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Tli© Sandpiper . 
Across the narrow beach we flit, 

One little sandpiper and I, j 
And fast I gather hit by bit, 

The scattered driftwood bleached and dry. 
The wild waves i cached their hands for it, 

The wild wind raves, the tide runs high, 
AH up and down the beach we flit,— 

One little sandpiper and I. 

Above our heads the sullen clouds 
Scud black and swift across the sky, 

Like silent ghosts in misty shrouds 
Stand out the white lighthouses high. 

Almost as far as eye can reach, 
i see the close-reefed vessels fly, 

As fast we flit along the b e a c h -
One little sandpiper and I. 

I watch him as he skims along, 
Uttenng his sweet and mournful cry. 

He starts not at my fitful song, 
Or Hash ol fluttcung drapery. 

He has no thought of any wrong, 
He scans me with a fearless eye. 

Stanch friends are we, well tried and stronf 
The liU'e sandpiper .ind I. 

Comrade, where wilt thou be to-night, 
When the lo<-( rt storm breaks furiously v 

My drift\M <»l tin will bum ho bright! 
To what warm shelter eanst thou tly ' 

I do not fear for thee, though wroth 
The temprst niches through the sky 

For are wi m><. <«od'-. (hildun both, 
Thou, little sandpiper, and I ' 

—(Jelia Tfta/ter. 

The Enchanted F l u t e . 

Long, long ago, wnen the great Xerxes 
was, king, there lived iff the confines of 
Persia a shepard whose name was Ahmed, 
and who, besides being we'l to do in 
this woild, boasted a handsome face and 
figure. He was by nature of a bold and 
aspiring temperament, but solitude had 
engendered a melancholy that lent a vein 
ol poesy to his character. 

Near to the pastures wherein hetenoed 
his flocks, theie was a wood of dense 
growth and of evil repute. All shunned 
it as the abode of Genii, and the birth 
place of the evil spirit, whom the Pers 
ians name Shi tan; hut the soul of Ah
med was troubled by no such fears. Aft
er his beards were safely penned, he used 
to stroll through the gloomy avenues ot the 
forest,to where a mimic fountain discours 
ed sweet music to the invisible nymphs 
and dryads of its solitudes. There he 
would sit in calm enjoyment, watching 
the sport of the wat r, and breathing 
plaintive an 5 upon a pipe, which he had 
made from the- bough ot a neighboring 
tree. 

One day, howevei, be lost his flute, and 
therefore, when he reached his accustom
ed spot, and sat and mused in silence, he 
fell as'eep, and ne dreamed a dream. 

In fancy he was trans-ported to a dell 
in the midst of the wood, in the centre 
rose a mound, wheieon theie grew a tree 
tall and straight, but ot peculiar appear
ance, the leaves being blood-red. While 
he was commenting upon this ciicum-
stance, a voice trom the mound command
ed him to cut fiom the tiee a branch, and 
to fashion a pipe threfiom; but as he en
deavored to accomplish this, the scene 
faded from his gaze, and, lo! he was in a 
room, in a palatial mansion, the like of 
which he had never si en before. Gorgeous 
tapestries depended iiom the wall-,couch
es of azure silk and glistening silver were 
placed here and there in lavish profusion: 
while columns of lapis lazuli, infinitely 
pleasing to tne eye, supported a vast 
roof of torquois, intersected with diamond 
stars. 

In the mid*t of all this beauty, there 
reclined upon a favteuil, heaped with 
down, a maiden of irresistible loveliness, 
seemingly wrapped in slumber. And he 
dreamt that he played upon his pipe, and 
that tne maiden arose; and with the sound 
of a rejoicing multitude in his ears he 
awoke. 

To say that Ahmed was not distuibed 
by this vision would be false, the more so 
that he remembered having seen in his 
rambles through the woods, such a dell 
as was presented to him in his dream. 
With this idea in his head, he returned 
home, but resolved to devote the morrow 
to a search for the mysterious tree, 

With the rising of the sun he was astir, 
and soon reached the wood, where he 
wandered for many hours in fruitless 
quest. At last, however, he stopped to rest 
his wearied frame, and began abstracted
ly to pluck some twigs trom a tree that 
^rew out of a mound close by. To his in
tense horror he found that the ends drop
ped blood. A second time he pulled a 
sapling, when a hollow voice from below 
warned him to desist from such wanton 
cruelty, but bade him, as in his dream, 
fashion a flute trom the branch which he 
held in his hand. 

