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FOR THE YOUNG PEOPLE.

A Child’s Calendar,
T.

April! summer’s] coming! Now begins the
vear.

Por the snow has melted, and the blue-bird's
herel

Woolly catkins swinging on the alder-bush

Whisper, “Leaves are startling! we can feel
them push!”

1I.

May! the leaves are dancing in the sunny air!
Ferns uncurl], and blossoms spring up every-
where, )

Bweet the breezes-blowing where pink majy-

flowers hide ;
Under Jast year’s leaf-fall on the warm hill-
side, q

1r.

June! why, eve

June day is o hu.pr dream!
Buttercups ant

duisies, strawberries and

cream | =
Hush! hid in the clover, would you ever think
All the glee could come from just vne bobo-
ink¥

Iv.

July! off at sunrise picking blackberrica!

Climbing after bird’s nests up the tallest trees!

“Helping" in the haying! On the pond afloat,

Huntirg water-lillies in a leaky boat.

. V.

August! fire-flies brighten when the daylight
fails;

In the awnm’py meadows grow the tall “cats-
tuila;”

By the Bhudy‘hmoksiﬂe who ecan feel the heat
hile the water ripples over naked feet?

v

‘Wild grapes in Beptember tempt to climbs
and leaps;

In the fragrant orchard apples liein heaps,

'Round the cider presses, thronging with the
bees,—

Don't it taste like loney, sucked through
straws Jike these ¥

vil.

Jolly,crisp October! Then the ehestnut burrs

Rattle down like hallstones if the least wind
stirs!

Gold and crimson leal-showers from the tree-
Lopa fall,

S8quirrels u:ltlmp(:r faily o'er the old stone
wall

viLL,

Gray skies in November bring the first light

Whirling ﬁufily downward see the white
flakes go!

In dear grandmu's kitchen
yes

peering, cager

e :
- 8py out “such a turkey! such Thanksgiving

pies!”?

1X.

“Christmas!” crics December.
stockings look
Loaded down with buadles in the chimney
; nook !
Tumbling up at day-break out of downy beds,
“3anta knew we wanted just these skates and
sleds|”

How the

X

January’s buried in a great snow-fall;

On with coat and mittens! out to slide and
¢« baill

Merry eleigh-bells jingle in Lhe frosty air,

And the grand ice-palace rises white and fuir,

XL

February hurries. Only twenty-eight

Days of wintry weather! '"Tisn’t long to wait.

Icicles, a-dropping, shattered lie in rows;

Poor old Wiuter’s white cont many a brown
pateh shows,

XII.

March! has winter vanished ? Hear the river's
rushl

Wading through the door-yurds in big rubber
boots,

You may cateh spring peeping out—in crocus-
ehoots!

———
CAPSIZED,

A Ship Goes Down inan Instant With Al

uvn Board, z

Froan the Baltimore American.

The terrible destruction of the Eury-
dice, a stout ship under full sail, her dis-
appearance in « moment, the almost entire
loss of every soul on board of her, is a
disaster almost unparalled in naval his-
tory; vet we have heard a similar event
often related and have all its details
deeply impressed upon our memory. It
took place within 100 miles of the spot
where the Eurydice went down and may
have been partly owing to some flaw of
the wind coming off the land with' es-
pecial force down some gorge or val-
ley. In the early summer of 1787 a Vir-
ginia gentleman who had been in England
during the revolutionary war, serving as
captain in the Stafford regiment, then the
king's body-guard, finding himself isola-
ted among his countrymen, and pining
for the scenes and associations of his ac-
tive manhood, e¢xchanged his estate be-
yond the Blue Ridge for property in
Yorkshire, and left America with his lit-
tle son.

They embarked on board the Falmouth
boat at New York, and after a prosper
ous voyage, found themselves off the

- eouthern coast of England. They had pas-

sed the Lizard and were within a few
hours’ sail of Falmouth when they found
themselves chased by a large I'rench
privateer. As they knew afterwards she
was the Bellone, the most successfull
vessel of her kind in the French service.
Her cruising ground was the mouth, or
wiat sailors call the Chops of the channel,
and her beauntiful build, her uniform suc-
cess, and the self-confidence of her cap-
tain and crew made her a scourge to Eng-
lish commerce. Again and again fast-
sailing English vessels had been detailed
to capture her, but she alway sought re-
fuge in some one of the innumerable
small ports upon the coast of Brittany.
She could outsail anything in the English
navy, and, as we said before, her captain
and his erew had acquired that confi-
derce in their own @ood luck which in
encounters with the ringlish has generally
been wanting to the French navy.

