is styled the Lincoln Building. Before 
coropartion entered, riot, murder and ar
rests tor drunkenness and family broils 
v> ere of constant occurrance. All is now 
changed. The trade of the police is vir
tually gone. The chief of the district re
ports that during two months he heard of 
no complaints^there. The greg-shop that 
had existed from the time of the erection 
of the building was swiftly swept away. 
A H©lly-tiee Coffee house has taken its 
place. The basement tenments taken 
were shut up immediately after the com
pany took possession. Very large shafts 
have been cut through all the doors, wi h 
ventilators above them, and rooms that 
have never had light and air hire now a 
sufficiency of both." 

Mr. Sangster, "but they had had another 
offer that morning—of cash down! and 
had considered it their duty to Mr. Fal
kirk to close with it. Very sorry—but 
perhaps they might suit Mr. Nottingham 
witn some otherpiece of property." 

Mr. Nottingham went home, sadlv dis
pirited. 

"What 's the use of trying to 
r?" said he. I 'm goin«- to a-
\.__ ii •_ !•• o o e-

to save mun-
give it up, 

Going Into 1'artnership. 

Mrs. Nottingham, being unable to get 
the means from her husband to supply 
her necessities, at last informed him that 
she should resume her profession of teach
ing, so as to be as independent as she was 
before she was married. 

"You're not in earnest, my dear?" said 
Mr. N . 

"Of course I 'm in earnest. Why not? 
Do you suppose I intend to go on in this 
way, begging and praying for everv 
farthing I spends I've been independent 
once, and I can be so again." 

" N o ; but look here!" Mr. Nottingham 
had risen, and was pacing up and down 
rather uneasily. "My wife can't go to 
teaching! What is it that you (want?" 

"What I can earn!" proudly retorted 
Mrs. Nottingham. 

"But put it into words.'" 
"Weil, then, look here," said Mrs. Not

tingham : " I have always done my ow n 
work and sewing. Considered as a cook, 
I demand three pounds a month; a* a 
seamstress, one pound; as a housekeeper, 
four pounds; as your wife, and the lawful 
mother of your children, at least ten 
pounds more. And then I shall not con
sider myself properly compensated." 

"Whew-w-w! Let me see—it's nearly 
twenty pounds a months!" 

"I consider my services as woitb that 
at least," but if you would rather hire a 
housekeeper I will prosecute my original 
idea of opening a select school." 

Mr. Nottingham walked up and down 
the room once more, rumpling his hair 
into porcupine fashion with his fingers. 

"I ' l l consult Uncle Wetherbee," he said. 
"Very well," said Mrs. Nottingham. "I 

am quite willing to abide bv Ins decis
ion." 

Uncle Wetherbee, a bronzed-visaged 
ex-saiior, who was comfortably smoking 
his meerschaum up-stairs, was summoned 
at once. He came down—rather slowly, 
on account of a wooden leg—"D'ye want 
to know my opinion?" said Uncle Weth
erbee, when they both had finished. 

"Certainly," said Mr. Nottingham. 
"Of course," said his wife. 
"Then look feere," said Uncle Wether

bee: "matrimony's a copartnership of 
joys and sorrows, and it ought to be of 
money as well. My adyice is, Nephew 
Nicholas, that you divide even with your 
wife." 

"Divide even:" blankly repeated Mr. 
Nottingham. 

" Or, better still," went on Uncle Weth
erbee, " take one-third of the money 
yourself, lay aside one-third for house
hold purposes, and give the other third to 
Phoebe." 

"Yes, but, uncle '* 
" You asked my advice," '•aid Uncle 

Wetherbee. "The re it is. And I've 
nothing more to say." 

And off he stumped up-stairs again. 
Mr. Nottingham looked at his wife. 

His wife looked back again at him. 
"Wel l?" said Phoebe. 
" I will try it I" said Mr. Nottingham. 

" I t seems a wild idea, but Uncle Wether
bee is a remarkably sensible man. Yes, 
I'll try i t !" 

^ n d for the next three years Mr. Not
tingham re.mainded in partnership with 
his wife on these unusual financial con
ditions. 

"Though, for the life of me, I can't 
see what you do with all your money," 
said he to his wife. 

"The very idea that has often sugges
ted itself to me in legard to yours," re
torted Mrs. Nottingham, laughing. 

" I had intended to buy a house for 
you, if it hadn't been for this unexpected 
appropriation of my funds," said Mr. Not
tingham. , 

" I can wait, dear," said his w ife. serene
ly. "All in good time." 

Bnt one afternoon Mr. Nottingham 
came home early from business and rush
ed up to Uncle Wetherbee's room. 

"My dear uncle," said he, "that house 
of Falkirk 's is in the market at forced 
sale. Such a bargain! Only 600!" 

"Why don't you buy it, then>*' said Mr. 
Wetherbee, scoojiing fresh tobacco out of 
his jar. 

"Because I've only been able to lay up 
400 out of that terrible small allowance 
of mine," said Mr. Nottingham. "Ever 
since I divided with Phoebe, arccordingto 
your suggestion " 

"Yes," nodded Uncle Wetherbee, "ac
cording to my suggestion—" 

"I've been a comparatively poor man," 
sighed Mr. Nottingham. "One can't lay 
up anything on such a pittance as that." 

"Perhays your wife thinks so, too," 
chuckled Uncle Wetherbee. 

"Oh, that's altogether a different mat
ter," said Mr. Nottingham. "I 've been 
thinking I ought to consider that affair." 

Uncle Wetherbee stared intently at his 
wooden leg. and said nothing:. 

"But," added Mr. Nottingham, "about 
the Falki rk place? It 's a little gem of a 
house, and I've always wanted a house of 
my own. This rent-paying business don't 
altogether suit me. And I could give a 
mortgage for the odd £200 if you would 
allow me to use your name for security." 