I t was the grave of the valiant but un-
fortnnate Selim, a neighboring prince, 
who had been basely murdered by his 
rivals to tne hand of the beauteous Nja-
lee. The javelins with which he 
had been transfixsd had 
taken root, and the blood had flowed 
from his body. 

To explain matters more fully to our 
young readers, we must retrace our foot
steps. 

About five years previous to the date of 
J our story, all Persia was ringing with thp 

" loves of Prince Selim and the lovely 
"Njalee, the beloved daughter of a rich 
and powerful monarch. Their espousal 
was to have taken place on the festival of 
the Fatted Calf, for which preparations 
were already being made; but the prince 

' was waylaid and assassinated in a wood. 
His murderers did not long survive him, 
for the vengeance of the gods overtook 
them as it does all evil-doers. 

The grief of the beauteous Njalee was 
dreadful to witness.and in pity an amiable 
goddess threw her into a deep sleep from 
which she could not be awakened. In 
vain the king, her father, offered im
mense rewards to any one who should 
arouse her; in vain the sages came with 
their wisdom, the dervishes with their 
prayers, and magicians with their astrol
abes. Many were the trials made, and 
many were the failures. 

Such was the position of affairs at the 
times our story opens. 

Upon putting the pipe which he had 
cut to his lips, it discoursed such sad. 
sweet music that Ahmed was moved to 
tears, as were al'. who afterwards listened 
to its melancholy but melodious strains. 

Seemingly now possessed of a strange 
restlessness, Ahmed left his flocks and 
herds, and traveled about the country, 
playing upon his pipe, often receiving 
con9inerable sums ol' money from his 
facinated audiences. 

At length he arrived at the court of the 
great King Aradak, the father of the love
ly but unfortunate Njalee; and upon as
suring him that he was a hakim of renown, 
he obtained permission to attempt the 
cure of the princess. Disdaining even the 
semblance of preparation, Ahmed an

nounced himself to be in readiness, and 
was escorted to the presence ot the slum
bering princesss. After dismissing the 
curious attendants, and excluding every
one, with exception of the king, from the 
room, he took fcoftly his pipe from his 
breast, and put it to bis lips. For a mo
ment there was silence, and then the voice 
of the murdered Selim stole from it. At 
the first sound the fair Njalee awoke, and 
was clasped in the arms of her parent. 

The kingly Aradak, now half-distract
ed with joy, loaded the simple shepherd 
with honors. He would tain, in the ex
uberance of nis spin 's , have divided his 
kingdom and his wealth;for had he not, 
he said, regained a treasure more precious 
than the whole of his possessions? 

Ahmed would have declined all these 
favors, and returned to his herds. 

The king, however, insisted upon con
ferring upon him the honor uf being chief 
hakim, which the shepherd declined with 
every expression of gratitude. Inaeed, 
lie was entirely ignorant of the art of 
medicine, although he dared not hint as 
much to the king. 

But tor the one circumstance Ahmed 
would have wished himself back in his 
native solitudes. He had fallen pas
sionately in love with thePiincess Njalee, 
and. altho jgh astonished at his own pre
sumption, peisuaded himself that he was 
not indiffeient to her. Unluckily for 
him, the cure ot the princess ran like 
wildfire through the city, and in a very 
short space ot time a multitude of sick 
people presented themselves at the 
palace gates. They were desperate cases, 
having been pronounced incurable by all 
hakim exorcists, and conjurors in Persia. 
The king, noticing the crowed, and feel
ing elated that he had in his court a hak
im ot such skill, commanded Ahmed t*> 
cure them all. 

Ahmed's heart sank within him, but 
he feigned indifference, and answered 
that a much harder task were necessary 
to call for any exhibition of his power. 

The king opened his eyes in amaze
ment, but said nothing—which, perhaps, 
was the best thing he could do, He was 
however, destined to be still more sur
prised, for Ahmed ordered all the pa
tients to be usheied into one of the rcoms 
in the palace, and a gigantic fiie lit. 
vVhen it had flared and blazed to a 
white heat,he requested the king to with
draw and leave him alone with the sick 
people. The king left the room, but re
mained outside, peeping in at the door, 
which stood ajar. 

No sooner was he aone then Ahmed 
assembled all the diseased around the 
hearth, and whilst the heat radiated 
from the glowing furnace, he addressed 
them in the following words: 

uMy friends it will be difficult, indeed 
for me to cure such a multitude of per
sons in a moment of time. Theie exists 
but one remedy which is to the purpose, 
and that is to pick out the most afliicted 
among you, and to burn him in the tire. 
When his body is entirely consumed, I 
will mix a portion of his ashes with some 
1 quid, and the remainder shall drink of 
it and be cuied." 