The passengers on board the Falmouth
packet, who were just r¢joicing over the
close of their long voyage, and making
their preparations for going ashore, were
greatly alarmed by seeing this French
vessel. It was a bright summer day. She
came on under a cloud of canvas. The
captain of the Falmouth packet crowded
on every sail he had. It was a stern chase
—proverbially a long chase—and he
thought he might possibly run into port
.before she could overhaul him. In vain;:
the ¥rench ship sailed two knots to one.
She came nearer and nearer. The pass-
engers urged the captain to run owt this
two old brass six-pounders and fight, but
he pointed to the line of ports in her
black sides, and told them that captivity
being inevitable, it was better to do noth-
ing that would provoke severe {reatment.
The little boy was loaded with cvery-
body's valuables. There were some hopes,
it was thought, that the French might not
search and despoil the child.

On came the Bellone, and those on
board the English vessel could make out
with the naked eye the dark forms upon
her deck. for she was crowded with
men, whose features and black beards
were with a glass distinctly visible. She
haa just fired a gun at the chasc as a sig-
nal for her to surrender, and the English
captain, sorrowfully, had just given or-
ders to haul down the English flag when,
in a moment, asudden squall broke up-
on both vessels. The English captain
was less loaded with canvass aloft than
the French brig. He scems to have
seen the change ol the weather first. and
began to take in sail immediately, but
the squall struck the Bellone broadside;
she keeled over, with all her sails set,
like the Eurydice. There was no time
for shriek or shout. She went down in
gilence. In one moment she disappeared,
and the waters of the "channel closed
over her.

As soon as the captain of the Falmouth
packet could strip his vessel and round
to, he made all possible search for some
remains of the lost vessel, but in vain.
Not a hat or a hen-coop ever floated to
the surface, not * a wrack was leit be-
hind,” of the proud vessel, scnt to sud-
den swift destruction in a moment—the
very moment of her triumph and her
pride. The Falmouth packet remained
cruising over the spot where her late
enemy had sunk till after sunsent, when
she continued her voyage, and reached
Falmouth safely in a few hours. The
French government long supposed their
famous privateer, had been captured by
some English cruiserr At last the news
reached them of what had taken place,
published by the captain of the Falmouth
packet in some local English paper.

The description of the ship that had
aone down, combined with what was last
known of the Bellone, left no doubt she
was the unfortunate vessel. It was long
before the little boy's nerves recovered
from the shock of that sudden disaster.
The excitement of the chasez, the dread
of a French prison, the preparation for
surrender, the sudden relief, the horrible
destruction of brave men, made the deep-
est impression upon him. Two hundred
fellow creatures had perished in his sight
—cdrowned in the moment of success and
exultation. He lived to be an English
admiral, serving under Nelson, Colling-
wvood and Exmouth all'through the great
old war, but {o the day of his death he
used to tell the story with emotion, gen-
erally remarking that he believed it to
be a tragedy unparalled ‘n naval annals.
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“Old Residenter.”

You couldn’t call him a sportsman by
any strain on your imaginaticn, and yet
he was by no means a loafer, though he
did talk with a drewl which indicated
that he didn’t regard time as a very val-
uable commodity. He sat on the fence
as the train came up to Scigfried's bridge
with the three Easton fancy gunners
aboard, whom he was to pilot across the
country after quail. His gun having the
lock tied on with a string, reposed across
his knee, and his dog, looking like the
ghost of starvation, reposed at his feet.
The Easton men came up to him.

“Do you know Abe Hertzog?"

“Y-aa-s, I know him.”

“Where can we find him?"”

“R i-g-h-t hyar, I guess.”

“Are you Mr. Hertzog?"