"Oh,'certainly, certainly!" said Uncle 
Wetherbee. "Use it as much as you 
l i k e " 

And Mr. Nottingham went off rejoicing. 
But Wiggs & Sangster, the agents 

in charge of the Falkirk place, were ex
ultant when he arrived. 

"Four hundred pounds and a mortgage 
for the balance are all very well," said 

ey 
after this! 

" I don't agree with you there, mv 
dear," said Mrs. Nottingham. "I 've been 
saving money for the past three vear^ 
and I've found it pays! ' ' 

"You have?" said the husband! 
"Of course I have. Do you suppose 

that I spent all the moneys Not a bit of 
it. I put the best part of it out at inter
est, always following Uncle Wetherbee's 
advice in my investments, and I have 
bought a house with i t !" 

"What house?" . 

anT*££!iUSham'Seye* ° p e n e d Wider 

" T h e Falkirk house," said Mrs. Not
tingham, her cheeks and lips dimpling all 
over with satisfaction, " I completed the 
bargain to-day. My • I e a r " stealing one 
arm around her husband's neck—" how do 
you think I have held un my end of tin-
business partnership?" 

" Better than I could have done my
self, Phoebe,'* said Mr. Nottingham, with 
a curious moisture coming into his eyes 
" My plucky little wite, I am proud* of 
you!" 

" I t was your money, Nicholas," ^ud 
the wife, in a faltering voice. 

" But it was your prudence and 
omy that stored it up, Phoebe.'' 

" Then you don't regrcat the term, and 
articles of our paitnerehip*" 

" N o t in the least!'' 
Nottingham, fervently. 

So the young couple moved in*o the 
Falkirk house when 1st of May came 
round, and the cosiest room in the* hou*e 
with a south-window and an open fire
place for a wooden fire, was re tened for 
Lncle Wetherbee. 

And Mr. Nottingham is never tired or 
telling his fnend-, how is wife bought the 
plate with her share of the partnership 
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most charming woman in the 
says Mr. Nottingham.—Jhmbury 

Imnnitit Among the Jli,jher C/«s« v. 

Having referred to the bearing of the-
habits of one huge portion of the pupula 
tion upon the manufacture of insanity, we 
pass on to the consideration of the rela
tion between higher grades of modern 
society and mental disoider. It has been 
observed in institutions into which pri
vate and pauper patients are admitted, 
that the moral or physic al cause-, of lun' 
acy are more frequently the occasion of 
the attack with the former than the hitter 
class. This is not always accounted for 
as might have been expected—by there 
having been loss drink-produced insanity 
among the well-to-do patients, for, in the 
Royal Edinburgh Asylum, where this 
disparity strongly comes out, there K 
even a higher percentage of insanity from 
this cause among the private than the 
pauper lunatics. The history of the daily 
mode of life of many members of the 
Stock Exchange would reveal, in the 
matter of diet, an amount 

of alcoholic imbibi t ioi in the form of 
morning "nips," wine at luncheon and 
it dinner, difficult to realize bv many of 
less porous constitutions, and easily ex
plaining the disasterous results which in 
many instances follow, sooner or iater, us 
respects disturbances of the nervous sys
tem, in one foi in or other. In fact, by 
the time dinner is due the stomach ii, in 
despair, and its owner finds it necessary 
to goad a lost appetite by strong soirits 
ending with black coffee and some liquor 
When either dyspepsia or over-business 
work is set down as the cause of the in
sanity of such individuals it should be 
considered what influence the amount of 
alcohol imbibed has exerted upon the 
final catastrophe, as well as the assigned 
cause. But whatever may be the relative 
amount of insanity produced among the 
affluent and the poor, of this there can be 
no doubt, that certain menial causes of 
lunacy, as over-study, and bssiness wor
ry, produce more insanity among tin* 
upper than the lower classes.—Popular 
/Science Monthly. 

Strong lluttvr. 

"Why is it, my son, that when vou 
drop your bread and butter it always 
drops butter side down?" 

" I don't know; it hadn't orter do it. 
The strongest side orter be uppermost, 
hadn't it ma? and this is the strongest 
butter that I ever did seed.'' 

"Hush ' hush! it's some of your aunt's 
churning." 

"What! did she churn i t ' The great 
lazy thing'"' 

"Your aun't?" 
"No, this yer butter." 
"Why, my son?" 
"To make the old lady churn it, when 

it's plenty strong enough itself. Don t 
you think so, m a f 

'•Be still, Zibi; it only wants working 
over to be good." j( 

"Well, if I's you, when I did it, I'd put 
in lots of mousses." 

"You good for nothing! I've eaten a 
great deal worse in the most aristocratic 
boarding-houses." 

"Well people of rank certainlv ought 
to eat it ." 

"Why people of rank?" 
"Cause it's rank butter," 
"You varmint you! What makes you 

so smart?" 
The butter has taken the skin off my 

mouth, mother." 
'•Zibi, don't l ie! I can't throw away 

the butter." 
"I ' l l tell ye, marm, what I 'd do with 

it keep it to draw blisters. You orter 
see the flies keel over and die the minute 
they touch it ; it's 'stonishing." 

"Weil, my son, if you keep on lying at 
this rate, you will keel over some day,and 
go to a place to hot for butter. Now 
wash your face and come to supper." 

««s»-

A Cincinnati court is to decide whethe 
a baby can be held for debt. A ycun<* wo
man put her child to board with a wid
ow at two dollars a week. Recently she 
desired to get it back, but the widow re
fused to give it up until four dollars were 
paid to balance the account. The mother 
asks for a writ compelling the restoration 
of the baby. 
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