When he had ceased, the patients eyed 
each other, as much as to say, "Whose 
case is the worst?'' for there was not one 
among them who, for the whole wealth of 
Persia, would have confessed that he was 
the greatest sufferer. 

In the meantime, Ahmed questioned 
each one of them, beginning with the one 
nearest the fire. 

"My dear fellow,'' said he, "how pale 
you lookt You are in the last stage of 
consumption. I think death would be 
a t agreeable—" 

"Oh- oh—but, illustrious Hakim," in
terrupted the patient, in a voice tremb
ling with fear, "that's—the heat of the 
fire! The fresh air, I think, would revive 

the ruins of the ancient city announces 
the opening night in the following ad
vertisement : 

" After a lapse of more than eighteen 
hundred years the theater of this city 
will be reopened with 'La Figlia del 
Reggimento." I solicit a continuance of 
the favor bestowed on my predecessor, 
Marcus Quintus Martius, and beg to as
sure the public that I shall make every 
effort to equal the r\re qualities he dis
played during his management." 

The Song-Sparrow. 

Birds of the doorside! warbling clear 
In the sprouting or fading year, 
Well art thou named, fiom thy own sweet 

lay 
Piped frem paling or naked spray, 
As the smile of the sun breaks through 
Chill gray clouds that curtain the blue. 

Even when February bleak 
Smites with his frost the traveller's cheek, 
While the air has no touch of spring, 
Bird of promise we hear thee sing, 
Long ere the tirst rathe blossom wakes, 
Long ere the earliest leaf-bud breaks. 

April passes and May steals by; 
June leads in the sultry July, 
Sweet are the woodnotes, loud and sweet, 
Heard from the lobin's and hang-bird's seat 
Thou, as the green months glide away, I 
Smgest with them as gayly aa they. 

August comes and the melon and maize; 
Bask and swell in his fiery blaze; 
Swallows gather and southward bound, 
Whirl like a whirl-blast round and round, 
Thru&h and robin their songs forget, 
Thou art cheerfully warbung yet. 

Later still, when the sumac spray 
Reddens to crimson day by day, 
When in the orchard, one by one, 
Apples drop in the ripening sun, 
They who pile them beneath the trees 
Hear thy lay in the autumn breeze. 

Come November, sullen and grim, 
Spangling with frost the rivulet's brim, 
Harsh, hoarse winds from the woodland tear 
Each brown leaf that is clinging there, 
Still art thou singing amid the blast, 
"Soon is the dreariest season past." 

Only when Christmas snow storms make 
Smooth whitele\els of me r and lake, 
lifting the light snow all day long, 
Only then do we miss thy &ong, 
Sure to hear it again, when soon 
Climbs the sun to a higher noon. 

Late when the sorrowing south wind brought 
Tidings of battles fiercely fought, • 
Tidingb of hosts in war an ay, 
Marking with gia\es their bloody way, 
Still wert thou singing near my door, 
"Soon is the Btoruuest season o'er." 

Even thus sing cheerfully on, 
Bird of Hope! as in ages gone, 
Sing of springtime and summer shades, 
Autumn'^ pomp when the summer fades, 
Storms that flee from the conquering sun, 
Peace by enduiing ^alor won." 

—Bryant 

The old man brought a j u g of kras, or 
beer made from the grain of rye, out of 
the celler, and they ' both pressed her to 
sit down with them to breakfast. The 
terrors of the night appeared like a dream 
till the old woman herself alluded to 
what had happened. 

" I wanted to find out," she said, 
"whether you wer© an honest girl or 
whether you had been telling us lies. We 
are quite satisfied about you now." 

In spite ot the change in their behav
ior Prasca felt no regret at quitting their 
house. She got out of the town as quick
ly as she could, and after some time she 
sat down under a tree, and had the curi
osity to count the money in her bag. 
When what was her surprise when in
stead of eighty kopeks, she found 120! 
The strange old couple had added forty 
morel 

I t ems or I n t e r e s t . 

So saying, he arose and withdrew; and 
when the king asked him why he had left, 
he answered that he was entirely cured. 

Ahmed now came to the second, and, 
a'ter looking at him for a short time, 
shooK his his head, mournfully. 

"My good fellow," he exciamed, "you 
can never recover. You look so yellow 
and ghastly, I think—" 

"Whal do you think I must be burnt?' ' 
"By all means," replied Ahmed. "You 

are but a shadow, and yeur legs cannot 
last much longer." 