“Y-a-a-3! that's what I'm taxed for
anyway.” -

* Jimminy!” said one of the party, sot-
to voce, * can this be the man that Cap
told us was personally acquainted with
every quail tamily in Allen township?”

“You fellers want to go arter some
quails, eh?”

“That's what we come for.
know anything about them?”

“V-a-a-l, yuas; I can tell one when I
see it.”

“ What kind of a gun have you got
there?” :

* Wa-a-ll, you sece, mister, that gun’s
an old residenter; bin into our family
cver since the first old Hertzog moved
hyar. That gun’s a rifle, mister, an’ she
shoots mighty quick. Handle her a lit-
tle careful, mister,” he continued, as he
handed the old thing over for inspection;
‘she has a way of tumblin’ apart if she's
used rough like.”

The old rifle had a barrel about aslong
as a fence rail, with iron enough in it for
a young Gatling gun, and a bore not
larger than a healthy rye straw, while
all the stock it had was absorbed ina
brass trap door leading into a cellar smell-
ing of verdigris, and filled with grease
and little pieces of rags.

“How do you kill anything with this;
knock it down?”

“W-a-ull, yes! sometimes. That's the
way I busted the stock thar whar the
rawhide bandage air, a knockin’ a fellow
down what made fun of it.”

At'this point the investigator suddenly
lost interest in the gun, and the party
moved off into the country. As they
climbed the fifteenth fence the old man
paused on the top rail and waved his
hand indefinitely over the fields before
them.

“Gents, there’s quails all about hyar,
and over yonder—yass, an, thar’s one on
‘em, now,” he drew up Old Resilenter
and knocked it over where 1t sat.

*“‘What! do you shoot a bird on the
ground? Why, old man, that's infernal
potting.”

‘* 'S’that so?” inquired the old man,
Lhumbly, as he picket up a piece of his
gun-stock that had been jarred off by the
shot.

Just then a small covey of the birds
took wing, and the man who scorned
pot-hunting blazed away with both bar-
cels of a costly breech-loader and missed.

“ Whar! whar do you shoot 'em, mis-
ter!” inquired the old man quietly, as he
put his patch and bullet on the muzzle
of his ritle, which he held between his
legs while he rammed the charge home,
and then as a stray bird flew overhead he
raised and dropped it. “Is that ar’ the
way you want it done, mister?”

The objector said nothing, snd the
gunning proceeded; but it soon became
evident that the sportsmen were doing
the gunning and the old man was doin
the shooting. The lock tumbled off his
gun occasionally, and the barrel had a
looze habit of parting company with the
stock; but the old man had a pocket full
of strings, and as fast as it gave out he
tied it u» and made ready to shoot when-
ever & bird showed, and he occasienally
varied the monotony of the proceedings
by coolly blazing into the bushes, where-
upon his mean-looking dog would rush
in and drag out a dead rabbit.

Do you

according to their lights, and shot upon
the most scientific principles; but, some-
how, the old man got the game, as
count showed five quails and a pheasant
among the three for the day's work, while
Mr. Hertzog toddled along under twenty
two qusi] and four rabbits; and as they
sat on the board pile at the depot bar-
gaining for the oldrman’s 1ot he remark-
ed:

“Ye see, gents, Old Residenter be’ant
much of a gun to took at. Sheain’t pur-
ty nor handsome at all, but I tell you
she’s mighty on the shoot. All you’s got
to do is jest to grease the patch right
well, and ram the Lall down close, and
then if you pint her at a bird and pull,
that bird's got to stop. Leastwise, I al-
lers find it so. Ye see, gents, where a
man has sich an awful purty gun his
‘tention’s kinder taken up admirin’ of it
like, and the bird goes away after he
shoots. Leastwise, I allers find 1tso.”

Just then the lock dropped off * Resi-
denter” for the eleventh time, and as the
old man wasn’t going to shoot any more
that day, he put it in his pocket along
with his game mony, saying:

“ Thankee, gents, thankee. Come up
soon again, and I'll take Old Residenter
out any time: we'll be purty sure to get
something.” - And he meanders off inte
the Indian summer haze.—Euston Free
Press.

Luck or Labor,

There is au old saying, “It is better to
be born lucky than rich.” We have lit-
tle confidence in any luck thata man
does not make for himself. And a man’s
luck, so called, is often traceable 10 some
act done, or to some pcint in his charac-
ter, that has been carcfully cultivated,
not with reference to any particular
transaction but on general principles ot
proper conduct and growth. When one
man succeeds by luck a hundred 4{ail.
Witness Waull Street transactions, or gam-
blers anywhere—what is credited to luck
is often due to caution.

In conversation with a man well known
in business circles iz Boston, who is now
the possessor of much worldly wealth.
every dollar of which he has made for
himself, ho said, * I have never embark-
ed in any enterprise thinking how much
profit I could make by it. My rule has
been to look out for the losses, and to
guard against them leaving the profits
entirely out of the calculation. Many
say profits cannot be made in any bus-
iness without risk. I have tried to act
on a different principal. My firstinquiry
always has been, if I put money into this
or that venture, ‘can I get it hack again?
and if the answer seems doubtful I letit
alone. I have never been led into specu-
lation by the thought: there is but little
risk, and if successful the profit is great.
And I have never lost in the end, on any
business venture I have ever made.

A good reputation, which never comes
by luck, is to any business man a long
step toward a fortune. The man who is
considered honest by the people among
whom he resides, and who is known for
Leing prompt in his payments, has a rep-
utation that will serve him for business
purposes, better than property serves one
who is tricky and uncertain.

Our attention having been called to the
fact that the stock of the Insurance Com-
panies of Hartfard sold for much above
their “book value”—that is the amount
that could be paid to sharcholders from
the assets should the company discon-
tinue business at once—while that of the
best New York Companies can always be
bought considerably below book value
although the percentage of dividends
paid was about the same, we were curious
enough to inquire the reason.

We first asked a President of a N. Y.
company, who gave no further informa-
tion than that all the Hartford stock was
wanted for investment by the people of
that city and its immediate vicinity, and
because it was a favorite with them they
willingly paid a high price. Hegave no
reason why it was a favorite—afterward
we inquired of the agent for one of the
Harttord companies located here. The
“reason is plain” he said, “it is because
of the reputatizn for svundness and fair
dealing we have established throughout
the entire country. If our company
should to-day sustain sufficient loss to
exhaust its entire capital in the payment
ol it, we could continue. Ourreputation
is worth more than the entire capital of
some companies.”

But a good reputation does not come
without being sought. Itfollows in the
wake of honesty. integrity, moraiity; its
foundation stones are right thoughts,
which must come before actions of words,
and which control them.

We do not hold that there are no in-
stances where fortune in its various
forms has not come to men without their
seeking it. Many have stood in the wa
of circumstances and have been benefited
by them, but what we would impress up-
on the minds of our readers is that he
who waits for luck is usually disappoint-
ed. He who would win must work.

The Street Waif.

A recent New York paper contains this
pathetic story of want and death:
A ragged, starved-faced elf of seven or

“eight, having a weather-beaten basket on

lier Mn,.gekgehing for bits of coal azd
splint s of wood around the docks in
New York. You may have seen such
sights eyery day.

Tho gaslight made her pinched face
look all the more sorrowful, and somehow
it seemed as if ber ragged dress looked
more forlorn than in the. broad glare of
day.

As she moved here and there, searching
as carefully as men look for gold, four
little red toes peeped out from one dilap-
idated shoe. They had been bruised, and
hurt, and frost-bitten, and stubbed against
stone and plank, till the poor child limped
wearily.

Her white face provoked no sympathy,
her fluttering rags were unnoticed, her
forlorn look called forth no word, but the
eyes of a dozen men who loitered about
the wharf watched the four little red toes
moving here and there, and every heart
grew a bit sotter.

Five cents would buy more fuel than
she can pick up.in a week,” whispered a
}Jrswnv' riverman as he felt for his wal-

et.

The four little red toes were at the
edge of the wharf. The black waters cast
up their shadows and blinded her, she
fell into the water and a shriek anda
eplash startled the men who had
watching, 3

R

The Easton party hunted tuthfnlly,

. They ran
the d:rknem, and called out in tremblin
voices; but the river gave up only the

the | old brown basket. Four little red toee

were drifting with the current past wharf
and boat, and slip, and a white, pinched
face, wearing a look of terror, was turned
this way and that by the eddies.