"They are strong enough to run 
though,"'returned the man; whereupon 
he slipped out of the room and * as con
gratulated by the king upon being cured 
so soon. 

Ahmed approached the third, and said 
sadly. 

•'Alas, my friend, you are on the verge 
ot the tomb. If we were to put you on 
the tire, your pain would be over, and the 
rest could be cured." 

"Yes; but, Hakim," " I am not so bad 
as that. I shall recover." 

"Villain!" said Ahmed, it? a great pas
sion, "what do you do here, then? Have 
you come only to mock me? Be off, or. 

He flew out of the door, and when 
asked by the king why he was going, he 
exclaimed that his health was complete
ly restored. 
" In a similar manner Ahmed question

ed the remainder of the invalids, who 
disappeared so fast, one after another, 
that the king was literally astounded. 
There was not one who was willing to be 
burnt for the sake of his companions, 
afid they fled because the fire seemed to 
be the impersonation of Hades itself. 

When the last patient was out of sight 
King Aradak embraced Ahmed in a 
transport of admiration, vowed that he 
and such a miracle of a physician should 
never be separated, and offered him the 
hand of the lovely Njalee and a s'ice of 
his wide domains if he would but prom
ise never to leave the kingdom. 

This, as may be imagined, Ahmed 
very reapily did, and soon after his es
pousal with the princess took place amid 
great magnificence. 

Continuing t h e Show. 

Every body has heard the old story of 
the silent man who, riding over a bridge, 
asked his servent if lie liked eggs, to 
which the servant answered yes. Noth
ing more passed till the next year when, 
riding over the same bridge, he turned to 
his servant and said; "How!" "Poach
ed, sir," was the immediate answer. This 
story has just been thrown into the shade 
in Italy. When Pompeii was destroyed 
by an eruption of Mount Vesuvious, A. 
D. 79, a theatrical representation, as 
everybody knows, was going on in the 
Amphitheater. A certain Langini h i r 
ing got permission to open a theater < n 

A STAKTLliNGADVETVTUKTQ. 

How appearncea a re Mover Verta*n. 
The most remarkable instance of ap

pearances being altogether opposed to 
tacts is contained in a true incident which 
betel) Prasca Loupowloff, the heoric Rus
sian girl WLO traveled on loot from Si-
beria"to St. Pctei&burg foi the puipose 
of soliciting the paiJon cf her exiled 
parents trom the bauds of the Empeior, 
upon which noble pi oof ot a daughter's 
love the tale of "Elizabeth: or, The Ex
iles of Sibera," is founded. 

She chanced to arrive after nightfall in 
a town the name of which she never could 
leain exactly, and knocking at the door 
of the first door she came to, it was open
ed by an old man of a most forbidding 
countenance. He rudely inquired what 
she wanted, and when she asked for a 
night's lodging, shut the door in her face. 

An instant atter he called her back and 
said she might come in if she pleased. 
Prasca felt rather sorry than glad that he 
had changed his mind, and the sight of 
his wife, an old woman even more un
pleasant-looking than himself, did not 
make her feel more comfortable. The 
room they were sitting in was large and 
gloomy, lighted only by pieces of pine 
wood, smelling strongly of turpentine. 1 
These were stuck into the wall in sever
al places, and gave an uncertain, flicker-
i i g light, that, to the mind of Prasca, had 
something in it awful and unearthly. 
Her hosts bade her sit down, and before 
they offered her as much as a crust of 
bread began to cross-examine her as to 
where she came from, where she was go
ing to, and what noney she had for her 
journey. 

" I have eighty brass kopeks," she said, 
"that were given me at Kamonichieff." 

And she telt at the moment how will
ingly would she have given the whole 
sum to be out of their hands. 

" That can not be,'' said the old woj[ 
man; "eighty kopeks to go from Siberia 
to St. Petersburg! You must have gold 
or notes." 

' I ideed, I tell you the truth," sai d 
the poor gir l ; "and if you please, you 
may see my purse." 

Upon this they gave her a few potatoes, 
and told her to lie down in her clothes 
on a sort of platform over the stove, 
where Russian'peasants, who are too poor 
to have beds, oiten pass the night. She 
did so taking precaution,however,to leave 
her bag on the floor, that it might be seen 
she had no fear of being searched. She 
could not sleep, but lay still, listening 
to what was going forward. To her ex
treme terror she first heard the old wo
man carfully bolt the door and fasten the 
bars of the window-shutter; then her hus
band said in whisper: 

" No one saw her come in; we can do 
what we please." 