In some bare room, up long flights of
dark stairs a mother waited and waited
till she fell asleep in her chair; but there
was no clatter of a pair of old shoes on
the stairs to arouse her, and when day
dawned she lifted her head in a startled
way, thought lor an instant that she saw
four little red toes over by the door, ana
then sprang up to cry out:

“The long night has passed away, and
the poor child has not come home!™

Four little red toes, washed by the
waves to snowy whiteness—a white face
growing more ghastly as the weeds and
grasses set it in a frame ot grecn; and
may we not hope that in some book in
heaven was recorded, “Another soul is
treasured here.”

Sleep.

Bloomington (Ill.) Eye. _

Very few persons have any idea how
much sound, restful, blissful sleep has
to do with health and longevity. The
roses pale on many a maiden’s cheek, the
wrinkies deepen on many a matron’s
brow, the life blood of many a strong
man lessens, his muscles weaken, and his
brain becomes incapable of planning and
devising, because they do not sleep
enough, and at those hours when it is
most beneficial.

The “ beauty-sleep” of the last gener-
ation was supposed to be gained before
tweleve o'clock or midnight, and it was
also called the “golden sleep.” But now
the merchant pouers over his ledger and
balances his account-book long after the
brain should have been gathering
strength for the morrow’s work in health-
tul sleep. The student wastes time,
strength and vitality by the night work.
The seamtress sews far into the morning
hours, the bright light of the lamp reflect-
ed on the polished top of her sewing
machine, one consequence of which is the
early fuilure of her eyesight, which de-
mands glasses years before it should:
The housewife protracts her task into the
small hours, and, finally, when the couch
is sought, slumber comes only 1n fitful
snatches, interspersed with wild vagaries
of the brain, or else it is so profound that
instead of being refreshed by it, they all
awake 1n a state of extreme exhaustion.

But worse than this is the fashionable
folly that turns night into day for amuse-
ment sake. Instead of reparing to places
of entertainment at half past six or seven
o'clock, and returning at ten or eleven,
we do not go until the last namea hour,
and the festivities are prolonged far be-
yond the season of possible enjoyment.
Night after night this is kept up, when
it is well known that it is robbing all
who participate in it of health, strength,
vitality and life.

It is bad enough for adults to continue
S0 pernicisus a practice, but to carry it
into the ranks of cbildren is sheer
madness. Parties for the little ones can
now begin only an hour or two ecarlier
than their elders attend, and instead of
healthful games and wholesome goodics,
they whirl about in the giddy dance, re-
peat the leve scenes their clders epact,
and are feasted on ices and champagne.
What the next generation will be if such
things continue in favor is an important
question.

A Sow’s Horrible Crime,

One of the most horrible and unnatu-
ral crimes on record has just beentried at
the Assizes of the Eure, in France. The
prisoner, a young man of twenty-four,
was accuscd of murdering his mother in
cold blood, and then cutting up the body
into picces to get rid of it. The victim
was a widow named Louchard. She livea
with her eldest son, Modeste Emmanuel,
in the hamlet of Marais, where she kept
a small farm. She had two other children,
another son and daughter, who were
out at service some distance off and who
rarely visited her.

On the 16th of March last she sudden-
ly disappeared. The neighbors paid no
particular attention at first to her absence,
especially as her son said she had lett
home in her Sunday clothes, and had
probably gone to see one of her sisters at
Rouen. Some days passed away, and still
no news was heard of the widow. The
neighbors now began to feel uneasy, and
advised the son to write to his relations
about his mother. Modeste, who had all
along shown the utmost indifference in the
matter, at length wrete to his uncle at
Rouen, professing the deepest anxiety at
the disappearance of his mother. Butthe
uncle had not seen her, and could not
imagine what had become of her. Pressed

Y | by the neighbors, Modeste resolved at

last to inform the authorities of her dis-
appearance, but before they had time to
open an inquiry an unexpected discovery
led to the unraveling of the awful mys-
tery.

z{ man named Gosset, in passing by an
old marl pit, remarked that somcbody
had made the pit larger. His curiosity
being aroused, he approached the spot
and discovered spots of blocd and foot-
marks on the brink of the pit. Looking
turther, he found the track of & wheel-
barrow extending to within a tew yards
of the house inhabited by the widow
Louchard. He iaformed the police of
the discovery, and it was decided to d¢-
scend into the pit, which is about 1350
feet deep.

The first thing the searchers came
across was 4 human arm, then another
arm, then two legs, and finally the re-
mainder of the body of a woman. Hew-
ever, in spite of these fearful mutilations,
the identity of the victim was soon es-
tablished —the remains were those of the
missing widow.

The trial followed, and the prisoner
Modeste Emmanual, was condemned to
death. He will be guillotined barefrot
and in the custome assigned to murder-
ers of parents—viz., a long shirt and a
black veil around his head.

1 heology_-l-;the Bud.

Once on a time my cousin’s child, a
four-year old boy, hag to“try on” some
garments. His admiring mother, find-
ing she had made a bad muddle of the
cutting, naturally vented her own irrita-
tion on the restive little figure wriggling
under the infliction of “taking in here
and letting out there.” It ended in her
giviong the poor child a slight shaking.

At night, 83 his mother was preparing

up and down, peered into
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him for bed, he said, “I was so naugh
cause I wouldn’t stan’ still when you was
& makin’my new close, would I’ Then
suddenly, “Say, mamma, tell me what
God has to do to the naughty boys up in
heaven that won't stan’ still when he's a-
makin’ of ’em.

Anecdote of Peter the Great.

Peter of Russia, ¢r Peter the Great,
a he is commonly called, was a man of
remarkable qualities of mind, and though
very arbitrary, was stiil kind and consid-
ate to those who deserved encouragement.
Oneday a young recruit was standing
guard before the door of the entrance to
Peter’s private chambers in the Palace of
St. Petcrsburg. He had received orders
to admit no one. As he was passing
slowly up and down before the door,
Prince Mentchikoff, the favorite minister
of the czar approached, attempting to
enter. He was stopped by the recruit.
The prince who had the fullest liberty of
calling upon his master at any time,soucht
to pusbh the guard aside and pass him,
yet the young man would not move, but
ordered his highness t. stand back.

“You {ool!” shouted the prince, *don’t
you know mef”

The recruit siniled and said, “very
well, your highness, but my orders were
peremptory to let nobody pass.”

The prince, exasperated at the low tel-
low’s impudenze, struck him a blow in
the tace with his riding whip.

*Strike away, your highness,” said the
soldicr, * but I cannot let you go in.”

Peter, in the room, hearing the noise
outside, opened the door and inquired
what it meant, and the prince told him.
The czar was amused, but said nothing
at the time. In the evening, however, he
sent for the princc and the soldier. As
they both appeared, Peter gave his own
cane to the soldier, saying:

* That man struck you in the morning;
now you must return the blow to that
fellow with my stick.”

The prince was amazed. “Your ma-
Jesty,” he said, “this common soldier is
to strike me?”’

“I make him & captain,” said Peter,

“But I am an officer of your majesty’s
household,” objected the prince.

“I make him coionel of my Life Guards
and an oflicer of the lousehold,” said
Peter again.

“My rank your majesty knows, is that
of general,” agaio protested Mentchikoff,

“Then I make him a general, so that
the beating you get may come from aman
of your rank.”

The prince got a sound thrashing in the
preseace of the czar, the recruit was next
day commissioned a general, with the
title of Count Oreinoff, and was the
founder of a powerful family, whose de-
scendants are still high in the imperial
service of Russia.

Another Singing Mowuse,

The family of a well-known gentle-
man who lives on Seventh street, have
been greatly exercised for some weeks by
the singing of what sounded like & ca-
nary bird, behind the wainsteoting of the
house and between the walls of the par-
titions. All through the night the sing-
ing has been done, and sometimes it has
been so loud as to waken the gentleman
and his wife and disturb them. Yester-
day Dr. F. succeeded, with the hetp of
one or two lady friends, in capturing the
vocalist. A Drick was removed from the
hearth in the kitchen, a trap was set, and
after a long wail. 8 mouse ventured out
and into the trap. Lastevening a Com-
mercial reporter was at Mr. F.s house,
where several other friends were gather-
ed to observe the wonder.