After a few minutes, during which she 
concluded they were examining the con
tents ot her bag. he again said: 

"This is all nr nsense. She must have 
money. Did you not see an oil-skin bag 
tied round her neck?'' 

And presently the old woman climbed 
up the side of the stove, and Prasca saw 
her dreadful eyes peering at her as she 
lay. Fearing" they would murder her 
she begged for mercy, and showed the 
little purso v i t h the kopeks and passport, 
entreating them to leave the passport only, 
and take all the rest. To this the old 
woman made no answer, but felt in her 
pockets, pulled of her boots, examined her 
dress from head to foot, and at last went 
down again without hurting her. Prasca 
heard nothing more till, some time after, 
the deep breathing of her host and hostess 
assured her they were both asleep, and 
overcome by fatigue she fell asleep also. 
When she awoke i t was broad daylighte 
and the old woman was up and cooking; 
and the first words she heard were to bid 
her come and have some stchi with them 
before she continued her journey. Stchi 

1 is a sort of soup made oi salt meat and 
aour cabbage, on which the Russian peas-

I ants live almost entirely. 

Buzz sauce—Honey. 
A fat office—the soap boiler's. 
The early angler catches the worm and 

a cold. 
Scales that will weigh a grain of dust 

are used in the Philadelphia Mint. 
The coal production of China is reck

oned at 3,000,000 tons annually. 
Twenty nine ferries connect New York 

city with Long Island and New Jersey. 
I t is said the ladies of the upper class 

in some parts of South America chew 
tobacco. 

The Alaska waters contain more salmon 
than all the other waters in the known 
world. 

The hairpin crop of this country equals 
$10,000,000 annually. The early crop is 
sown in beds. 

The number of individuals entitled to 
wear the cross of the French legion of 
honor is about 57.000. 

There are no fewer than 14,000 washer
woman at work on the banks of the Man-
zanares, in Spain. 

A good man will be doing good where
soever he is. His trade is a compound of 
charity and justice. 

While out hunting near Knoxville, 
Tenn., a pack of hound* attacked a flock 
of sheep, and killed twenty five 01 them. 

In selecting a husband at seventeen, a 
woman desires good looks; at twenty-five, 
good habits and at thirty, the man. 

I t is little troubles that wear the heart 
out. I t is easier to throw a bombshell a 
mile thari" a feather—even with artillery. 

Emperor William gets along with four 
and a half fingers on his right hand. 
Half of his forefinger he blew off nearly 
sixty years ago. 

S. Berkley Hazeltine, of Bakersfield, 
Mass, aged eighty-eight, has been elect
ed town clerk fifty-eight times, and for 
the last thirty years not a vote has been 
cast against him. 

A young lady who is doing the Alps 
repoits progress to her guardian: " I 
tried yesterday to climb the Matterhorn; 
didn't near reach the top. I t is absurdly 
high—everything in this country— 
please send me $—." 

A newly arrived Chinaman has only 
twenty-five letters of the English alpha
bet to learn, he is well acquainted with 
T.—Cincinnati Saturday Night. He is 
also sure to have Cue in his head, 

"So there,s another rupture on Mount 
Vociferous," said Mrs. Partington, as she 
put down the paper and put up her specs. 
"The paper tells about the bursting lath
er running down the mountain, but it 
don't tell how it got on fire." 

"Vat a monster language," says a 
Frenchman. "Here I read in ze news
papers zat a man commit a murder, who 
was committed for trial and zen commit
ted himself to a reportair. No wonder 
everyzing in America is done by com
mittee." 

The dueling pistols used by Aaron Burr 
in his duel with Alexander Hamilton are 
said to be in the possession of a citizen of 
Louisville. They were left to him by his 
uncle, an army officer, who himself pur
chased them from Burr for $500. I t is 
asserted that they have been used in 
eleven duels. 

A powerful bar magnet, in connection 
with a Grove battery, has been success
fully used in London in extracting a chip 
of steal from the eye of a mechanic. 
When the magnet was four inches from 
the eye, the chip of steal sprang from the 
lens where it had been lodged to the inner 
surface of the corner, whence it was remov
ed without much difficulty. 

An Ohio stumper, while making a 
speech, paused in the midst of it and ex
claimed: "Now, gentlemen, what do 
you think?" Instantly a man rose in the 
assembly, and with one eye partially 
closed, with a strong Scotch brogue, re
plied : " I think, sir, I do indeed, sir I 
think if you and I were to stump the 
country together we would tell more lies 
than any other two men in the country, 
sir, and I 'd not say a word myself dur ing 
the whole time, sir!" 