The wire trap containing the mouse
was placed upon the table, and the sing-
ing was anxiously awaited. The mouse,
an ordinary looking one, with a rough
coat and bright black bead-like eyes, did
not seem to be disposed to sing, and alter
a long wait and a good many expressions
of incredibility concerning his vocalistic
abilities, it was suggeted that the mouse
be fed. A little bread was given it and
water. It went for the water, and began
an exuraordinary amount of face-washing
and general primping, betraying its sex
immediately, and convincing the audience
that they might expect a soprano or con-
tralto, and not bass or baritone. After
the prima donna had finished her toilette,
she gethered herself up in a little brown
ball and began tosing. Witha twitter
like & woodbird, then she chirruped
like a sparrow and then settled down into
u long sweet warble, like a young canary.

As the tiny thing swelled up its throat
and rolled its black eyes and executed
the most wonderful little trills, and
roulades, and candenzes, and the swetest
diminuendos, and crescendos, the listen-
ers looked at one another in wonder apd
delight. There it was at last—a real little
mouse, sitting up in its cage and singin,
away with all its might. It is impossible
to describe the character of its singing
and Mrs, F. says it varies remarkably
every time it sings. It is a soft, sweet
tone, not cleur and sharp, like the sing-
ing of an old canary—rather like a young
bird, just learning to sing. Occasionally
it makes a whiniog exactly like a very
young puppy, and then after a chirrup or
two, starts «if en its song again.

'I‘alking had no effect, and did not seem
to annoy it; and the cage was even passe:!
around from one to another without in-
terrupting the singing of the little prison-
er. It had been singing a straight hour
when our reporter left, and was gtill at
it, entertainiag an admiring and wonder-
ing party of listeners.—Cincinnati Com-
mercial.

Ripening for Death.

No one (says Von Humbolt) can fear
death less than I do, neither am I much
-attached to life; but I have never known
tne feeling of an anxious longing for
death; and although it be a nobler one
than that of absolute weariness of exis-
tence, it is nevertheless blamable. Life
must first, for as long a period as Provi-
dence wills it, be enjoyed or suffered—in
one word, gone through, and that with a
full submission, without murmuring,
lamenting, or repining. There is one im-
portant law of nature which we should
never lose sight of —I mean that ripen-
ing for death. Death is not a break in
existence, it is but an intermediate cir-
cumstance, a transition from one form of
our final existence to another. The mo-
ment of maturity for death cannot be de-
cided by any human wisdom or inward
feelings; and to attempt to do so would

be nothing better than the vain rashness

—_—

of human pride. That decision 1
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be made by Him who can at once loo
back through our whole course; and both
reason and duty require that we should
leave the hour to Him, and mever rebel
against His decrees by a single im-
patient wish. The first and most impor-
tant thing iz, to learn to master ourselves
and to throw ourseles with peacetul con-
fidence on Him who never chan
looking on every situation, wheather
vleasant or otherwise, as a source ‘rom
which our interior existence and indevid-
ual character may draw increasing
strength; and hence springs that entire
submission which few attain to, although
all fancy they feel it.

A Well-Watched FPair,

A lady traveling in England telis the
following : Along with my brother, who
was colecting matter for & work he was
about to publish, I visited the interest-
ing town of Hexham — interesting at
least to him, for it was a fire field for
historical _research—although, for my
own part, I found little to admire beside
its ancient church. The circumstance
which more than anything else secured
ths dingy town a lasting place in my
memory was our taking a lodging with
an extraordinary pair—an old man and
woman, husband and wife, who lived
by themselves without child or servant,
subsisting on the letting cf their parlor
and two bed-rooms. They were tall,
thin and erect, though each seventy years
of age. When we knocked at the door
for admittance, they answered it together;
if we rang tbe bell, the husband and wife
invariably n.];peared side by side; all our
requests and demands were received by
both, executed with the utmost nicety
and exzactness.