Quarrels, like thunder-storms, would 
end in sunshine if it were not for the 
determination to have the last word. If 
you are scolded or cri 
your lips and keep still, and it will soon 
be over; but if you retort you are in 
" for three years or the war." Many a 
man who pcurs himself in torrents of 
rain for five minutes, and then breaks 
out into the sunshino of good temper 
again will settle down into a three days' 
dismal drizzle if he is weak enough to 
insist on having that last word. 

An exhibition of the phonograph was 
advertised as a part of a benefit perform
ance in the Grand Opera House, San 
Francisco. Sol Smith Russell made an 
address explanatory of Edison's invention 
and then a box was placed on a table. 
Russell turned a crank, and from the box 
came talk in tunes like those of various 
public men well known in the city. The 
audience soon discovered that an actor, 
concealed under the table, was giving im
itations. Almost a riot ensued, the people 
refusing to view the deception as a good 
joke. 

If civilized people were ever to lapse 
into the worship of animals, the cows 
would certainly be their cheit goddess. 
What a fountain of blessing is a cow! 
She is the mother of beef, the source of 
butter, the original cause of cheese, to 
say nothing of shoe horns, hair combs, 
and upper leather. A gentle, amiable, 
ever yielding creature, who has no joy in 
her family affairs which she does not share 
with man. We rob her of her children, 
that we may rob her of her milk, and we 

only care for her that the robbery may be 
perpetuated.—Household Words". 

The Indian or Brahmin bull, often 
called the zebu, extends over southern 
Asia and the Eastern Islands, is also 
found in Eastern Africa, a^d is common 
to the northwest Himalays. They are 
venerated by the Hindus, who object to 
slaughtering them, but use them in har
ness, and they will travel about thirty 
miles a day. These oxen have pendulous 
ears, and are distinguished by a fatty, 
elevated hump upon the withers, which 
sometimes weighs fifty pounds, and when 
properly cooked is said to be delicious. 
The flesh of the animal is nor, howerer,so 
palatable as that of the common ox. 

A Song of Freedom, 

O Freedom! thou art not, as poets dream, 
A f.ar young girl with light and delicate 

lnnbs, 
And wavy tresses gushing from the cap 
With which the Roman master crowned his 

'•lave 
W h<_u he took off the gy*es. A bearded man 
Armed to the teeth, art thou; one mailed 

hand 
Gra-ps the broad sheild, and one the sword; 

thy brow, 
Glorious in beauty though it be, is scarred 
With tokens of old wars; thy massive limbs 
Are strong with struggling. Power at thee 

has launched 
His bolts, and with his lightnings smittea 

thee; 
They could not quench the life thou hast from 

heaven; 
Merciless Power has dug thy dungeon deep, 
Xnd his swart armorers, by a thousand fires, 
Have forged thy chain, yet, while he deems 

thee bound, 
The links are shivered, and the prison-walls 
Fall outward terribly thou springest forth, 
As springs the flame abo\e a burning pile, 
And shoutest to the nations, who return 
Thy shoutings, while the pale oppressor flies 

HOUSE AND FARM. 
Wishes. 

I wish that the grasses would learn to sprout 
that the lilac and rose-bush would both leaf 

out; 
That the crocus would put on her gray-gree* 

frill, 
And robins begin to whistle and trill. 
I wish that the wind-flower would grope its 

way * 
Out of the darkness into day; 
That the ram would fall and the sun would 

shine, 
And the rainbow hang in the sky for a sign. 

I wish that the silent brooks would shouty 
And the apple blossoms begin to pout; 
And if 1 wibh long enough, no doubt 
The fairy Spring will bring it about. 

£,. , . . . "Vl0Mun» Bread. 
b u t in a tin pan four pounds of flour; 

bank it up against the the side, pour in 
ODe quart of milk, and water and mix in 
to it rloi r enough to make a thin batter; 
then quickly and lightly add one pint oi 
milk, in which is dissolved one ounce of 
salt and an ounce and three-quarters of 
compressed yeast. Leave the remainder 
of the flour against the sides of the pan, 
cover with a cloth and set in a warm 
place for three quarters of an hour put in 
the rest of the Hour until the dough will 
leave the bottom and sides of the pan, 
and let this stand two hours and a Jialf. 
Finally, divide the mass into one pound 
pieces, to be cut in turn in twelve pieces 
each. This gives square pieces, about 
three inches and a half thick, each corner 
of which is taken up and folded over to 
the centre, and then the rolls are laid on 
a bread-board to rise tor half an hour, 
when thy are put into a hot oven that 
bakes them in ten minutes. 