The first night arriving late by the
coach from Newcastle, and mereiy re-
quiring a good fire and our ten, we were
puzzled to understand the reason ot this
double attendance; and I remember my
brother rather irreverently wondering
whether we were always to be waitec
upon by these Saimse twins. On ring-
ing the bell to retire for the night, Loth
appeared as usual—the wife carrying the
bedroom candlestick, the husband ut the
door. I gave her directions about break-
fast for the following morning, when the
husband from the door quickly answered
for her. .

“ Depend upen it,
whispered my brother.

But this was not the case, though she
rarely made use of the taculty of speech.
They both attended me into my bedroom;
when the old lady, seeing me look with
some surprise toward her husband, said:

“There's no offense meant, ma'am, by
my husband coming with me into the
chamber-—he’s stone blind.”

“Poorman!” Iexclaimed. “Butwhy,
then, does he not sit still? Why does he
accompany you everywhere?"

“It’s no use, ma'am, your speaking to
my old woman,” said the husband; “she
ean’t hear you—she's quite deaf.”

I was astonished. Here was compen-
sation! Could a pair be better matched?
Man and wite were indeed one flesh; for
he saw with her eyes and she heard with
his ears! It was beautiful to me after-
ward to watch the old man and woman
in their inseperableness. Their sympa-
thy with each other was as swift as elec-
tricity, and made their deprivations as
naught.

she is dumb,”

Fun in the Witness Box.

In a recent trial at Winchester, a wit
ness, failing to make his verzion ot a con-
versation intelligible by reasons of his
fondpess for “says I and ‘“says he,”
was ‘aken in hana by Baron Martin with
the following result: * My man, tell us
now exnactly what passed.” * Yes, my
Lord, I said T would not have the pig.”
“ And what was his answer?” * He said
he had been keeping it for me, and that
he——" “No, no; he could not have
said that; he spoke in the fiist person.”

“No, my Lord, I was the first person
tbat spoke.” “I mean, don't bring in
the third person; repeat his exact words.”
“ There was no third person, my Lord,
only him and me.” “My good fellow,
he did not say, he had been kecping the
pig; he said 1 have been keeping it.” *1
assure you, my Lord, there was no men-
tion of your Lordship at all. We are en
different stories. There was no third
person there, and if anything had been
said about your Lordship I must have
heard it.” The Baron gave in. Nothing
pleases your fun-loving Irishman better
than to bother a lawyer, and the Irish
courts have known many a dialogue like
this: “You are a Roman Citholic?”
“Am It * Are you not?”

“ You say I am.” “ Come, sir; what’s
your religion?” * The true religion.”
 What religon’s is that?” “ My mother’s
religion.” * What was your mother's
religion?” * Bhe tuk whisky in her tay.”
* You bless yourself, don't you?" “When
I'm done with you I will.” ** What
place of worship.do you go tof” *“ The
most convaynient.” ‘‘Of what perzuasion
are you?” * My persuasion is that you
won't find out.” ** What is your helief!”
“ That you ure puzzled.” * Do you con-
fess?” “ Not to you.” “ Who wauld you
write to if you were likely to die?” “The
doctor.” * [ insist upon your answering
me sir; are you a Roman Catholici” *
am.” “And why don’t you say so at once?”’
“You never axed me. You said I was a
great many things, but you mever axed
me; you were driven' cross wurds and
crooked questions at me, and I thought
it was mancers to cut my behavior on
your own pattern.”

Took Him in.

One bitter cold day, writes a Biack
Hills correspondent, an Indian, who
seemed to be almost dead from hubger
and cold, was d scovered near our cam
and brought in and cared for. We fed him,
warmed him and cheered him up, and
meanwhile felt that the good angel who
keeps the big book above would make a
tally in our favor. We went to bed with
the noble red man dozing over the camp
fire, and two hours later one of the trio
awoke just in time to avoid getting a
knife in his heart. The Indian made
tracks when he found his murderons game
discovered, but the being who can outrun
a buller doesn’t live around here. When
we serched the body we found plenty of
dried meat and - parched corn concealed
in the clothing, and there were likewise
a knife and a revolver. He had put up a
job on us, and would have made a good
thing of it if he could have had a little

more rope.
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