Thy birthright was not given by human 
hands; 

Thou wert twin born with man. In pleasant 
fields, 

Whiie yet our race was few, thou sat'sl with 
him, 

To tend the quiet flock and *vatch the stars, 
And teaeh the reed to utter simple airs 
Thou by his side, amid the tangled wood, 
Didst war upon the panther and the wolf, 
His only foes; and thou with him didst draw 
The earliest furrow on the mountain side, 
Soft w ith the deluge. 

—B)~yant. 

Josh Bil l ings to the Gi r l s . 

Dear girls, are you in search of a hus
band? 

Tnat is a pumper, and you are not re
quested to say "yes" out loud, but are ex; 
pekted tew throw yure eyes down onto 
the earth as though you wuz looking for 
a pin, and reply tew the interrogatory 
with a kind of draulin sigh. 

Not tew press so tender a theme until 
it becomes a thorn in the flesh, we will 
presume, tew avoid argument, that you 
are on the lookout for sumthing in the 
mail line. Let me give you sum small 
chunks ov advice how tew spot yure fu
ture husband: 

1. The man who is jelllus ov every 
little attenshun which yu get from some 
other feller, you will find after yu are 
married tew him he will luv himself more 
than he duz yu, and what yu mistook for 
solissituae yu will discover haz changed 
to indifference. 

Jellusy isn't a heart diseze; it is a liver 
komplaint 

2. A mustache is not indispinsible; it is 
only a little more hair, and much like 
moss and other excresences—often duz 
the best on sile that won't raise anything 
else. Don't forget that those things 
which yu admire in a fellow before mar
riage yu will probably dislike in a hus
band after, an a mustache will get to be 
a very weak diet after a long time. 

3. If husbands could be took on trial 
as Irish cooks are, two-thirds of them 
would probably be returned; but there 
don't seem to be enny law for this. There
fore, girls, yu will see that after yu git a 
man you have got to keep him, even if 
yu luze on him. Konsequently, if yu 
have got enny kold vitles in the house, 
try him on them once and a while during 
scouring season, and if he swalers them 
and sez he will take some more, he is a 
man who, when blue Monday kums, will 
wash well. 

4. Don't marry a pheller who is alwus 
tellin how hiz mother duz things. I t iz 
tew hard to wean a yung one. 

5. I t a young man can beat you play
ing on the pianner, and can't hear a fish 
horn playing on the street without turn-
ng a summeTset on account cf the musick 

For the Hair. A teaspoon ml of pow
dered borax, and a teaspoonful of spirits 
©f hartshorn, dissolved in a quart ot soft 
water, and applied to the head with a 
soft sponge, and then rub dry with a 
towel, is an excellent wash for cleaning 
the scalp. Once a week is often enough 
to use it. If there is any vitality left in 
the hair follicles or roots, the following 
is said to be an excellent wash for restor
ing the hair:—Scald black tea, two 
ounces, with a gallon of water; then 
strain, and add three ounce ot clycerine, 
half an ounce of tincture of cantoatides, 
and one quart of bay rum. This may be 
perfumed to suit the taste, and should be 
well rubbed into the hair, after a warm 
glow has been produced on the scalp by 
the bruch. 

How to Apply Manure to trees.—Thin 
rule should be observed in planting trees, 
shrubs and vines: Place no manure in 
contact with the roots, Many persons 
think they are doing a nice thing for 
their trees to sprinkle manure among 
their roots in the process of planting, 
but instead they do harm. If "you put 
the manure above the roots when the 
holes are nearly filled, so when the dirt is 
replaced it will be fairly covered, good 
will result from the application. Cow 
manure or well-r»tted stable manure is 
used with success. To prevent injury 
from severe frost, and also to benefit the 
trees by enriching the ground, coarse 
manure, containing considerable straw, 
may be spread over the ground, rather 
thick, around the stems or trunks, as far 
as the roots extend. 

that is in him, I say to leave h im; he 
might answer to tend babe, but if you set 
him hoeing out in the gaiden, you will 
find that you have got to do it yourself. 
A man whose whole life lies in musick 
(and net too hefty at that) ain't no better 
than a seedlitz powder; but if he luvs to 
listen while you sing sum gentle ballad, 
yu will find him mellow and not soft. 
But don't marry enny body just for one 
virtew enny quicker than yu would flop 
a man for just cne fault. 

6. I t is one ov the most tuffest things 
for a female to be an old maid successful
ly. A great many has tried it, and made a 
bad job ov it, and had a hard time. 

, Everybody seems to look upon old maids 
7iJ,^A 1»»»*"kw£ as inst they do upon dried herbs in the 
ticised just bite | gJIet_h^dj f o£ fiicknes8 a n d > t h e r f o r e , 

girls, it ain't a misstake that yu shud be 
willing to swop yourself oph with some 
true-hearted phellow for a husband. 
The swop may be a good one: but don't 
swop for any man who is respektable 
just because hiz father iz. You had bet
ter be an old maid for four thousand 
years and then join the Shakers than tew 
buy repentance at this price. No woman 
ever made this trade who didn't get a 
phool, a mean kuss or a clown for a hus
band. 

7. In digging down into this subject, 1 
find the digging eroes harder the further 
I get. I t is much easier tew inform yu 
who not tew take, for the rezon there is 
more ov them. 

I don't think you will follow my ad
vice, if I give i t ; and therefore, I will 
keep i t , for look upon castor oil—a mean 
dose to give and a mean dose to take. 
If you can find a bright-eyed, well-bal
lasted boy, who looks upon poverty az 
sassy az a child looks upon wealth—who 
had ra<her sit down on the curbstone of 
the 5th avenue hotel and eat ham sand
wich rather than go inside and run in 
debt for his dinner and toothpick, and 
who is a man with that sort of pluck that 
mistakes a defeat for a victory, my ad
vice is to take him body and sou', snare 
him at onst, for he is a stray trout— a 
breed very skarse in our waters. 

Take him, I say, and bild onto hive as 
hornets bild on a tree. 

Hints to Wool Growers.—1st. Never 
place unwashed tags in the fleece, while 
it is better still to leave all tags out. 

2d. Exercise care in wasing your 
sheep, and see that the ends of the wool 
are free from dirt. 

8d. Take the proper means to get the 
allow out of their fleeces. I ts presence 

is one of the most serious sources of loss 
to the manufacturer. 

4th. Do not allow gravel to cling to 
the wooi, and do not place it in the wool 
to make i t weigh more. 

5 th. Tie your fleeces with a string 
passing only once around it . Dealers 
and manufacturers do not care to pay 
wool prices for hop twine.—Utica Herald. 

Asparagus. This delightful vegetable 
is no n in season, and it is well to know 
the best ways of cooking it . Tastes 
differ, but generally it is a waste of bread 
to serve asparagus on toast. Tie the as
paragus in bunches, and if i t is too long 
for the vessel it is to be boiled in, cut an 
inch form the white end; drop into salted 
boiling water, and when tender, which 
will be in about thirty minutes, drain 
thoroughly and serve with Hollandaisc 
or white sauce. 

Lunch Cake.—Into one enp of butter
milk and one half cup of cream stir one 
large cup of brown sugar; one cup of 
currants and chopped raisins mixed, one-
half teaspoonful each of cinnamon, 
cloves, ginger and allspice, one-half of a 
grated nutmeg and a pinch ot salt; add 
flour enough to make as stiff a batter as 
for cup cake; bake in a sheet and eat 
warm. I t is dilicious for lunch or sup
per, or makes a nice dessert at dinner. 

To Can Green Gages,—Wash them well, 
and prick each one with a large needle, 
otherwise they will burst. To a pound of 
sugar allow a small cup of water; as soon 
as the sugar melts so that it can bestired 
drop in enough plums to fill a glass jar, 
*.et them simmer for a few minutes, skim 
out into the jar, and fill to overflowing 
with the bailing syrup. Seal at once. 
The syrup left oyer will answer for the 
next jar . 

To Restore Color.—When color on a 
fabric has been accidentally or otherwise 
destroyed by acid, ammonia is applied to 
neutralize the acid, after which an appli
cation of chloroform will, in almost all 
cases restore the original color. The ap
plication of ammonia is common, 
but that of chlorform is bu t 
little known. 

Where? Stutterers cannot take time by 
the forelock. Two weie at work,at a 
forge. The iron was red-hot, and placed 
on the anvil, when the first one said, 
" John, s-s-stneke it hard." The other 
answered, u J im wh-wh-where shall I 
hi-hit?" " No m-m-matter now, it's got 
co-co-cold," was the reply, and the bar 
was put into the forge again. 

Light Dumplings— Two cups of flour 
one teaspoonful of cream of tartar, one 
teaspoonful of salt, half a teaspoonful ot 
soda in a cup of sweet mi lk ; flour your 
hands and make into small balls by al
lowing a spoonful for each ball. Boil 
just ten minutes by the clock. Do not 
take the cover off until done. 
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